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        Foreword

    
 
 
 Dove una volta l'anima era nutrita di fiducia e amore,
 
 una persona matura con calore ed empatia.
 
 Stai nella luce e hai fiducia,
 
 le altre persone possono contare su di te.
 
 Ma quando c'è molta sofferenza e cicatrici,
 
 poi purtroppo può anche succedere,
 
 che le persone si perdono.
 
 Se sei ancora tutto solo e forse molto piccolo,
 
 l'anima inizia a urlare.
 
 
 
 
 Anche se la tua anima era così ricca una volta,
 
 poi c'è un colpo d'anima.
 
 
 
 
 Where a soul is fed with love and trust,
 
 A person matures with warmth and empathy.
 
 You stand in the light and know,
 
 Others can rely on you.
 
 

 
 
 But if through grief and sorrow, 
 
 The soul be scarred through,
 
 Then you can lose yourself.
 
 And if you are alone
 
 And maybe also small,
 
 The soul begins to scream.
 
 

 
 
 Even one once so full
 
 May suffer a blow to the soul.
 
 
 

    
        Chapter 1

     
 
 
 Paola mopped her brow. »What a crazy hot day! « she groaned. She fanned herself with one of the office files, but the heat was unbearable. Naturally it would be today that the air conditioning failed.  
 
 »Madonna!«  
 
She had spent a busy day in the Questura, ordered numerous files and was now completely exhausted. She had actually wanted to go home much earlier, but then the Vice-Questore Dal Molin had approached her, requesting a short conversation. The short conversation lasted over an hour, after which she was completely burnt out. Dal Molin was concerned about the numerous offences committed by pickpockets.
 
»Commissario Rossi, just imagine the following headline: Once again, pickpockets strike at our beautiful city, Verona!«  
 
 Folding his hands, he looked at her with a pitiful expression, then shook his head and said:
 
 »You have to do something! The statistics look worrying.«
 
Paola sighed and nodded. Sitting across from him while he proceeded with his monologue, she nodded from time to time, emphasizing her sympathy with a concerned expression. Paola waited patiently until he released her from the conversation.
 
Finally, back in her office, sitting at her desk, she indulged in a caffè with lots of sugar. Her spirits began to revive.
 
 
 
 
Dal Molin was a lanky man in his early sixties, married to a woman who could have been his daughter. In his opinion, women should be found in the kitchen and certainly not be Commissario! Paola had worked hard to earn her position, but he made no secret of the fact that he had more than one problem with her as a woman. Despite her good track record, he treated her more as a typist than as the successful policewoman she most certainly was. The two had had many heated discussions about their different methods in the past. So far, however, each case had ended just as she had predicted. This fact didn`t exactly make their work together any easier.
 
Yet she always managed to reconcile with him. Her secret was simple: ›diplomacy‹, convincing him that her ideas were actually his. There were times she had the feeling that he saw through her, but then she would quickly back off and play the role of the poor woman, needing his help. That always worked!  
 
Her phone rang: »Pronto! Commissario Rossi!«  
 
»Ciao, Bella! It`s me, Francesco!«
 
 »My sweetheart, Francesco, are you already on your way home?« 
 
She beamed as soon as she heard her husband's voice.
 
 »I was able to get out of the clinic earlier. I've been shopping, and am going to cook us something to eat.«  
 
 She blew him a kiss through the phone. 
 
»If I hadn't married you a long time ago, I'd do it right now!«  
 
»Paola, sweetheart! When are you coming home? Do you still have a briefing with Dal Molin at the station?«, he laughed.  
 
 »I already had it. I just need to look into one file, and then I`ll be on my way. Are Luca and Giulia already there?« 
 
»And how! They are ravenously hungry!« he laughed again.  
 
»OK! I`ll be there soon. Baci!«,  
 
»Drive carefully and a hundred thousand Baci from me.«  
 
She hung up and looked into the file. Then she decided to head home. She had to drive for a good half an hour. Five years ago, they had bought a house in Desenzano del Garda. It was located near Lake Garda. An idyllic patch of earth! At first, they had lived in Verona, but as the children grew older, they picked up and moved to the country. On the weekends, they either spent time at the lake, swam, picnicked or made themselves comfortable in their garden. It was the perfect balance to her work. With her family, she could escape and recharge her batteries. She saw a lot of suffering, sorrow and demons in her profession. If it was up to Dal Molin, she would only have to deal with pickpockets, but the reality was quite different.  
 
Treacherous crimes, brutal murders, seedy characters. But for now she just wanted to go home.
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 

    
        Chapter 2

     
 
 
Clarissa turned into the side street. Just a couple more minutes and she would be with her parents. How nice it would be to finally see them again. Ever since she started studying in Milan, she could only be with them from time to time. She could hear the clatter of her shoes on the cobblestones. She stopped to get her key out.  
 
The steps behind her stopped abruptly. 
 
Was someone there? 
 
She turned around. No one was in sight.
 
Where was her key? 
 
Fishing around in her bag, she wondered why her key always ended up buried under all the other things.  
 
A smile covered her face.  
 
She found her key and continued on her way. 
 
Once again, she heard footsteps behind her. 
 
She stopped and turned around. 
 
A shadow disappeared behind a wall of the house. An unpleasant feeling crept into her. Her steps became faster. 
 
The street was deserted.  
 
Why had she worn high heels? 
 
Once again, she heard steps behind her.
 
Her heart beat faster. Nervously, she turned around and saw only a shadow. 
 
Panic crept over her. 
 
Just a few more feet and she would be at her parents’ house. She turned left and began to pray.  
 
Suddenly, she felt a stinging pain. She lost her balance and collapsed.
 
From afar she heard a voice calling: 
 
»Signorina, can you hear me?«
 
 
 
Then everything disappeared as if into a fog around her.
 
 
 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 

    
        Chapter 3

    
 
 
Paola opened the door to her house. A delicious smell wafted towards her. Dropping off her keys and handbag in the hallway, she headed straight into the kitchen. Francesco was fiddling with various pots and pans.
 
»Ciao, Francesco!«, Paola said, going to him and giving him a kiss.
 
»Bella«, he replied.  
 
Francesco looked at his wife and pushed a curl from her forehead. She looked stunning with her curly, dark hair. Paola had a fine, well-balanced face and brown eyes. When the sun shone in them, one could see light golden speckles.  
 
»Francesco, I'm so glad to finally be home. Our air conditioning failed and then there was that conversation with Dal Molin!«  
 
She made a face. »How can such a chauvinist still act like he does in this day and age?!«  
 
She couldn't stop talking. Francesco looked at her, this temperament of his wife, he couldn't help himself... he took her in his arms and kissed her intimately.  
 
»What was that for?« she asked slyly. 
 
»You're such a great woman, I just have to kiss you.«
 
»Thank you, mio caro!«  
 
She turned to the stove and peeked inside.  
 
»Oh, how delicious! Mamma mia, my mouth is watering.«  
 
»Just wait until you see the appetizer!«
 
Francesco went to the fridge and took out an appetizer plate. 
 
»Vitello tonnato, Bresaola and cheese! You are such a treasure!«
 
»For you, always!«  
 
She was about to steal a piece of Bresaola when her phone rang.  
 
»Pronto!«  
 
Her colleague Ispettore Maria Nero was on the line.
 
»Ciao, Paola! We have a robbery. A young woman was brutally wounded with a knife. She may have survived for now, but the doctors say the next few hours will determine whether she lives or dies.«  
 
»I'm on my way! Maria, please give me the address...!« 
 
Ispettore Nero gave it to her. 
 
Paola looked at Francesco, disappointed.  
 
»You have to go?« 
 
»Sì! You've put so much effort into the meal, it's a real shame. My stomach is growling and I wanted to just relax after the meal.«  
 
»I'll put together a panini for you and then we can calm that growling stomach.«  
 
Paola looked at him. 
 
»Thank you!«
 
She ran upstairs and at least wanted to greet her children before she left again.
 
As she walked up the stairs, she shouted: »Giulia! Luca! Where are you?« 
 
Both came running. 
 
»Ciao, Mamma!«  
 
»Come and let me give you a hug. I just got a call and I have to go right away. Dad cooked a delicious meal, it's such a pity!«  
 
Luca looked at his mother and said, »We'll pick you up, don't worry!« 
 
»Thank you!« 
 
She embraced them both again. 
 
»I hope it doesn't take that long. I love you. Baci!« She threw a kiss to both of them and went down the stairs. In the kitchen, her husband was ready with a panini and a bottle of mineral water.  
 
»Enjoy the meal and take care! We'll leave you something and you can eat later.«
 
»Thank you! I'm flying off now.«  
 
She took her husband in her arms, gave him a kiss on the lips, and left.  
 
In the car, she typed the address into the navigation device. 
 
»Now, come on...« 
 
She tried again and it worked. The voice of the navigator sounded: 
 
»The estimated arrival time at Via Ponte Pignolo is 10 minutes after 8 pm. Please turn right at the next opportunity...«  
 

 
 
Paola bit into her panini and drove off.
 

 

    
        Chapter 4

     
 
 
When she arrived at the scene, the forensics unit was already at work.
 
»Ciao, Paola!«  
 
»Ciao, Maria, what do we have here?«
 
Maria Nero, a woman in her late twenties with a dashing short haircut, flipped open her notebook.
 
»Clarissa Angelo, 23, studying veterinary medicine in Milano, was on her way to her parents.« 
 
»Have you talked to the parents yet?«  
 
»No, but we found a message on her telefonino.« Maria Nero removed a bag from her jacket. Inside was the victim's telefonino.  
 
»Oh Maria, I’m afraid I have to leave right away to go to her parents.«  
 
Ispettore Nero looked at Paola, concerned.
 
»I'll go with you. There's something important you should know. According to the emergency doctor, we must expect the worst. The perpetrator stabbed the victim with such brutal fury that she lost a lot of blood.«
 
»Madonna!« snapped Paola, »are there any eyewitnesses?«  
 
»Sì! Signor Scarpa. He's standing there on the left, I'll take you to him in a minute. He's pretty much in shock. He had just turned into this street from Via Santa Chiara and saw her lying on the ground.«  
 

 
 
Paola bent to the ground and examined the crime scene. The blood was already thick and dried in some places. The amount of blood did not bode well. Paola imagined the attack and shook herself. It had been, brutal, no doubt, but before she could get a complete picture of what had happened, she had to talk to the eyewitness. Hopefully he had noticed something. But first Paola approached another colleague, who was checking the contents of the victim's handbag.  
 
»Anything interesting in it?« 
 
Salvatore Torri nodded at Paola. 
 
»I'm not sure yet, I have to check it first. Look,there’s some fiber hanging here on the buckle of the bag. The buckle is quite sharp. Maybe we not only have a fiber here, but also some skin abrasions and DNA from the perpetrator.«  
 
Paola's eyes widened. 
 
»That would be great! I'll wait for your report and we'll go from there. Thanks Salvatore! Good job! I'll see you tomorrow at the Questura.«  
 
She turned and walked over to the witness. 
 
»Buonasera, Signor Scarpa, my name is Commissario Rossi. I am the lead investigator. You found the victim?«  
 
Signor Scarpa nodded. One could see how much the experience had shaken him.  
 
»Piacere! Buonasera, Commissario. Yes, I found the poor girl.«  
 
Then he whispered. »She was bleeding so! Madonna!« He crossed himself. »I only managed to see someone running away. If I had just come around the corner a minute earlier, I could have helped her.« There were tears in his eyes. »I've never seen anything like that before. I'm sorry.«  
 
Paola looked at him with concern and asked, »Are you all right? Shall we go and sit down in the police car?«  
 
Signor Scarpa nodded to her.  
 
Once in the car, he calmed down and Paola was able to continue questioning him. 
 
»If only I could have done more!« exclaimed Signor Scarpa over and over again. 
 
Paola tried to calm him down and praised his level-headed way of getting help immediately.  
 
»Do you think she'll pull through?« 
 
Paola looked at him and saw the great consternation on his face. 
 
»You have a daughter too, is that so?« 
 
He was suddenly calm and asked in trepidation: 
 
»Yes, why do you ask?«
 
Paola looked at him. »I can feel that.«  
 
She didn't have to say more. They nodded to each other. Unfortunately, Signor Scarpa had only seen a dark figure running away. He had taken care of Clarissa, called an ambulance and the police. Then he had knelt down beside her and waited for the ambulance.  
 
»Did the victim say anything to you or make herself known in any way?« asked Paola.
 
»When I came running, I spoke to her, but she seemed to be unconscious. When I bent over her to look, she only opened her eyelids briefly and whispered something like: Famiglia Ma... I've been wondering what she could mean. Maybe Mamma? Unfortunately, I didn't understand more. I hope she survives and they find the attacker!«  
 
»Do you think« Paola asked, »that it was a male perpetrator?«  
 
Signor Scarpa considered and then said: »I think it was a man, but I only saw him run away for a split second. Anyway, he had a baseball cap low on his face so I couldn't make out his features. Wait, I remember something else...when the perpetrator ran away, he didn't run evenly, almost as if he had hurt himself. Oh, if only I could have chased after him....«  
 
Paola looked at him and insisted, »No way, under no circumstances! You did everything correctly. Unfortunately, there was no one else on the street. You made the right decision to take care of the victim and inform the emergency services. All is well!«
 
Signor Scarpa nodded to her and thanked her. Paola gave him her card.
 
»If you think of anything else, please call. Thank you very much for your assistance. Goodbye Signor Scarpa!«  
 
He shook her hand and they said goodbye.
 
Paola called a staff member to come and take Signor Scarpa home. Then she went to Ispettore Maria Nero and brought her up to date.
 
»The way the witness testified, this backs up Salvatore's assumption that there may not only be fibers on the buckle of the bag.«  
 
Ispettore Nero nodded at her and understood what she meant. Perhaps the victim was able to fight back and the buckle of the bag may have hurt the perpetrator. Before them lay an unpleasant task. They had to explain to the parents that their daughter was seriously injured in the hospital and could possibly die as a result of the crime. That was the worst part of their job. Paola discussed something else with Salvatore, then she turned to a Sergente.
 
»Please send me a message with the victim's room number and ask who the attending doctor is. Please send it to my telefonino as soon as possible.«  
 
»Will be done, Commissario!«  
 
Paola and Ispettore Nero had only a few minutes left at the scene.  
 
»So, Maria, let's go to the parents. It's only a few meters. We have to let them know.«  
 
»Unfortunately! Yes, let's go.«  
 
They walked a few meters along Via Santa Chiara and stopped at Numero 20. They nodded to each other, and Ispettore Nero rang the bell for the Angelo family. Before the buzzer sounded, a voice called through the speaker system:  
 
»Ciao cara Clarissa, you're finally here! You've probably got your key packed away again, I'll open up!«  
 
The two women cleared their throats.  
 
»Scusi, this is Commissario Rossi and Ispettore Nero, please let us in.«
 


 
Suddenly there was silence. 
 

 
 
Paola wanted to press the bell again, since nothing happened, but then the buzzer sounded and the door opened. They took the stairs. On the second floor, they could already see an open door. Paola knocked…
 
»Signora Angelo, where are you? May we come in?« 
 
A quiet voice was heard: »First door on the left!«  
 
They entered the apartment and saw a woman sitting at the table, holding her head with her hands. She looked up and they saw her red, teary eyes.
 
»Buonasera. My name is Commissario Rossi, this is Ispettore Nero!«  
 
They both showed their badges. The woman was still sitting at the table, but she had raised her head and looked at them both with wide-open eyes.  
 
»Tell me, is something wrong with my Clarissa?Has something happened to her?«  
 
Paola cleared her throat, clearly finding it difficult to have to explain to the mother that her daughter might never come through that door again. She took a deep breath!  
 
»Signora Angelo, we are very sorry to inform you that your daughter Clarissa has been the victim of a crime.«  
 
Signora Angelo immediately began to cry loudly. Ispettore Nero came over to her and stroked her arm.  
 
»She is alive!«, Paola called out as the woman cried. She leaned over to Signora Angelo, looked into her red eyes and said urgently:  
 
»Listen. Your daughter is alive!«  
 
Another flood of tears followed. 
 
Paola reached for the water bottle that was on the table and for a glass and poured some water. Then she handed the glass to Signora Angelo, nodded to her and the woman mechanically took the glass in her hand and drank a big gulp from it. She put it down, then reached into her pocket, took out a handkerchief, dabbed her eyes and blew her nose vigorously. Then she took a deep breath and, addressing the two policewomen, asked more calmly: »What happened to my Clarissa? How is she? Where is she?«  
 
Paola motioned to a chair with her hand and looked at Signora Angelo questioningly. The mother nodded, indicating that Paola should sit down. Taking the chair, she told Signora Angelo the story of the crime. Now and then the mother reached for a handkerchief, but she seemed composed, as Paola noticed.  
 
»Signora Angelo, I have the following question for you: Have you been here for the last three hours? I am sincerely sorry …« She paused for a moment.
 
»I have to ask you this question, but …«  
 
That was as far as she got. Signora Angelo nodded understandingly: »I get it, you have to do your job, I don't blame you.«  
 
Paola was glad that Signora Angelo seemed so accommodating.  
 
»Commissario, I've been here all day. I cooked dinner and cleaned the apartment. Earlier I spoke with my husband, Mario. I reminded him that Clarissa is coming for dinner today and that he should make sure he gets off work early.«  
 
Paola looked questioningly, 
 
»Before you ask, he is a cook in a restaurant. Sometimes he comes quite late, but today he wanted to do everything possible in order to come earlier. Clarissa is his...«, again Signora Angelo started to cry. Paola looked at her calmly, hoping that this would make the Signora stop crying so that she could continue with the questioning.
 
»Our daughter is studying veterinary medicine in Milano. We are so proud of her! She is the first in our family to attend a university. Clarissa has always been such a bright, intelligent girl and has brought us nothing but joy. When she got a scholarship, we were so proud and actively supported her. One of my husband's cousins lives in Milano, so we let her go there with a good feeling.«  
 
Meanwhile, Ispettore Nero was taking notes of what had been said. Paola moved the chair a little closer to the Signora.
 
»Do you know if your daughter has a boyfriend? Did she tell you that she was having trouble or stress with someone? Has she been different than usual lately, worried or seemed anxious? Did you feel Clarissa was hiding something from you? Everything is important, even if you may think it doesn't matter. We want to find out who or what might be behind this attack.«  
 
Signora Angelo took her right hand and supported her head. She was thinking.  
 
After a while she said: »There was actually something strange. The other day I spoke with Clarissa on the phone. She told me about her fellow students and about her professor. Clarissa said: ›Mamma, when I get home, I want to show you something. I don't want to discuss it on the phone.‹ I asked of course!«  
 
She raised her arms to emphasize this point.  
 
»Did she tell you something?«, Paola asked the signora.  
 
»No, she was suddenly very determined and said: ›Mamma, it's nothing bad, please don't worry. I'll tell you later.‹ I didn't want to probe. She sounded so determined, but I thought maybe she had met a young man. Madonna! If only I had asked more insistently …«  
 
Once again Signora Angelo started crying.  
 
Paola could not watch any longer and broke off the questioning.
 
»Signora Angelo, surely you want to see your daughter?« 
 
The Signora was still crying, but she nodded from behind her handkerchief. »Sì!«  
 
»Can you reach your husband by phone?«  
 
Signora Angelo looked at the clock. 
 
»He should be coming home any minute now. Why?«  
 
»We can see how much stress all this is putting on you, can we take you to the hospital?«  
 
At that moment a key turned in the lock and a voice was heard: »Ciao, you two! I hurried, where are you … «  
 
Signor Angelo stood in the doorway to the kitchen and looked questioningly at the two policewomen. Paola and Maria rose from their chairs, pulled out their badges, and Paola introduced herself and her colleague.  
 
»Buonasera, Signor Angelo, my name is Commissario Rossi and this is my colleague Ispettore Nero. We are the investigating officers in the robbery of your daughter Clarissa.«  
 
Immediately tears welled up in Signor Angelo's eyes. He began to sway. Paola was worried that he might fall over. She took the chair she had been sitting on before and pushed it to Signor Angelo.
 
»Sit down first of all.«  
 
Paola looked at Ispettore Nero and pointed to the bottle of water. Maria immediately understood what she meant, poured some water into a clean glass and handed it to the father. Signor Angelo took it, drank a sip and no sooner had he emptied the glass than he began to ask questions.  
 
Paola told him what had happened and to which hospital his daughter had been admitted. With the severity of the injuries, it was not easy for her to remain objective and calm. The father was visibly affected and stared into space. He remained in a kind of shock, unlike the mother, who was only now really beginning to cry. Paola went into the hallway with Maria to talk things over.
 
»Can you drive to the hospital, see if the doctor in charge is still there and question him?«, Paola said.  
 
»I would like to accompany the Angelo couple to the hospital. You can see how confused they are. Then I can ask them a few more questions in the car and at the hospital I'll take them to their daughter's room. Afterwards I'll come to you and you can bring me up to date...«  
 
Ispettore Nero nodded, »Do you know what infirmary she was taken to? Do you have the info yet?«
 
»Wait!«, Paola pulled her telefonino out of her pocket.
 
»Yes, I do! I'll forward you the message.«  
 
The next moment a beep was heard, Maria Nero looked at her telefonino and said:  
 
»Ok. All here. Perfetto! I'm off and I'll see you at the hospital.«  
 
»Good, that's a plan. I'll quickly call Francesco and tell him that it will take longer than expected …«, Paola replied. 
 
Ispettore Maria Nero said goodbye to the Angelo couple and waved to her colleague as she left. Paola called Francesco. After the conversation, she returned to the kitchen. The parents were standing close together and one could see that both of them were emotionally devastated. Their bodies shook with each sob. Paola cleared her throat and knocked on the door frame. Immediately they let go of each other and looked sadly and tearfully at Commissario Rossi.  
 
»Shall we get going?«, Paola asked. 
 
They both nodded to her. Holding hands, they slowly walked out of their kitchen, clearly fearful and anxious about what awaited them at the hospital…
 
»Commissario, please do everything in your power to catch the culprit. You can ask us anything, we want justice for our angel.« 
 
The father's face had a determined expression as he said this.  
 
»I promise you both that I will do everything in my power to convict the perpetrator. Thank you for your cooperation. Let's go now.«  
 
Paola went ahead. 
 
The girl's parents were walking hunched over and one could see the suffering in every fiber of their bodies. Fortunately, Paola's car was parked in a side street and they did not have to pass the actual crime scene. She opened the doors of the car and they took their seats.  
 
Paola drove off.
 
An oppressive silence descended over them.
 
Paola banished the thought of asking the parents more questions. She would do that the next day. She had already noted down the most important things. After a short drive, they arrived at the hospital. Paola looked at her phone and picked out the message. Then all three of them went to the elevator and up to the third floor. When the elevator door opened, Paola saw her colleague standing at the end of the hallway talking to a doctor. She decided without further ado to have the victim's parents take a seat in a small alcove. There were a few chairs there.  
 
She pointed at Maria and said to Signora and Signor Angelo: »Please wait here for a moment. I'll just have a quick word with my colleague and pick you up in a moment.«  
 
Mario Angelo nodded. He grasped his wife's hand and pulled her towards the chair. The two sat and watched Paola.  
 
»Ciao, Maria! Buonasera, Pierluigi! Come stai? Are you Clarissa Angelo's attending physician? Her parents are over there.«  
 
Paola turned in the direction of the waiting parents.  
 
»Ciao, Paola, nice to see you, even if the circumstances are terrible!«  
 
He squeezed her hand and gave her first a kiss on the left cheek and then on the right. 
 
Dottore Pierluigi Manzoni was a colleague of Francesco, her husband, and also a surgeon.
 
»Can the parents visit their daughter?«  
 
Pierluigi turned his head and pressed his lips together.  
 
»Maybe, but only briefly. She is in a very bad way. We do not know yet if she will make it.«  
 
Paola looked worried. 
 
»So bad?« 
 
Pierluigi's look made no secret of it and he said only, »Worse!«
 
»Can we talk right away? I don't want to keep the parents waiting any longer. The two are going through hell right now.«  
 
Paola looked at him pleadingly. 
 
»I'll come along and prepare the parents for the sight which awaits them.«  
 
»Madonna!«, Paola exclaimed.  
 
Dottore Manzoni stepped forward and introduced himself to the Angelo couple as the attending physician. He briefly told them that their daughter had undergone an emergency operation, had lost a lot of blood, and that there might be more operations to come. For now, they would have to wait the night. She was very weak. The doctor wanted to tell them the exact circumstances in a later conversation.  
 
Signora Angelo held her hand over her mouth and tried to swallow back her tears. Her husband tried to stay composed, but one could see he was struggling with his emotions. The parents made their way to the hospital room, their gait restrained. They both had to put on a gown, overshoes and a mouth guard. Only then did Dottore Manzoni quietly open the door and let them in.  
 
Dottore Manzoni came out and turned to Paola and Maria.
 
»Paola, promise me you'll catch this guy and put him behind bars. Poor girl! She lost so much blood through the two stab wounds in her abdomen. Both the spleen and the intestine were injured. She must have put up a strong fight, as you can see from her defensive injuries and the considerable head injury she sustained. I won't use technical jargon. Her spleen is ruptured. A piece of the intestine was injured. We did emergency surgery on her and had to give her several units of blood. Due to the severe head injury, an aneurysm has developed. We have placed her in an artificial coma for the time being, so that the swelling in the brain can, hopefully, recede. If the girl survives this night, then she has a chance. But we don't yet know to what extent the head injury may have caused permanent damage. When we opened the abdomen, we lost her for a short time, but we did everything we could to bring her back. She had lost so much blood that if whoever found her had come a few minutes later, she would have ended up with you guys at the coroner's office.«  
 

 
 
Paola felt sick, and not only because of her empty stomach. She was imagining how terrible this experience must have been for Clarissa and what pain she must have suffered.  
 
Pierluigi immediately read her thoughts. 
 
»Paola, we are taking care of her! She gets painkillers and we have her under close observation! «
 
Paola looked at him thoughtfully. 
 
Turning to Maria, she said: » Make sure that an officer is posted outside the room and guards her. Unfortunately, we don't know if the perpetrator will leave it at that. We are still missing important clues.«  
 
Ispettore Nero was also visibly moved. She had already arranged everything. The first officer was just getting a caffè and would return to his watch in front of the room again in a few minutes.  
 
»Good, Maria! Is the next shift already scheduled?«  
 
»Yes, we have organized everything. It is guarded around the clock. «  
 
»Very good!«, Paola replied. 
 
Dottore Manzoni looked at Paola.  
 
»I was just finishing my report when your Ispettore came to see me. If you can wait a moment more, I'll give you a copy.« 
 
»That would be great! We'll wait!« 
 
Paola let the dottore go and turned to Maria.
 
 »Let's sit on a chair there. We'll wait for the officer and then get a caffè. Surely Pierluigi will be finished with his report by then.«  
 
Before they could leave, the door of the hospital room opened and the parents emerged. They were visibly upset by what they had experienced in the last few minutes in their daughter's hospital room.  
 
Paola addressed them: »Would you like my colleague to accompany you home?«  
 
Signor Angelo shook his head.
 
»No, we want to stay a little longer. Do you know where the Dottore is?«  
 
»He's writing his report and I'm waiting for a copy. Shall we all sit down together here in the waiting area?«, Paola asked the parents.  
 
»Sì!«, the father said agitatedly.  
 
They sat down on the chairs and did not speak a word. The mother reached for her husband's hand and squeezed it tightly.  
 

 
 
After a few minutes, an officer came down the hall. Paola got up and spoke to him. Taking a chair, he walked directly to the patient's room, quietly placed the chair by the door and sat on it. Paola dismissed the idea of a caffè and waited with her colleague and the parents until, after about twenty minutes, Pierluigi came out of his office.  
 
Paola got up and went to meet him, took the file, spoke a few more words with him and asked that he speak to the victim's parents again.  
 
»I'll do it, don't worry Paola. I'll ask them to go home. You can't do anything more now. I'll take care of it. Say hello to Francesco! Buona notte Paola, come home safely!«  
 
Paola gave him a hug and wished him a good night as well, after which she checked on the official once more, and then made her way to the parents, who were talking quite excitedly to Dottore Manzoni. When Paola arrived at the seating area, the parents looked up at her expectantly.  
 
»Here's my card. Can we meet tomorrow? I would like to ask a few more questions after all. Can you call me and we'll set up a time? I expect to be at the Questura around 10 a.m.«  
 
Clarissa's parents nodded to her. Paola shook their hands and wished them a good night. Ispettore Nero did the same and then they walked together to the elevator. When the elevator door closed, they both took a deep breath - and then exhaled.  
 
»What a day, Maria!« 
 
»Yes, what a day! Paola!« 
 
»I just want to go home now and sleep! How about you, Paola?«  
 
Paola yawned and shook herself, looking at her watch. Shortly before midnight!  
 
»No wonder I'm so tired. It’s about midnight! I'm going home now too, that was a long and exhausting day.«  
 

 
 
They both got off the elevator. They said goodbye in front of the hospital and then went to their cars. Paola was delighted when, after a good half hour, she saw the sign for Desenzano del Garda. A few minutes later she was standing in front of her house.

    
        Chapter 5

     
 
 
He stared at the ceiling.  
 
His breathing was heavy. He sat on a chair and his feet tapped an inpatient rhythm on the floor. He let out a scream, so loud that he almost startled himself. Again, he took a deep breath and went over the events of the evening. Was she still alive, had she recognized him?  
 
Furious, he jumped up, the chair tipped over and fell to the floor.
 

 
 
This bitch should die! I hope she is dead!  
 

 
 
This thought circled incessantly in his head. He had to get some clarity and find out if Clarissa was still alive. His feet automatically ran to the door of the small shack where he had sought shelter after the crime. He stepped out and took a deep breath of the fresh air. It flowed through his body and suddenly he became calmer. Mechanically, he reached for his car keys, opened his car and got in. In his glove compartment was the knife. He opened the compartment gingerly and the metal of the blade flashed. His eyes widened and a smile flitted across his face.  









Bitstream Vera Fonts Copyright
------------------------------

Copyright (c) 2003 by Bitstream, Inc. All Rights Reserved. Bitstream Vera is
a trademark of Bitstream, Inc.


OEBPS/images/neobooks-logo.jpg
books.com






OEBPS/images/AYSMnCo-EYJQNBbdn3iR.jpg
CINZIA G. AGOSTINI

BLOW

iz

to the SOUL

Commissario Paola Rossi

THE VERONA CRIME THRILLER








