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For Ale... 

I miss you 
my son…

I love you, Bubbo, from here
to the end of the galaxy and
a thousand times around and then
once  again..

I'm sorry,  I couldn't keep my promise, 
but I know, you know the real reason..
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The truth is always there, 
you just have to know where to look, 
look  into your heart and you will find the way

Arson Cole



     1 The Devil's Hideout

      
In front of the Bar Sport, Jorge enjoys a cold beer in the solemn tranquility of a Saturday morning. By now, the economic crisis spares no one, not even the most popular places, yet this decrepit bar is still standing. It has already been three years since he first set foot in the so-called Paradise. Coming directly from the favela where he was born, Lemos de Brito, on the outskirts of Rio, with the last money he had left in his pocket. The money he had hidden in a cigar box under the magpie tree, in the "Devil's hideout". 
Over fifty thousand reals. A fortune. And yet, in this tiny country nestled in the heart of Europe, Jorge was just a poor man. Because this is a paradise only for those who have money, power, and the right contacts. So he could do nothing but take the usual path, that of crime. But thanks to his talent, he quickly managed to get involved in certain traffics and now knows all the different groups in his "branch", clients of all kinds and, of course, the cops and their secrets. Politicians, officials, and even judges never refuse an envelope full of money to turn a blind eye. He doesn't care if those who do business with him are rich, powerful, dangerous, or ordinary people; he cares about making a profit. Whoever has money in hand is welcome, they are his client. From a friend in the police, he learned that even here they have nicknamed him El Urracaõ, the great flying thief, or more simply Urra. He doesn't care about being put under close surveillance; on the contrary, it makes him feel even more proud. His friend is called Gregor Rossi and he is the head of the city's police. By day he does his job, he is highly respected by the people, by night he is one of his many clients. One of the skeletons, as he calls them, who live a secret life in the darkness of the Locarnese pit. Jorge knows their dirty games well and they can no longer touch him, because if he goes down, half the country goes down with him. 

Surviving in the favelas of Rio made him a real man. The years spent in the drug trade prepared him to be a leader. The cops here are just puppets, inflated balloons. The children of the favelas are sharper than all the cops in Paradise. Many, from the age of six and up, lose all fear by becoming couriers for the dealers. Jorge was one of them too. At eight years old, he already knew everything about that maze of narrow alleys and dangerous nameless streets. He still remembers the smells coming from the mud used to build the houses. The acrid stench exhaled in the heat from the dumps. But also the scents of the food that many cooks, with the skill of true artists, managed to prepare from nothing to feed their children. Because many are born in the favelas and just as many die quickly to make room for the next. He remembers the smell of detergents mixed with feces and urine, running through pipes or improvised channels to then collect in holes around the lower-built houses. Waste of all kinds formed rivulets in the middle of the small streets. The poor in the favelas are not entitled to a long life but their life has a price. Their brief journey ends in the pits that fill the cemeteries on the hills. Graves dug and reused many times, often without a headstone or even a cross. Only the wind from the sea, strong and salty, whistles, calling out the names of the dead. In Lemos de Brito, the people are poor but laugh often. Even in misery, they take advantage of every opportunity to celebrate, dance, and bring life to the guitars and tambourines found in almost every home. They savor the little sweetness that remains in the bitterness of their fate. Those who have a job feel happy and strive every day not to fall into the traps that are hidden everywhere there. The luckiest find a place in the city, working as domestics in the affluent neighborhoods of the middle or upper class who can afford them. Or they work as bricklayers, carpenters, glaziers, tailors, or do all kinds of manual labor. Others manufacture tools or materials needed to build houses and shacks. Mountains of bricks, made with mud, await to become the walls of new houses, along with mountains of metal objects, glass, and other materials, extracted from the dumps that surround the city. But many turn to crime. They deal drugs and weapons, produce strong, often poisonous alcohol. In the favelas, you can find everything, even the worst type of crime, mercenaries ready to kill for a few reals. Because here crime is a malignant cancer and it spreads abundantly. 

Jorge was born in the worst part of the favela, in the only room of his grandmother's house, who died long ago from AIDS. He never knew his father, his mother never even uttered his name. Like many women left alone, she sold her body to earn some money. Just enough so they wouldn't all die of hunger. Jorge was sharper than his peers, and she sent him out on the street to steal a few reals wherever he could. He always found new tricks for his thefts and often wandered around the Artisan Square, which, with its Portuguese-style buildings, attracted many tourists easy to rob. And it was there, one day, that he had a strange encounter with a bird he had never seen before. All black but with a white belly, white patches on its sides and wings, and a very long tail. It was a magpie, as the barber who had a shop in that square later told him. That bird flew low and passed right in front of Jorge before perching on the roof of an old house overlooking the square. The boy watched it curiously. It seemed to be eyeing a group of tourists, just like him. It was staring at a blonde woman at the back of the group. Precious earrings dangled, shining in the sun. Jorge observed them, preparing to rob her. But the bird was watching them too. The blonde woman didn't notice the many miserable, hungry eyes watching her, even from above. Now was the right moment. Jorge quickly approached her from behind, but just as he reached out to grab one of the earrings, that bastard bird swooped down from the roof, claiming its loot with a cry. Jorge stopped abruptly, frightened by the unexpected sound. The woman also froze. Then everything happened quickly. The bird aimed precisely at the right earring and tore it painfully from her lobe without interrupting its flight. No one seemed to notice it. Except for the barber, who was smoking a cigarette in front of his shop at that moment. The tourists only saw Jorge with his arm still raised and the woman screaming and clutching her bleeding ear. Jorge stared at the magpie flying away. It was clear to the tourists, who surrounded the dirty-haired, tattered-clothed, dark-eyed, and cunning child. The woman seemed to go mad and wanted to grab him, screaming, "Thief, bastard, stop him!" Jorge, on the other hand, looked at her with innocence, paralyzed by danger. Then he heard the barber's voice shouting, "Kid, run!" So he turned quickly and ran into one of the many alleys leading off the square. The same one where he had seen the magpie disappear with its loot in its beak. He could still see it, up high, but now he had to think only about hiding. He looked back, hearing the tourists still shouting: "Stop him, stop that bastard, stop him!" Then he lost sight of that bird, smarter than him. The barber, standing at the door of his shop, smoked and enjoyed the spectacle.

The next day, Jorge stole two radios and some shiny objects, glass beads, and fishing lures. The barber had explained to him that the magpie is called a thief because it has a habit of stealing shiny things. And so he decided he wanted to outsmart it. His friend Raffaele, in agreement with him, sat at a table in Artisan Square, spreading out all those stolen things in front of him. As if hearing a call, the magpie returned and comfortably perched on the roof of the same house. It had already spotted what it could steal today. It was eyeing those glass beads and lures. Jorge imagined that the light reflections on the surface of those objects were very attractive to it. Jorge signaled his friend to move away, leaving the table free to encourage the magpie to come closer. Meanwhile, he was ready to chase it. That bird was clever, but Jorge was even more so. The magpie, as expected, swooped down on the table like a kamikaze. It snatched one of the beads in mid-air and immediately fled in the same direction as before. Jorge saw it flying between the rooftops and managed to chase it for a while. Then he lost it. But within a few minutes, the flying thief returned. Jorge knew that such a rich loot would attract it. This time, the magpie took a lure and Jorge tried to chase it again, but he was quickly blocked by a car stopped in the middle of the street and lost sight of it again. Five minutes later, the magpie was already back. But this time, almost before it could steal two lures from the table, Jorge was already running after it, as fast as he could. Now he could see it clearly and wouldn't let it escape. He ran a long time, sweating in the hot air, under a merciless sun, and finally saw it slip into what seemed like a kind of forest. Jorge knew that place, they called it the "devil's hideout." 
A small green island in the middle of the Moro do Fubá favela, a territory reclaimed from the forest in recent years that had quickly filled with illegal houses and shacks. The hideout was a tangle of trees and bushes that seemed impenetrable; not even a path could be seen to get through the plants. Because of certain strange beliefs, no one had touched that patch of forest. The inhabitants of the surrounding houses were, in fact, frightened by some strange events that had happened, so much so that they were convinced that the devil himself lived there. More than once, it had happened that amulets and crucifixes, placed at the windows of the old and sick to protect them from evil spirits, mysteriously disappeared. Then maybe, by pure chance, those poor souls died the following night, and so people began to remember noticing a black bird flying in and out of that thicket. They had seen it near the houses of the sick just before the amulets disappeared. They didn't know that it was simply a magpie, irresistibly attracted to those sunlit objects during the mating season. Surely, though, its black feathers stirred their superstition. Thus, they began to say that it must be the devil who, during the day, took the form of that bird to fly and find a victim whose soul it would come to steal at night. In a short time, the green island thus became the "devil's hideout." Many took the elderly and sick to other distant suburbs, safely to the homes of relatives or friends. And those who couldn't leave protected themselves as best they could, maybe simply nailing the amulets and crucifixes to the window sills.
Jorge had never believed in superstitions; he knew they were just tales created by simple people. He didn’t believe in the devil or in angels, only in himself. He also didn’t believe in God and had always tried to stay away from the church and its theories. Since he was a child, he had seen too many things that were wrong, poor children being exploited, sometimes even abused by priests whom people in the favela called angels.
He was only five years old when he forever lost the ability to believe in any religion. His mother wanted to send him to help Armando, Raffaele's older brother, who on Sunday mornings went to prepare the church for mass. The two brothers, who had grown up with Jorge, were the sons of a friend of his mother and lived in a nearby house. Jorge didn’t want to go to church because he preferred to spend the day with his friends. Even Armando’s mother insisted, pushed by the priest's requests. She was very religious and keen to do anything for the church. But Jorge kept refusing, even though he got beaten for it by his mother and stepfather. He resisted and said no, he didn't want to go, because he knew that the priest did strange things to his friend Armando in the room behind the sacristy, and he was scared. But his mother couldn’t believe it. What did he know? How could such things come to his mind? Didn’t he feel ashamed to speak like that about an angel like Don João Levãdõs? And she gave him more beatings to punish him for these obscene lies, ordering him to shut his mouth. According to her, he was making up
these stories only because he was lazy and wanted to spend time with his thief friends.
But they weren't lies; it was Armando who had made him understand what was happening in the church on Sunday mornings. He had often hinted at the priest's strange requests, at the room where he took him, without finding the strength to say more. He blushed, lowered his gaze, and almost choked with shame. And Jorge knew it was true.
Armando wasn’t as strong as him. He had a good heart and never said no. He kept going to that church to prepare it for the holiday ceremony. But Jorge had noticed that his friend, always cheerful and ready to tell a funny joke, had become increasingly silent and sad. He had lost his smile and hardly spoke to Jorge anymore, who saw him getting thinner and dimmer day by day.
Two months later, when Armando had just turned seven, the tragedy happened. They said that on that day, the boy had gone to the usual Sunday appointment, early in the morning, as the priest wanted. But this time, he had brought his father's weapon, a large-caliber pistol. Because his father was a well-known drug dealer, one with many souls on his account. He had the weapon in a backpack, where his mother always put something nice to bring to the priest. Entering the room behind the sacristy for the last time, while Don Levãdõs sat as usual in the armchair, Armando put his trembling hand in the backpack and pulled out the pistol. Perhaps they stared at each other in silence for a long moment.
Five shots exploded in the priest's body. The first in the head, then one in each hand, then one in the heart. Perhaps Armando had fixed his gaze on that now unrecognizable face before firing the last shot, straight into his groin.
Immediately after, the boy put the weapon in his mouth and pointed it upwards. He had seen his father do it to force a client to pay a debt. He fired the last bullet into his brain, making it explode like a cloud. They found him collapsed at the priest's feet, in a pool of blood. His face was gone.
The people, shocked, said that this poor priest, this angel, had been massacred by a devil's child. The way he had killed him, as if he had been crucified by those five bullets, was a clear sign of the child's diabolical madness, they said. Don Levãdõs had been made to sit in the armchair, without his ceremonial robe, and, even more frighteningly, with his pants down, naked from the waist down. It must have been a blasphemous ceremony thought up by that crazy child to cover the priest with shame. When they found him, Armando still held the pistol in his hand. Perhaps, Jorge thought, he wanted to feel protected even where he was now.
A crime like that had to be the work of the devil, who had acted through that little monster. The naivety of the people who believe in evil will always find a sinner to blame. This time it was an innocent child, whom the people described as possessed. They even asked his mother to pay for the priest's funeral. Only a grand ceremony could atone for her son's sins and cleanse the memory of that holy man from shame.

Since Armando's death, Jorge no longer believed in any religion or god. He trusted only his group of friends, who had saved him from death, prison, or false angels like that priest many times. Today, he only trusts those he has known for a lifetime and who have shown through their actions that they are as loyal as his deceased friend. The only time Jorge had helped Armando in the church, he remembers, he ordered him not to go into the room behind the sacristy for any reason, even threatening to beat him if he did. It was the only way he had to protect him.
In the end, the boy’s mother had paid to save her son's soul from the people's condemnation. It was rumored that she had shelled out a large sum. Now she could attend the service, just like her good husband. Naturally, the priest's funeral was held in the church where Armando had taken his own life. Among the faithful who filled it, there were many who bought drugs from the boy’s father. In his long and moving sermon, the new priest did not use words of forgiveness; on the contrary, he said that Armando and his family were condemned by the same madness. So, no one bought drugs from the father anymore because they feared being infected by evil. Soon, even Armando's mother died. According to rumors, her husband had killed her, strangling her. It wasn’t clear whether it was because of the money she had paid to the church or because he blamed her for everything, the disaster caused by their son and the ruin it had brought to his business. The woman, however, had a free burial.

Jorge left those memories behind, returning to reality. He had to manage to get into that jungle-like area, the devil's hideout, and find the magpie.
He struggled through the plants, tearing leaves and branches, trying to carve a path. He felt the bushes scratching his arms and legs, but as he went further, the vegetation became less dense, and he could walk more easily. Meanwhile, he kept looking up, searching for the magpie. He had seen it hop onto the branches and then reach a tree that was now right in front of him, in the center of a sunlit clearing. It looked much older than the others, with a very tall and sturdy trunk. Jorge saw the bird arrive with something in its beak and slip into a crack in the trunk. Then it slid out again and flew away. So he climbed up and easily reached the open gash in the bark. He pulled himself up with his arms, a couple of meters from the ground, and managed to look inside the trunk.
What he saw made him scream. The bird had accumulated a real treasure in there, in what must have been its nest. A truly impressive loot, a mountain of objects that at first glance seemed to be gold and silver. He picked up a large, heavy, and truly incredible ring. It had to be platinum or white gold and had many diamonds set in the shape of a heart. It was definitely a gift from a thief or a drug dealer to some lover. And then there were precious necklaces and earrings, among which he seemed to recognize the one stolen the day before from the blonde tourist. But in the nest, there were also amulets and small shiny metal crucifixes, glass objects, the marbles he had used as bait, and pieces of other worthless materials. Jorge pulled out handfuls of those objects, letting them fall to the ground. As he grabbed them, he realized that some jewels were fake, made of gilded plastic, but it didn’t matter. Once he climbed down the tree, he took off his sweaty shirt and threw all that treasure into it, even the worthless things.
Separating the valuable items from the others, Jorge went to sell them on the black market. They brought him five thousand reais. A real fortune for an eight-year-old boy. Sure, they had tried to cheat him on the value of the goods, but he had already accounted for that. Anyway, that money would last him a long time. Because he wasn’t one to get drunk or party with friends, nor did he sniff glue gel or other chemical vapors, crack, or cocaine like many others. These things didn’t interest him. Instead, he dreamed of becoming rich enough to buy one of those white houses in the wealthy neighborhoods near the sea.
With the money he made, Jorge first went to his mother and gave her a thousand reais. But he immediately regretted doing so. He found her lying on the bed with a man, and they both seemed drunk or under the influence of some drug. She took the money without saying anything, counted it, and then, instead of thanking him, screamed that he was cheating her, that he was surely hiding who knows how much more money. She knew her son well, she shrieked. Then the man with her, a so-called uncle, one of those who paid to be in her company, got up from the bed and immediately got involved. He had broad shoulders, reeked of alcohol and sweat, and seemed out of his mind. He started slapping Jorge, demanding to know where he had hidden the other money. Jorge swore there was no more, said he had found the money in a bag left on a restaurant table. The uncle, after beating him under the mother's bored eyes, took the thousand reais from her hands with the excuse of wanting to keep them safe, then pushed Jorge to the ground and ran off into the street. He was surely going to get drunk or find a dealer. The mother then started screaming again, mad for having lost the thousand reais: "Who knows how much money you’re hiding from your poor mother! Thief, bastard!"
Jorge looked at her without even listening to her insults, almost not hearing her. Meanwhile, he made a pact with himself, or maybe with the devil, and swore that from that moment on he would never think of others again, would not be guided by feelings anymore, because they only created problems and made him weak. So, with his mouth bleeding from the blows he had taken, he left that house forever, not knowing that it was the last time he would see his mother.

He met Raffaele in an abandoned house near the ruins of a church. He too was used to running away from home, and they often did it together, he, Armando, and Jorge, when their fathers or stepfathers, drunk, beat them for no reason, shouting that they were useless hungry bastards. Raffaele and Armando were the only ones who knew everything about Jorge. But now Raffaele was the only one left to care for him and always helped him. He did so, even this time, bringing him food and something to cover himself, so he could sleep there that night.
The next morning, he said he had found a place for him to stay for a few days. A friend of his, the barber, could host him at his house. He always did it willingly to help children forced to live on the streets. Jorge agreed, knowing he could trust Raffaele.
It was that barber who had encouraged Jorge to run away after the theft from the tourist. He lived above his shop in Piazza dell’Artigiano and was named Rodriguez Ferreira, but his friends called him Rod. A big man with a thick dark beard. Jorge had seen him many times and they had become somewhat friends, but he had never talked to him much because he found him intimidating. In reality, although he had a deep voice that made the air tremble, Rodriguez was a kind man who loved to laugh heartily and make malicious jokes about his clients. He was born in Spain and had moved to Brazil many years before, for love, he said, never adding more. He seemed to be a friend to everyone in the community, perhaps thanks to his charm and discretion. He could tell who was a good person and who was a criminal or a dealer, who had many lovers and who suffered for love, who was in debt and who was a murderer... Because while he cut men's hair or beards, they talked, maybe too much, perhaps just to show off... But all those secrets, he made sure to clarify, he never revealed to anyone. The sin is confessed, not the sinner.
Raffaele knew him well because his father also frequented that shop and always brought him along. So he had asked Rodriguez to help Jorge, knowing that otherwise, his friend would never ask anyone for help.
And in that house, for the first time, Jorge felt safe with an adult who treated him well and didn't ask for anything in return. His mother had never been kind and affectionate with him; she only wanted him to go out all day stealing, and if he didn’t come back with some money, she beat him. Or she had one of the many drunken or drugged “uncles” who came to the house beat him.
One evening, while chatting with Rod and Raffaele, Jorge said that he had a great idea.
“What idea?” Raffaele asked, intrigued.
“I thought we could get help from the magpie.”
“To do what?” asked the barber.
“To steal.”
“And how would we do that?” Raffaele said.
“We could train her,” Jorge replied resolutely.
“Train her?...” said Raffaele, who perhaps didn’t know what that word meant.
“Yes, we can teach her to steal from the tourists here in the square. So she will do it for us.”
Now his friend understood and seemed excited by the idea.
“She doesn’t attract attention and, above all, she can fly away quickly without getting caught!” Jorge explained.
Raffaele stared at him, mouth agape.
The barber, however, remained silent, eyes lowered to the table. Then he said, “This doesn’t seem like a good idea…” And he said it seriously, with a worried voice, as if he wanted to immediately dampen Jorge’s enthusiasm.
“No, kid, this idea isn’t good…” He raised his eyes, locked them with Jorge’s dark, surprised ones, enjoyed a moment of silence, and then added, “This idea is simply brilliant!” He then burst into a powerful laugh, slapping both of Jorge’s shoulders.

The next day, the two friends went to a junkyard, where Jorge found exactly what he needed: an old mannequin, the kind used in clothing stores. Raffaele helped him hang glass marbles, pieces of metal, and fake jewelry they had found in the magpie’s nest on it. They then set it up in Rod’s kitchen, near the window, so the magpie could see it. And so, the next day, the magpie began flying closer and closer to that shiny mannequin like a Christmas tree. First, it perched on the balcony railing, then made a few hops on the floor. Jorge and Raffaele watched from a corner of the room, holding their breath. The magpie grew more confident and in the following days, it entered through the window, began hopping on the mannequin, and started picking off the jewelry one by one.
To better train her, Jorge dressed the mannequin in some old barber clothes and slipped objects into the pockets, so they could be seen just a little. The magpie had to learn to remove them quickly and fly away. They continued like this for many days. Just opening the window and the magpie would come to take something from the mannequin. A few seconds, a flutter of wings, and she was already far away. But Jorge wasn't satisfied. He put on the mannequin's clothes and remained still, waiting. When the bird landed on him, he moved suddenly and made it flee. But those shiny objects were too attractive for the magpie; she had to have them. And slowly she learned to remove them almost without making a sound. The training lasted a couple of weeks, then Jorge said it was time to put the flying thief to the test. He made all the baits disappear, and when the magpie returned, she seemed amazed not finding anything near the window anymore. She stayed on the balcony railing for a while, then began to scan the square and the people crowding it. Jorge and Raffaele kept an eye on her, admiring the speed with which she pounced on her prey. Surely, it wasn't as easy as robbing a plastic mannequin, but the magpie had learned to do it quickly and with a light touch. And above all, Jorge had taught her to steal coins and banknotes as well. For almost two months, the system worked great. The magpie managed to pull off at least a couple of heists every day. The loot became increasingly rich, and Jorge had found a perfect place to keep it safe. Right under the magpie's nest, in fact, hidden among the roots of the tree, there was a deep hole, perhaps the den of some animal. It was big enough to hold a cigar box, inside of which Jorge kept the money stolen by the magpie and the money he made by reselling the jewels. No one could imagine that in the devil's hiding place, there was such a treasure. All those thefts alerted the police, who soon made various attempts to take down that bothersome bird that annoyed tourists. But then it was enough to pay the officers what they asked, a thousand reais a month, and they left her alone. Suddenly, however, the magpie was nowhere to be seen. Jorge feared they had killed her, waited a few days, and then, not knowing where to look, went to her nest. He discovered that the flying thief had found a mate and was preparing to start a family. From that moment on, for months, she was no longer seen, and so, with no more income, they consumed much of the accumulated money. Then, one day, the magpie finally returned to the square. But soon the policemen also returned and began to keep an eye on her movements. And one afternoon - as the barber recounted - they took a rifle from the car and shot her with the first shot. There had been many complaints from tourists, they said. But Jorge knew it wasn't true. They had killed her just because he couldn't pay the increasingly high protection money demanded by the chief of police, a certain Rodolfo, an unscrupulous type who also took money from drug dealers. It was really a bad blow for everyone. The two friends had become attached to that intelligent animal. But the barber took it badly too. During work breaks, he liked to sit in front of his shop, with a sandwich or a coffee, watching the spectacle of the thieving magpie. He was admired by the skill of little Jorge, who alone had managed to teach her how to steal from tourists. It was he who gave him that nickname that he still carries today, El Urracaõ, or more simply Urra. In fact, Rodriguez liked to tell stories to customers and often started repeating the one about little Urra and the magpie. He told it for a long time, and the customers, who thought it was some kind of fairy tale, asked him what that strange name, Urra, meant. The barber then explained that it came from the Spanish word Urraca, meaning "thieving magpie", adapted in Portuguese, while El in Spanish meant "the great" and was used for important characters. El Urracaõ, therefore, meant more or less "The great flying thief" and was meant to indicate the cunning of that child, comparable only to that of the magpie.

Jorge was wanted, and staying in that house was a risk, and he didn't want to take advantage of Rodriguez's help by putting him in an uncomfortable position. So he did what many children in the favelas do when they are abandoned by their families. He slept wherever he could, sometimes on the street, sometimes in an abandoned house. He continued to steal from tourists when the opportunity arose, but he had to be very careful because the police were keeping a closer eye on him than before.
The proceeds from stealing from tourists were not enough to pay off the bounty on his head. So, to make more money, he and Raffaele decided to get into the drug trade. They became two of the many niños that the organization hires as couriers of all kinds. Because children are agile, quick, and good at hiding in the labyrinths of the favelas, they are perfect for that line of work. So Jorge also solved the problem of the bounty on his head because he was now automatically protected by the organization, which paid a fee for each member.
Jorge quickly realized that he made more money with drugs than with theft, and he began to study the drug dealers to understand the various levels of careers in that profession. The older boys, from ten to thirteen years old, were simply called "men" by them. They used them as shields to protect the group and as drug dealers. They were the first to die in case of clashes with other groups, always fighting to control drug trafficking in the favelas. Then there were those fourteen years and older, called "uncles," who took care of everything that needed to be done in the organization. Surviving beyond twenty years in that circle was a real miracle, and only the strongest and most ruthless managed to do so, becoming the leaders of the various groups. These were called "godfathers," as in the movies about the mafia.
Jorge was smart, and even in those affairs, he showed that he knew what he was doing. He became a highly respected niño by his peers. But this wasn't enough for him. He quickly grew tired of being a courier; he wanted to move up, he wanted to become a drug dealer, and he aimed even higher. By now, he knew all the men in the group that controlled his neighborhood. One of them, a chubby drug dealer named Pelita, seemed really unintelligent and kept a lot of coke for himself. So, Jorge began stealing a small amount of cocaine from the package he brought every week. That idiot never checked the weight, blindly trusting. For several weeks, the trick worked without any problems, and Jorge managed to resell the stolen drugs in another favela. But one day, just as he was taking the usual amount of powder, the package fell to the ground. He picked it up immediately, but the strong wind that day blew away almost a third of it in a few seconds. Jorge panicked. Then he thought he could replace the missing powder with white flour. He didn't yet know what they cut cocaine with. So, Jorge marked the end of the supplier and, together, the end of the drug dealer.
Pelita noticed the deception and showed up at the supplier's house, known as the Rotten One. He had a gun in his hand, high on coke, and wanted to make him pay. He hadn't thought that it could have been someone else, a niño like Jorge, who had fooled him. As soon as Pelita saw the Rotten One, he shot him three times, but the latter, before falling, managed to fire back and hit him in the head. The next day, Jorge found their bodies lying in the entrance of the house. He had gone to get the packages to deliver to the various drug dealers. He didn't think twice and asked Raffaele to help him make the corpses disappear. That night they loaded them, one by one, into a wheelbarrow, covering them with dirt, branches, and weeds, and took them to the devil's hiding place, which fortunately was very close to the house. They dug a small pit and dumped them inside. Jorge and Raffaele settled in the Rotten One's house, pretending to be his assistants. They had found the supplier's money in a hiding place in the house. A mountain of money. With that, Jorge thought they could pay for the first drug supply. With the profits from selling cocaine, they would pay for future supplies, and so on. Jorge was still young but thought like an adult and had clear ideas. He wanted to become the new supplier in the neighborhood.
At first, he feared that someone from the organization would ask about the Rotten One. But no one ever came looking for him. All they cared about was that the coke was sold, and the percentages due to the bosses arrived regularly. Everything went smoothly, and business grew quickly because Jorge increased the number of drug dealers by hiring his group of friends. Then he thought of involving Agent Rodolfo, the chief of the policemen at the time of the thieving magpie. He paid him to ensure freedom of movement and protection in that small territory and to eliminate the nuisance of rival drug dealers, whom the police arrested one by one. Of course, the fee was commensurate with the favor. And so the territory he managed to control grew more and more.
He also began to make contacts with larger suppliers. They were tied to very dangerous groups, but as long as they received regular payments, they behaved, more or less. Urra continued like this for several years, making money in a relatively quiet manner. His business grew, and so did his power, which became greater every year.
Weapons also began to play an increasingly important role in his life. He learned to use them with the help of Agent Rodolfo, who took him to shoot far away from the favela, among the graves of an abandoned cemetery. Jorge also proved to be good with a gun, so much so that he could shoot accurately using both hands. Raffaele was his right-hand man, always by his side. They trusted each other like brothers. But one day, shortly before his friend turned sixteen, fate decided to separate them forever. Raffaele was killed by the group that controlled the Villa dos Mineiros neighborhood, near the west area of Rio. Jorge was also in their sights because, obviously, his success bothered many. Poisoned by anger over the loss of his only remaining friend and feeling alone and in danger for the first time, Jorge locked himself in his house for a few days, trying to find a way to get revenge. He thought of proposing a fake peace to the leader of the Dos Mineiros, whom everyone called Minos. He had remembered the story of the Trojan horse that Barber Rodriguez had told him years before. So, Jorge decided to sign that peace pact by giving Minos twelve bottles of smuggled premium bourbon. One of his boys, who kept an eye on the "godfather's" house with binoculars, radioed him at the right moment. So, Jorge and two of his men entered the house while the boss, his henchmen, and the bodyguards were completely drunk. They killed them all mercilessly. Jorge shot Minos between the eyes. He owed it to his friend Raffaele. So, even that neighborhood ended up under his control.
Jorge was now known by everyone as El Urracaõ. Over time, his power extended to all the nearby areas, to the favelas Joaquim Martins, Clovis Daudt, dos Mineiros, Orlando Leite, Antonina, Barao, and up to the Fubá favela. In all those communities, from south to north, from east to west, the reign of Urracaõ was proclaimed. However, the calm soon ended. The death squads arrived. They were looking for him because he had also taken control of the Praca Orlando Bonfim Junior favela, which was located in the far west. This was not a territory like the others, and for a simple reason because it included one of the few strategic ports of Rio. The one from which all the white powder destined for the city entered. A risky move by Jorge, who to succeed in the enterprise had to face a real battle in which many of his boys died. But in the end, he won and could control a crucial point of drug trafficking in the west of Rio. He no longer had to deal with any intermediary. He sold the raw material to the bosses of the neighboring favelas himself. But the battle fought was only the beginning of the war because he had taken that kingdom from people much more dangerous and ruthless than him, people who did not joke at all.
The young Urracaõ had made too many enemies and risked losing complete control of his favelas. People said he surely wouldn't live much longer. And this idea spread fast like a superstition among the inhabitants of the various communities, who now considered him a benefactor, a kind of saint. Because Urracaõ spent much of his fortune to help them. With his money, he had repaired schools that were falling apart, but he had also built plumbing and electrical systems and solved many problems caused by sewage. In return, he obtained the support of the population, which shielded him to protect him.
The profound purpose of these gestures was related to hidden feelings that he never showed to anyone. Because showing his feelings meant appearing weak to him. Many years before, he had promised himself never to do it again, and so far, he had always kept this secret pact with himself.
The unseen leaders, enclosed in their colossal white villas overlooking the sea, those villas dreamed of by Jorge since he was a child, had signed a pact to eliminate him.At first, Jorge didn't understand who he was really stealing the port territory from. But he soon discovered that he had gotten involved with the most dangerous criminals. The ones without names, unsuspecting, who dressed in elegant Italian suits and ran their trades from luxurious offices in the city center. They never got their hands dirty, paid mercenary killers, always looking for lucrative contracts. The death squads. The pipers playing the magical music of easy money attracted all sorts of people looking for a better future. That music reached ears far from his favelas and made Urracaõ one of the most wanted men by Brazilian mercenaries. Ten thousand reals, that was the bounty on his head. Not bad for a twenty-two-year-old boss. Jorge managed to avoid the assassinations organized by those meticulous killers only thanks to his cunning. Surviving this long seemed like magic to the people of the favelas, an almost miraculous ability, so much so that many began to call him El Sant'Urracaõ. He managed to endure another two years of this life, but almost every day now, one of his boys was killed in broad daylight in the distant favelas, and these losses created dangerous gaps in the security net surrounding him. The group that had made that pact to eliminate him had many more men than him, as well as mountains of weapons and money. Their plan seemed to be working. They were about to get him. After yet another ambush in which four people died, holed up in his fortress, Urra decided to flee. He would leave everything in the hands of his new right-hand man, without revealing his true intentions. His secret treasure, the one he had buried in an old cigar box in the devil's hideout, amounted to fifty thousand reals. Those money symbolized his salvation, the chance to start a new life. Since he was a child, he had dreamed of making money and one day living in a villa by the sea. But as he grew up, his desire to leave Rio, far from the favelas, increased more and more. He listened to the stories of Barber Rodriguez. Occasionally, he spoke of a place he called "paradise." A place where money flowed abundantly, where everything was clean and elegant, everything wonderfully orderly and safe. A place where there was no danger from death squads. He didn't know the real name of this paradise back then, but now he did, and that's where he wanted to go. Everything was arranged. A brand new passport, an airplane ticket, and a visa valid for one month. He reached the airport at night, in secret, escorted by the motorcycles of his men. The journey went smoothly. Along the way, he stared for a long time at the destination written on the airplane ticket he held in his hand. He read that name, “Switzerland”, pouring so many hopes into it that he felt euphoric.
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A tiny country, Switzerland. He wouldn't even know how to point it out on the world map. Exiting Zurich Kloten Airport, he was immediately impressed by the order he saw everywhere he looked. During the flight, he had read the entire tourist guide to learn about the culture and economy of that place. He was especially intrigued by the banks and the strict banking secrecy they had told him about. That country was full of all kinds of banks. And insurances, another thing unknown to him. They seemed useless. Yet, according to the guide, some were even mandatory. But there must have been a mistake, he thought. And then an almost maniacal organization of every aspect of life. It really seemed true everything his barber friend told him. That country, so full of money, attracted Jorge like a lit light attracts an insect on a completely dark night.
The cultural differences frightened him a bit. There they spoke different languages, but this, instead of creating problems, seemed to push the Swiss to feel even more united. This paradise, in short, was rather strange.
The language spoken in Zurich, German or Swiss German, as they called their dialect here, sounded to his ears like a tangle of unpleasant sounds and strong accents. People seemed to spit cold, harsh phrases at each other, which were completely incomprehensible. Fortunately, from the guide, he had learned that almost all Swiss people, in addition to German, also spoke other languages. Moreover, in the world of finance, English was widely used, which he spoke enough of, thanks to his continuous contact with tourists in Rio. But he understood and spoke Italian better because it was closer to his mother tongue, Brazilian Portuguese. But at the moment, language didn't worry him, he had other important things to think about.
He wondered what the rules of the game were, as he called them. Those to enter the business circle he was good at. Surely they were different here compared to Rio. He wanted to know them and learn to use them perfectly, as he did in his country. But how could he do it? He was used to having a specific role and a group around him. But even this could wait.
It was essential to have a residence permit. They had explained to him that it was quite simple to obtain it by circumventing the law. Just marry a Swiss woman, in exchange for some money, and he would have had permission to stay. He laughed alone thinking about how easy it was.
So, as soon as he arrived in Zurich, he immediately went to explore the most suitable neighborhood for his business. The fourth circle, the Kreis vier, as the Swiss call it. A very famous neighborhood in the western part of the city.
That country hid its dark sides well, as he quickly understood by walking around the neighborhood, gathering information in every direction. Strange, he thought, the Swiss kept their secrets completely hidden and didn't feel threatened by that system at all, on the contrary, they seemed proud of it. On the other hand, as he had read in the guide, this was a safe and peaceful country, with an effective control system. Cutting-edge police, there was almost no corruption.
Strange, thought Jorge, here they hid fortunes underground, locked in heavy steel safes, not like in the favelas, where a simple cigar box was enough for him.
In Switzerland, they had done even more, to hide their treasures they had created an impenetrable banking system, a system that almost eliminated corruption and tax evasion. But the reality, as he later discovered, was another. The Swiss system did not prevent these crimes, it simply legalized them. Hiding dirty money, fortunes created with crime, here was called banking secrecy, corruption was called lobbying. Words that covered and made all kinds of shady business possible. Rodriguez was right, this was truly a paradise, especially for the underworld of the whole world. A perfect place for him too, to continue his business undisturbed. He didn't have to find a hiding place for his money anymore, there were the banks for that. And to defend himself against the law, the lawyers.

Soon, however, he realized he was in the most expensive country in the world. Frequenting the nightlife, he also discovered that the city had long been divided up by Russians, Slavs, Italians, Tunisians, and other groups of immigrants, like those legendary Hells Angels always in the crosshairs of their rivals, the Banditos. For him, it was difficult to find a space for his business in that chaos, a space too small for all that criminality. He was looking for a quieter place.
In the first week, he learned of four drug dealers who had disappeared into thin air. Opponents eliminated without causing too much disturbance to the ordinary people. Then, after a few weeks, he met a new friend, known as the Balkan, the right man he needed to be able to infiltrate the network of dirty business that enveloped the city. Surprisingly, that man had already heard of El Urracaõ. He explained how the drug trafficking worked and why he knew his name. The white powder found its first destination in the city of Rio, traveling on the Amazon rivers. Then, transported on private planes, it arrived in Corsica and from there, hidden in small ships, to the port of Genoa. Every month, they imported large quantities of drugs directly from Colombia. The airport in Corsica, controlled by the Kameradenwerk, a widespread and well-hidden organization on the island. That group had its roots in Germany during the Second World War. It was made up of madmen and radicals, often with little education and devoid of any future, bored riff-raff who joined the group to give
meaning to their miserable lives. But those men were useful to ensure optimal transport of the goods at a very convenient cost. Other drugs came from North Africa, the main supplier of Moroccan marijuana and opiates, and from other countries that flooded the market with cocaine, heroin, and crack. It was impressive how well that trade worked. Every kind of opiate reached the European market. His new friend laughed as he explained the situation of European customs. Apart from trading with Switzerland, he said, there was almost no real control between one country and another. Thus, importation had increased, undisturbed by customs since the so-called European Economic Area had been established.
Late at night, sitting in a nightclub, one of the numerous properties of his group, the Balkan gladly recounted when he was under the influence of a lot of alcohol. He looked very serious and his face was all sweaty. He spoke poor English and was euphoric from all the bourbon Jorge had offered him.
"Locarno," he said. 
"Why don't you take control of Locarno? I mean beautiful Ticino, do you know it? It's located in the south of Switzerland. You see, we need someone like you. Reliable, loyal, intelligent, and at the same time scrupulous, to control our strategic ports towards the European Union. You take control of them, protect the ports, thus ensuring our business, and in return, you take a nice commission that allows you to settle in Switzerland forever. If you accept, we can even help you find a woman willing to marry you to get a permit for a few bucks, so you're in compliance with the permits. What do you say? You know, your name is known and highly respected there too. You would be perfect for calming certain hotheads... We have a problem with new groups trying to steal our territory. But El Urracaõ is a name that impresses everyone, it would calm them down. I would be honored if you would consider this offer." So said the friend, seriously. 
A proposal that Jorge couldn't refuse. He had been waiting for this moment for so long, and it was the right time to decide. He liked the idea of taking control of Ticino, a place that the Swiss called Sonnenstube. That could turn out to be the perfect kingdom for him. The Balkan told him about a secret war going on in Ticino, unleashed by some of the protagonists of the underworld. This war, he explained, unfortunately weakened the defense and security of those ports essential for their operations. But now, as if it had been destined, their kingdom had found its new king, El Urracaõ.
It was child's play to take control in Ticino, his new territory. The Balkanics helped him first to enter the scene, then to make a pact with all the protagonists of their illegal businesses. The goal was to calm the waters agitated by the war between the various groups as soon as possible, to regain total control. Jorge knew you didn't mess with the Balkanics. Even if they weren't as dangerous as his opponents in Rio, they were many. He understood that here, in paradise, it wasn't so much about using force or cruelty. Strangely, respect and rank counted more. Or at least it seemed so to him.
His task was only to act as a representative for the Balkanics. He had to fill the void left by his predecessor, who died in a strange accident that had then triggered the current crisis.
This created an imbalance of power. The myth associated with his name brought him a lot of respect, almost too much for him, who was looking for a quiet life, quick and safe business. Nevertheless, he accepted the pact offered by the Balkanics, and they paid him a commission, punctual as a Swiss watch. A salary adequate for his simple yet high-risk task. Before his arrival, the ports were controlled by using force and threats against other opponents. Jorge adapted the system to his liking, adding payments to the right men. Small envelopes of money delivered every month to different people, such as the head of customs and the head of the Locarno police. A simple "reward" for turning a blind eye when and where needed, Urracaõ explained to the new partners in the venture. Of course, this corruption didn't exist in Switzerland because it was called lobbying.
With his arrival in Ticino, the power vacuum was filled, the hotheads were reassured, and the underground war between the various groups ceased immediately. Urracaõ also found the cause of the many incidents that had befallen his predecessors and quickly resolved it by cold-bloodedly eliminating several men who did not respect their role in the organization, or were even preparing to take control of it. The few but important routes for drug and arms trafficking quickly returned to being well protected. Even the southern airports, those in Corsica, more important for his business than those in the north, quickly returned under his control.

All of this seemed like a distant past, it had happened three years ago. El Urracaõ - or rather Jorge, as he preferred - felt comfortable here in the Swiss paradise. Everything seemed too easy, almost like in the days of the flying thief. He had
found another mark and a new, more lucrative square for his business. His nickname, El Urracaõ, had preceded him here. The cops already knew him when they started to seriously keep an eye on him. His only concern was the possible mercenaries hired by new rival groups. Because the sudden power vacuum and the period spent without a leader, unfortunately, had attracted other rats hungry for easy money. But even there, they preferred not to get their hands dirty with blood, they sent paid killers, just like everywhere in the world. Sometimes they even hired drug addicts, who killed for a gram of coke or heroin. In short, it wasn't that different from Rio.
They tried several times to eliminate Urracaõ. Even the last time, as had happened before, they chose the wrong man. Fortunately, almost nothing happened, and that poor guy, paid who knows by whom, lost his skin. Jorge knew, however, that the killer must have been sent by someone who wanted to get rid of a debt with Urracaõ. According to some rumors, the mastermind could even be one of his spies, a cop named Pasquale. He had to find a solution soon to eliminate him and still continue to have useful information from within the police.
Many would pay to have his head, people in politics, in the police, and of course the new "pipers" looking for a kingdom to lay their hands on. All of this seemed like a Hollywood movie, but instead, it was the reality he had to survive in. However, the price paid to kill him had touched his pride. Five hundred francs, that was the amount the last mercenary had accepted to take him out. He felt offended. Whoever had hired him must have been someone with little money to spare, someone like that shitty cop. Jorge knew he played a lot at the casino and by now had a lot of debts, even with him...
Jorge deserved a higher price and a better killer. Certainly not a poor guy like that, a junkie who couldn't even hold a knife. The price and the choice of the mercenary just didn't suit him, they weren't up to the level of a man like him. Five hundred francs he earned in an hour.
Survival is always the first thing to think about when you get into this kind of business. You have to respect the rules of the trade, the same in every country. The players are the same too. He doesn't change those rules, not even by a millimeter. They are simple rules. Don't touch the goods. Never get involved in the affairs of opponents unless it's the right time. Never flaunt accumulated wealth too much. Never talk too much, especially with the women passing through his bed. Never get too drunk, to avoid losing control. Don't touch the businesses of peers, friends, or stronger opponents until it's time to eliminate them and take over. Not even the Balcanici's business, still his partners for the moment. They were the real group to worry about: either he adapted and learned to live with them, or he eliminated them forever. But about cops, people who know nothing or are too slow to understand, he didn't give a damn. They were like sheep, easy to use as slaves. He didn't have to worry about them.
The Swiss, in their paradise, closed their eyes and lived peacefully. They didn't have balls. Yet in the past, they had been famous for their strength. They had been the most feared and respected mercenaries, sought after by every power in Europe. But those glorious times weren't so visible, apart from a few well-preserved castles. Today, if you show one of them a knife longer than the military knife they keep in their pocket, they piss themselves. How could they have reduced themselves like that?
Anyway, Jorge thought contentedly, his business was safe, or almost. He wasn't disturbed by the cops, it even seemed like they were doing their job without conviction. On the other hand, in Ticino, he felt a warm wind, similar to the one that comes from Southern Italy. In the underworld, old ideas still circulated that dated back to the times of the Sicilian mafia, but certainly less respected. Switzerland was truly a paradise compared to Rio. But where such a mountain of money exists, Jorge thought, there is also the shadow cast by this mountain. The shadow where those they call respectable people hide, those who engage in politics or work in the police. After all, he thought, why should this paradise be different from other countries if the sound of coins always produces the same music?
"Hey, Urra!" one of his clients shouts, pulling him from his thoughts to bring him back to the present. He's a mechanic who sells vintage American cars, and he's passing by on one of his cars, an Oldsmobile. The month before, he paid off the debt accumulated by buying cocaine with one of his most beautiful jewels, a 1966 Buick Skylark 350, as big as a ship on four wheels. A black ship, an engine chromed and tricked out to the max. Jorge immediately accepted the offer of that gem to clear the debt of twenty thousand francs; it was a great deal. Since he was a child, he dreamed of having a car like that. The client also offers to replace the engine in exchange for ten thousand francs in cocaine. So Jorge put a bigger heart into that gem.

Of course, his car attracts a bit too much attention and envy. But now he feels like a safe man, untouchable, and can finally enjoy a bit of the sweet life. He has his fake company to show to whoever wants to stick their nose in. A company named MECCOS, dealing with mechanics and construction. A legitimate business, of course, with high profits almost without any actual orders.
And for a few months now, he had entered the prostitution scene. Women from his country, Dominicans, Africans, from Eastern or Asian countries. Beautiful and young women, forced to sell themselves to cowardly bastards who couldn't get a real woman. Women who did that job to pay back the money for the journey to that country where the music of wealth plays louder. A music amplified by the many fairy tales they were told. They don't know they'll have to repay the borrowed money to reach that paradise, also paying heavy interest. Fifteen thousand euros. And as if that weren't enough, they'll have to send money to their families to support their children often born from an "accident" deliberately caused... Or they send it to their drug-addicted mothers, who for that reason sold them to butchers who enchanted them with those tales. Because the need for money for drugs or alcohol, more than the love for their children, always makes the music of money sound, makes reality seem better. Often the mothers are worn-out prostitutes, too old or sick, who gladly leave their daughters the task of opening their legs for clients. No one who loves life, even if they live in the most desperate neighborhood, goes to bed with an old burnt-out whore. Only those too poor or at the end of their lives do. But those zombies never pay enough, often they show a weapon to get free sex. Cocaine or, even worse, heroin increasingly attract these desperate girls, who after being sold and used as prostitutes in these fake paradises, once consumed, are finally allowed to return home. But since every infraction in their work causes another debt to repay, they are forced to work for years with no chance of getting rid of it. Then they incur other debts for the return journey, and once back in their country, they have to go back to work in even more disgusting places to manage to repay them. The girls with the prettiest faces, on the other hand, occasionally manage to get into the porn industry. Drugs, in short, are the only means to endure a life that resembles endless torture. And when some risk dying from drugs, they are immediately sent home to avoid problems with the Swiss police, who because of a dead prostitute might start sticking their noses into their affairs. Many of these girls will not live long enough to reclaim their souls, lost chasing illusions created by those who only love the sound of money.
Jorge knows that in his country, in Rio, a new trend had spread in the underworld, that of giving birth to many girls. If women were expecting a boy, they were made to abort, even when it was too late. The girls born were entrusted to centers created specifically by the underworld, taking advantage of the help of many humanitarian organizations, the so-called NGOs. And once grown up, they were then sold in wealthy countries. By exploiting those associations, costs were saved, money was received from the state, and thus there was always a ready supply of new healthy flesh, nurtured until the right age to be exploited, thanks to the money of those who have a heart.
In distant paradises, there was always a good and abundant selection of prostitutes for the great hunger of the cowards.

In the early days of his new venture, Jorge secretly harbored feelings for some of them. But then he began to lose them, especially when he realized that business was booming. Mountains of easy money were just waiting to be collected. Wonderfully, having a great time, without getting his hands dirty. He could fuck the most beautiful girls for free and whenever he wanted. He lived large and without any effort. He no longer cared about them.
Now he wanted a new car, one that would show everyone what El Urracaõ was made of. Not a standard car or one of those toys for stupid rich people. He wanted a prestigious car to enter the world of the wealthy and super-rich who lived in paradise. He had to be accepted by them if he wanted to expand his business and take a big step forward in the game.
When he was still a child, he had grasped one of the most important rules in the game of life, which had then helped him create the legend of El Urracaõ. Having the right friends serves to protect oneself and helps to make money. The right car for him was the Cobra. A Shelby Cobra 427. An original and rare gem, just like he felt. It cost at least two and a half million francs, maybe even more. His whores would really have to endure a lot of disgusting bastards to allow him to finance his new investment.
They call it Paradise, Jorge thinks, but Switzerland had generated many lunatics, many more than Rio. Here, those who have power or a name seem to be able to do whatever they want, especially with the poor. For them, they are just meat to slaughter, slaves with no rights. He no longer felt any feelings for anyone, not even for himself, only business mattered to him. Money had become his only friend, and he trusted it blindly. If one of his slaves didn't do her duty, he would take away her drugs to put her in withdrawal, or threaten to kill her, her children, or the remaining family in her country. Often, the mothers of the girls told relatives or friends what a good job their daughters were doing, saying that they had to work hard to pay for their children's education, to make them lawyers or doctors, to give them a better life than theirs. They certainly didn't tell the truth, that they had sold them for a pittance and that they would never see them healthy or alive again. They cared about receiving that dirty money, even if it wasn't enough to pay for the drugs anyway. And if the source of income disappeared, another daughter was sold. That's how the game worked. Many continued to sell their precious daughters to the men on Jorge's and Boris's payroll, his new business partner. Jorge already mastered all the tricks to make the girls understand – his easy angels, as Boris called them – that they had to behave well. Offering them the dream of a better life, however, worked great.
At first, he doubted he could bear such cruelty, but then he completely lost the last feelings he had left, especially after the ugly affair of the strangled girl. It all happened about three months ago, when he was at the beginning of his new adventure in that environment. Business at the Paradise, the newly opened nightclub with Boris, was literally booming. It was always packed with customers, especially those timid little men who always fill up nightclubs. The flow of young Brazilian girls from the favelas or the island of Santo Domingo never ceased. He felt like a butcher, selling meat that could be resold over and over again. He felt good about it. After all, he thought, he was giving a chance, a job, to women who often had nothing. He already knew that prostitutes at the end of their careers became dangerous and created problems because they had nothing to lose anymore. If they were still useful, they were immediately sent back to the nightclubs in their home countries to get rid of the danger. If instead they rebelled or didn't want to calm down and created risks by making threats or simply talking too much, they ended up keeping company with some old man in a double-soul coffin, as Boris used to say. Almost all of them had a fake passport; making them disappear by declaring them expatriates was not difficult. He made the newcomers learn this personally. When they were young, he was happy to extend their education, as they called the brutal training of a prostitute. The fake documents of the newcomers always stated they were 18. The residence permit, paying a little money under the table, arrived quickly as always. All in order.
That poor girl had just arrived, and he had trained her for the job the night before the incident. He already knew who would sell her first, Del Ponte, the head of the 320 office dealing with building permits. That fat guy, in exchange, thanks to his connections in the other offices, would speed up procedures and obtain easy permits for women and other businesses in construction. He knew him well by now; he was one of those disgusting men who are normal husbands and fathers during the day and at night came to his place. He naturally had two good sons studying at university who secretly consumed all kinds of drugs. He was a shit fatso who became a monster with the girls because he liked to beat up the younger prostitutes. And besides that, he had also started asking for more and more money for his favors.
That day, when Jorge arrived at the Paradise, he found Boris in his office, pale, with a shocked face. He had had to clean up the room where a brutal scene had taken place, which he couldn't even describe. Del Ponte had made a mess with the girl who had just arrived. One of the other women, in the next room, hearing the girl screaming like that, had immediately alerted the security men. When Boris entered the room, he found that asshole running around naked, in a panic, like a madman. That beautiful girl was dead; he had strangled her. Boris felt like throwing up when he saw the corpse lying belly down on the bed, among sheets soaked with her excrement. Boris was a man as big as a tree, a bodybuilder. He said he had seen many in the war in former Yugoslavia, but never a scene like that.
The incident cost that fatso dearly. The prostitute would have brought a million safe francs to Jorge and Boris within a few years. In addition to having to repay that debt, the fatso was forced to become their spy, to help their business. He repaid the debt not only with fake residence permits for the women but also by informing for them and doing all the favors they asked for. He wasn't stupid in doing business, that monster, but unfortunately, his scams came to light. But he was saved thanks to the favors owed to him by many protagonists in the political and judicial world. These contacts also helped him to clean up his debt.
Jorge understood well how this Locarno paradise worked and in some "special" rooms of the club, he had placed hidden cameras. So, if needed, he could record what the customers were doing and use those videos to blackmail them. And so he did with that fatso, threatening to send his family the images of what he had done to the girl. Jorge hasn't understood these people yet; maybe he never will. But he knows what he wants and how to keep them in check for his business. Jorge only uses violence to protect himself, never for the pleasure of it. He sent ten thousand euros to the girl's mother because he felt responsible for her death. Little did he know, by doing so, he would have also killed the mother. They found her dead the morning after the arrival of that reward. A junkie looking for money had slit her throat. Of course, there was no trace of the money left.
The incident at the club risked burning their investments. It was a risk to his skin and that of his partner. So they decided to eliminate every trace of what had happened. Their business was worth more than a poor dead prostitute in this paradise. Boris had the connections needed to make a body disappear without much trouble. He had come to Switzerland after the war, encouraged by an old friend, Vladimir, a Serb who had managed to get him hired for a few months where he worked, at the crematorium in Gordola. It was then that Boris's gaze became as empty as it was today, the gaze of the dead, without a trace of life or feelings. He knew well how to handle an incident like this. Vladimir had been a soldier like him during the war in the former Yugoslavia. Boris remembered many things from his past and knew that he certainly wouldn't mind making easy money, especially if it was under the table. Fifty thousand francs to get rid of the body of a prostitute. The detail that she was little more than a child didn't make a big difference to him. Not for nothing, during the war, Vladimir was nicknamed Vlad Mecap, that is, "the Butcher," to underline his ruthlessness reminiscent of that of the famous prince Vlad known as Dracul, "the Devil."
Smiling, as if it were a game, Boris explained to Jorge how that service he had invented to solve situations like that worked. They took a burnt-out prostitute and sent her to the country of the murdered girl, giving her the dead girl's documents. For the Swiss, these women were difficult to distinguish. This way, the girl still appeared alive; she had simply emigrated. The corpse was placed under an old man's corpse, in the same coffin, and burned in the crematorium. No strange activity in the cemetery or the crematorium, everything was regular. No crime scene or victim, of course, and no charges. The relatives of the old man, who had come to bid him farewell, glanced at the stranger who was attending the cremation. He was Jorge's bodyguard, a friend of his youth whom he had brought to the Paradise. He had to make sure everything went as planned because Jorge didn't trust any strangers; this was the most important rule for him to survive.
He wondered how many double-soul coffins they had already burned in that place before his arrival. That system worked. He would use it again later to "retire" adversaries or even crazy clients if something like that were to happen again. Those were just a risk to his business, and many other men would gladly take their place. It was better to eliminate uncontrollable risks than to lose all the business. There were many other rats that loved the music played by the piper; only the names on his debtor list changed.
He wanted to retire Del Ponte soon too because, in his opinion, he hadn't paid enough for the girl's death. But first, there was still a problem to solve. He didn't know yet if that asshole had secured the information about their dirty business. The Swiss were sheep, yes, but they shouldn't be underestimated, especially the rich or those who earned money from illegal activities. That fatso was a monster but intelligent, and that made him even more dangerous. However, until he was sure that the information about him and Boris was safe, it was too risky to make him disappear.
Lately, many North Africans had entered the drug scene. These so-called Saints were doing everything to take control of the streets of Ticino. It seemed they were also targeting strategic ports. So, it was the right time to step back from those affairs, invest in nightclubs, and expand profits more and more in the rich circles. The Saints brought heroin back to the streets, eliminating drug users too quickly. Business became increasingly risky for dealers because the Saints' trafficking prompted politicians to take new measures to clean up the city streets. But they didn't do it for the people's good, as they claimed, or to gain more votes or seats in the beautiful Ticino government chamber. No, those good politicians wanted to redistribute the pie among the newcomers vying for the square. They increased the protection money, the rent for the territory. Several death threats, never officially uttered, had already reached well-known politicians in Ticino. Jorge knew they were the Saints waiting for their share. And just after that series of threats, especially to members of a specific party, the police launched a harsh operation to clean up the cities. However, the Saints would soon take control of the streets throughout Ticino. The Balkan people in Zurich knew it well, but they also knew many ways to make their opponents disappear. Thus began a new silent war. Every now and then, an undocumented immigrant, a small dealer, disappeared, and rumors said he had returned to his country, perhaps they had expelled him. The truth was another, brutal, and remained well hidden, for the good of Paradise. The common people shouldn't understand that there was another world next to the clean and orderly one they knew, a cruel world. The shock would be too great, it would give too many problems to the big politicians in Bern. It would disrupt the double-game politics with which they make contracts with the European Union and meanwhile cash in black bonuses. No, telling the good and conservative Swiss that here, right under their nose, a drug trafficking war was exploding would damage Switzerland's good name as a safe country. It would damage the banking system. It would drive capital away from current accounts. It would cause serious damage to tourism. Never talk about that dark world, even if it clearly existed and was well visible. This also applied to the cops, who saw everything but didn't move, meanwhile swelling with dirty money. Of course, not all cops and politicians were corrupt, but the honest ones were rare, and the sound of money was too loud for everyone. And people really seemed convinced they were living in paradise. They had instilled this idea in their heads to protect their consciences, or rather, the nation's business. After months of that new war, Jorge decided to convince the Balkan people to make a deal with the leaders of the Saints: they would leave street dealing to them, but not the rich circles and the use of ports. The Saints agreed. But the war didn't end immediately, and for a while, the different leaders continued to eliminate each other.
Jorge lights another cigarette. He sets the beer on one of the tables in front of the Bar Sport. Feeling exhausted, as he did, created the need for detachment. Did he need a vacation, perhaps?
"Hey Gio," says another familiar voice behind him, once again pulling him from the memories of the past. He hates that nickname, Gio; it feels diminishing to him.
He turns and sees one of his dealers. He says he needs supplies. But why is he asking him? He has his men who take care of distributing the stuff. He detests still being greeted by the small-time dealers, especially with that stupid nickname. He flicks the cigarette towards the guy, empties the beer in one gulp, and walks away, crossing the street. He gets behind the wheel and starts the engine.
Luca, the bartender, glances out the window, recognizing the powerful sound of Jorge's seven-liter muscle car. He wonders how much that vintage gem might cost.
Jorge quickly steers the Buick out of the parking lot, turning heads of the curious. He disappears to the left onto Trevani Street, in front of the post office in Locarno. This city isn't so bad, even though lately it's become boring. Blame it on the crisis that's already forced many bars, dance clubs, and nightspots to close. He doesn't worry too much anymore; he's already entered a golden circle, that of the rich, spoiled, and bored by the loneliness brought on by their fortune. Often it was their fathers who created that wealth, working hard, driven by a dream and passion for their work. But these children don't deserve to be their heirs. They consume so much alcohol and drugs just to feel important and to escape boredom, to detach from ordinary people, from the poor.
He, too, has almost abandoned that world, because of the North Africans, the Saints, who have expanded into the lower sectors thanks to the pact with the Balkans. He continued to profit by supplying them with the goods, but now his real fortune lies in the high circle, that of people with lots of money. At a rich folks' party - they call them Geldsäcke there - he sells more powder than all of his street dealers combined in a week.
His partner is one of them too, her name is Tara. Beautiful, attractive, rich, and bored. Always seeking a different stimulus to avoid feeling lonely. Perhaps she slept with him just to feel different from the people in her world, or maybe because Jorge doesn't look too bad. He loves beautiful women, VIP prostitutes, as he calls first-class women, whom he can have without paying. Tara doesn't work and is currently enjoying a long break from the prestigious American university where she studies to become an architect. Her father is one of the most well-known men in the area. He invests heavily in the Locarno region, especially in Ascona, perhaps just for fun or perhaps to make a name for himself, to be quietly called a great entrepreneur. Prestige, notoriety, being someone, these are even more attractive to those who love the sound of money and are bored because they already have too much. Tara's father had opened several restaurants on the Ascona Riviera and in the old town, all with the word "tredici" in the name. He intended to entrust a venue to each of his three children and ten grandchildren. Jorge already knew three of those grandchildren before meeting Tara. Clients who've called him a friend for a long time. He knows they don't care about the venues, which nevertheless seem to be doing very well. They don't need a job or money, and they don't even appreciate the idea of work. They don't understand why they should work now, since they never did before. They feel disturbed in their golden life, made up of grand parties in their lakeside villas, trips, entertainment, and sex fueled by the best white powder supplied by their friend Jorge. They often invite him, but he doesn't like these VIP parties. Occasionally, he shows up and takes one of the beautiful women home. He's noticed that they're better in bed than his prostitutes. Souls worn out by that fast life, souls that attend too many parties or "sips," as they call sex and drug-filled gatherings in that circle. And when the precious children of the rich overdo it, they're sent to detox in specialized centers, which naturally only cater to clientele who can pay handsomely. There, they undergo a new treatment, also trendy: they're put to sleep during the painful detox period. The inventor of the treatment, a true genius, became a millionaire in a few years, and these rich, young, drugged individuals are his center's best customers. There are long waiting lists to be refurbished in that way. Jorge detests that kind of life, but he loves the sound of money that resonates in that world. One day he would like to leave the scene and lead a normal life. A boring life, as the children of the Geldsäcke call it. But it's a dream that still has to wait. Frustrated by these thoughts, he decides on the fly to turn his Buick around and return to the club. The idea of training the new recruit immediately changes his mood. She's a captivating 17-year-old Brazilian named Sharon. A sweet face, long black curly hair, almond-shaped eyes of a light green-blue, natural and full lips, like red cushions. A very delicate body, with large perfect breasts. Smooth, extremely attractive mulatto skin. She will surely soon become the most sought-after girl in the club. He arrives at the club called La Rotonda, takes the busy road to the lakeside, then turns left towards the station. He passes it, starts up Via San Gottardo, and reaches the highway to Riazzino. He hates the underpass that passes under the city.

Shortly after, he parks right in front of the club. His reserved spot is suitable for the size of the Buick. It looks twice the size of the others. He gets out, cigarette pack in hand, lights one, and heads towards the entrance. Upon entering, he throws a superficial greeting to Sirina, behind the bar, who immediately prepares his usual Four Roses bourbon. Outside, in the garden, the girls are having fun with old clients in the pool. Probably only the old ones are having fun. He stares at the scene long enough to feel nauseous, orders the newcomer to be sent immediately to room number one. He takes the glass and goes up to the first floor. Entering the room, he closes the door and sits on the bed. He takes a deep sip of his precious aged bourbon and places the empty glass on the table next to the bed. He's tired and lies down to rest for a moment. After a while, he feels a knock on the door. He must have fallen asleep. 
"What are you waiting for, come in," he commands almost shouting. The girl enters slowly, feeling insecure. The others had told her frightening stories, saying to do whatever Jorge asked, because you don't mess with him. She doesn't know exactly what will happen now, she's scared. It's not the first time she's had sex with a man, but this time it will be very different. Jorge signals her with his hand, without looking at her. She approaches intimidated and stands still in front of him, waiting for orders. Tired of waiting, he lifts his head and looks at her annoyed. But he remains surprised by her beauty and props himself up on his elbows to get a full view of her body. The girl avoids his gaze, lowering her face. 
"What are you waiting for, get to work, we're not here to play." 
He leans back, indicating for her to come closer. The girl understands immediately, she positions herself between his legs and opens his pants' belt. Jorge feels her small hands trembling, he knows she will soon lose her innocence. Two hours later, while Jorge is sound asleep, the girl takes the opportunity to escape. She is immediately bombarded with questions from the others, curious. 
"How did it go, was it tough?" 
"How was Jorge? I hope he was gentle today, poor thing..." 
"Come, let us buy you a drink." 
But the girl doesn't want to talk. She goes straight to her room, lies down on her side, curling up as much as possible, and hides from the world under the blanket. Maria, who is considered a bit like Mother Mary, the mother of all the girls, goes to see how she is. She finds her asleep, clutching the pillow wet with tears. She knows well the effect of the first encounter with Jorge. But she knows it's necessary to help them endure all kinds of perverts they will soon encounter. Better to know the worst before than after, she thought, so they will face the clients without problems. Jorge doesn't like to be like this, but he has to behave that way to make the girls understand the trade. He does it for their own good, to prepare them, Maria knows. Many years ago, she too entered a room where the owner at the time had prepared her, in the most meticulous way, for that profession. Jorge sleeps until late evening. Maria doesn't disturb him. He works too much, she always tells him, and he gets annoyed when she talks like that. But he's half her age, and Maria can't help treating him as if he were her son. Jorge feels mocked, an old whore acting like his mother. Sometimes he's insulted her in a violent way. However, Maria knows, or perhaps wants to believe, that deep down Jorge has a sensitive heart, even if he doesn't show it to anyone.
A couple of hours later, Boris sees Sharon hiding away from the clients. He glances at Maria who understands immediately. "Sharon, come here," Maria orders. "What's gotten into you? Why are you behaving like this?" The girl doesn't answer and continues to stare at the floor. "Go straight to Jorge." Sharon feels disgust for the man who made her do those things before. She doesn't want to see him again, she rebels. "Go now, you know what will happen if you don't do as I say." Yes, they told her that those who rebel and cause trouble end up serving the most disgusting clients. Sharon silently climbs the stairs, slowly, and stops in front of the door of the room she left a few hours ago, when she decided she would forever hate sex and men. She angrily knocks on the door. "What's happening? Come in, damn it!" shouts Jorge, half asleep. Sharon grits her teeth in fear and enters, ready to face the man yelling inside. Jorge raises his head for a moment, then murmurs, "What are you waiting for... come here, little one, I want you." This time, even though it seemed impossible, that man is sweeter to her. It doesn't last long, but Sharon, despite hating herself for the pleasure she feels having sex with that jerk, now strangely feels good with him. Then Sharon remembers what she had to do. "You have to go down to Boris," she tells him while he smokes a cigarette. "Maria said so." Then Sharon rests her head on his belly, he strokes her head, and fills the room with smoke. Strange, Jorge thinks silently, it's always the same thing, first you use violence and then, when you give them a bit of sweetness, the girls seem to fall in love. Perhaps it's the security they seek in this disgusting world of prostitution. Deep down, it pleases him. Occasionally, he chooses one of them as his companion for the night. The "princess," as the others call her. He remembers that Tara, his wealthy girlfriend, is about to leave for one of her trips with her friends. He's already thinking he'll take advantage to enjoy his new princess. Tara knows nothing of his affairs and doesn't seem to have the slightest interest in knowing. She only cares that he has money and that enigmatic air, which makes him seem like someone from the underworld. Maybe she knows he supplies the white powder for parties, even though he never personally delivers it. Who knows if Tara would be with him, he thinks, if he didn't have that bad-boy aura. "Go, little one," he tells the girl, but she seems to want to stay. "I said go, you have a job to do." She locks her eyes on Jorge, begging for a moment of peace. He lets her be, amazed at his own reaction. They fall asleep again. They're awakened by Boris who violently throws open the door. Sharon immediately gathers her clothes from the floor, covers herself in fear, and flees the room.
Boris stares at Jorge. "Damned dog, buddy, again!" He breathes deeply, to give himself an important air, then says, "The whores are not here for your eminence... They have to work, damn it." Jorge sits up a little, smiling. "Yes, yes, but let me do my job. Giving them a little illusion makes them work better. They seem to need some fairy tales in their heads." The partner laughs and tells him, "Come down, it's late, and we need to talk about a very interesting deal." Then he leaves without closing the door. Jorge turns onto his back, needing to relax to wake up better. That girl has a frightening beauty and knows how to handle herself; he's sure she'll become one of the best. He laughs and feels good, but now he really doesn't feel like talking to Boris. Often, his big deals are just crazy ideas. Yes, he knows how to manage that brothel well, but he doesn't have enough brains for bigger business. However, it was hard to get into the nightlife scene and the "angels," and Jorge still needs him. He has to wait a little longer before putting him out of the game, but he already knows how to do it. It was Boris himself who introduced him to the system of the two-faced coffins. Finally, he forces himself to get up. He reluctantly searches for his clothes. He leaves the room half asleep and realizes it's already evening. When he goes downstairs, at the bar he finds Maria talking to Pasquale, that cop who spies for them. Jorge looks at him annoyedly, he's sure he's involved with that dime-a-dozen killer who tried to kill him. He's already put him on the list of those to eliminate. Pasquale casts him a timid glance. Jorge greets him reluctantly, a bitter expression on his face, almost a threat. He passes by him to go to the office behind the bar. He enters and closes the door behind him.

  

OEBPS/cover.jpeg






OEBPS/et_in_arcadia_ego.png
ET IN ARCADIA EGO
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