FORTY YEARS LATER, Jonathan Langston sat quietly looking at George Street in Sydney from the third floor office window. He thought about that day so many years ago when he had made his dash for free-dom, leaving his home and parents, feeling a sensation of relief. Many things had happened since that day to bring him to where he was now. Fortunes had been made, and lost, for him and others, mostly large companies, spread around the world. He had made a reputation for himself, and his talents were often in demand. But as he sat smiling and feeling the relief, he knew it was time to quit, to leave that world behind. Jonathan Langston had been leaving things behind all his life but always for a reason and without regrets. As he sat massaging the instrument on his knees, watching the street below, he thought about the woman with him last night. At one point, she was to be a permanent part of his life, but something went wrong for her. She had decided that she wanted more adventure, more excite-ment in her life, and didn't want to continue a relationship with him, if he was leaving his profession of moving around the globe, taking on impossible assignments; assignments which were always financed by the clients—his clients. She wanted more, and he was prepared to leave her silently for her own reasons. Their lovemaking was always good; but last night was the best; full of passion realizing that this would be their last time together. There was a deep understanding between them as their bodies clung to each other, searching for a deeper meaning to continue together; but they both knew it wouldn't work for them. Their lovemaking lasted until the early hours of the morning, until the final climax and exhaustion drove them into a deep sleep. He had awakened early, wrote a brief note, and left it on the table next to her bed. He had looked down at her lovely face. He smiled and at the same time he felt sadness as he turned slowly—leaving her apartment forever—another woman left behind. His travels following his profession around the world had never allowed him time to remain in one place long enough to form a permanent relationship. Maybe things would change now, he thought. Only time would tell that story. He waited for the final signal, knowing what was ahead, and happy that it would soon be over. It would become a memory mixed with all the other memories of his life. The radio receiver plugged into his ear buzzed. "Yes?" was all he needed to say. His keen eyes were riveted on the building across the street waiting to give the "go" signal. "Ils s'en vont, maintenant." "Merci, mon ami, et adieu." "Where are going from here, Jon? I hope to work with you again, my friend," said the accented voice. "Sorry, my friend. This is our last job together. Good luck with whatever you do. You have enough money to retire now. It'll be paid the usual way. It's now time for you to enjoy your family." "What about your woman? Will she go with you?" He didn't say her name as he didn't like her and had always been honest with Jonathan about her. "I left her this morning. You were always right about her, my friend. I was too blind about my feelings towards her. Love makes you blind, n'est ce pas, mon ami? She couldn't be trusted and thanks." "Oui et adieu. Je m'en vais. Tu as deux minutes," he responded cut-ting the transmission. Jonathan sat up straight, picking up the instrument of death. The high-powered .22 automatic rifle with the laser scope sitting gently on top. He aimed down the barrel through the sight using the cross hairs to adjust for the distance. He sat looking for his two targets, waiting for them to leave the building. The memories of so many of these shootings went through his mind, and he had never gotten use to them. He hated pulling the trigger on a human, but it had been necessary each time. It was a job, and his profession. An occupation shoved on him by life, and he had chosen to live that way. He remembered the foul taste left in his mouth those many years ago when he pulled the trigger for the first time. It had never gotten easier, and the taste was always the same. He shifted his position and watched, smiling and feeling the tension go out of his body. It was now time to react clinically. Far below, he saw them walking towards the street in deep conversa-tion. They stopped, waiting for the lights to change, so they could cross. The lights turned green for them. As their feet left the pavement, he squeezed the hair trigger twice in one-second intervals. The tranquilizer darts were set to release the drugs as they hit their bodies, leaving a small hole as they entered the upper torso, exploding inside, spreading the drugs throughout the bodies within seconds—instant paralysis for two hours. It was over quickly. Two more bankers who had interfered with a government issued an order to capture them in public, and take them away for interrogation, to make an example of them for other ambitious power brokers. The bankers had tried to become a power beyond the government's plans. They had proclaimed power, better than their elected masters had and now they paid the price of public disclosure. The government needed to know the full scope of their deception, and they would find out in time.
