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PROLOGUE

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	In any Italian province, these days

	Six o'clock in the morning.

	It's still dark outside; the winter nights are cold and dark, and they seem to be everlasting..

	The digital alarm clock projects the red numbers on the ceiling.

	The shadow turns between the tangle of sheets and duvet. It is obvious now: he will no longer be able to go back to sleep.

	He lifts himself on his elbows, passes his hand on his sweaty forehead. The fingers tremble imperceptibly; he feels a strange sense of concern.

	His breathing is irregular and labored, and the rhythmic beating of the heart in his chest races. He gets up, puts the slippers found, mechanically, next to the bed and starts slowly to the window.

	It is raining.

	Thin strips of water streak the glass and melt shapes and colors of the surrounding night. Elusive headlights fleetingly obscure the darkness, barely countered by the lights of street lamps and sizzling neon lights.

	The shadow approaches the face to the glass, which immediately tarnishes because of his breath. A strange sensation pervades his body like a sticky element, so enveloping that it penetrates his cells and permeats every molecule of his body. An entity that invades the mind and takes possession of thoughts and memories.

	As the sensation progresses, he begins to understand. Something has taken hold of his will but is not limited to that. It goes further. It is taking his place, replacing his ego.

	Everything is clearer now. Even the eyes have become accustomed to the dark and distinguish figures and outlines, like those of the face reflected in the window glass.

	 It is a calm face; he has his eyes fixed, who knows where beyond the rooftops, lost in the darkness of the night. He does not remember any name to associate with that face, nor wonders why he's there, reflected in the glass of his bedroom window.

	Suddenly a smile appears on that face, slowly spreading from side to side of the face. The look, low below the eyebrows, seems hallucinated and determined.

	The shadow breathes on the glass, opaque it in correspondence of the face. With his fingertips he draws new traits, frowning and aggressive. The traits of the one who killed. And he is preparing to do it again.

	He laughs and walks away, disappearing in the darkness of the room.

	That face, it's her!

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 


CHAPTER I

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Claudia Martini was sitting at the table in the prosecutor's bar and, like every morning, she read the newspaper while sipping her coffee. Sometimes croissants and a cappuccino were allowed, but not that day. She was tense and, to be honest, she wanted to go home. She lazily read a few articles: the umpteenth political scandal jumped in her eyes; a blurb was about a contemporary art exhibition.

	A few words exchanged with the waiter, Mario, who lapidary sentences with the proverbial is a bitch of every news on the agenda. He got a smile form her.

	A distracted greeting to a passing colleague, then she left the money on the table and walked away with her files.

	Claudia was thirty-eight years old. Little was known about her because of her reticence.

	She had moved into the new apartment in the city for less than a year but had not made many friends. For the truth, none.

	The only person she often heard and saw from time to time was the twin, Aurora.

	It certainly could not be said that she led a worldly life: at dinner out sporadically, few visits to the office, an invitation to co-workers' house on special occasions but little else. No relationship spun.

	At first glance, she seemed to be the classic decisive and aggressive procurator, perhaps the kind that masks her insecurities behind the face of the ruthless professional. But it would have been too simplistic a reading.

	Claudia had a complex personality with many facets, although she led too reserved a life to show this side of her character.

	This contrast allowed her to escape from any attempt at labelling, frustrating the efforts of her colleagues who, by now, had simply accepted her as she was. An elusive and mysterious but reliable, serious and timely presence. In every sense.

	«Good morning, Alberto.»

	The chancellor looked at the office clock reflexively: eight o'clock sharp. He smiled, wondering as always what was the secret that would allow her to go like the clockwork.

	No secrets. I live near and do not have to take the car or the bus would have been Claudia's answer in the hypothetical conversation that, however, had never taken place.

	She entered his office and threw her bag over the chair in the corner of the room, then ran to open the windows. The night before she had slept badly, as it had been for a few weeks.

	In these cases the answer that everyone tends to give is that it is about stress. As if this enigmatic word contained in itself the explanation for every evil of our days, and that it would be enough to eliminate it to fix everything; she did not escape the cliché.

	So she closed her eyes and took a few breaths of cold air that immediately poured into the room; that lash awakened her from the numbness she had still been wearing since she left home.

	She sat down on the armchair and finally immersed herself into her papers.

	A quick look at the schedule of his commitments, then she headed to the courtroom but, as unexpected is a painting that comes off the wall without warning, so would have arrived soon after the news which would have started a series of chained events that, with a domino effect, would have had a devastating impact on her life.

	The domino effect! Everything starts from a single card. An insignificant, small card; an imperceptible movement that triggers an unstoppable reaction once started. For her, the definitive input materialized in the moment when the phone rang.

	The body was lying on the desk, in a position that suggested the last act performed by the man who, evidently intent on writing before being shot to death, still clutched the pen in his right hand. The cause of death was very evident: a wound at the base of the neck on the right side. The blade must have hit the jugular, at least judging from the pool of blood that had formed on the desk.

	«The murder weapon? Was it found? »

	«Good morning, Dr. Martini. No not yet. My men are also looking in other rooms. »

	Commissioner Edoardo Montanari, everyone called him Eddy, was already on the spot and was coordinating operations.

	Claudia approached him to ask for further details. Eddy gave her a summary report: Amedeo Giordani, a fifty-four-year-old psychiatrist, was not married and had no precedent. A respected professional.

	The crime scene looked like a movie set, in which actors and technicians move naturally, each with their own, precise, task.

	Eddy was a solitary policeman, similar to the stereotype of American films: unkempt beard, a deep, hoarse voice, an athletic physique who, despite his forty years of age, kept trained despite his cigarettes. He moved like the director of that film, even too realistic.

	At first glance he suggested something of yesteryear. It would have been perfect for a film noir or a black and white by Truffaut. Faded jeans, black boots, motorcycle leather jacket.

	«Who warned you?»

	«It was the neighbour. He went out to go to work at the ... so here it is, around seven thirty. He noticed the door open. Since the doctor never received his patients so early, and in any case not before nine, he thought about thieves. So he looked inside.»

	She clarified that he had already officially released his deposition.

	«What do you think, Montanari?»

	«I don't know.» There was a pause, a hesitation, then he restarted. «It is not a common crime. I would exclude a robbery or a quarrel as a motive. »

	«Why not a fight?»

	Montanari crossed his arms and frowned, as if to concentrate on the answer. He looked around the room to find and gather words between the images of the many paintings hanging on the walls of the study. They did not look like the usual framed posters found in the clinics or dentists. The care with which they had been chosen was evident; there were authentic paintings and prints of famous paintings. Eddy was not an expert but understood that the reproductions concerned famous works by important authors; it was clear that the doctor loved art.

	«Look,» he said, pointing to the victim's hand. «He still tightens the pen. He knew the assailant, since he was sitting and the position does not presume that he was forced in any way, or that he was in danger. »

	In fact, if it were not for the blood, one might have thought he was asleep. The blow was undoubtedly inflicted by surprise.

	«Of course he knew the assailant,» Claudia added, «he was a doctor and probably it was one of his patients. If he was a man of such integrity, it is reasonable to think that the study only met its patients.»

	«I didn't mean that, Doctor"

	He scratched his chin then continued.

	«I meant that it could be an acquaintance, a friend or, why not, a new patient; someone who had already known for a long time and who had only recently turned to him; only if he was familiar with Giordani, the killer could approach him without arousing suspicion. If you're at the doctor, sitting in front of him, you have no reason to turn around.»

	He stopped to think: even he was perplexed by those hypotheses.

	«Maybe he pretended to take the coat, or go to the bathroom. Perhaps he knew the study.»

	He took a deep breath.

	«I would not be surprised if the blow had been carried from behind. And then, I think something is missing from the desk. "

	Claudia watched the scene, then Eddy, quizzically.

	«That means?»

	«Well, if he wrote he will have used a diary or a sheet. In short, some paper. And there is no trace of it here.»

	She returned to stare at the victim; in fact it seemed that he was asleep, of a sleep of day.

	«Or maybe a prescription pad. Maybe the killer did not want to leave traces, not even a prescription.»

	"Commissioner." An agent peeped out in the doorway.

	«Maybe we found something.»

	Claudia and Eddy followed the policeman into the other room. It was a small adjoining room, without windows, like a closet. A few shelves, a few small pieces of furniture and a small writing desk complete with a small armchair on wheels.

	Even at first glance one noticed that something was not right. Small details, an apparent imposed, artificial tidiness. It lacked the naturalness typical of living environments in which chaos is organized according to its own logic. In that circumstance, on the other hand, there was an apparent symmetry, broken by some loose detail that for some reason met the eye.

	«Apparently, someone has rummaged and then tidied up rather hurriedly,» the woman observed.

	Eddy went to the point indicated by the agent: a drawer in the file. He seemed forced.

	«The killer was looking for something. I wouldn't be surprised if some files had disappeared.»

	They returned to the scene of the crime, so as to allow the scientist to operate the reliefs as per the procedure; they would look for fingerprints or biological traces, like a hair or saliva on a cigarette, that would allow lab technicians to extract the DNA of a possible killer.

	Around the victim's body, the medical examiner and the photographer completed their surveys, in order to allow the members of the investigative team to begin cataloging the finds.

	Eddy watched the lightning of the flash light up the wall; he had seen many crime scenes, just like this and yet he distinctly felt something different from the past.

	 Who knows why that reminded him of the buzz of the old cameras that recharged the flash after every shot; the new digital machines did not emit the metallic noise of the diaphragm and the mechanical shutter; all this made things even more aseptic. He was getting tired of that life.

	Claudia asked the doctor for the presumed hour of death which, according to the doctor, should have occurred immediately, and it could be placed in an interval of about two hours between twenty and twenty-two on the previous day.

	«Nobody saw or heard anything. We are keeping on asking the tenants of the building and the porter. He also says he did not notice anything strange.»

	The studio was located in a park situated outside the city, in a quiet and out of the way, mostly inhabited by discreet and reserved people; it was plausible that someone could enter and leave the park without attracting attention.

	Claudia watched Eddy fix a point outside the window.

	«I wonder if those surveillance cameras recorded anything.»

	He sharpened his sight trying to imagine in his mind the possible path followed by the assassin.

	«It seems that they partially shoot the main entrance. If they are closed circuit they'll have recorded something. I'll arrange for the records to be acquired.»

	The cameras were mounted at the main entrance and the large gate that allowed entry of the cars, but this last case they were directed downwards, exclusively towards the entrance.

	«Who could have been? And what would he have looked for so important, among the files of a psychiatrist, to induce him to kill? »

	Claudia dropped the question almost like a thought expressed aloud, but at that moment a sudden wave of nausea seized her stomach and her throat: she would never have gotten used to scenes like that. He limited herself to listening to Eddy who had immediate controls in Giordani's private life. The commissioner was asking his men to go through the files, check the victim's friendships and find out if there were any of his colleagues he had quarreled or even had a simple argument or a disagreement with; the last indications were for Inspector Bettini, his closest collaborator, about the press and the need to keep it away for as long as possible.

	Claudia moved away from the scene of the crime shortly thereafter, leaving behind herself, with each step more and more indistinct, the buzz of the investigators and re-emerged in the blinding sun, in the light of day; a cathartic feeling, of rebirth after that palpable halo of death that always accompanies inspections like that. She decided to go back to work immediately.

	 

	Once in the office, Claudia felt a little better. All the times when the events related to their work, sometimes unpleasant in their raw violence, threw on her that sense of inadequacy, the commitment in the office ran to her rescue making sure that the hours increased the distance between her mind and the images from which she wanted to get away as soon as possible.

	Sometimes it happened to reflect on the fact that hers was simply a virtual escape, a palliative since what helped her was not thinking about anything else, but rethinking the event in a different way, process everything in the form of investigations, reconstruction of events, intertwining the threads of the story, so as to contextualize the event and just turn it into a brick in the wall of the process.

	And like the bird of prey that, intent in the hunting, exploits its peculiar sight raising in flight and scanning the fields in search of prey that, not being able neither to see, nor to smell or even to feel the arrival of the predator, venture outside without fear and caution, so she led the investigations: she moved away from the focal point of the story and, in this way, the overall picture seemed clearer to her. Sometimes the protagonists of the judicial affair behaved just like the unaware rodents of the hawk, to which it is enough to arrive with the sun in front of them, so as not to reveal their presence and that of their own shadow. Yet this time, she could not identify the reason, the murder Giordani gave her the feeling of being a difficult and challenging case.

	The afternoon came unexpectedly, since the work had absorbed her completely. The clock indicated five o'clock and Claudia was about to go home. He would have had a little work, and perhaps she would have given herself a little shopping: the music and the care of his aquarium were the only passions that she allowed herslf. So she bought some tropical fish food and stopped at the record store.

	When she got home, she took off her shoes, got rid of her purse and coat, and with the delicacy only the true melomaniac is capable of, she put the CD in the futuristic-looking reader. A few seconds and Maria Callas's voice painted the room with its melody, wandering in the corridors and following her like a constant but quite natural presence, like the chirping of birds in spring.

	She got closer the aquarium and dropped some flakes of food inside, then sat down on the sofa and immersed himself in that feeling of decompression, of total relaxation that washed away, like a liturgical lavage, the anxieties and worries. Norma's notes veined with anguish caressed her ears when her attention was captured by a detail that had escaped her in the beginning, like a dissonant element that at first glance goes unnoticed but is then unearthed by the unconscious mental processes elaborating subliminal information which, from time to time, rise on the surface of consciousness recalled by the comparison of that element with its own memories.

	She lifted her back from the sofa to look better, then slowly got up to go to the large bookcase that filled the opposite wall.

	Her steps on the carpet remained silent and it took only a few meters to realize that she was right: an empty space in front of her confirmed the lack of a book, but she could not remember when she had taken it and where it was. Someone else would probably let it slip but not her, methodical and precise as she was. At least in her apartment. If she had taken the book, she would have certainly remembered it but, above all, he would not have left it around.

	She tried to concentrate, to understand at least which one was missing but when she turned to go to the bedroom to check, she stopped: the book was on the floor next to the sofa.

	Her heart started racing but she recovered and reached for her cell phone on the wooden table, just behind her.

	The unmistakable London accent on the other end of the phone already revealed the identity of the interlocutor from the first small talk: it was the lawyer Scott Brewer, the representative of an important English multinational who, at the time, had dealt with his father, known expert on art, about the sale of the gallery owned by the family, which Claudia had never wanted to take over. She regretted not having first looked at the name on the display. The dislike she felt for him went beyond professional reasons. By heart, from the first meetings, she had hated the lawyer's Cockney inflection that, originally from Whitechapel, had tried in every way to mask it, at least in the used vocabulary but, to an average trained ear to English, sooner or later the notes of the accent did not escape. Evidently, after his studies in Cambridge, made possible probably thanks to the sacrifices of his parents, he had tried to get out of his environment by attending the City, the art galleries in Soho and Chelsea.

	The Galleria Martini had lived moments of great notoriety even at international level and had launched important avant-garde artists in the late eighties but, after the first successes on the international market, it became evident the impossibility to continue with that family-run organisation. The father had thus dealt with the sale of the majority of the company that ran the gallery or the transformation into a foundation, hoping to give a new impetus to business thanks to the interest of the British. The Martini family would maintain a minority share and participate in the administrative board of foundation; this would assure the father of a job that he would try to transfer to his daughter, before her engagement in the magistracy. The death of Eugenio Martini had ended the project and he was replaced by Brando, the elder brother of Claudia. But they had not digested the matter in London and Brewer had returned to office: evidently the Englishman wanted to dismiss the matter as soon as possible. It was entirely taken over by Brewer, who had the power of attorney and who, obviously, was the bearer of a new proposal, which was bound to redefine the terms of the agreement.

	On the phone, strangely, he was quick and compliant. Just him who loved soliloquy beyond everything, at the limit of tolerance for the interlocutor. Claudia was convinced that, in reality, was a strategy to tire the opponent on duty and take him to the ground that he preferred, after having bored and prepared to close the eventual agreement as soon as possible. And he could wonderfully go through with being unpleasant. His reversal  was at least suspicious and it was not clear why he insisted on a meeting as soon as possible.

	She decided to take time: he would call him back. She interrupted the conversation. She looked around then decided to make some tea.

	Claudia was nervous. The day had been heavy and even though she had tried to maintain a professional attitude, she was sure that her face looked tired.

	She was also waiting for news on the Giordani case but Commissioner Montanari had not given any news yet.

	She knew she would have to wait a few more days to get a better overview of the situation; it was necessary to listen to the witnesses, to acquire and to view the videos recorded by the surveillance cameras, to record the fingerprints and anything else useful for the investigations. Nonetheless, she was impatient and restless at the same time.

	The truth was that the call from a few days ago had disturbed her. His father had asked his daughters many times to take care of the gallery, but Claudia had understood that she was cut out for that job even before entering the judiciary; the engagement in the gallery required talents that she did not possess: patience, diplomacy, the art of compromise and she realized that everything got info fight with her character

	She was aggressive, often surly and did not like mince words. Actually it had not always been this way. She had changed a lot since she left home and had moved away from her family and friends.

	The work had led her to live in different cities, and now that she had returned to the places where she had grown up, her change seemed even more evident.

	She hated talking about his lack of commitment to society; every time someone touched the subject she became nervous. Even when she went to visit her mother in the country villa where she lived with her other daughter, Aurora, the subject remained suspended in the air like a thin mist, ethereal yet present.

	The last times she had visited his brother Brando, in his new house just outside the city, not far from Villa Martini, she had reacted badly when he had asked her the real reasons for her choice. She had immediately regretted it but she did not allow for derogations on this point: it was her life, she had made decisions and had no intention of going back

	Perhaps it was the reappearance of these memories that convinced her that it would be better to call Brewer to define the matter once and for all.

	Moreover, this would have meant the need to return to the family for a few days and the prospect of seeing the house where she had grown up did not mind her at all.

	She undressed throwing her clothes on the couch. She never did it: he always folded his clothes but she was nervous and in a hurry to slip into the shower. The water would wash away fatigue and worries.

	She went into the bathroom, turned on the light, and waited a few seconds for the neon to stabilize, then looked at herself in the mirror. Her face was tired, drawn; a grayish halo veiled her big green eyes, which the brown mass of her brown hair put even more prominently, especially on sunny days.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

CHAPTER II





The twin-cylinder of the Ducati
Monster 796 spread the usual rumbling rumble; Eddy put on his
full-face helmet and gloves, closed the zip of his leather jacket,
then turned the gas lever several times. The gearbox emitted the
usual dry click, then at the release of the clutch the bike started
angrily, despite the damp asphalt. The road headed through the
hills outside the city and it was relaxing to follow it. The
asphalt ribbon ran fast under the front wheel; the lights and
colors of the city gave way to the green of the countryside, to
birches and pastures interspersed with crops or groves. A light
mist increased the feeling of intimacy with the environment, of
discretion, like a veil of privacy spread over thoughts and images,
actions and movements. He accelerated, leaving behind his
shoulders, the city's lucubrations. At least for a while.

It was amazing to note how suddenly
the atmosphere changed, after just a few miles of travel. The city
was actually a quiet medieval village, around which the modern
residential area had grown. The village had therefore become a
historical center; in any case, life flowed calmly. Life in the
province travels on different rhythms compared to the metropolis
and maybe that was exactly what Eddy needed.

Of course, it would have been
unthinkable even the thought of spending more than a week in a
place so different from the frenzy that flowed in his veins since
his birth, but since he had been transferred or better, since he
had make it happened, he had ended up accepting the lifestyle of
the small provincial town; an agglomeration of a few thousand
inhabitants, one of the many small provinces of the north. He could
not claim to have completely integrated himself, but he had
succeeded in a perfect example of "urban mimicry": it would always
have been a foreign body, but he would hide it perfectly. Besides,
he had his reasons.

The long vein of dark asphalt cut in
two the green lungs of the birch and larch forest, and to follow it
to the forensic center where he would meet the pathologist, did not
take more than twenty minutes.

He stopped in the parking lot and
answered absently at the greeting of an agent who had recognized
him. He took off his helmet and gloves and then set the bike on the
side stand.

Dr. Mainardi was waiting for him at
the morgue where he had just completed Giordani's autopsy. The two
greeted themselves absently: they had known each other for many
years because the doctor had worked in the past right on his side
and, unlike what happened now, the opportunities to meet for
“service reasons” were more frequent.

«So, doctor, what have you got for
me?»

«Well, there's not much to say. The
cause of death was a single blow at the base of the neck. Judging
by the entry angle, it seems clear to me that the killer was behind
him. There are no bruises or scratches so it is plausible that he
pulled the victim back with a sudden movement, perhaps holding a
hand on his face almost to hug him from behind.»

Montanari looked at the report
leafing through it quickly.

«One blow. He was balding so he
didn’t grab him by the hair but by the temple or forehead, then hit
him. And about the weapon? What could he have used: a knife, a
paperweight?»

Mainardi scratched his chin then
after a short pause he added: «Rather a pair of scissors. Yes, I'd
say it's scissors.»

He gave him some pictures.

«Look at the wound: it is clean but
too small and irregular to be able to bring it back to a knife: the
cut would have been even clearer and wider.»

Montanari frowned at the images.

«Anyway, I'll be able to tell you
something more in the next few days: we found some metal fragments
plunged in the first cervical vertebra. The blow also severed the
cervical artery.»

Montanari looked up from the photos
and looked at Mainardi.

«Did it take a lot of strength to
sink the blow?»

«I would say yes. You see? Look
here,» he pointed to the wound again, this time directly from the
computer screen.

«The blade penetrated from here and
then stuck up, severing the carotid artery and injuring the
pharynx.»

«That would explain why no one heard
anything: no shouts or noises of scuffle.»

Eddy paused to rearrange his ideas,
then returned to look at the pictures.

«So the killer used the right, but
how did he hold the weapon?»

«I’d say that he kept the scissors or
whatever it was that way» he gestured with his own pen from his
pocket. «The blow was brought from above.»

«Agree. So according to you it was a
man.»

«Probably, but I can’t rule out that
it's a woman. For now we have no elements to determine the size and
height of the aggressor. It certainly wasn’t a fight, because the
victim generally defends himself and somehow limits the scope of
the blow, at least of the first.»

«This clarifies the absence of other
wounds.»

For the moment they had finished;
Eddy took his leave, with the promise of the usual beer to drink
with the first occasion.

He called Bettini on his cell phone
asking if he knew anything about the surveillance camera recordings
at the crime scene, then he put on his helmet and left quickly.



That same morning Claudia remained in
the office studying some documents.

The work at the power of attorney
sometimes took place at a hectic pace: lawyers, defendants,
interrogators and court hearings followed one another in a pressing
manner to the point that one ended up going forward by force of
inertia, as in an automated mechanism from which it is impossible.
disengage.

It often happened that she lost
control of sensations for a moment: for a moment she felt unable to
realize where she was and what she was doing. Fortunately, the
syncope lasted only a few seconds, but it was still an unpleasant,
destabilizing sensation.

She stopped and watched, as in a
silent film, people passing by with an unnatural, accelerated gait:
faces, eyes, smiles and hints of greeting alternated quickly
without being able to focus them if not for a moment; then
everything returned to normal.

She had even thought of talking to
his doctor, but in the end, even this purpose had been nullified by
the need to chase his job!

After the routine task, Claudia
wanted to dedicate herself to the Giordani case.

From the beginning the affair had
presented itself as a special case with many obscure points. She
could not have said why, but she had felt a strange sensation at
the crime scene; she had also felt bad and the idea that she had
missed something had stuck to her like a shadow all afternoon.

She had rethought the victim's study
in the following days. She had the impression that she already knew
that environment. She did not understand why, yet he felt a sense
of familiarity, as happens when he returns to a known place.

She ruminated on the subject
until he was convinced that dejà¬vu was the natural consequence
of a job that had brought it in the past to live moments like
those. Everyone different but basically all the same.

She looked at his watch: time had
slipped away without leaving a trace of its passage; took some
files from the desk and left the office.



The fog covered the city with its
moist and impalpable mantle and sometimes it was so thick as to
make it impossible to see anything beyond the nose.

Often it gave a sense of intimacy, of
calm because it muffled the noises and blurred the outlines of
buildings and faces that crossed the street.

From the top of the hill, the city
appeared only at times from the whitish blanket that enveloped it.
Lampposts, trees and people emerged sporadically as ghostly images,
and the twilight lights, faded and opaque, accentuated those
sensations.

Eddy had been busy all day with the
Giordani case; office work could be really alienating and he liked
better to go around than to stay closed for hours between four
walls.

When the call
came from the photo lab, he took the opportunity right away and,
although tired and crumpled, reassured his colleagues that he would
arrive in five minutes. The tone of the brief conversation had been
quite excited and heralded interesting news.

He started on foot. It was not very
far and cutting through the narrow street in front of the police
station, it would arrive in less than ten minutes.

On the cobblestones his footsteps
resounded throughout the semi-deserted street, accompanying him
constantly; he had the impression that they were produced by his
shadow. After all, in a city like that, on a human scale but small,
far from the frenzy and the clamor, you lived in a totally
different dimension from that of a metropolis; in the moments in
which one remained alone with one's own thoughts, the mind used to
go a little 'where it wanted in search of brain stimuli; it
inevitably ended up being a prey to strange suggestions and
thoughts

He put his hand in his coat pocket
but remembered he had finished his Lucky Strike package; he wanted
to buy a new one, but now he was right in front of the laboratory
and did not want to waste any more time.

The lab was not very large and the
building dated back to the fifties but, contrary to the first
impression, it was equipped with the most modern and sophisticated
tools of scientific investigation. Entering the operative rooms,
one had the sensation of making a leap in time, in the future. Old
and worn grit floors gave way to gray linoleum; there were
computers and machines everywhere and the walls were painted
recently.

«Good morning, Dr. Montanari.»

«Hello Marco. Give me good news.
Perhaps a signed letter from the murderer confessing the murder and
announcing that he’s going to turn himself in to the police.»

Marco Dallara was the youngest
technician in the laboratory. Red hair, freckles, constantly in a
good mood. When he had met him for the first time, immediately
after his arrival at the ward, Eddy had turned out to be a bit
unpleasant: all that joviality definitely got annoying, but then he
had known him better and changed his mind. Educated and always
available, he seemed enthusiastic about work and anxious to be
useful. A decidedly precious element in a complex
investigation.

«Commissioner, look at these.»

He handed him a file containing
photos: they had been taken at the scene of the crime and mostly
concerned the environments but there was one that took back the
hand of the victim.

«I don’t understand, what should I
watch? There's nothing strange here.»

«Exactly," the young man added..» And
this is the strange thing: in the study of a psychiatrist one would
expect to find many fingerprints: those of patients and of the same
doctor. Here there were only a few, all of Giordani, as if someone
had cleaned everything. The killer certainly wore gloves and did
not leave his fingerprints, but there were some traces. Now take a
look at these other photos.»

The Commissioner looked at him a
little perplexed, but when he looked down at the new envelope he
could not hold back the surprise.

«Shit! But what does it mean?»

These last shots were made in
the light of ultraviolet lamps, which generally detect traces of
fingerprints, fabrics and fluids. The first framed the shelf of a
low piece of furniture in the room where the file was located,
while the subsequent ones were focused on a painting depicting a
scene from the Divine
Comedy.

«When we took the pictures, we
focused first on the desk and then on the file.» Marco used the pen
to indicate some points.

«The killer certainly tinkered with
it and we hoped something would come up. In these cases brush the
aluminum powders on the surfaces where we think we can find visible
prints. Do you know when we use adhesive tape? There was nothing on
that shelf and instead it is clear that our friend took off his
gloves and left ... this. "

Eddy looked better at the last
picture. It was dark and only a few blue and purple marks, rendered
phosphorescent by the scientific lamps, stood out against the wood.
The signs formed a frowning human face. It was a strange image; it
even seemed to be drawn by a child but had clear contours, almost
as if it were a puzzle card. On the painting instead a writing was
impressed. It was hardly read but there were no doubts:
«Cave. Cave Deus
Videt.»

«But how is it possible that this
masterpiece has escaped you?»

«It didn’t escape us. In reality
latent fingerprints are more difficult to grasp. We used
fluorescent lamps.» Marco indicated with a movement of his head the
shelf behind the inspector, where the small lamp was resting.
«They've just arrived from Finland. With those you can graduate the
beam of light and sooner or later, if there is something, jumps
out. And it is even easier to photograph the prints. Anyway, if you
want my opinion, this guy is missing a wheel.»

«Here. A psychopath is just what we
need!»

The young man looked at him, placing
the pen in the pocket of his coat, and went away, adding: «Either
he is a psychopath or he is someone who does not lack a sense of
humor. The writing is instead in Latin. It was certainly drawn by
anyone who left those signs. Now excuse me but I really have to
go.»

Eddy looked at the picture again,
absorbed in the thoughts triggered by the discovery; he spoke
softly then suddenly recovered and, raising the tone of his voice
to reach Marco, who, while he was away from the room, asked: «But
how do we make sure that the killer left them?»

Marco reappeared in the room,
obviously smiling.

«We found traces of blood: they
belonged to Giordani.»

«Give me a complete report as soon as
possible. Maybe something comes out of the fingerprint
archive.»

The hunt had begun!

Like a hound, he was hot on the trail
of the murderer; this was the part of his favorite job. Several
times he had questioned those feelings. He was not cynical and
never forgot that investigations like that always concerned a
person who lost his life, but he was sincere enough to admit that
the excitement and adrenaline that flowed every time he followed a
murder case represented a part preponderant of the reasons why,
despite everything, he continued to do that job.

He put the envelope inside the jacket
and pulled up the zip, then headed for the exit.



Claudia was nervous. The day had been
heavy and even though she had tried to maintain a professional
attitude, she was sure that her face showed weariness.

She also waited for news on the
Giordani case but Commissioner Montanari had not given any news
yet.

She knew he would have to wait a few
more days to get a better overview of the situation; it was
necessary to listen to the witnesses, to acquire and to view the
videos recorded by the surveillance cameras, to record the
fingerprints and anything else useful for the investigations.
Nonetheless, she was impatient and restless at the same time.

The truth was that the call from a
few days ago had disturbed her. Her father had asked his daughters
many times to take care of the gallery, but Claudia had understood
that she was cut out for that job even before entering the
judiciary; the engagement in the gallery required talents that she
did not possess: patience, diplomacy, the art of compromise and she
realized that everything fought with her character.

She was aggressive, often surly and
did not like mince words. Actually it had not always been this way.
She had changed a lot since she left home and had moved away from
her family and friends.

The work had led her to live in
different cities, and now that she had returned to the places where
she had grown up, her change seemed even more evident.

She hated talking about his lack of
commitment to society; every time someone touched the subject she
became nervous. Even when she went to visit his mother in the
country house where she lived with his other daughter, Aurora, the
subject remained suspended in the air like a thin mist, ethereal
yet present.

The last time she had visited her
brother Brando, in his new house just outside the city, not far
from Villa Martini, he had reacted badly when he had asked her the
real reasons for her choice. She immediately had regretted it but
did not allow for derogations on this point: it was her life, she
had made decisions and had no intention of going back.

Perhaps it was the reappearance of
these memories that convinced her that it would be better to call
Brewer to define the matter once and for all.

Moreover, this would have meant the
need to return to the family for a few days and the prospect of
seeing the house where she had grown up did not mind her at
all.

She undressed throwing her clothes on
the couch. She never did it: she always folded her clothes but was
nervous and was in a hurry to slip into the shower. The water would
wash away fatigue and worries.

She went into the bathroom, turned on
the light, and waited a few seconds for the neon to stabilize, then
looked at herself in the mirror. Her face was tired, drawn; a
grayish halo veiled her large green eyes, which the brown mass of
her brown hair put even more prominently, especially on sunny
days.

She attributed
everything to the work, the rhythms and the object of her work
days. Every day, every week,
every month, like an endless steady stream, faces after faces
alternated, behind which pain and drama often hid. It would have
been a perfect axiom, an accusing castle that nailed the real
responsible for her state of mind but it was not so. At the bottom
of her own thoughts, she knew that the reason for so much tension
was Scott Brewer!

She had always wished she would never
hear of him again and of the Multicom inc., the multinational that
the London attorney represented in a despicable and unscrupulous
manner, connected in a more or less hidden way to the British Arts
Foundation.

This time it would be up to her to
face the problem. She left the bathroom and headed for the living
room, where she had left her smartphone. She grabbed it and came
back. In the small hallway that divided the living room, the
kitchen and the other rooms, she met her reflection in the
burnished glass of the mirror above the cabinet in which she kept
the products for the aquarium. She met her stare with the eyes
reflected and seemed confident, determined: she had regained
control.

She selected the name from the phone
book and waited for the communication to reach the
interlocutor.

«Yes, it’s me. I think we should
meet.»

She hung up a few seconds later.

She left her cell phone on the sink,
looked at herself in the mirror one last time and smiled, then
stepped into the shower and let the warm veil of water envelop her
completely, washing away the hours and minutes of the day
accumulated on her body.



The shadow was hanging around the
apartment without an apparent goal. It was walking slowly, in small
steps. The anxiety and the concern could be clearly felt in the
air: they lingered like a thin mist, just like the one that, beyond
the window panes, began to fall on the city and its endless
ravines.

It was moving his lips rhythmically,
as if he were repeating an obsessive speech in his mind,
accompanying his thoughts to his mouth but without making any
sound.

Now it was reiterating that strange
ritual like a mystical mantra to the point that his head began to
ache. His temples were throbbing and he could distinctly feel the
blood flow through his veins and flow towards his hands and
legs.

A thin rain began to beat on the
windows, which immediately beaded the glass.

The steps became more frequent; he
wandered in the darkness [...]


copertina.jpg
MASSIMO REA
FAIRY MORGAN

rld

Ir\ .n\e Mist Noﬂﬁr\g 15 What If Seems






