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Catania Sicily 1965

Is it possible? Will I ever be free from this torment? It was an hour before dawn, the dark sky ablaze with twinkling stars masking Antonio’s morose pessimism. He stood on the deck of the freighter gazing back into the abyss. Very few city lights were visible, not even the dark outline of the rapidly receding coastline. Perhaps the only positive was the inky jet-black night sky which was rapidly swallowing his homeland, his birthplace, and concealing the threatening avalanche of tears welling up in his eyes. 

His thoughts were awash with recent memories as he replayed the past catastrophic weeks in his head. If only this was all a dream, a nightmare and I might awake to find it’s an aberration, none of this is real. It never happened. Antonio knew this was a forlorn hope. Yes, it was indeed real, the life he knew and loved was about to be changed forever. He could never wind back the clock, nothing could or would change the past. 






***                           ***                                                 
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.

A small group of mourners clustered around the open gravesite. A gray sky laden with a scattering of threatening clouds mirrored the somber mood of those assembled. No friends, only immediate family members, were present. This, by necessity, was a private ceremony, outsiders were not welcome. Strict security reinforced this message. An uneasy suffocating tension hovered in the air. The grieving party exchanged very few words, none were deemed necessary.

Private and personal thoughts dominated every mourner. Lorenzo's death had been greeted with stunned disbelief. There had been no hint or warning, just a mind-bending, numbing and suffocating sorrow that encapsulated everyone present. This could not be happening, it could not be true. But it was. The flower-adorned coffin center stage visible for all to see provided the stark reminder that another young life had been struck down. Another innocent victim had succumbed to this insidious inter-family rivalry. 

It was a given that everyone present grieved Lorenzo’s loss, but the sorrow slowly began to subside, only to be replaced by a wave of steadily growing, simmering anger. As the casket slowly lowered into the uninviting dark earth a murmur of discontent rippled through the assembled mourners. 

Gisella glanced around her, this was like history repeating, she had seen it all before. Yes, she too like everyone was suffering. What mother doesn’t when faced with burying a family member? Her firstborn, her eldest son. But her hopes, her desperate attempts to end this madness were now evaporating in front of her eyes. The demoralizing question remained, who would be next?

No one apart from Gisella shed a tear or showed any emotion. The undeniable truth was engrained in every mind present. They were Bartolomei, they were staunch. To show a hint of emotion, or express possible but suppressed simmering feelings represented a sign of weakness. Not now, that time would come later. For the present, they drew strength from each other. United by grief, strengthened by a staunch resolve. This act could not, would not go unpunished. 

Only Gisella was permitted to express emotion, after all, she was a grieving mother. She was an exception, she had just experienced what no mother should ever witness, her eldest son being lowered into the recently excavated cold, dark, uninviting earth. What burial plot is ever inviting?

A nervous eerie stillness permeated the early summer afternoon, everyone was vividly aware of the ever-present danger. The family stood exposed, standing together in an open field which made an inviting target. But they were Bartolomei, every day they lived with danger, necessity demanded they take risks. They lived and breathed the adrenaline rush of that danger. Besides precautions had been taken, the tree line one hundred yards away was dotted with armed security. 

The brisk sea breeze laced with a salt-laden mist made even Giuseppe’s eyes water. That should never be confused with tears. He was aware eyes might well be watching. Malevolent eyes. Capello’ eyes. Lorenzo's killers’ eyes. But he was Bartolomei, he would not, he could not be intimidated. He was determined, no murdering Capello scum would gain any satisfaction from seeing his grief. 

The irony of the situation only fueled a growing resolve. The family feuding had supposedly been put to rest two years previous. A truce had been agreed upon. But this murder relegated that agreement to history. One family death demanded an equal response. A Capello must die. Not just for Lorenzo, family honor demanded it. Giuseppe knew, everyone present knew. Those responsible must realize their fate was sealed. There could be no doubt, the murdering Capello would be responsible. Retribution awaited them. 

Giuseppe Bartolomei, as Cosca, head of the family stood and quietly scrutinized the gathered mourners. He finally broke the deathly silence and began a eulogy which quickly degenerated into a chilling promise to exact revenge. "Lorenzo was our firstborn, he holds a special place in our hearts. When I say his name his smiling face flashes into my head, his headstrong attitude brightens my day.” Giuseppe glanced across to Gisella. “His Momma liked to say he inherited that from me, but I know he was his mother’s son. He not only had Gisella’s good looks but he also inherited her pig-headed determination.” A ripple of polite laughter greeted the words but did little to lighten the morose atmosphere.

Giuseppe bowed his head and fell silent, a wave of remorse threatened to engulf him. The enormity of the day, a debilitating sadness threatened to derail his composure. After a moment of quiet reflection, a defiant Giuseppe’s head shot up as if someone had whispered silently in his ear. A new steely determination was etched on his face. “Our beloved Lorenzo devoted himself to this family. He truly was a blessing, a son whom we all loved. He served us to the best of his ability. Lorenzo did not deserve to be taken from us like this. He was cut down like a rabid dog while in the prime of his life. His best years lay ahead of him and now he is gone. He will never grow to raise a family, never fulfill his potential.” Giuseppe again paused to compose himself before continuing. “All I feel is debilitating grief as if my heart has been ripped out. A gaping hole has replaced it.”

Giuseppe paused, his misty eyes surveying the assembled grief-stricken mourners gathered around him. He lowered his voice to a whisper. “My dear son, we grieve your loss, but rest assured your sacrifice will not be in vain. As head of this Bartolomei family, I give you my word, my solemn pledge. We will never rest, we will leave no stone unturned, and we will not sleep until we have hunted down and spilled the blood of those responsible. Your death will be avenged, this is my solemn promise to you."

Giuseppe gazed around at all the somber faces clustered around him. Many blinked back a threatening avalanche of tears. Giuseppe’s intense examination of each and everyone present delivered a message and served as a reminder. They, the Bartolomei, were strong and determined. They could not be intimidated, they would show no emotion that might be confused for, even interpreted as a weakness. And definitely no public display of grief. It sent an unambiguous message to any watching, murderous Capello eyes. 

A grief-stricken Antonio Bartolomei watched as his eldest brother was swallowed by the cold uninviting earth. An involuntary shiver pulsed through him, his emotions threatened to explode inside him. Lorenzo was more than a brother, he was someone he admired; someone he looked up to. Now suddenly, as if a switch had been flicked, Lorenzo was gone. Poppa's voice continued to resonate across the open field, but Antonio never heard another word. He became immersed in his own private thoughts. He became consumed by dark images of retribution. It was as if he had no choice, he was a Bartolomei. It was his God-given duty as a proud family member, not forgetting his duty as a loyal brother. He could not stand idly by and do nothing, he had no choice. It was his duty as a Bartolomei, his duty as a brother. Lorenzo would expect nothing less. He, Antonio Bartolomei would avenge his brother Lorenzo’s callous death.

Antonio gave an involuntary shiver as an arm wrapped around his shoulder.

"Momma." He gazed down at a worried Gisella who now stood beside him. Antonio had turned seventeen only three weeks prior, he had recently experienced a growth spurt, and he now towered over his diminutive mother.

"Grieve for Lorenzo, my son. Let the tears flow, but don't harbor any hatred. Hate will cloud your judgment, it will consume and destroy you." Gisella whispered the words to Antonio so Giuseppe would not hear.

A subdued Antonio gazed down at his Momma. Why is she talking like this? Surely, she realizes Lorenzo's killers must be punished. As Poppa has said, the Bartolomei family honor demands retribution and I will not shirk my responsibilities.

The words had all been spoken; Giuseppe led his subdued family back to the waiting cars. Antonio started to walk but Gisella restrained him. “We need to talk, Antonio. I know you are filled with hate, my dear son, I understand that. It is natural; you have lost a precious brother and I have lost a dear son. But we both must be strong and refuse to be consumed by negative thoughts of revenge."

A bemused Antonio studied his mother. "How can you say that, Momma? Lorenzo has been shot down like a dog in cold blood. Murdered by the Capello swine. Poppa has vowed revenge. I too make my solemn promise to Lorenzo, I will avenge his honor."

Gisella drew in a deep breath and squeezed Antonio's shoulder. "Yes, Giuseppe has vowed revenge, I can't stop him. But what good will that do? He will probably murder some poor innocent in the Capello family. Probably an innocent son or maybe a daughter, and then what? The family feuding will start all over again. We will be forced to sleep with a gun under our pillow, and never go to the shops unless surrounded by security. Is that living? And what if the Capello are innocent?"

"Poppa knows it was them."

"He thinks he knows."

Antonio refused to be swayed. "I still say we have to avenge Lorenzo."  

"And where will it all end? The Capello will hit back, Giuseppe will respond, and an all-out war will break out just like before. Look around you, Antonio." Gisella cast an outstretched arm and indicated several nearby graves. "That's your Uncle Leonardo's grave and his son, Alessandro is next to him. Do you want to join them and Lorenzo, because that will be the inevitable outcome of this madness?"

"We have to do something; we can't ignore what's happened. Lorenzo has been murdered, Momma."

Gisella sighed, she had seen it all before. The feud between the rival families had simmered away for decades. The graveyard was filled with casualties from these perpetual flare-ups. There were never any winners in these tit-for-tat retribution killings. Finally, common sense had prevailed and, thanks in part to her efforts, a shaky truce had put a halt to this madness. No family retribution murders had taken place for twenty-four months. That was until a few days ago when Lorenzo had been found gunned down on the street. A mystified Gisella struggled to understand, what had changed. Why had her eldest son been murdered?  

"The wise thing to do is to talk to the Capello and try to reconcile our differences.”

Gisella gazed into her youngest son’s tear-filled eyes. All she detected was a cold chilling hatred bursting to find a target to attach to. She lowered her voice and whispered. “Now I don't want you to mention this conversation to your Poppa. I have a plan to talk to Capello's wife, Donatella. Maybe I can reason with her. And I've another plan for you just in case I have no success."

"What plan?"

"We'll discuss it another day. Remember, not a word to Poppa."

Gisella squeezed Antonio’s shoulder and forced a weak unconvincing smile. She watched with growing concern as Antonio shrugged her hand aside and hurried to join the other retreating family members.

Gisella had a busy few days. A wall of deep-seated animosity hindered her approaches to the Capello family. The feuding had its roots dating back one hundred years and it was not easy to just turn off the tap. To complicate matters word of Gisella’s tentative peacemaking efforts filtered back to Giuseppe which triggered the expected angry response.

"What stupid game do you think you are playing, woman? You don't talk to those murdering animals. You can't trust them, you can’t believe a word they say."

Gisella refused to be deterred but her desperation grew with each passing day. She might not convince Giuseppe, or her second eldest son Carlos, but Antonio was still a boy. To lose another son was a thought too soul destroying to contemplate. She loved him like only a mother could, her natural maternal instinct was protection. No sacrifice would be too great to save him from a possible horrific fate. 

Gisella pulled Antonio aside and explained her thoughts. "I know you won’t like what I’m proposing, but it's to save your life. You’ll achieve nothing by staying here, it’s too dangerous. You think you’re a man, but, Antonio, you’re still a boy. It seems like only yesterday you were a baby in my arms. I have made arrangements for you to leave. I’ve organized passage on a freighter leaving in a week's time. The captain has kindly offered to give you a job in the galley. Maybe you might return one day if everything settles down. Remember this feuding with the Capello started with your great grandfather so don't expect miracles."

"Momma, you can't expect me to just sneak away in the night like some scared rabbit. The Capello don't frighten me. I won't go."

A wave of pessimism swept over Gisella. Her approaches to Donatella Capello had met with a frosty reception. The stupid woman was either too dogmatic or too frightened to talk to her husband. Meanwhile Antonio steadfastly refused to leave his family and her words of reason with Giuseppe continued to fall on deaf ears. Well she expected that, he was just being Giuseppe. His mantra, no Bartolomei ever backed off in the face of adversity. She had tried her best, what else could she do?

The weeks rolled by and Giuseppe had initiated no response. Gisella dared to hope that maybe he had finally listened to her words of wisdom, relented and seen sense. Hopefully he had been swayed by the logic of her argument, but countering that she also observed a disturbing change in Antonio. He appeared to have grown up overnight. The youthful exuberant fun-loving boy had been replaced by a deep thinking serious young man. A deeply disturbed young man. Her attempts to talk to him were aggressively shrugged off.

"I don't want to listen, Momma, I’m no longer a child. You can't influence my actions. I will make up my own mind." 

Antonio started spending time away from the family, staying out at night and not returning until the early hours of the morning. Gisella suspected this might be in direct response to her pleas.

"Giuseppe, do you know where Antonio is going at night? It's dangerous for a young boy to be wandering the streets at night. I fear he will meet a similar fate as Lorenzo."

"Antonio is not a child; he’s old enough to look after himself, but I’ll talk to him." 

Giuseppe and Antonio did exchange a few words but not the kind Gisella would have wanted said. 

"Your mother worries, so watch what you say to her and how you act in her presence. You're a man now, I think it's time for you to step up and join the family business. You can ride with Carlos and learn from him."

"What about Lorenzo, Poppa? When will we avenge him?"

Giuseppe emitted a loud sigh. "Don't worry, I haven't forgotten. The murdering Capello swine will be expecting us to respond. They will be waiting. And we will respond, but not just yet. Let's give them some time to relax, let them think we will let it pass. In a way, your Momma talking to the Capello wife might cause them to become complacent. They will believe Momma was expressing our wishes. Then when they least expect it." Giuseppe drew a finger across his throat and grinned at Antonio. "Lorenzo will have his revenge."

Antonio was a quick learner. He paid special attention to detail and quietly observed the intricacies of the Bartolomei business empire. Carlos occasionally pulled him aside and issued some terse instructions. "You can't go down that street, that's Capello territory."

"What happens if we do?"

"Ask Lorenzo. He was stupid and thought he could encroach on that Capello Street and look what happened to him."

Antonio studied Carlos who responded with a knowing grin. “It wasn’t just once, Lorenzo often visited this street.”

“Why would he come here? He would know this was Capello territory.”

“Yes, he knew, but big brother kept his brains in his pants.” Carlos broke out laughing as he observed Antonio’s confused expression. “Fiorella Capello.”

“Fiorella Capello?”

“Yes, little brother, you know how Lorenzo liked anything in a skirt.” Carlos added with a laugh. “And he loved them even more without the skirt.”

“Fiorella Capello?”

“Are you going to keep repeating that? Yes, Fiorella Capello. Big brother was having it off with the Capello daughter. I think he got a high from the danger.”

Antonio sat in silence as he digested Carlos’s extraordinary revelation. He had seen Fiorella Capello many times, and yes, he could understand Lorenzo’s attraction. She would be the most attractive girl in Catania. Not just attractive, she was drop dead gorgeous, as close to perfection as it was as humanly possible to be. There were rumors that she would be Italy’s next Sophia Loren. But she was a Capello. Was Lorenzo mad?

“How do you know all this?”

Carlos sighed. “Because little brother, Lorenzo got me to drop him off and pick him up. He decided the Capello would know his car, so he figured it would be safer to walk in when it was dark. But we now know that wasn’t safe either. I tried to warn him, I told him he was playing with fire but did he listen?” A circumspect Carlos lowered his voice as if someone might overhear him. “Lorenzo was a fool and I told him so. He was at it all the time, it was most nights.”

“So, they must have seen him on the street?”

Carlos shook his head. “Possibly, but I suspect they caught Lorenzo with his pants down. The night it happened Lorenzo was late. Over half an hour late and he was never that late. I knew something had happened, I took a risk and drove up and down the street several times. There was no sign of him. I sat in my car wondering what I should do and ten minutes later several police cars screamed down the street. They claim they found Lorenzo on the street, but I know he hadn’t been there ten minutes earlier.”

“Does Poppa know?”

“No, Lorenzo swore me to secrecy. Poppa would be furious if he knew I had helped. He’s liable to send me away if he finds out I have been keeping this from him. It’s best he doesn’t know.”  

Antonio sat silently deep in thought. So, this was where Lorenzo died. Momma was wrong to question who might be responsible. The Capello must have discovered Lorenzo’s clandestine night visits which would have predictably infuriated them. They controlled the street so who else could it have been? Antonio’s unswerving resolve remained, the facts had not altered. Lorenzo had been shot down in cold blood. A Capello had murdered a Bartolomei and that demanded retribution.

Antonio’s anger multiplied with each passing day. "When Poppa? When will we avenge Lorenzo? He will be looking down on us and thinking we have forsaken him." Three weeks had passed since Lorenzo had been laid to rest. The inactivity, the lack of urgency from Giuseppe triggered negative vibes in Antonio. His frustration grew with each passing day.

"Patience, my son, when the time is right, we will strike."

Antonio watched as his father walked away. He did not doubt Giuseppe's sincerity, but surely it was time to act. His frustration over Poppa’s inaction only multiplied, it dominated his thoughts, it caused many sleepless nights. Antonio felt compelled to act, he had no choice. Poppa was obviously stuck in a place of flux, wanting to act yet unable to formulate a plan. Antonio made a conscious decision, he would step up and be the son that the situation demanded. He would pay close attention to the Capello, observe their movements, and look for an opportunity. 

Antonio questioned Carlos; he needed to know everything about their rival family. “What are their movements, do they have set routines?” 

A concerned Carlos studied Antonio. "You ask too many questions little brother. Leave the Capello to Poppa. He will avenge Lorenzo when the time is right. If you do something stupid you will end up in a grave alongside your big brother." 

Antonio viewed that comment with the contempt it deserved. He smiled back at Carlos. "I'm not stupid, I’ll pass on to Poppa everything I learn about the murdering Capello. We can't have too much information." 

Carlos nodded in agreement, that answer quelled his concerns. In fact it did seem a sensible and reasonable stance to take.

A further month passed and still no hint of a response from Giuseppe. Antonio sat behind the steering wheel and drove with Carlos to their next appointment.

"Stop, Antonio. Turn around." An alarmed Carlos stared at the road up ahead.

"What's wrong?"

"Look, can't you see up ahead? That's the Capellos."

Antonio glided to a halt but did not turn the car around.

"What are you doing, Antonio? Turn around, it's dangerous. If the Capello see us..." The urgency in Carlos’s voice did not faze Antonio.

"They don't know it's us. Let's see what they're up to."

"It’s obvious, I can answer that. That's their security driving some Capello kids to school. If they see us watching..."

A relaxed Antonio responded. "They won't."

Antonio kept his distance and slowly followed the two Capello cars. A nervous Carlos studied Antonio. "This is crazy, you are dicing with death. They will be armed you know. They won't appreciate being followed by any Bartolomei. If they recognize us we’re both dead." 

Antonio nodded. "I'm just watching and learning, I'm not going to do anything." Antonio pulled the car over to the curb three hundred yards from the school and observed two young boys being ushered into the school. He turned to Carlos, "See, now we know some Capello' kids attend this school."

"Okay, now let's get the hell out of here. We can't do anything; the place is crawling with Capello security." 

Antonio laughed at his brother's concern. The close contact with danger triggered an exhilarating adrenaline rush. He continued his quiet observations, his mind working overtime. Maybe this is information I can use in the future. 

Giuseppe frowned at Antonio as Carlos recounted their close encounter with the Capello’s security.

"Be careful, Antonio, this is not a game. Make sure you keep well away in the future. Your Momma doesn’t want to lose another son."

"Yes, Poppa." Antonio smiled, he felt relaxed. In fact, unconcerned and definitely not intimidated. He never said another word, he kept his private thoughts to himself. Poppa had no need to know that he had no intention of backing off. His observations of the murdering Capello would continue until he could formulate a plan. But for the present they were only observations; he had no firm plan in mind. But he needed to be ready, alert to all possibilities, and should an opportunity present itself he must be in a position to act.

Antonio thought long and hard over the next few days. His exasperation grew with each passing day, Giuseppe’s reluctance, his lack of empathy to exact any revenge mortified Antonio. Even when Antonio disclosed his observation of the two Capello kids attending the school Giuseppe dismissed it with a wave of the hand. “Unimportant, irrelevant.” Surely that presented a golden opportunity to revenge Lorenzo. 

Antonio’s mind mulled over a possible way to exact retribution, to punish the Capello. What can be done; how can it be achieved? Yes, killing a son or daughter would be poetic justice. But it would also be the hardest to execute. Security swarmed around the Capello every time they stepped out of their house. Surviving a successful hit would be almost impossible. And Antonio intended to survive.

His thoughts inevitably wandered back to the two young Capello kids attending the school. A hit on them would strike at the heart of the cursed Capello. The fact that they had been unable to protect their most vulnerable family members would surely send the most chilling message possible. Antonio became convinced. This is where I should concentrate my efforts. Unfortunately, this meant he would be working alone which made a hit a doubly difficult and dangerous assignment. 

Once again Antonio observed the Capello kids dropped off and picked up at the school gate and always accompanied by heavily armed security. Several cars always escorted the boys traveling to and from school. It was obvious a hit while the kids were in transit would be an impossibility.

Antonio continued with his observations of the school. He learned that the two young Capello were twins. Twin boys. He observed a small group of boys nonchalantly strolling out of the school grounds at the end of classes. Two young boys waved goodbye to their friends and hurried to the waiting security. Antonio watched as security drove off with their precious cargo. He turned his attention back to the remaining friends who were strolling aimlessly down the street. Antonio jumped out of his car and followed. He had no plan apart from learning more about the Capello twins.

Antonio followed at a discreet distance. The boys stopped outside a gelato shop. A discussion took place as each boy counted their money. Antonio saw this as his opportunity; he casually strolled up to the boys.

"Hello, you boys go to Catania Middle School, don't you?" The boys looked suspiciously at Antonio and nodded. "My cousins go to that school. The Capello boys, do you know them?"

"Yes, the twins. Enzo and Dante, they’re our friends."

Antonio grinned. "Yes, Enzo and Dante. I haven't seen them since they were babies. I was hoping to surprise them."

"They've gone home. They get picked up and dropped off every day. You’ll have to call at their house if you want to see them."

"Perhaps another day. I was passing through Catania, I don't have much spare time. Do they come out with you boys sometimes?"

The boys shook their heads. "No, they're not allowed out without those men who look after them."

"What about playing sport?"

"They aren't allowed." Antonio nodded. This was not looking hopeful. He took some money out of his pocket and passed it to the boys with a grin. 

"I'm guessing you're a bit short to buy a gelato."

"Thanks Mister. We'll tell Enzo and Dante we spoke to you."

"No, don't bother, they won't remember me, I was just hoping to surprise them. I don't want to call at the house, my auntie and I have had words in the past. I just hoped to introduce myself and say hello." Antonio gave a resigned shrug. "Thanks for your help."

"You might be able to see them next week if you’re coming back to Catania. We have a school trip to the museum on Wednesday."

Antonio showed an immediate interest. He quizzed the boys for more information. A contented Antonio strolled casually back to his car. This might be the breakthrough he had hoped for. Should he confide to Poppa his discovery? What if Poppa forbade any action? That would be an opportunity lost. A thousand thoughts bombarded Antonio's brain as he drove home.

The days seemed to drag by at a snail's pace. Antonio reconnoitered the museum. He had even learned more of the schools' plans for next Wednesday. The boys were being bused to the museum and at midday they would walk two blocks to the city swimming pool. Trials were being conducted for their interschool sports. Sharp at three p.m. a bus would ferry everyone back to the school grounds.

A contented grin spread over Antonio's face as he drove down the most direct route between the museum and the swimming pool. Planning was everything, leaving nothing to chance an absolute necessity. He needed to familiarize himself with the streets so there were no surprises. This was too good to pass on, it represented an opportunity. Questions persisted. Would the Capello boys have their minders? Probably not. Maybe a few parents might assist the teachers, but surely no armed security. And the teachers would present no problem.

As Wednesday dawned a growing anxiety consumed Antonio. He knew this was going to be a special day. More than special. Groundbreaking. Retribution day. His thoughts turned to Lorenzo. This is for you, brother. He gazed out the window; he conjured up a vision of a blood red sky. Obviously that would be Capello blood. Red sky in the morning, Capello warning. Antonio almost felt deflated. What he observed was the complete opposite. A lazy watery sun peeped over the distant skyline. White fluffy clouds meandered aimlessly across a grey sky. Just another normal mundane day. Definitely nothing special, with no hint of the extraordinary event he had planned.

A queasy nausea consumed Antonio. He rushed to the bathroom in case he threw up. A ghostly white face stared back at him from the mirror. This was not the face of a confident young man. And not the face of someone about to embark on a life-changing mission. Antonio suspected the face staring back at him mirrored a petrified boy masquerading as a confident young man. He took a moment to calm his racing nerves. He drew in several deep breaths. He desperately tried convincing himself he was in control and capable of calmly and methodically assessing any challenging situation and reacting accordingly. That was what he would do, what he was going to do. 

Antonio felt violently ill. He splashed cold water on his face and again stared in the mirror. Previously he had never doubted he could do this, so why the sudden apprehension? He had not slept last night; maybe because he had never killed anyone before. The thought of shooting someone suddenly terrified him. Antonio stared defiantly at the mirror, searching for some new self-belief, for an absent smidgeon of determination. I'm doing this for Lorenzo; the Capello have brought this upon themselves. 

His palms were moist with sweat as he loaded the chambers in his handgun. Carlos’s gun. But he was only borrowing it. He replayed in his head what he needed to do. The planning was done, he had sourced a vehicle. One that could not be traced back to the family. His friend Alonso had taken care of that.

***
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"Are you coming with me today, Antonio? I can't wait around all day for you. I have business to take care of." Carlos looked impatiently at a sickly white-faced Antonio as he entered the kitchen. "Are you feeling okay? You're doing a great impersonation of a ghost."

"Go without me, Carlos. I think I ate something dodgy last night. You don't want me throwing up in the car." 

A relieved Antonio watched his brother drive off. Thirty minutes later he left the house, walked to the bus stop, and jumped in a bus. An hour later he discreetly approached a deserted factory warehouse on the outskirts of town, looking around cautiously up and down the street. Good, no cars, no one around to observe. He fumbled in his pocket for the key to the padlock. He snatched another quick glance up and down the deserted street, then he let himself in. The black SUV sat exactly where Alonso had indicated. A nervous check of the time, then a few practices of pulling out his revolver and pointing at an imaginary target. A grim-faced Antonio sucked in some calming deep breaths, he was as ready as he ever would be.

He realized today was special. More than special, he was about to embark on a life-changing mission. One that would define who he was as a person. One that would cement his status in the family. Perhaps it might even silence Momma’s concerns. For the first time, he thought ahead to after the hit. He would have to tell Poppa of course. How would he react? He should be pleased, even proud of his youngest son. Momma, well she would be a different proposition, but he could handle any fallout from her. Carlos would be surprised, but like Poppa, he would be proud.

Antonio parked at the end of the street which gave him a clear view of the museum entrance. He had observed the bus pull up and unload the Catania Middle School children. He raised his binoculars and searched for the Capello twins. A relieved sigh escaped his lips as he observed the two boisterous boys pushing and laughing with their friends as they walked into the museum. An emotional Antonia slumped back in his seat and reached across for the pizza he had bought ten minutes earlier.

He was early, he had time to kill. It was a long two hours wait before he needed to act. 

His mind wandered. Inevitably Lorenzo figured in his thoughts. He remembered past events, Lorenzo coming to his aid when Carlos had teased him.

"Antonio is Momma's favorite. He's the daughter she never had. She'll have you in dresses before you know it. Perhaps we should start calling you Toni. That can be a girl's name." A sharp punch on the arm from Lorenzo had shut Carlos up. Yes, Lorenzo had been the perfect big brother. Perhaps even more of a father figure than Poppa. And now he is gone. 

Antonio's wavering resolve took on a renewed steely determination. What he was about to do was right. It was necessary, in fact honorable. Lorenzo would expect nothing less. The murdering Capello needed and would pay for their cowardly act.

Antonio’s thoughts meandered to the future. Yes, Poppa will initially be angry, but he will realize this needs to be done. Carlos might be a little envious that his young brother had been the one to avenge Lorenzo. But he too will, perhaps begrudgingly, accept that I was the one with the courage to uphold the family honor. Momma, well it is best not to think about her reaction. Antonio's warm fuzzy glow of pride quickly evaporated to be replaced by a nervous trepidation. He was about to take someone's life. That was a numbing thought, a terrifying thought.

Antonio sat upright as the school kids piled out of the museum entrance. His clammy hands gripped the steering wheel, annoying beads of perspiration trickled down his forehead stinging his eyes. He nervously wiped them aside with the back of his hand. He watched intently as teachers fussed around organizing everyone into a two-abreast line. A teacher in front and a teacher at the rear. Then they set off down the street at a brisk pace.

Antonio cursed under his breath; another teacher had taken up position on the street side of the children. In his head, Antonio imagined it would be a simple case of gliding up alongside the Capello boys. He had his passenger window down, he would shoot at least one twin and then motor away. Job done. Lorenzo avenged. Easy.

Antonio started his motor and drove cautiously down the street. Observing, waiting for the right opportunity. Damn it, this is not going to be as easy as I imagined. Both the Capello twins were positioned in the inside column, away from the road. There was another child plus a roving teacher interfering with any chance of an open unimpeded shot. Antonio felt uncertain. There was only one more street to walk. The children would then be at the swimming pool, the opportunity would be lost. He had to do something, and quickly.

He sped up, it was now or never. As he came alongside the boisterous column of children Antonio reached for his revolver. He had positioned it on his lap ready for instant action. He observed one twin laughing and clowning with a friend. Keeping his eyes on his target Antonio fumbled for his gun. At the last minute, he had to swerve to avoid a parked car. Too late. The metallic crash of metal upon metal drowned the chatter of noisy school children. Antonio's car grazed the side of the parked car, both vehicles losing their wing mirrors. The revolver tumbled from his lap and fell to the floor at his feet. 

His failed desperate maneuver to avoid the parked car caught the attention of the children. Antonio's ears rang to their cheering and shouting as they gleefully responded to his minor accident. Realizing the opportunity had been lost Antonio hit the gas and sped off down the street. He turned the corner and once out of sight glided to a halt. He screamed abuse at his own incompetence. How could I have stuffed up such a simple assignment? Lorenzo would have seen that. I’ve let down my brother. Anger diluted by anxiety flowed through Antonio's veins. He spun the car around and again hit the gas. As he drove back towards the school children they immediately recognized his car. Shouting and jeering, they broke ranks from their two columns and lined the roadside. Antonio immediately focused on one Capello twin who had stepped onto the road shouting and gesturing. Antonio had no time to think, he spun the steering wheel and drove straight at his tormentor. A sickening thud of steel on flesh followed. The car was traveling too fast for Antonio to control. It jumped the curb and several bodies were thrown through the air. 

He wrenched the steering wheel regaining control





















































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
TO REMEMBER

Pga—wnm(ms E
& UNWANTED

IAN G WELCH





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





