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Preamble

Dianna Diverno is a writer of lavish imagination. She has written thousands of pages so far, often cleverly fabricating an act, characters and plot, which tells us that she is a writer of very rich imagination. Sensibly studying a couple of historical sources about the Egyptian state, Dianna cleverly created the heart of the action that makes the "The story of the blue mummy", that takes us from U.S.A. and Canada all the way to Libya, where once was the border of the ancient Egyptian state. Novel is dedicated to the wide audience with its subject, and, we, the audience, can see as in the mirror, the very course of a criminal investigation. However, it must be noted that the literary form of this work is not a result of high, artistic finishing. Another novel like the ones we've read before, as "Forbidden Love", "Komodo-Italian mafia patronage", "Fatal surveillance", "La Miracle Casinos", "Kill With Style" – all represent Dianna exactly through her favourite book genre. Dianna's opus is otherwise fantastic and great, always kind of vital, and the author is always inclined to re-examination of herself through such novels, always one foot in a somewhat individualistic rebellion in the sphere of inventing. Like many authors who write 200 or 300 pieces, Dianna Diverno also strives towards it. Novel "The Story of the Blue Mummy" is the sixth part of American hexalogy and can be read separately, the action takes place quickly, through a short period of only two months. Work in itself has realistic forms of social and political content, which really happened. The very end of the novel suddenly takes us to the very beginning and the novel "Marked to die"; Although the complete hexalogy is the result of the ultimate imagination and individual long-standing adventure of several different individuals, Dianna ina clever way presents us with positive and negative characters in the right interweaving of the literary web that stretches through 1,300 pages.
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Captain John Robertson moved to California and along with Jane Howard began a new life in the military ranks. Determined to no longer engage in research work, he dedicated himself to special units. Four years ago, five soldiers died, by a coincidence. Investigating the correlation of their death with the excavations on which they were found, he learned that they discovered the secret mummy with multimillion worth of wealth, but that discovery was not recorded anywhere, and neither the mummy nor the money can be traced anywhere. Later, he also learns that their deaths were not a coincidence.

CHAPTER ONE - New Life in California

SAN FRANCISCO, CALIFORNIA

The day was just wonderful. The sun shone high in the sky, there was not a single cloud. During a program that was playing on a car radio, about 40 °C was announced. The tropical weather covered the California area as a veil, but it did not bother him at all. Captain John Robertson, by all means, was used to everything, and even tropical weather was not a problem. The weather forecast was over. It was expected to rain in the coastal parts as well as temperature drop in San Francisco. During the night thunderstorms were expected, and even stormy winds were not completely excluded. It was completely fine by him, even if it became a bit colder. Although he moved from New Orleans to San Francisco some time ago and started a whole new life. This new life meant that he could devote himself to Jane, but also to adapt to everything. Exactly that - adapting - seemed completely impossible. Because, with him being almost 40 years old, it did not seem neither easy nor simple to start from the beginning? Or at least from a brand new beginning. Rachel, his former wife, now lives her life without him, and he was supposed to build different foundations and he did, though in California. They first looked into Los Angeles, Beverly Hills, Bel Air, Bronx and Hollywood, and Captain Robertson was convinced that he would certainly not like it too much there. San Francisco seemed more compassionate, better, more flexible. After all, he was almost 40 years old. Moreover, he did not even think about his age as something that would justify some of his actions, but the most important thing was to get to know self at those moments. People, he thought, were periodically able to change their lives and some of their principles, but he's changed a lot.

He was in the army again, part of the special units. The New Orleans Research Department was behind him, and he looked at it as an interesting episode of his own life. But instead of the police, here in California, he chose the army. He was captain, and that morning he concluded sadly that he had this rank for a long time, for so long that he started to realize that the time had come for him to be promoted.

Some music was playing on the radio, his attention was directed to the road. He drove towards the military field on which he had exercises that day. With regret he noted that the period in the investigation department of the police had slowly slackened him and made him lazy, so returning to the polygon for a hardworking exercise was a real little shock for him. Now he realized that today’s training would be tedious, especially due to a tropical weather.

The military polygon was located on the road to San José, from where the road continued to the river Saint Joaquin. He visited the river once, but he did not have too much time that day to enjoy the nature. And now he stopped in front of the military field, from where he continued in level walk next to the fence in a form of a three-meter-high barbed wire, and from there he proceeded by a gravel road towards the big polygon. He recalled how he was before, at the time of his education, exercises and the special unit, where he was very shortly for he soon began to work for Colonel Alfred Redflick. A long time work for Alfred Redflick has marked a rather large part of Robertson's life. And later, the New Orleans Police Department, and collaboration with an excellent inspector Lombardo and now here he is. He sighed deeply, the scent of nature, of the forest, of peace, was the scent that fully corresponded with him. But he knew very well that this peace would not last long. He reached the targets, which were adjusted to a certain distance, and pulled the pistol in order to start exercising. He was looking forward to multiple hours of training in shooting, climbing, running and regular exercises. It was time to be a part of a special unit again. He took the gun and stared at the distance, and then started aiming without a blink.

Jane Howard was completely satisfied with the relationship, but also the whole life she had with Captain John Robertson. The relationship which, according to Jane's opinion, began suddenly and in some unusual circumstances, while he investigated the disappearance and the death of her husband, now lasted for several months and they were even engaged. Although John did not mention a wedding near in the future, she hoped that in the coming months that would also follow. To be married again - she thought. It seemed like a wonderful idea. Especially since after her husband's disappearance, she spent four years in awaiting agony, but also hoping that the disappearance and eventual death will be clarified. Now she thought about it, seeing that after the disappearance of Eric Howard she could not afford to love someone, to be in love, to live. Four years of being closed off were too much for her, and in some ways it shaped her as a person. She was more taciturn, calmer, business woman, and a single mother, dedicated to work in the office. She had reddish-orange hair, very long and well-groomed, likable face, skinny body and was of middle height, about 160 cm.

She came home from work now. She and John did not live together. He wanted them to be separated for some time during his training, because he often got up very early and exercised even at home. She did not want to disturb him. She knew he would have an ability test in order to return back to the ranks, so he wanted to be completely ready.

Jane Howard still lived in that family house that belonged to her late husband. Now she did not wish to live here anymore. It's like this move - the change of life - that John did at the moment, like some kind of infection passed on to her, so she did not wish to live in that house now. As if she too wanted to make some big change in her life. She put coffee to cook, opened her fridge, and poured herself a glass of cold lemonade. She waited until the coffee was cooked, and then she put it all on the silver platter and headed for the living room. The woman who worked for her every other day, had that day off. The house was quiet and empty. Jane's daughter, she had from marriage with Eric, was spending that day with her grandparents, therefore Jane had the afternoon and evening at her disposal.

She sat down on the bed and felt that she was again overwhelmed by stiffness she had felt at the time of the disappearance of Eric Howard, which never completely abandoned her. She turned on the TV to avoid thinking about it and listened to news about weather and European mass migrations, noting that after such an influx of refugees, the face of Europe will not be the same. And then concluded that it doesn’t interest her that much, because she does not even live in Europe..

Just as the news ended and a funny entertainment show about the funniest cats in the household began, the phone rang and alarmed her.

- Hello!

- Jane!

- Hey, John! - Her thin lips on which there were still a few little traces of red lipstick stretched into a wide smile. - How are you?

- Fine, - he said - I just finished with exercises - with a slight step, Captain John Robertson left the military field. He was heavily sweating and was convinced that at that moment on the asphalt there was about 50 °C.

-Wonderful - she switched to the next channel, the beginning of the fashion week show.

- I thought I'd stop by tonight.

-Tonight?

-Yes. Tomorrow I will not be here. I have a test tomorrow.

-Yes ... - she said, somewhat absent. He did not know how to interpret her silence.

-Unless you have something else planned? - He paused for a moment.

- Well, I do not. But I do not feel really well - she was sincere – This heat annoys me.

-Yeah, me too. Today, it wasn’t at all comfortable to be on the field. - Captain Robertson slowly approached his car.

- Yes, imagine how it feels for building workers - she reminded him.

- From that perspective - he smiled and sat in the car - stay on the polygon wasn’t at all that bad. It only lasted temporarily! Then, I'm not coming tonight?

She thought - I need peace, John - and then she added, as if justifying - it's just tonight!

- All right, sweetheart. Get better. Talk to you tomorrow!

- All right - and then she added - Let me know how the test passed!

When she put down earphone, she really realized that she was wondering how John Robertson would do on that test. It was the beginning of the second stage of his life. Although, this could not be called the second stage, because he returned to what he already had in his life - the military section. And what was she returning to? She wondered, realizing that it was time to finally leave the stuffiness behind and start living a new life in another house, which will not remind her of her old life and Eric..

She decided to put up a house for sale and find herself a new apartment..

The next day, Captain John Robertson was supposed to take several tests in the period from 7 to 15 hours, which concerned his intellectual, psychological and physical ability to stay in special units. He took tests that any other soldier would have to take.. He passed with average score and was admitted.

He did not even know why was he so happy about it.

Fioronela Robertson was the daughter of Captain John Robertson, from his marriage to Rachel. After the divorce, she stayed with her mother, while Samuel went to the boarding school in Europe. Once a month- on weekend - she would come to see her father in California, and those moments were always fun and wonderful, and California was new and unexplored area, completely different from Louisiana. She liked to devote herself to painting with that expressed inclination towards perfection and exaggeration. She knew her father’s new fiancé (and she thought about that as though there were at least three fiancées before her), and with sorrow she concluded that in relation to the stiff Jane Howard she liked better her father's previous girlfriend, Patricia Thompson, whose greatest flaw was evident superficiality, the look of the barbie she was striving for, and the fact that John did not like her too much, so they eventually broke up - and Patricia began seeing her psychiatrist, Mr Perkinson.

Fioronela also had a nice relationship with Jane Howard, too superficial and quite stiff. Because, as Fioronela even thought, who could have achieved any other kind of relationship with Jane Howard, other than what was based on stiffness. Fioronela Robertson was almost accustomed to her parents being divorced. Rachel was starting a new life, and John also devoted himself to new beginnings, so she generally thought that in time many stages of life would end and the new ones start.

Fioronela Robertson was also the only official successor to the entire property of Alfred Redflick. She owned a three-level house in Louisiana, with a perfectly landscaped lawn, garden and studio, but she was officially inheriting that house only after she turns 25 years old. That's how Colonel Alfred Redflick wanted, but until then she was using interest rates. She went to the school of arts, to become a painter and promised to herself to open a museum sometime in the future. She liked painting and going to art colonies and exhibitions.

That day, she called her father in the afternoon hours. It was at the time when, according to her estimates, he probably completed a military training test of ability to participate in special units. At first he was not available, it was only on the third attempt that she reached him, just as she heard the front door open, the sound of the key in the lock and when she heard Rachel say "I'm home!"

- Hey, Daddy! - She greeted him cheerfully. She was really rooting for him to become part of the military section after leaving the investigation department.

Fioronela! - she heard him speaking and it sounded as though he was in some crowd at that moment. She heard the sound of the engine running in the distance. - I am glad to hear from you!

- Did you make it? - She exclaimed, she was really interested in whether he managed to pass the tests. She knew how much he cared about it and how much time he invested by exercising.

-Yes. Average - he answered briefly, the connection was lost for a moment.

-Great. So you're part of the special units now. Hm! How exciting is that, dad. You're a soldier again - she smiled at that.

- I never really - he started at once - stopped being a soldier - Captain John explained triumphantly to her - Once soldier, always a soldier!

Fioronela thought about it for a moment.

- That's what Colonel Redflick used to say.

-No, it was commander Aaron! - he explained to her. - Commander Aaron always thought I would be back in the army sooner or later. He told me that while I was part of the New Orleans Police Department!

-Oh!

- And he was right.

-Of course he was. So, my father is in special units, how exciting is that? - although she wanted to ask him about exercises and physical readiness, because according to her logic it was clear that young men should be admitted rather than middle-aged men, but she quickly concluded that it did not even have to be that way! Therefore, she did not say anything.

- Sure it is. When are you coming to California?

-Friday!

-Original! - he was moving down the street, he was going to the department store of men's clothes - We should celebrate that!

Just as she wanted to say something about how she did not think it was excellent to celebrate with the uptight Jane Howard, she chose not to say anything. At the same time, they finished the conversation and he went to the department store...

Fioronela Robertson was thinking about all this, and then she looked at the entrance door on which Rachel was leaned on watching her quizzically.

-Your father? – she raised her eyebrows ironically.

-Yes. He passed - and then quickly added – He is part of the army again. Special units.

Rachel just rolled her eyes in reaction to this sentence. She just came from work and did not wish to listen about her former husband.

- I'm glad, but John is no longer part of my life - then she turned and headed for the kitchen - I'm going to make dinner. I hope you’re fine with lobster?

She did not hear her daughter's answer because she was already in the kitchen, then she looked at one point and concluded that John, in some ways, would always be part of her life. Obvious fact she had to get used to - she thought and pulled lobster out of the refrigerator.

John Robertson saw the advantages and the importance of being a part of the special units, a place where for the last two to five months he had desired to be.

That afternoon, after passing the exam, he went to the department store to get new evening suit of dark blue colour that perfectly fit with his turquoise green ties that he had in abundance from the former marriage, because Rachel bought at least five ties in that shade because she thought that this colour fits him perfectly. He needed one new evening suit, and he bought two shirts - one light blue and with short sleeves, and the other was silk, white and with long sleeves and surely completely inappropriate for such a heat.

He came back to his two-bedroom apartment only in the evening, and previously he ate in some inexpensive restaurant where he could with the daily menu offer have a proper meal, he listened to messages on the answering machine, listened to the news, it appeared that the evening will go by quietly and boringly. He would prefer if Jane was with him, but she was until the next day on the business trip to Aspen and she certainly did not wish to return to San Francisco at those moments. She sent him a brief message on the mobile that she was happy for him, and that Aspen was wonderful.

And he suddenly began to feel stuffiness, so he shuffling in the armchair in which he was seated, concluded that he spent a lot of time in the past few weeks in military training, learning and exercises, and that he had no time to form new and interesting friendships. He also watched some interesting show about historical excavations and about Siberian mummies, feeling happy that he is not an investigator, and how that job requires the will and the strength... He looked at the Formula 1 race, and then he realized that it was time to finally go to bed.

In two days he had to start working in special units and felt some kind of uncertainty. He thought about Colonel Alfred Redflick and ten years of work he had with him. Captain John Robertson was born in Vancouver, he also spoke French. He was a surveillance expert, for a while he was situated in Africa and  had been hired to spy on a work of French military forces, refusing the phenomenal possibilities offered to him in the Navy Seals. Now he thought about it, and he also thought of Vancouver, which he suddenly missed a lot, and he did not even know why...

He resolved to look at the situation in the army in Vancouver in the morning and whether he had the chance to transfer to Canada? Whatever it was, he did not fit here at California, and that was clear.

In only raised a question of what would Jane say about it?

CHAPTER TWO – Return to native Vancouver under question

Captain John Robertson reviewed everything concerning the military department in Canada. He spent a part of his childhood in Vancouver and, after moving to New Orleans, he never came back. It's been a long time since then, a little less than three decades, and he knew that Vancouver was not what it used to be. He found interesting information about the Special Divisions in Canada, entertained by the manner of their combat and guerrilla actions, spectacular jumps from the helicopter and rappelling, they received from 175 to 280 soldiers, and the command was very strict, and the selection of soldiers that would be a part of the group debatable - because the command had honoured the rule (which they seemed to be rubbing on everyone's nose) quality in front of quantity. Captain Robertson also looked at the way of exercising and fighting in some of Canada's Special Counter-Terrorism Units, and concluded that he would need at least three more months of exercise to even consider the probability of passing the test (possibly by chance). He was very intrigued with all this, especially since the units under the name C.A.C. (Canadian Antiterrorism Civil) were also stationed in the countries of North Africa, the Middle East, and had their own anti-spyware and spyware missions. The right place for him, he concluded, and noticed that returning to Canada would be somewhat the best for him.

Jane Howard spent three days with the collective in Aspen. Aspen - a beautiful ski resort in Colorado and a place where some very wealthy families were stationed left a very pleasant impression on her. She was in a very good mood, and two days later she talked to everybody about her impressions.

She arranged her hair that day at the hairdresser's, and it was a shade darker red, because Jane Howard had painted her hair in a fiery red shade for years, so she could not even imagine any other colour or even that she once had a light brown natural hair. Occasionally, she would use a wig of a similar colour, especially if the colour had faded and she could not find time to go to the hairdresser because of the work obligations. Now her hair was in this new red shade, wearing a dark green evening dress and imitation of a pearl necklace. She was well disposed, and how much she managed to notice the cause was not even John who was admitted to the Special Units, but rather the time spent in Aspen, and now, just as John thought about Canada, she thought about Aspen, realizing that it would have been wonderful enough to live there, but that would also mean that she must necessarily move to Aspen, and for a longer period of time. As she grew up in San Francisco, it seemed impossible to want to live somewhere else, and now she noticed that this desire for change was conditioned by the fact that John's expansion of life's wishes had already passed on to her. Only, obviously they did not even think in the same direction...

They were in the restaurant "Gravilin" and ordered dinner, but until the dinner was served, they were drinking champagne, because he was incredibly happy that he passed the exam for the Special Units and did not even notice her evident and sudden absence of mind.

- And that exam seemed impossible for me - John exclaimed - two months ago, but now it seems to have been easy. However, something else worries me...

-And what's that? - She asked quietly, she did not care, but she was patient...

- Taking a Special Exercise Test in, say, units such as C.A.C.

-C.A.C. ? - she repeated after him.

-Yes.

-And what is that? - it seemed to be degutant, like some name of a croissant or a pastry.

- The Canadian Antiterrorist Civil Sector of the Army - he explained to her, and for a moment when he said it, he felt out of breath. As if he expected her to start off with a new set of questions because he knew how women can be when they become interested in something, but to his surprise she did not do absolutely anything. She smiled at him, and made it clear that she expected him to talk about it, not realizing that C.A.C. is not even in California, nor in San Diego. - A very difficult and strenuous military team, based on the importance of having high-quality soldiers - he briefly explained to her. At that moment, the waiter brought their dinner - creamy sour cream, baked meat - venison, rice, potato salad, beetroot and tomato salad, two bottles of red wine and small, thinly sliced ​​bread slices nicely folded in a plastic basket and all decorated with parsley and flowers, which was very degutant in the complete picture. The waiter then went on, and Captain Robertson, who was otherwise hungry, started with a cream soup at a time, like a great gourmand wholly enjoying the smell. And for a few moments, Jane looked at all that amount of food in front of her, apparently wondering if she should even start eating.

They were already eating meat when she began to talk about Aspen.

- A nice place to relax, you would say - she noted between two bites.

- Do you like Aspen? - He noticed.

-Yes, of course. I'd like to go back there again. It was, however, strange that we were all at once, I mean the four of us - boss, Donna, Peter and I had the opportunity to stay there for business, and for closing some kind of deal I should not really be talk about. But still, double rooms - she explained - Donna and I, and we shared the costs, and otherwise we came there with a 50% discount, which is considered a great success. In some rooms of other hotels, the so-called "royal" apartments were presidents, prime ministers and important royal figures ... We were satisfied with the usual accommodation - she said as if it was something she was most likely to get.

-And this is something! - He cheered.

- Well, you know it is -  Jane confirmed, not knowing why, suddenly she is responding to his words as if he is mocking her, though it wasn’t the case. She wondered how long he would admire her, and when wil some of her habits, as in most of today's couples, finally start to annoy him.

- Many would like to be in Aspen now. First of all, it is certainly colder there - he asserted.

-Yes it is!

- Mountain air, it's more pleasant for stay.

Jane thought for a moment. - And not only that, the general impression is also important.

- And your impression is?

-I like Aspen very much. - She whispered. - I'd like to go there more often. - She wanted to say she wanted to go there for the honeymoon, but as John had not even mentioned the wedding, she realized that it was absurd for her to start the subject. Her aunt Grace always said: "Never run after men." She took a sip of vine and watched him over the top of the glass. She smiled, wondering what their life together will be like and if they’ll live it together. And then again she was in doubt - whether she wanted to live with him at all, and then she realized that differs from her idea about the honeymoon in Aspen and that the topic of "mutual life" probably should be considered some more, but she will definitely not think about it tonight.

- It's nice that you like something - then between the two bites as if it was something to remember, he said - when we are talking of other places, I like Vancouver.

- Well, you were born and grew up there.

-Yes, that's right. I spent the first years of my life there, and then came New Orleans. Now I would like to be able to return to Vancouver.

-Return? - She asked slowly.

- Firstly - he explained calmly, realizing that he said more than he should have - to visit, and then I would see what would happen after.

She was feverishly thinking about everything - Does that mean something I do not even know? - She asked carefully.

- Nothing for now. Just some ideas - he said, and then quickly added – Thoughts. Then he talked about Vancouver and his impressions - first impressions, those he still remembered. She asked a question or two here and there, and then they focused on the world's news, about migrants in Europe and about the huge migrations of the population during ancient civilizations, about temperature changes and the Canadian Antiterrorist Civil Sector, the mummies in Siberia, fishing and alligators in the Mississippi.. They went home around midnight, with the fact that he first wanted to visit her house, but she flatly refused with excuse that she was too tired and that it was better to postpone it for some other time. And when he asked her when will that happen, she hugged and kissed him and politely skipped the answer.

He came to the apartment around one, checked the messages, only Rachel called in to say that the buyer of their family house in New Orleans had paid the second, and also the last part, and that the money would be on his bank account in the morning.

He went to bed and thought of Vancouver, realizing that he should surely look at his stay in San Francisco as an episodic role.

Work in the Special Units was good for him. He met his superiors, Lieutenant Colonel Richard Clarkson and Colonel Jimmy Jackson, as well as General Arnold Mozer, a man whose ancestors were Germans, so he almost looked like that – broody, grumpy, angry like someone who just came from World War II. General Mozer was well respected among other soldiers. Many came to him to ask him for an opinion, he left the impression of the person on whom a man can rely, and at the same time trust him. He was of medium height, 57 years old, with grey hair, with tanned skin, and it was as if he was too sweaty and used strong scented male lotions. He had an expensive old watch on his hand and he said he liked antiques. Of all the people, General Mozer left the best impression on Captain John Robertson. At the same time, he was able to exercise here, to use the military library, to additionally engage in whatever he thought he needed to be engaged in. On the third day in the Special Units, he had learned all about C.A.C., by receiving a fax from the headquarters of C.A.C., about all that he needed to do in order to be received at all.

John saw that he was missing out on exercises, and general knowledge would need to be updated. It will take a lot of time. Jane told him that this weekend, she and her associate, Donna Dreyfus, are again going with a cheap ticket to Aspen and will be staying there for four days. He had time to spare, seeing that Jane lately often went to Aspen, and that this was nothing other than ordinary coincidence.

Fioronela came to his house only on Sunday evening and according to what she said, will stay until Tuesday, so John's plan to celebrate his acceptance to the Special Units with Fioronela and Jane on Saturday was not happening, and Fioronela said that she did not consider it necessary that they go out for dinner and it will be enough to order a pizza.

On Monday morning at seven, during breakfast (because it was only at half past eight that he was supposed to be in the Special Units), he spoke about everything with her, about the advantages and significance of the army, and about the possibility of being part of C.A.C. and life in Vancouver, which made Fioronela really happy because she liked San Francisco at first glance only and temporarily, but she was convinced that for him it would be much, much better in Vancouver.

-Canada - she said excitedly – has a completely different history than the USA. First of all settling of French and British immigrants in Canada, do not forget that they speak French in Montreal, and even Quebec, even you can speak it, and it's just so exciting. I think you really need to go to Canada – she seemed kind of excited about all this, and she could not help thinking if the uptight Miss Howard is going with him?

- Where's Jane? - She asked, though she was not very interested in it.

-In Aspen.

-Aspen?

-Business trip - he explained to her.

-That is nice. To be in Aspen and on business trip. - She finished her breakfast, and she drank yogurt.

- Sure it is.

She had to ask - Dad, you are engaged? Did you talk about wedding? - She almost wanted to ask him whether he would soon be married.

-Not yet.

- Does that mean you are not getting married soon? – She was almost relieved. She did not even know how to explain. - Dad, I know I should not meddle, but I honestly think that Jane Howard is not for you. Perhaps temporarily, as an occasional relationship of 7 or 8 months, but no more than that - she wanted to add something about his former girlfriend Patricia Thompson, but then she remembered that she had seen Patricia other day in a marketplace in the company of an older man and they appeared to be intimately involved. She decided not to mention Patricia. Now she was watching him as if she was expecting the outburst of some negative emotions and the discussion about upbringing and that it was not appropriate for his daughter to meddle in her father's love life, but he did not say anything. He only watched her for the next few moments.

- I guess you do not like Jane?

-Yes but...

He interrupted her – Look, my dear, Jane is my fiancée, and she will never be Rachel! - He noticed that she is looking at him strangely, and he quickly added – You should never look at Jane as a replacement for your mother. She is someone who currently - fits me. Apart from that, I think you have grown up enough and I do not need to explain to you that when a marriage is over, then the former spouses move on. And Jane Howard is that for me!

- But I liked Patricia more! - She said out loud, though it was not her intention.

- Really? Patricia is someone.. who.. Patricia is not for me either! She is too superficial for my taste and we would not agree well - he explained to her, he slowly finished his breakfast.

- Okay - Fioronela nodded, and concluded that it was best not to interfere or to keep her mind for herself in the future, for she would not like it if he interfered with some of her future choices.

- In the meantime, Jane and I will see how and what to do. And now excuse me, I have to leave half an hour earlier. I have to go to the bank to see about the payment of money. You know that the house is sold and that I have to settle somewhere else.

They exchanged a couple of words, and then he went out, all the way to the car. He continued down the Jennings Street and turned on the radio. It was his unique, morning ritual - listening of weather forecasts. However, there was no weather forecast, but some slow music from the 60s. He concluded that Fioronela still knows to show those standard signs when she is quite annoying, outrageous and when she does not agree with anything around herself - and she was like that a couple of years earlier while she grew up, and this was especially true during the period when Rachel and he divorced.

Finally, when he was almost at the bank, the weather forecast was on. Warm day, up to 37 °C, in the evening thunderstorm with heavy rain and strong winds is expected. The temperature will drop to 21 °C. It seemed to him that this cooling would be quite welcome.
He got out of the car and went to the bank that was on the Beyshord Boulevard and was one of the busiest banks in San Francisco from 10 to 1 pm. Now there were not many people. Two people were in front of him. He waited for them to finish their work, concluding that he might be late for work for about ten minutes. Finally, he was standing in front of an employee, a blonde middle-aged woman in a blue jacket.

- How can I help you? - she said with a loud voice.

-Good morning. I'm interested in my account balance.

- Yes - the woman was staring at the monitor - your name?

- I'm John Sam Robertson.

-Date of Birth?

-15th May 1975, Vancouver, Canada - he leaned on the counter.

- You have about $ 130,000 - she looked at him – it was deposited two days ago.

-Yes. I'd like to take that money this week. Now, I want just a bit.

-A bit? - She repeated, questioning him - how much?

-10,000 dollars.

She made a transaction, signed a receipt and soon counted $ 10,000 in front of him. He felt better when he got out of the bank. He already had $ 58,000 in cash at house. Enough, to start searching for an apartment in Vancouver this week. He noticed, at least as he drove to the military section, while thinking about his new steps, he did not even think about Jane. About Jane? Jane Howard in Vancouver - that seemed unbelievable. She was not the type of woman for Vancouver, nonetheless it was obviously the time she was finally introduced with the plans he had.

He headed for the building that was in front of him. He greeted the two soldiers he met, they were relaxed and in a deep conversation. Captain Robertson loved that he was the part of the army again. The military section was divided into garrisons; there were many offices, bathrooms, changing rooms, rooms where some of the soldiers slept, the classroom, the gym, the large dining room, the kitchen, the pantry, the basement, the reception buildings, etc. were to sleep. There were three large buildings in the yard, each with their own purposes. He was in the middle one, where was the office of Freddy Fox, the chief of the Special Unit of San Francisco.

Freddy Fox
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