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We live in singular times.

The massive economic and social transformations that characterize human history in the last thirty years have given rise, especially in the West, to a period of apparently unstoppable civil and moral decay.

Paradoxically, the policies demanded by the great holders of capital to the detriment of the rest of humanity, slavishly carried out by corrupt rulers, coincide with those desired by those who should be the most aware and equipped adversaries, namely the intellectuals.

It is the planned epilogue of a constant and irreparable cultural decline.

It is difficult, in fact, to believe that behind the dissolution of the intellectual class, a non-innocent interpreter of the most comprehensive decadence, there is not a consciously and analytically designed process, aimed at disrupting every form of critical thinking.

However, whatever the ambitions of the designers, far from the academic world and from the “High Culture” of influencers, debunkers and gatekeepers, in the driest and most barren lands of the intelligentsia, the so-called conspiracy subculture sprouts and takes vigor.

The critical movement that is opposed to single thought is, in fact, turning out to be "the most rigorous, more moderate, more prudent, more scientifically founded intellectual current of contemporary thought" (quoted by S. Mantegazza).

Pier-Giorgio, whom I know and have the pleasure of attending for a year now, is a full-fledged exponent, who has become a popular reference point of great authority among friendships and common acquaintances. Thanks to his in-depth knowledge and the ability to make extremely intricate concepts usable, he is an appreciated columnist.

The first time I read this book, I was therefore not surprised to find the intrigues and twists of the classic breathtaking thriller, masterfully woven into the great canvas of dystopian current events.

What surprised me instead, and which leads me to strongly recommend reading it, is the "side effect" (actually well studied) of this fine embroidery.

The singular and instinctive connections with reality that the plot proposes originate a vortex of contrasting emotions that induce the reader to stop and reflect, questioning, little by little, the entire framework of the dominant narrative.

The mind, if awakened in its cognitive and emotional aspects, opens up to new scenarios, claims its autonomy, frees itself from the permeating mass hypnosis and proposes itself as the true source of self-awareness.
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Notes for the Reader

	
(due spoiler)



JFK-Join the Fauci's Killer is the third chapter dedicated to the adventures of Chicago Police Lieutenant Jonathan Perry. Ideally follows what has already been narrated in Gateland and follows Anger'n danger. However, it can be read as a novel in its own right and is equally enjoyable. To do this fully, however, it is necessary to know some important characters known by readers during the first two chapters of the saga.

Jonathan Perry (name often abbreviated to Nathan or Nate) is a policeman, a Chicago Police Lieutenant who has learned to use quick but effective means to fight Evil. Initially, his only gifts were those related to his irreducible character and investigative skills. Later, he gained the ability to function as a reverse sin eater: he is able, even with a simple touch, to get you sick, to make you sick (to a greater or lesser extent) or to kill you. He has a wife, Madeleine, to whom he is very attached. He has no children.

John Littletrees is an elderly Red Indian who serves as Jonathan's spiritual father. He helped him a lot in the first two chapters to get the better of his nemesis: Walter Gate. He manifests himself in his human form with which he dispenses pearls of wisdom towards his protégé or in that of a guiding spirit (a wolf). When Nathan sees him looking like this, he knows that something serious and dangerous is about to happen. John is also important for his interactions and collusions with the world of the invisible (homeless / cardless) and the Indian people.

Robin Pidgeon is called "the right hand of the Devil". It is thanks to him that Nathan has acquired the powers of him, the curse of him. Initially, Walter Gate used it as a weapon to achieve power. He later joined Nathan through John and helped rid the world of the mad billionaire on two occasions. His power of him has made him somewhat cynical and insane, often unreliable, yet he has a deep respect for his two friends whom he literally worships.

Madeleine Stacey (aka Maddie) is Nathan's wife. She was instrumental in preventing her husband from going insane due to the cursed powers she gained and on one occasion she discovered that she had significant hypnotic abilities.

Walter Gate is Jonathan's nemesis. In Gateland he was at the head of the homonymous voluntary association, branched all over the world, which in addition to the constitutive and declared objectives had other, secret ones, which provided for the conquest of absolute power over the peoples of the planet. Also in the second chapter (Anger'n danger) will make the tragic appearance of him. He represents the perfect criminal storm for Lieutenant Perry who now works for a government agency unrelated to the CIA and the NSA, to which he does not have to answer for his actions.

Saul Goodman is a character who first appears in Anger'n danger. His power is computer science but not using a computer but sheets of paper. From the name it is clear that it owes much of its existence to the homonym of the television series “Better call Saul”.



A cough

January 2025

ADX Florence Penitentiary

Red powder.

In the distance, looking west, I can see some barren highlands of Colorado. The day is sunny and the sky as clear as spring water. The land around me is only good for cowboys and cows. An annoying breeze puffs on my face. The cell phone vibrates. I look absently who is calling me. None worthy of importance. Maybe someone looking for a teleshopping. This is not the time. It is not the place. I'm not the best person to strike up a phone deal.

The prison is among the most famous in the country and yet no one has ever thought of making the setting around which it was built acceptable. I don't think architects thought that a place that aims to keep people against their will shouldn't be nice and welcoming. Perhaps this thought has circulated in the client's mind. In these parts, and in this historical era, human life and the fundamental rights of people are worth less than sewage.

The building is divided into three sections. The first two are fenced and have the shape of pentagons. The last, larger than the others, has the shape of a hexagon.

To me it could also look like a hemi-prop. Prisons shouldn't exist. I am convinced that for no reason can the denial of freedom be deserved. After what I've been through because of Walter Gate, I think I've become a stubborn extremist anarchist.

The squeak of a mouse distracts me from my thoughts or maybe it was the braking of a car driving along the nearby CO-67. In the perimeter of the prison there is an asphalted road and dirt roads that, hit by the wind, raise so much dust that it ends up kneading the palate and lungs.

I look up as if to ask for explanations but if I want to find a culprit for the construction of this abomination I don't have to look for answers by turning to heaven.

I close the door of the off-road vehicle rented in Florence and walk towards the main entrance. I hope John's contingency plan works.

I am almost as enthusiastic as any citizen who is about to enter a tax office. My presence is necessary. The purpose for which I am here is no small matter.

I arrive in front of a glass door and see an officer nervously bringing his hand over the holster. The guards at the gate must not have warned her. There is an exchange of glances between us. A resolute voice comes from behind him and tells him to let me in. I don't care. If I really needed to enter, his presence would be no obstacle to me even though I am unarmed. I didn't ask but the events that led to my transformation changed me forever. Now I have become a weapon. I don't need to get one. From the look and the fact that he abundantly gives way to me, I understand that even the agent has understood this. About ten meters away, near a flight of stairs, I see the man who gave the order.

«Where...», I mention before he interrupts me.

«Over there», he points out a corridor with two doors next to each other on the right side. As I approach, the first is ajar. I stop at the door. He is a few meters from me.I look at it from the end of a mirrored window. The prisoner, the man who has held the fate of the world in the palm of his hand for at least thirty-three years, appears tired and aged. I don't think he's been mistreated. I don't see the signs.

I open the door. At the back of the room I am pleased to see my dear friend Robin Pidgeon. I finally have a good reason to smile. «Hi, Nathan», he exclaims. Standing, with his back to the wall, is a man. From the perfectly worn suit I understand that this is a Bureau agent. I reach out to greet Robin and the agent widens his eyes. For my friend it's a wedding invitation. He walks over and swerves sideways right towards the wall. The agent almost gets a shot. If I represent a serious danger, Robin is infinitely more dangerous than me. My friend squeezes my hand tightly. «Don't worry», Robin smiles at the agent, «I'm not going to kill you... today». The agent's breathing becomes labored. I always enjoy watching these scenes of my friend's sadistic cynicism but I must admit that during our first meeting I too felt a great deal of terror. When I turn my gaze to my left I see the window and the man sitting in the room next to ours.

The man who kidnapped me.

He can't see me and it's better this way, for everyone.

He coughs and frees me from a thousand thoughts. The agent in the room hands him a paper handkerchief and holds out a bottle of water. He recovers. He looks at the table for a few moments before unscrewing the bottle cap and sipping its contents.

He sighs. Maybe he is ready to talk, to tell us everything he knows and he has a lot of skeletons in the closet.

«I'm afraid for the fate of my life», he whispers in a faint voice.

The agent looks him straight in the eye, definitely annoyed. It is very likely that you feel disgust to hear the word "life" come out of the mouth of a man who is responsible for the greatest massacre in the history of humanity. Still, he holds back long enough until the interrogation room door swings open.

Another agent comes out of the door. His face is a mask of reproach. The seated agent gets up from his chair and joins him. The two whisper something in their ear. The second agent enters the room while the first takes the reverse path. The newcomer remains standing and stands behind the prisoner. From that position he asks his questions.

«Let's start over», he asks the prisoner.

He lowers his head in despair, shrugs and sighs. «Is it really necessary?».

The officer places a hand on the prisoner's shoulder and moves towards the empty chair. He sits down. She stares him in the eye and waits.

He takes off his glasses. He puts them on the table. Distraught, he resumes his story.

«Have you ever played at the green table?», he asks with a small grimace. The agent doesn't blink. After a few moments, the prisoner starts again.

«There are moments... rare moments when you feel that luck is kissing you on the forehead and glues you to the table, tickling your sense of pleasure. You want to walk away because you know what it's like to lose money but the ball attracts you and goes exactly where you put your chips. It tickles you. She teases you. You cannot escape. She knows how to seduce you like a beautiful woman», she explains swallowing.

«So what?». Asks the agent almost annoyed.

The prisoner snorts almost angrily. How can you not understand what he feels, what prompted him to kill so many people? He grabs his glasses and wears them as if to seek protection.

«When will my lawyer arrive?». He asks with a surge of pride.

The agent does not move and merely observes him. He knows there will be no legal defense for the prisoner. The crimes he has committed are so monstrous that even denying such protection seems like a good price to pay.

I also think so and I do nothing to change this situation. Behind the glass, reality looks different. Very different.

The pangolin

December 2019

A market in Wuhan

The fish crates are arranged neatly and to an inattentive sight it might seem that the market has a certain structure and all the goods are arranged according to an analytical criterion. It is not so. It is a uroboros formed by yin and yang at its ends. People pass between the benches and in the bottlenecks in the middle of the streets as if it were a crazy billiard ball or pinball machine. The stench of fish and death is so nauseating that citizens wear a double mask on their faces: the first serves to shelter from the terrible smog that grips almost all large Chinese cities, with the second one would like to filter out those bad smells that are superficial and bad sanitation spread into the environment.

It's amazing how many people and things can take up so much space and yet still have some leeway to get around. The market is a hymn to laissez-faire but at the same time to the rigid application of rules of coexistence and operation, strange, twisted but typical of the Asian mentality and, in particular, Chinese.

The lights of day or night seem to have been thrown haphazardly throughout the area by a God inattentive to the rules of Physics that He Himself established, rather than geometrically filtering through the external cracks of the buildings or emitted by the colorful bulbs screwed to improbable ceiling lights.

The funniest of curiosities is given by the lot of numbered post-it notes stuck with metal sticks to each fish. In the local mentality, of haste and productivity at any cost, this represents a practical solution to the needs of those who sell and those who buy.

«Yú, Chuānshānjiǎ, Shé[1]!». Yells in a shrill voice a minute trader, little dressed and wearing a large straw hat. A woman with two puffy plastic bags in her hands stops her run and watches him for a moment. Her gaze turns to the stacked cassettes she has in front of her. A slight grimace of the mouth anticipates the resumption of his run. The woman disappears from sight with surprising speed and agility.

A neighbor pulls a string and drops the rainwater that has accumulated on the cover of the sunshade. With facial expressions he suggests to his colleague to do the same. The latter, slightly annoyed, frowns and purses his lips like a hen's ass. In front of the two he whizzes by a thin and skinny individual on a bicycle with a white hat on his head. Nobody can tell, in the general noise, if he is singing or praying. In a few seconds he passes by in everyone's indifference.

The merchant lowers his gaze and pretends to devote himself to reordering the goods. To disturb his thoughts, a little further on, is the unexpected arrival of a soldier in uniform. In China, you are free to act as you wish in economics but dealing with politics (and by politics we mean the single party) involves a strong risk of losing freedom or life. The army is the armed wing of the Communist Party of China and the Secretary General disposes of it as he wishes. Elections are made only by party members. The people cannot express themselves on the matter except by suggesting to their representatives their satisfaction or dissatisfaction with the policy of the Secretary. The general rule, however, is that politics is taboo for the people. The less you talk about it, the less you have to do with it, the better.

Six more soldiers are added to the soldier just seen and the tension rises feverishly. None of them take aggressive attitudes, yet their presence is enough to make traders and customers nervous. Three children approximately four or five years old run between the desks (probably for a game) and several customers and merchants yell at them (firmly but trying to remain composed) to calm down and behave appropriately. Two soldiers giggle showing their bad teeth or, at least, what's left of them. However, when a graduate arrives in that corner of the market both the military and the citizens return to take a less mocking and more martial attitude.

«Tíngzhǐ. Zhège qūyù bìxū dédào bǎohù[2]». Orders the graduate of the People's Armed Police Force. The tone of his voice, albeit modulated and apparently calm, leaves no way out. The soldiers begin to push and hit those who have the misfortune to come close to them. Traders move awkwardly out of fear. A series of crates smash and fall to the ground and the animals they contained take the opportunity to escape. In a few moments a confusion arises. The trader who sold them tries to chase some and recapture them. Soldiers shout orders in anger and threaten everyone in front of them.

One shot freezes everyone's blood.

The graduate looks like a piece of ice on which stands a smoking gun at the end of his left hand. With deliberate slowness, he withdraws the weapon and with a rotation of his eyes he orders the soldiers to look at a man lying on the ground, shot to death while clutching a pangolin to his chest who is now trying to free himself and escape from his grasp. The military lash out at the crates of animals and try to recover the animals with force and determination.

Feeling the gaze of the civilians spread on his person, the graduate decides to silence any possible protest.

«Chūshòu zhèxiē dòngwù shì fēifǎ de[3]». He says to protect himself. The gun is still firmly in his hand and he directs it with enough composure to cover a horizontal arc of 180 degrees. Within a few minutes the soldiers restore order and the animals are again locked up in the cages. Verses of suffering are in contrast to the silence of human beings who pay the utmost attention to the military. The graduate lowers the weapon and, albeit timidly, the normal anarchy of the Chinese market returns to reign supreme.

The soldiers load the dead man's body onto a military truck and order the traders to clean the bloodstain. With well-hidden anger, they throw ice flakes and salt into the area. To complete the work, they throw on it the used crates they want to get rid of.

An open landfill.

On the truck, the soldiers wrap the body with a camouflage sheet. They will get rid of it soon. There is a quarry near the barracks. Just make a big voice with the owner and the problem will be solved. In the army there is a rule that is valid in every moment of human history and has no geographical boundaries. Blame someone else and if you can't, physically remove the problem.

After all, even with a good dose of cynicism, military philosophy is simple, hasty and very often... effective.

The new old President

November 2025

Delaware, Ohio

The President gets out of the presidential car. The State of the Union is in very serious condition. The economy is in ruins. The situation he inherited from his predecessor is worrying but he is an entrepreneur. When he is faced with a problem he is not discouraged. He tries to find a solution and often, in his long career, he has succeeded. The meager protective service he so desired comes alongside him. The crowd welcomes him cheering. Most Americans have never believed that in 2020 he had lost the elections. The president calls for an ovation when he arrives. Only then, does he put on his peaked cap with the acronym MAGA (Make America Great Again) indicating now this, now that other wing of the crowd that reacts with joy, smiles, screams and thunderous applause. The security service protects the barriers that divide the numerous Americans who have waited for at least a couple of hours for the arrival of their favorite.

On the stage, set up for the occasion, there are some city authorities as well as the governor of Florida, Ron De Santis. The president climbs the ladder with agility and with consummate theatrical skill pretending to stumble as his predecessor did before joining Air Force One. From that big histrion that he is, he turns to the crowd and waving his left hand shows a sign of denial. With him at the reins of the country, the page is turned. A thunderous hug seals an iron understanding between the two politicians, which some (unconfirmed) press rumors wanted in crisis. After smiles, ritual phrases and a pose for the photographers, the President grabs the microphone.

«I'm back. Did you miss me?».

The crowd is overwhelming. The few years of the previous administration have left their mark.

«If you always welcome me like this, I'll have to send someone else to the White House." A spontaneous "no" rises in unison from the crowd. "I think Ron may be a good President soon».

De Santis smiles pleased. The crowd cheers.

I close the apartment window. The same words the President utters on stage come to my ears from the CCTV camera monitor in the living room. On the sofa, watching POTUS (President of the United States) every move, are seated four FBI agents.

«I don't understand why I'm here!». I burst out.

One of the four, the apparently older one, replies. «POTUS ordered him to stay here and have everything he wants», he reminds me.

«I want to leave», I urge him.

«... apart from that, of course», he replies promptly. I snort. I don't like being locked up and I don't like the presence of those agents.

The apartment on the fourth floor of the building is used by the President's security service to watch over this public exit of yours. After the end of the pandemic, the arrest of Fauci, the Russian-Ukraine crisis, inflation, Chinese expansionism, the United States is doing badly. We all trust a little in the President's ability to get out of the quagmire in which we found ourselves, also and above all for our own faults.

I'm going to the kitchen. I open the fridge door. I take a can of Coke. I tear off the tongue and sip a little. As I leave the kitchen, I notice that there are three of the agents sitting on the sofa. Instinctively, I turn to my left. The missing agent is standing in front of the window. To do his job. I make a face and belch. By dint of dating more Robin than my wife Maddie I begin to realize that I have forgotten her good manners and that I don't care enough about her. One shot. Then another. It is still another. The 4 agents glue themselves to the transmitters. «What's going on?». Asks the oldest, white as a rag. «They shot POTUS. I repeat: POTUS have been fired», a metallic voice replies from the other end of the transmitter. «We have to follow the procedure. You three go down the stairs and out of the building. Take the lieutenant to the safe house. There you will find Major Colby and you will put yourself at his complete disposal», he orders with an attitude more concerned than peremptory.

When we arrive at the agreed place we witness organized chaos. Every person inside it runs towards something, fidgets in front of a computer or talks breathlessly with those around him. The question is serious and delicate. If someone has shot the President it must be remembered that even on this side of the ocean the military rules are the same. Who can be blamed for what happened? If you can't blame it on someone else, can you physically remove the evidence that would lead right down to us?

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





