
    She took a satisfying sip of wine while 
focusing on the center of a spectacular 
garden. Comprised mostly of exotic flow-
ers planted nearly one-half mile from 
where she was, she reclined in her favorite 
chaise lounge enjoying her drink. 
Immersed in what would be her daily rou-
tine for the near future, she remained trans-
fixed on that big patch of flowers which 
nestled up along the right side of a large 
olive tree grove. Her intense stare would 
remain focused on a grouping of flowers 
at the heart of the garden that formed a big 
red X. The red X was not only quite large, 
perfectly formed and easily seen from her 
distant vantage point; it also held a special 
significance for her.
    It was at precisely 2:59 pm on a glori-
ously sunny afternoon that everything be-
gan taking shape. She was staring at that 
huge red X, sipping their favorite wine, in
the house they had purchased together when clarity of purpose overtook her mind com-
pletely! The first of many steps that would continue to emerge over the next few months at 
precisely 2:59 pm each day, until her plan was for the most part complete. 
    On this day, however, she had the first brick that would combine with many others ul-
timately paving the road to restitution. She had been unconsciously longing for this rec-
ompense over the last two years, and a most intricate series of events began forming with 
absolute clarity. She was delighted! At long last the first step was here. 
    And what an explosive step it would be…….... Tumbler Click!

– Preface, Vendetta

Vendetta
When Vengeance Wasn’t Enough

    The first piece to an elaborate puzzle fell into place somewhere in the beautiful Tus-
cany countryside. It was like the first tumbler of an enormous combination lock had just 
clicked home where it was meant to be.


