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			Turin, 1 March 1888


			The dark changes everything.


			She moves quickly through the early winter morning and wishes fervently for the sun to rise. In the daylight this would be an unremarkable journey. But now, in the darkness, the mundane slips seamlessly into the sinister, and threat surrounds her. Every corner is a hiding place for a monster, and every sound, no matter how slight, is from someone or something that wishes to do her harm.


			As she makes her way to work through the familiar streets, now shrouded in shadows, she pulls her thin shawl around her in an attempt to fend off the icy cold and damp. It reaches through her clothing right to her skin, caressing her like the clammy hands of an unwanted suitor.


			The freezing wind whistles round her ankles as she goes on her way, blowing dust, dead leaves and bits of old newspaper into her path. She blinks, and her eyes water in the cold air. The gas lamps are still lit, but she can take no comfort from them. The flickering yellow flames merely add to the phantoms that surround her. She tries her best to look straight ahead, but every now and again she thinks she hears something, a sharp sound – an unidentified footstep or a door creaking open to reveal … who knows what.


			She has reached the Via Garibaldi in the oldest part of the city when her imagined sound becomes real. It is distinct – a cracking sound; an opening perhaps. She is reminded that the gates to Hell are never far away in this city. There is the sound again, sharp and resonating, almost like someone breaking a cane in two. A little way down the street she sees a light, a lantern perhaps, swaying as if someone is looking for something. It seems to be coming towards her. She backs away from it but still it approaches. Instinctively she begins to run. She does not know why. It is only a light after all. Eventually she stops and tells herself to be calm. But then she sees that the light has followed her, so she runs again and tries to lose it, ducking into another street only to find it blocked by a carriage halfway up. The door opens. She hesitates, holding her breath. A gloved hand beckons to her. The gloves are lace. The hand is long and slim.


			‘Come, child, come!’ says the figure in the carriage.


			She sees the light again. It seems to be getting closer. She walks to the carriage door and peers inside. There is one occupant – a woman in a large-brimmed hat swathed in a veil.


			‘Get in, child,’ says the woman.


			She hesitates. The voice is strange, with a sing-song quality to it. It captivates her. A hand comes over her mouth from behind. It holds a handkerchief and smells odd – like the cleaning fluid the housekeeper gives her to use on the polished wooden floors. She struggles, but it is useless. She is becoming weaker as she is bundled into the carriage.


			As they drive away, she slips gently into oblivion. The fears that haunted her have finally come true.


			


			The bearer of the light stops and leans against the wall, trying to relieve himself whilst still holding his lantern. He’s getting too old for this. He slumps to the ground and sits with his eyes closed. Everything is spinning. He shouldn’t have had that last grappa. But it was a celebration, although of what exactly he cannot quite remember. And it seemed rude to refuse a drink or two, particularly as it was free. ‘Come on, Pietro,’ they said. ‘It isn’t a real party without you!’ Well who was he to disagree?


			Now, though, sitting in a puddle of his own piss in the darkness, he is full of regret. And as if that wasn’t enough, he is seeing things – some girl being dragged into a carriage again and spirited away. He takes off his tatty old straw hat and shakes his head at his own folly, but it hurts, so he stops. He drags himself to his feet and starts his journey home to his bed, to sleep it off and forget. The city is quiet again, as if, having been awoken for a few brief moments, it is settling back to sleep. Everything appears to have returned to its former equilibrium. But this is merely an illusion.
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			The morally insane repay hatred with hatred. Even when the cause is slight, they react with anger, envy and vengeance. Incapable of family life, they flee the paternal home, sleeping under bridges and devoting themselves to refined cruelties.


			Lombroso, 1884, p. 215


			Edinburgh, 18 March 1888


			‘I know what you are.’


			The voice cut through the silence, the edge jagged with hatred.


			The mourners stared, first at the man who had made this statement and then at his subject.


			The funeral had been difficult enough even before this intervention. James Murray had stood and watched the coffin being lowered into the grave and wondered if his empty heart would ever be full again. He wanted more than anything to regret his father’s passing, but instead he felt only relief.


			There was Arthur’s Seat, rising imposingly behind the church – a green mass giving a hint of colour in an otherwise grey landscape. He and his father had often walked there together, deep in conversation about their shared fascination with the workings of the human brain. He had been the student, his father the teacher. But those were happier times. Now everything was different.


			Another memory had lurched into his mind, this time unwanted – his father strapped to a bed in the asylum where he had ended his days, screaming and raving. James had tried to shake the vision away, but he knew that it would haunt him until his own death. He should have done something earlier to prevent this tragedy. Instead, like a coward, he had run away to a foreign city, leaving everything and everyone behind.


			Sobbing came from beside him. His sister Lucy was weeping steadily. Wispy tendrils of strawberry-blonde hair surrounded her pretty heart-shaped face. He longed to tuck them gently behind her ears as he had seen his father do. Instinctively he reached out to her, but she shrugged away from him, giving him a reproachful glare. Unlike him, Lucy was truly in mourning, but then she did not know the truth about what kind of man was being buried – a lunatic and a criminal, guilty of the theft of a man’s soul.


			As the final words were intoned by the suitably gloomy minister, the church clock chimed as if it too was sounding an end to his father’s life. James had been about to escort Lucy away when he heard a commotion. A man pushed his way through the mourners and stood for a moment peering down at the coffin. He was smartly dressed in the black frock coat customary for these occasions. His cravat, however, was of a vivid scarlet, and so great was the contrast with everything else that it seemed to glow. James stared at him. Who was he? The man was familiar but he could not place him. Gaunt and pale, he resembled Death himself, but it was his eyes that were his most striking feature. They were steel grey, and when the man lifted his head to focus them on James, it felt as if they were boring holes into his skull.


			‘I know what you are.’


			The words ripped into James, through his skin and through his bones until he felt their icy touch around his heart.


			The man walked away. At first there was silence, then what felt like a collective intake of breath among the few that were present. They began to stare at James and mutter to each other. He tried to look straight ahead, knowing that if he acknowledged the man’s words it might give them credence, but he sensed the disapproval. He had begun the occasion as the chief mourner, but now he was a source of gossip. That was nothing. He deserved it after all. But Lucy didn’t.


			Eventually the mourners began to make their way to their carriages. There was to be no wake. At least they had that to be thankful for. It had seemed wrong somehow, given the circumstances.


			Lucy turned away, her eyes full of hurt and confusion. James watched her for a few seconds and realised how alone he felt. His parents were both gone, and now even his sister seemed lost to him. But then she stopped, as if she was waiting for him. James walked towards her. Could there be some hope for them after all? The question was still there, an invisible barrier between them as they began their journey home. They sat in silence, together but still far apart, as the carriage with its black-plumed horses, upon which Lucy had insisted, made its way slowly through the narrow, winding streets of the old town to the broad, straight ones of the new.


			For a moment James was transported back to Turin, from where he had not so long ago returned. He had gone there to study the nature of the criminal and to find out if his father’s evil might have infected him, just as the man at the funeral had suggested. He had learnt not just about crime but also about what it was to love and lose someone. He had put his duty first. He did not regret it, but neither could he quite forget what he had left behind. Still, that was another world and another time. He had returned home to face his fears, but he had been too late.


			He glanced out of the window and for a split second he thought he saw her, standing on a corner dressed in a long hooded cloak, a basket in her arms. Everything around him came to a halt, as if he was in a photograph. Even his ability to breathe seemed to desert him. Logic told him that it could not be her, but still the anticipation made every one of his senses sharpen. Then she turned towards him and he saw that she was a stranger. The woman he longed for was in Italy, and he and his duty still belonged in Edinburgh.


			‘Who was that man, James?’ Lucy asked. It was clear from the strain in her voice that she was struggling to keep her emotions under control.


			‘I’m not sure.’


			‘What did he mean about knowing what you are?’


			James shrugged. He had been badly shaken by the accusatory tone of the man at the graveside but did not want to admit it.


			‘I just don’t know, Lucy.’ What else could he say? If he started to tell her of his suspicions, he would not be able to stop. He could not put her through that. It just wouldn’t be fair.


			The carriage lurched and James and Lucy were thrown together. She leant quickly away from him, as if he was some kind of threat. He put out his hand to hers, but she pulled it away. James understood why she was behaving like this. She had lost her father, and she blamed him. He had abandoned her, and by the time he had returned home, their father was dead. Lucy knew nothing of his sacrifice, and he would not tell her. He deserved her anger, but he would fight for her forgiveness. After all, they had only each other now, and that was all that mattered.


			


			They were not quite alone. They arrived home to find their Aunt Agnes seated primly reading the Bible in the drawing room, grim-faced, like a parasite sucking away at their grief. An ostentatiously devout woman, she had been shocked by their father’s decline and the scandal it had threatened to bring upon the family, virtually disowning him since his incarceration. She had even refused to attend his funeral, claiming that it was not decent behaviour for a woman. Lucy, of course, had insisted on being there, notwithstanding – or perhaps because of – her aunt’s objections, saying that this was an old-fashioned view and that it was perfectly acceptable these days. James was not certain that she was right, but he did not have the heart to forbid it. Aunt Agnes had merely pursed her lips and stood her ground, her expression making it clear that she blamed James for his father’s fate.


			Now she sat there in her crêpe mourning gown, having insisted on all the usual customs that accompanied death despite her views on the deceased himself. Agnes Kennedy was small and joyless, embittered by her husband’s infidelity. Her mouth was permanently downturned and her thin dark hair was tinged with grey and worn in what seemed to be a mercilessly tight bun secured firmly at the back of her head – an outmoded coiffure that reflected her outlook exactly. He decided not to tell her about the man at the funeral, knowing that it would merely confirm her opinion.


			‘I’m going up to my room to lie down,’ Lucy declared.


			Aunt Agnes nodded. ‘Very well, child.’ She turned to James once his sister had left. ‘There is a letter for you,’ she said in a faintly disapproving tone, holding out a small cream envelope.


			He examined it curiously. It did not have the black borders of a letter of condolence. Who could it be from? Then, as he saw the Turin postmark and recognised the handwriting, his heartbeat quickened with anticipation.


			‘Who is writing from Italy, James?’ asked his aunt, her eyes narrowing suspiciously.


			‘A friend,’ he replied tersely. ‘If you’ll excuse me, Aunt, I will also rest for a while. It has been a difficult afternoon.’


			She gave a curt nod. No doubt, James thought, she was annoyed to be denied further information about the letter. He didn’t care. This was for his eyes alone, and was more precious to him than anything in the world.


			Up in his room, he stared at the page before him. He lifted it to his face and breathed in its aroma – a faint suggestion of lemons and spice. As he sat there with his eyes shut, he imagined her arms around him, and for a moment he was returned to her. But when he opened them again, he realised that he did not know quite how to feel. Ever since he had left Italy, he had dreamt of hearing from Sofia, and yet he had dreaded it too. He had loved her and left her. They could not be together because their pasts and their futures were so different. All the same, he had hoped that somehow he would see her again. He had continued to write to her, but no reply had come. He had almost reconciled himself to staying in Scotland and making a life for himself there. But now she had finally written to him and thrust him into a state of confusion.


			Per favore, aiutami, the letter said in characteristically cryptic terms. Please, help me.


			Turin, 19 March 1888


			The girl sits alone in what seems to be little more than a deep pit and wonders what she has done to deserve her incarceration. She cannot tell how long she has been there because she cannot see when the night ends and the day begins, but it feels like weeks at least. Too long anyway to be in what she has come to think of as her cell. There is not much in the way of comfort, just a thin mattress, a bucket for relieving herself, and a few cotton strips, presumably for her monthly visitor, which is due quite soon.


			Sometimes she hears movement and voices. Maybe she is not alone in her experience, but it is impossible to know for sure.


			Occasionally food and water is lowered down to her, but she cannot see by whom. Other than that she is left quite alone with only her own increasingly desperate thoughts for company. Reaching into her pocket, she pulls out a rosary and begins to pray. Perhaps if she does this for long enough, the Virgin Mary will come to her assistance. But the hours pass, as the days have already, and no one arrives to release her. She begins to think they never will.


			Yet she is not alone. Through a peephole roughly carved into the wooden cover that is her ceiling, she is being closely watched. Though she does not know it, her release is imminent – but when it finally comes, she will wish that it had not.
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			One need only to look at pictures of women of genius of our day to realise that they seem to be men in disguise.


			Lombroso, 1893, p. 83


			Edinburgh, 20 March 1888


			James stood outside the door of the lecture hall and listened carefully. A man’s voice, soft but authoritative, was holding forth about the importance of observation. ‘How does your patient move? Does he drag a foot, suggesting evidence of some former injury? Does he leap around, thereby showing himself to be fit and healthy, if something of a show-off? Does he have any marks upon him – a tattoo, perhaps – gained in some foreign clime, indicating that he has travelled and wishes us all to know it? It is these small things that make up the larger and more significant whole.’


			James smiled to himself, remembering when Professor Joseph Bell had given him the same lecture during his own medical training, what seemed like a century ago. He opened the door gently and attempted to sidle in unseen, the better to hear what remained of the lecture. This turned out to be a mistake.


			‘Ah! I do believe we have a subject, gentlemen!’


			James stood and grinned as a ripple of laughter went through the students.


			‘Come into the centre, sir, and make yourself visible. Now, who can make some observations about our subject? Remember, it is small things we are looking for.’


			A couple of hands went up. Professor Bell peered out at them before pointing at a nervous young man sitting at the front. ‘Mr Davies, what can you tell us?’


			‘He looks a bit shifty … up to no good.’


			‘I see. In what way?’


			‘It’s his eyes. They move about.’


			James frowned.


			‘I see … Anything else?’


			‘His shoes are scruffy. Looks like he’s done a fair bit of walking recently,’ someone called out.


			‘And what might that indicate about his occupation?’


			‘Is he a policeman?’


			‘Interesting … Are you a man of the law, sir?’ Bell asked James, with a twinkle in his eye.


			‘I like to think so, but not in the way you mean,’ James replied.


			‘He’s a Scot!’ a student shouted.


			‘Aye, he can’t be all bad!’ said another.


			‘Let us confine ourselves to the physical for now, gentlemen,’ Bell said. ‘We’ve time for one more observation.’


			‘The subject has a slight stoop,’ someone called from the back.


			Instinctively James straightened up. ‘Not any longer, it seems!’ Bell said. ‘What does that tell you?’


			‘He is unsure of himself … or about something.’


			‘Perhaps he is not confident. He prefers not to stand out in a crowd?’ someone said tentatively.


			‘Well the good doctor has failed in that enterprise today, to be sure!’ Bell said to general laughter. ‘Yes, Dr Murray is a medical man, and not so long ago sat where you are now, listening to me, poor fellow. Thank you, gentlemen. We shall continue this tomorrow.’


			As the students filed obediently out, Professor Bell seized James’s hand. ‘I hope you didn’t mind me using you as a subject.’


			‘Not at all, Professor. It was, as always, very instructive.’


			‘Good. That is, after all, what we aim for. Now, how about a drink of something?’


			Minutes later they were sitting in the professor’s cavernous office sipping at a decidedly acceptable malt whisky. The shelves were crammed with books, untidy piles of papers and one or two jars holding pickled body parts. James felt another twinge of regret for what he had left behind in Turin. His employer in Italy had been similar in many ways to Professor Bell – and yet in others they were almost diametrically opposed to each other. Professor Bell was precise and careful in both his investigations and the expression of his findings. Criminal anthropologist Cesare Lombroso, on the other hand, preferred, as he often said, to let the facts speak for themselves. In practice this often meant that the facts were altered in order to fit the theory, and occasionally vice versa, which made working with him sometimes difficult but never, ever dull.


			Professor Bell peered at James curiously over the rim of his glass. ‘So tell me, Murray, were any of the students correct in their observations?’


			James paused. ‘To an extent, perhaps … There is a matter that I am unsure of, as one of them mentioned.’


			‘Is it connected to what happened at your father’s funeral?’


			‘You have heard about that?’


			Bell nodded. ‘I am afraid it is the subject of speculation in some quarters.’


			‘I still do not know the man’s identity, though I am sure I have seen him before.’


			‘Perhaps it is best left. It will be yesterday’s news soon enough. It is your future that should be occupying your mind now, Murray.’


			‘You are right. In fact that is why I am here. I wish to ask your advice about something.’


			‘I see.’ Professor Bell paused for a moment. ‘I deduce that something is a woman.’


			James smiled. ‘I suppose I must ask how you reached that conclusion. Was it my demeanour that gave me away, the way I was standing … or something I said perhaps?’


			The professor laughed and shook his head. ‘No, no, my dear boy, none of that …’


			‘So how did you know?’


			‘When I see a young man wearing a troubled expression, believe me, the cause is almost always a woman.’


			‘I’m not sure that is quite fair, although you are right on this occasion, Professor.’


			‘Your tone suggests that she is not the only matter that concerns you.’


			‘Again you are right. There is more to it.’ James hesitated, struggling to find the right words.


			‘Go on.’


			‘I want to return to Turin … indeed, I feel that I must.’


			‘May I ask why?’


			‘The woman I speak of … she has asked for my help.’


			‘And you feel duty bound to answer her call?’


			‘It is not so much a matter of duty.’


			‘Ah, I see – a matter of the heart, then. And what else?’ Bell paused. ‘You travelled to Italy to study with Professor Lombroso, but you found more, did you not?’


			‘There was something that had been troubling me and, to an extent, the professor reassured me. I felt that I was just beginning to make sense of his theories when I had to leave. I did not want to go.’ As James spoke, the feeling of regret he had experienced became sharper, almost painful.


			Professor Bell nodded thoughtfully. ‘I have read one or two articles by him. He has some original ideas. I am not sure that I agree with all his methods, but still they are fascinating. I am not surprised that he has inspired you.’


			‘He is unusual in his approach, but some of his ideas have definite possibilities for the solution of crimes. I would relish the opportunity to work with him again.’


			‘So what is stopping you?’ Bell asked.


			‘As you know, Professor, I have a sister, Lucy. If I abandon her again, I don’t think she would forgive me.’


			‘Ah, I see,’ Bell said. ‘So you have come to me because you think I will tell you that your work must take precedence. In other words, you want me to give you permission to leave your sister here in Edinburgh.’


			James stared down at his glass and swirled its amber contents round, watching the viscous liquid cling to the sides. ‘I suppose you’re right, Professor.’


			‘You must know that I cannot do that,’ Bell said gently. ‘It is a personal matter that only you can decide upon.’


			James nodded miserably. He felt like a fool. How could he ever have thought that asking Professor Bell for advice was the right thing to do?


			‘Your work is important to you. I understand that. But is a choice really necessary?’ Bell asked.


			‘What do you mean, Professor?’


			‘Sometimes you’re a little slow on the uptake, Murray. There are only two possible solutions. All you have to do is choose one.’


			James shook his head in confusion.


			Professor Bell smiled at him. ‘Give it some thought, young man, and I’m sure the answer will come to you before too long. Remember what I used to say to you at the beginning of each case.’


			‘Never ignore the obvious. It is often an investigator’s only friend.’


			‘Indeed! I am most gratified that you have not forgotten. Now all you have to do is go away and apply it.’


			


			‘Return to Turin! I have never heard such a preposterous idea!’ Aunt Agnes declared. ‘You cannot possibly be thinking of shirking your responsibilities again! What of your sister?’


			‘Yes, James, what about me?’ Lucy repeated, her eyes flashing with anger. ‘Am I to be abandoned yet again?’ A look of despair crossed her face.


			‘No, Lucy, you are not,’ he heard himself saying. ‘You will travel with me. It would do us both good.’


			Lucy looked at him in surprise. ‘You want me to come with you to Turin?’


			‘Yes, I do. ’


			‘You most certainly will do no such thing!’ Aunt Agnes got to her feet and strode towards him. For a brief moment he thought she was going to attack him. Instead she stood inches away and wagged her finger in his face. ‘Lucy was too young to travel with you before. You admitted it yourself. Nothing has changed.’


			‘I am older now! I am almost eighteen,’ Lucy protested.


			‘That is still far too young to go gallivanting across Europe, young lady!’


			‘Things are different now, Aunt,’ James said.


			She glared at him. ‘How, exactly?’


			‘For one thing I have been there and I know Lucy will be safe.’


			‘Safe! There were two killers on the loose! That does not sound safe to me.’


			‘They have been … dealt with.’


			‘One has been dealt with. The other is still at large.’


			‘My employer, Professor Lombroso, is a good man, a family man, with two daughters of an age similar to Lucy.’


			‘So you have said before, but he is not …’ she paused and took a deep, almost theatrical breath, ‘suitable as a guardian for your sister.’


			James wondered how else he could persuade his aunt of Lombroso’s good character. ‘The professor is an eminent scientist, extremely well respected in his field.’


			‘I do not doubt it, but Lucy is a young lady at an impressionable age. She requires moral guidance, particularly in the light of her parental background.’


			There was a pause as James struggled to ignore this slight. ‘And she shall have moral guidance, Aunt Agnes. I will make sure of that.’


			‘I am almost eighteen,’ Lucy repeated. ‘I require no guidance, moral or otherwise.’


			‘Your words demonstrate the exact opposite, young lady,’ Aunt Agnes said, an expression of deep satisfaction on her face. ‘However, I have a solution …’


			


			Lucy sat in her room with her pencil poised, but inspiration would not come to her tonight. How could it? She was far too excited. Her life was about to change beyond recognition. She was to have a new home, a new city, a new country … and all without the presence of Aunt Agnes. Thank heavens James had put his foot down when she had offered to accompany them! That would have been a disaster. As it was, Lucy would have to put up with some stuffy companion hand-picked by her aunt. Still, that in itself provided a challenge, which was something she always enjoyed. She pictured herself climbing through a window to escape as her companion dozed in an armchair. Yes, she would enjoy pitting her wits against Aunt Agnes’s spy, whoever she turned out to be.


			Lucy was in the middle of writing one of her stories. Her heroine, the intrepid lady detective Lydia Loveday, was trapped in an underground cavern in the search for some stolen diamonds. The trouble was, having got Lydia into this predicament, she couldn’t think of a way of getting her out. She studied the illustration she had sketched last night. Lydia stood with her hands on her hips looking reproachfully out at her. Reluctantly Lucy closed her notebook, carefully tying the ribbons as her father had taught her. ‘If you do it like that,’ he’d said, ‘you’ll always know if someone has been poking their nose where they shouldn’t.’


			The memory of her father made her catch her breath. It still caused her so much pain just to think of him. She cast her mind back to the funeral, and that strange man who had said such a peculiar thing. Who was he, and what on earth had he meant about James? She thought of the expressions on the faces of the few mourners present – an uneasy combination of pity and prurience. Now that they were leaving them all behind, they could think what they liked. It would be a fresh start.


			Having no parents made her feel adrift. Perhaps both she and James needed to put down some new roots. But wasn’t that a kind of betrayal – leaving the city where they had lived as a family? Yet the thought of staying here with Aunt Agnes depressed her. It would be like being buried alive, albeit in a silk-lined coffin.


			No. She had to go. It seemed strange and somehow wrong that she knew so little of the country where her mother had been born. Lucy’s father Robert had been on a walking tour of the Piedmont countryside when they had met. Elena was helping her aunt, her only surviving relative, to run a small hotel in the town of Alba. He was a guest. Her mother would always smile as she told them how he had complained about something and she had argued with him. Apparently he hadn’t expected it, and his face was such a picture of shock that she’d laughed. ‘Yes,’ Robert would say. ‘And she has never stopped arguing with me from that day to this!’


			Despite the protestations of Elena’s aunt, they were married a few months later and returned to Edinburgh. Lucy could only imagine how hard it must have been for her mother to adjust to such a different way of life. Perhaps that was why she had insisted that both Lucy and James spoke Italian. It kept her country alive in her heart. They had often conversed in the language at home and their mother was full of stories about the place, but they had never visited. Perhaps Robert feared that once she was back in Italy, she would not want to return to Scotland. Lucy herself had always dreamt of travelling there with her mother when she was old enough, but it had not been possible, and then it was too late. Her mother had died and her father was never really the same man again.


			This then could be a sort of pilgrimage. No – more of a tribute to her mother. She would at last make proper contact with the half of her that was Italian. The prospect seemed inviting. Lucy didn’t know whether she was prepared to turn her back on her father and on Scotland completely. Only time and distance would tell.
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			A special type of criminality among females, particularly in the higher animals, is hatred for individuals of their own sex. Envious of her companions, the dove will hide food that she herself does not need under her wing. Among the anthropomorphic monkeys, particularly orang-utans, females treat one another with an instinctive animosity, beating and sometimes even killing one another.


			Lombroso and Ferrero, 1893, p. 92


			3 April 1888


			The train jolted James awake and, for a moment, he wondered where he was. Out of the window he saw the snow-covered peaks of the Alps rising in the distance, and it all came back to him in one glorious rush. It had been only two weeks since he had received Sofia’s letter, and now he was on his way back to her. Across from him Lucy was dozing gently, her head lolling onto the shoulder of the woman next to her. Fortunately they were quite well acquainted by now, as she was Lucy’s new companion, Miss Euphemia Trott.


			‘It will not be long before we arrive, I imagine,’ she said.


			‘Perhaps another hour or so, if memory serves,’ he replied.


			Miss Trott seemed unremarkable in almost every way. She was in her late forties, short and roundish, with pleasant features and faded-blonde hair that was pinned up rather untidily. She had an air of competence about her, as if little would shake her; this, James presumed, was why Aunt Agnes had decided to engage her. He knew little else about her other than her name, that she attended the same church as his aunt and was fluent in Italian. She seemed nice enough, though a little dull. But then perhaps that was what Lucy needed – someone to keep her grounded in her new life.


			Miss Trott sat with her hands folded in her lap, the forefinger of one tapping on the other as if keeping time with an imaginary orchestra. As James watched, he realised that it was the rhythm of the train that she was marking. Her small round glasses began to slide slowly but surely down her nose, but she did not touch them. How long would she resist the temptation? he wondered.


			She turned her head briefly to peer out of the window, and when she looked back, the glasses had mysteriously returned to where they had started, apparently without her intervention.


			James stared at her. How on earth did she do that? She raised her eyebrows, as if challenging him to ask. He turned away, embarrassed. It was probably best left. There were other, more pressing, matters on his mind.


			He looked out at the Alps again and thought, with an unfamiliar contentment, of what was to come. He was to take up his old position as assistant to Professor Lombroso, and they were to stay with the professor while they found their feet. And that of course meant that he would be in close proximity to the only person other than his sister who really mattered to him – Sofia, the woman he loved. Whatever it was she needed him for, it was surely an excuse, a ruse to get him to return. Why else would she be so oblique? For him their time apart had merely served to emphasise the strength of his feelings, which surely meant that it must have been the same for her.


			At last everything seemed to be righting itself to its proper order. He and Lucy had left behind their old life in Edinburgh, with all its difficulties and strains. Finally they could start afresh and everything would be as it should be. He would help Sofia, and somehow, despite her past, they would be together. For once, after the dark days he had suffered, all James saw ahead of him was hope. Because now he had a plan. It had come to him following his conversation with Bell. Its simplicity had surprised him. It was clear that he could not be with Sofia in Scotland. It would be almost as difficult for them in Turin, where everyone knew her background. The answer then was, as Bell had said, quite obvious. They would have to go somewhere else entirely.


			


			‘What are your first impressions, Lucy?’ James asked as they stood side by side on the platform of Turin’s Porto Nuevo station.


			‘It isn’t very … different.’


			James laughed. ‘What did you expect? People with two heads? Blue rain?’


			‘Not that kind of difference. Just a feeling that we’re not in Scotland.’ Lucy had expected some kind of foreignness at least, but all she had seen was … well, sameness. The architecture of the station was almost exactly like that of Waverley. The people rushed about just as they did in Scotland, and she felt as much of a stranger here as she did in her own city. It was even raining, as it had been in Edinburgh when they began their journey.


			It was true that there had been plenty of contrast during their travels, and Lucy had experienced a sense of invigoration with each new experience. The trip by boat had been, in her imagination, a voyage to the new world with a pirate ship on the horizon and the possibility of being shipwrecked on a desert island arriving with even the suggestion of a cloud. The train rattling through the French and Italian countryside towards Turin was the setting for an encounter between her detective and a network of spies. When she tired of that scenario, Lucy had started to peer out of the window at every station and examine the people milling about in almost forensic detail. Once she had jotted down a few observations in her notebook, she would set about giving each person a story that she would then relate to James and Miss Trott. The large woman in the dress with the too-tight arms at a small station near the border was wearing an anxious expression because she was fleeing from justice. She had either poisoned her lover or was a retired baby farmer, or possibly both. James had entered into the spirit of it and had suggested that she might be wearing a disguise, because ‘no one would wear that dress voluntarily’. Miss Trott had merely kept her nose in her book. Lucy had hoped it would at least be a novel that was holding her attention, but it turned out to be a collection of accounts of the lives of various saints, or what Aunt Agnes would call ‘an improving text’. What normal person would read such a dull narrative? she wondered.


			Lucy had done her best to give her new companion an interesting backstory, but it was an uphill struggle. In the end she had settled for either a tragic love affair that had come to a premature end when her lover had been killed in a faraway conflict, or some kind of scandal. She liked the idea of an affair much more than the scandal, but had to abandon it due to implausibility. Love and Miss Trott just didn’t go together. If propositioned, she would be more likely to raise her eyebrows, give a small shake of her head and walk away rather than do or say anything that might involve passion of any kind. This was based on what Lucy had observed so far, which was Miss Trott variously reading, nodding off or making comments about the weather, with which she seemed to be obsessed. James appeared happy enough with her, although no doubt his criteria were different to Lucy’s own.


			A sense of disappointment began to overwhelm her. Why wasn’t there more evidence of Italian-ness? She could hear the difference in the language, and that was something. But everything smelt of damp and seemed grey when it should have been a new aroma and a different kind of light that had greeted them. Perhaps it was just a matter of the rain.


			She watched James, in his element organising their luggage, moving from one trunk to another, checking them off in a notebook. He liked order. Having his equilibrium disturbed in any way depressed him, which was one of the reasons why their father’s downfall had hit him so hard. He grinned, and Lucy gave him a small smile. She had not yet forgiven him for his attitude towards their father. He was dead and should be properly mourned, whatever he had done, yet all James had been able to demonstrate, it had seemed to her, was relief.


			‘I cannot pretend to feel what I do not,’ he had said when she had challenged him. ‘There are things you do not know.’


			‘Then tell me!’ she had cried. ‘He was my father too!’


			But it was no good. James would not be drawn on the matter, leaving her trapped in a kind of lonely limbo wherein she could not forgive either her brother or her father, and wondering what the words ‘I know what you are’ actually meant. She had thought she knew what James was – kind, sometimes funny, protective, impulsive about some things, cautious about others; at any rate nothing bad – at least until her father had been taken away. Then he had changed, becoming secretive and strained, until one day he too had disappeared. She remembered it only too well, for it had marked the beginning of her own incarceration with Aunt Agnes. At least that was over, for the time being anyway.


			‘Are you ready, dear?’ Miss Trott enquired. ‘I think we are all set to go. I am told it isn’t far.’


			She was right. It seemed that they had hardly sat down in the waiting carriage before they arrived at the professor’s house. The touch of James’s hand was cool and reassuring as he helped Lucy to alight. She looked up at the building with its tall windows and occasional architectural flourishes in the form of scrolls and flowers. Here and there were faces carved into the stone, squinting down at her malevolently as if warning her not to enter. Defiantly she pulled her cloak around her and waited for the door to be opened.


			


			There was only one thing on James’s mind from the moment they had arrived in Turin, and that was Sofia. Why had she called him back to her? There had been no communication other than her letter, which had been so brief it had told him almost nothing. Sofia was not one for idle chatter, but still he would have liked at least a suggestion of what help she required. It was as if she knew that her request alone was all it would take. And, of course, she had been absolutely right.


			As they stood outside Lombroso’s imposing front door, he yearned to see her. He looked at his sister to see if she had noticed anything, but fortunately she seemed oblivious to how he felt. The time would come to tell Lucy about Sofia, but it had not yet arrived. He had no idea how to broach the subject – and that was before he mentioned his plans for all of their futures. For now, though, all that mattered to him was Sofia. He had rehearsed the moment of their reunion many times since receiving her letter, and all he wanted was to see her. But to his dismay and surprise, when the door opened, she was not there.


			Instead they were ushered in by a capable housemaid, who showed them into the drawing room. James was instantly transported back to his last meeting with the professor and Ottolenghi, his fellow assistant. They had sat around the fire and reflected on the tragic events that had taken place. Lombroso had seemed humbled by all that had happened, even questioning his own actions. He had been so certain that criminal anthropology could be used to catch a killer, but he had been proved wrong in a very public way. Instead all they had learnt was that science could not always explain criminal behaviour. James wondered what developments in Lombroso’s theory of the born criminal this might have led to. It made him realise how much he was looking forward to getting back to work.


			The door was thrown open and the professor bounded in, a small, bearded bundle of energy fizzing like a newly opened bottle of champagne.


			‘Murray, my dear fellow. How good it is to see you! How are you?’


			He seized James’s hand and pumped it up and down. A grey-haired woman stood in the doorway, watching them and smiling patiently.


			‘Now, there is much to discuss. I have started a new investigation. We will be revolutionising the study of crime. What do you think of that?’ He went on before James could answer, his heavy eyebrows moving up and down, marking time with his words. ‘I think – no, I am certain that we will shake the very foundations of criminal anthropology! And there is more … so much more to talk about!’


			The woman in the doorway cleared her throat.


			‘What is it, my dear?’ he asked.


			She came into the room and indicated Lucy and Miss Trott. ‘We do have other guests, Cesare.’


			He gave a short bow. ‘Ah, Miss Lucy Murray, I gather, and this lady is …?’


			‘This is Miss Trott, Professor,’ James said. ‘My sister’s companion.’


			Miss Trott gave Lombroso a nod of acknowledgement. The professor peered at her and frowned. Steadfastly she returned his gaze. There was an awkward silence, which was eventually broken by the woman with the grey hair.


			‘Why don’t you take Signor Murray to your study, Cesare, whilst I look after the ladies?’ She paused. ‘I am Nina Lombroso, as my husband neglected to inform you.’ She tutted at him, and James was amused to see a sheepish look pass over his face just for an instant before he moved towards the door.


			‘Yes, my dear … an excellent notion. Come, Murray, we have much to discuss.’ With that he swept out of the room without so much as a backward glance.


			‘I do apologise for my husband,’ Signora Lombroso said. ‘He is rather prone to getting carried away. He’s been so excited about your return, Mr Murray.’


			‘Should I …?’ James said, looking towards the door.


			‘Yes, do. I think you know the way, do you not?’ she said, her eyes twinkling. ‘Now, ladies, let me show you to your rooms. Then, later, you must allow me to introduce you to my daughters. They are very much looking forward to meeting you, Miss Murray.’


			James took his leave and began to make his way to Lombroso’s study. It was almost as if he had never left … except for the one thing that was missing. Where on earth was Sofia?
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			… the female born criminal surpasses her male counterpart in the refined, diabolical cruelty with which she commits her crimes. Merely killing her enemy does not satisfy her; she needs to watch him suffer and experience the full taste of death.


			(Lombroso and Ferrero, 1893, p. 182)


			Lucy had been left to rest in her room. She was finding it difficult to settle. Surely the sudden pang she was experiencing could not be homesickness, could it? She had been so eager to leave, after all. Still, it was a strange feeling not having your own home. Professor Lombroso was a funny little man, not at all the grave and serious scientist she had been expecting. James had always seemed to be in awe of him. Lucy could not think why. He was so friendly … almost like a favourite uncle.


			There was a light tap on the door. It opened to reveal two girls, one of a similar age to herself and the other slightly younger, perhaps about fifteen – the Lombroso sisters, she imagined. The elder was taller than the younger and had more pronounced features. She wore a slight frown, making her look serious and bookish. Her sister was a little dumpy, with a rounder face and a flatter nose. Neither could be called pretty. They both had dull brown hair, and both were dressed in drab school outfits that did nothing to flatter their shape. But there was something engaging about them nonetheless, and Lucy felt instantly comfortable in their company.


			‘I am Paola Lombroso,’ said the older girl, stepping forward and extending her hand. Lucy shook it solemnly.


			Her sister grinned. ‘And I am Gina. Really, Paola, there is no need to be so formal!’


			‘I was just being polite. Remember what Mama told us about how to greet a stranger.’


			‘I hope we shall not be strangers for long,’ Lucy said.


			Paola frowned slightly. ‘We have met, so we can’t be strangers now.’


			Gina groaned. ‘Always analysing!’ Paola opened her mouth as if to protest, but her sister interrupted her. ‘I know, I know … Papa would say that was a good thing, but you can go too far.’


			Paola shook her head impatiently. ‘How are you finding Italy, Miss Murray?’


			‘Call me Lucy, please, or should I say Lucia, now that I am here. That is my given name after all.’


			‘Oh yes,’ Gina said, flopping down on to Lucy’s bed. ‘I like that. Miss Lucia Murray – it is much more serious-sounding. That is what we shall call you – a new name for a new city.’


			Lucy nodded. ‘Perhaps, though I don’t know what my brother will say.’


			‘Ah yes, Signor James. We watched as you arrived. He’s quite handsome, isn’t he?’ Paola said, perching sedately on a chair.


			Lucy considered this view of her brother. ‘Really? I’ve never thought of him in that way, but I suppose he might be considered so by some.’


			Gina laughed. ‘Let us analyse, as Papa would. Not tall – more stocky, I’d say – with thick dark hair, pale skin, generous lips, nice smile, grey eyes, I think?’


			Lucy nodded, enjoying the game.


			‘An infectious laugh,’ Paola added, ‘oh, and a flat head at the back. That might be significant, don’t you think?’


			‘Only if you’re Papa,’ Gina said. ‘I doubt Signor Murray is a criminal!’


			Lucy began to laugh, but it turned into a yawn, which she tried desperately to stifle, not wishing to seem rude.


			‘Perhaps we should leave you to rest a little,’ Paola suggested. ‘We will have plenty of time to get acquainted.’


			‘Yes, yes … a good idea,’ Gina said. ‘We shall see you at dinner. Papa has invited Anna, you know.’


			‘Anna?’ Lucy asked.


			‘You’ll like her,’ Gina said. ‘She is wonderful.’


			‘Madame Anna Tarnovsky. She has come all the way from Prague to work with Papa on a new project,’ Paola said. ‘If we are lucky, they will tell us about it.’


			Lucy nodded. ‘I think the professor mentioned it earlier. It all sounded rather strange.’


			Gina smiled. ‘You’ll get used to it. Before long, that is all your brother will be able to talk about.’


			‘Anyway, we will see you at dinner,’ Paola said. ‘The first of many, no doubt.’


			Lucy watched them as they left. Then it struck her. Plenty of time, Paola had said, and she was right. They would be here for a few months at least, and who knew what would happen after that. The recent past had not been kind to them, but it was the future that was important now – an unknown and mysterious landscape unpunctuated by the familiar landmarks of her childhood. This was the beginning of a new part of her life.


			


			James was on his way up to Lombroso’s study when he saw her – framed in a doorway, the light surrounding her as if she was some kind of vision. He felt a surge of joy travel through him. With her dark hair, almond-shaped eyes and enigmatic half-smile, Sofia was every bit as beautiful as he had remembered. He had fallen for her almost as soon as they had met, but her past had always come between them. She had been working as a prostitute when Lombroso had found her and brought her to Turin. It meant that she and James could never allow their relationship to be anything but a secret either in Turin or in Scotland. When his father’s illness had taken him away from her, James had promised that he would find a way for them to be together. Now he thought he had, and he couldn’t wait to tell her his plans.


			‘Buongiorno, James.’


			He walked towards her, but before either of them could speak, Lombroso called from his study on the floor above. ‘Murray, where the devil are you?’


			Sofia whispered in his ear. ‘I will meet you after dinner. Wait for me on the corner.’


			He breathed in her scent – a heady aroma of spices and citrus – and then in an instant she was gone, as ever leaving him wanting more.


			‘Murray, are you ever going to join me?’ Lombroso called out. An indignant face peered over the banisters at him.


			‘On my way, Professor …’ Had Lombroso seen him with Sofia? If so, how would he react?


			He ran up the stairs, but when he got to Lombroso’s study, the professor was standing at one of the bookcases that lined it, peering intently at a set of leather-bound volumes, as though he hadn’t been calling impatiently for him at all.


			‘Sit, sit. I’ll be with you in a moment,’ he said distractedly.


			James did as he was told, seating himself on a small, faded velvet sofa to one side and gazing round the room in an effort to reacquaint himself with the world of criminal anthropology. Sitting on Lombroso’s desk was a skull belonging to a brigand. According to the professor, it was the artefact that had given him the idea that lay at the heart of all his theories – that some criminals were throwbacks to primitive man and had been born that way. Privately James had thought this a little too simplistic, though it was certainly interesting. He was even less convinced by Lombroso’s certainty that one could identify these born criminals by their physical characteristics. Could one really be certain, as the professor maintained, that habitual murderers had a cold, glassy stare and bloodshot eyes, or that thieves had thick eyebrows, thin beards and sloping foreheads? Still he did not know enough to challenge these theories. Hopefully, now he was back, he would be able to learn more so he could reach his own conclusions.


			On the shelves were a selection of water pitchers decorated with writing and drawings done by criminals from Le Nuove prison in Turin. There were many more of these in Lombroso’s personal crime museum at the university, which was where he kept most of the items he had collected over the years. His aim was to examine such artefacts and by doing so identify signs of criminality. To Lombroso, the items were criminal objects – signs and indicators of the criminal nature of their creators.


			James remembered his reaction when he was first shown round the museum. Everything had seemed so strange and alien – as if he was entering a different world. One minute he was in a perfectly ordinary hallway; the next he had stepped into a strange and exotic hinterland filled with death masks, rows of skulls and shrunken heads, a selection of fearsome weapons and even a large facsimile of a carnivorous plant. It seemed like a lifetime ago, though less than a year had passed.


			Lombroso finally put down the book he had been studying and sat behind his desk. ‘I do apologise, Murray. There was something that occurred to me and I wanted to look it up before I forgot it.’


			‘May I ask what it was?’


			‘Oh, just a proverb.’


			‘Really?’ James was intrigued.


			‘Yes, now how did it go … something to do with deception … “Women always tell the truth, but they don’t tell all of it.”’


			‘What made you think of it, Professor?’


			‘Nothing you need to worry yourself about, Murray. Really, you are so easily distracted. We need to focus on work.’


			James decided not to react. ‘Is Ottolenghi at the museum?’


			‘Ah yes, your fellow student … No, he is not.’ Lombroso sniffed briskly. ‘Signor Ottolenghi has seen fit to take a short sabbatical in order to study with someone else.’


			‘Really, who?’


			‘Oskar Reiner in Vienna. They are conducting a study on criminal vampirism, of all things.’


			James remembered that his friend Ottolenghi, with whom he had shared his adventures during his last visit to Turin, had been fascinated by Reiner’s work. He was not in the least surprised that the young man had decided to take a break from Lombroso, who, though undoubtedly brilliant in his field, could be difficult to work with. And vampirism did sound interesting.


			Lombroso leant back in his chair and peered at James. ‘He’ll be back with us soon enough, but still it means that we shall have our work cut out. Are you ready for the challenge?’


			‘Yes, Professor, I believe I am.’


			‘And what of … other distractions?’


			Obviously Lombroso was referring to Sofia; perhaps after all he had seen them together just now. It was difficult to know what to say. He was not yet sure exactly where he stood. A few months ago he had left with promises about their future, but he could tell by her response that Sofia had been doubtful about his sincerity, and indeed his capability of conquering the social difficulties that might impede them. And for all he knew, she was right. For now he would have to bluff his way through and hope it would suffice.


			‘I will deal with these should they arise, Professor, you can be assured of that.’


			‘Splendid. I am glad to hear it. I would not want your attention to be diverted from the matters at hand. They are too important for that. Our project must take absolute precedence. I am relying on you.’


			‘Can you tell me more about what it entails?’ James asked.


			‘All in good time, young man, all in good time. Suffice to say that we shall be conducting some very interesting experiments indeed. Madame Tarnovsky will be assisting us too, bringing some data from Prague.’


			‘And this is a new kind of criminal anthropology, you say?’


			Lombroso looked smug. ‘Yes, Murray, in a way. We are certainly going to do something different, something that has never been attempted before.’ He stood up and walked over to the window, beckoning to James to follow him. ‘What do you see out there on the street?’


			‘People … just people walking … and some trams and carriages.’


			‘Exactly! You have performed what we would call a blind observation of facts, albeit a rudimentary one. You have looked out of this window and given an account of what you have seen from an objective point of view – a scientist’s view.’


			‘So?’


			‘So, that is how we differ from our contemporaries. They do not approach things objectively, but deduce from universal principles. We, on the other hand, view things empirically.’


			‘And the new aspect? ’


			‘We will turn our attention to women as criminals and study them in the same way that I have been doing with the male criminal.’


			James nodded. ‘And no one has attempted this before?’


			‘Not like this.’ Lombroso put his hand on James’s shoulder and beamed at him. ‘I don’t think it is an overstatement to say that we are going to make history in the study of crime.’


			James wanted more than anything to embrace the professor’s enthusiasm, but something made him pause. Though the subject matter might make them pioneers in the new science of criminal anthropology, he rather suspected that the end result might not have the effect Lombroso yearned for.


			The smile disappeared. Had the professor realised what he was thinking? He had often displayed an uncanny ability for such mind-reading. James braced himself, waiting for an admonishment, but none was forthcoming. Instead Lombroso spoke in an uncharacteristically hesitant manner.


			‘There is another matter that I hope will engage your interest.’


			‘What is that?’


			Lombroso cleared his throat. ‘Before we go any further, I need your honest answer to what might seem like an odd question.’


			‘Go on, Professor.’


			‘Do you believe in the Devil, Murray?’
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			Everyone agrees that the few violent women far exceed men in their ferocity and cruelty. The brigand women of southern Italy and the female revolutionaries of Paris invented unspeakable tortures. It was women who sold the flesh of policemen; who forced a man to eat his own roasted penis; and who threaded human bodies on a pike.


			Lombroso, 1876, p. 67


			Lucy had mixed feelings about the dinner that evening. She was excited at the prospect, but she was also nervous. She was loath to admit it, even to herself, but the nerves were there nonetheless, jabbing at her like an impish child armed with a pin. Her life in Edinburgh had been mostly quiet and uneventful. Before her father’s downfall, she had socialised with friends from school. Afterwards, just as she was becoming old enough for such things as small gatherings, dinners, concerts and visits to the theatre, invitations had seemed to dwindle until they became non-existent. Then her mother had died and she had gone into mourning. This meant that social occasions were confined to Aunt Agnes’s church-related activities, and she was forced to watch as her peers enjoyed all the things that she was missing. Lucy had, therefore, never been invited to a formal dinner that included academics, scientists and thinkers as guests. In Aunt Agnes’s social circle, ideas were rarely exchanged, perhaps because everyone held the same opinions about everything. And they were always dull, dull, dull.


			Miss Trott had abandoned her, claiming that she had a bad headache and needed to rest. Lucy took some comfort from the fact that both Gina and Paola would be present, which would give her an example to follow.


			The door opened after a sharp knock. James strode in. He seemed surprised. ‘You look different.’


			‘How different?’


			He shrugged. ‘I don’t know. Just different, grown up.’


			‘I’m almost—’


			‘Eighteen, yes, I know. I suppose I shall have to get used to it.’


			‘To what?’


			‘To you being … well … you know …’ He cleared his throat and avoided her glance.


			‘What, James? What am I?’


			‘I think you know without me telling you. The word is beautiful. Now come on, Lucy. We need to go down. It is not polite to keep our hosts waiting.’


			She took a last look at herself in the full-length mirror, turning this way and that to get the full effect. She hardly recognised herself. Instead of the slightly untidy figure she was used to seeing, a young woman stood in front of her – taller, more elegant and more poised than before, red-gold hair piled elegantly on top of her head to reveal a long, swan-like neck. Yes, she liked that expression. Lydia Loveday should definitely have a swan-like neck.


			Lucy had always thought it most unfair that it was James who resembled their mother, with his shock of dark hair and fine features, whereas she took after their father’s side of the family. Now, however, she was beginning to think that it might not be such a bad thing after all. Still, despite the evidence in front of her, James’s words had startled her. Beauty was not something she had thought about very much, but as she stared at her reflection, she wondered if perhaps, just perhaps, he might be right.


			


			Dinner, it appeared, would be less formal than James had expected. It began with a small gathering of guests in the drawing room. He watched Lucy take in her surroundings and smiled to himself at her reaction to the various strange artefacts dotted about the place, mingling with the more normal ornaments and knick-knacks. Even here Lombroso had made his mark.


			James had told Lucy all about Lombroso, the museum at the university and its contents, so she was, to an extent, forewarned. Still, he could see that experiencing the professor and his curios in the real world might be something of a shock to the uninitiated, particularly as, on close inspection, even the most innocuous of items sometimes turned out to be anything but.


			All were examples of prisoners’ art collected by the professor during his career. There were ceramic vases and pots that looked quite ordinary at a distance but were decorated with lurid depictions of various crimes. A small piece of sculpture taking pride of place on the mantelpiece re-created a trial complete with judge and jury. There was even an extremely lifelike object made, according to Lombroso, out of bread and showing an insane thief being strapped to his bed.


			Lucy seemed to be taking all of this in her stride, perhaps because of Lombroso’s daughters, who were now guiding her through the collection. It was the first time he had set eyes on them, and he could certainly see their father in both of them. The elder girl, Paola, watched studiously as her younger sister talked animatedly to Lucy, waving her arms about exactly as Lombroso did when addressing an audience. Every now and again Paola would interject, her eyes lighting up in her evident passion for her subject. In her expression James could see her father, transported to another world by his ideas and wanting his listener to accompany him there.


			James wandered over to take a closer look at one of the professor’s latest acquisitions – a small clay sculpture of two men apparently fighting. It was a primitive representation, roughly hewn and resembling a carving on a totem pole or similar, like something from the British Museum. When examined more closely, it was clear that the two men were melded together, almost as if they were Siamese twins. The other thing of note was that one was clearly choking the other, the victim’s tongue protruding quite horribly. The perpetrator’s expression was determined, ruthless, cold – evil. It reminded James of someone he would far rather forget, a multiple murderer he had encountered in Turin on his last visit. He could see him in his mind’s eye – a sharp-featured American carrying a silver-topped cane and wearing a coat with a distinctive astrakhan collar. He was ruthless and calculating, with a quick tongue and a penchant for ripping people to shreds. He had managed to slip away whilst they had been preoccupied with another set of crimes, and now his absence had made him even more of a threat. James and Lombroso had revealed his identity, and he was not a man who was likely to forgive or forget. He was out there somewhere, almost certainly plotting his revenge. The thought made James feel cold, though Lombroso’s drawing room was nothing of the kind.


			‘I wonder who you’re thinking of,’ Lombroso said, joining him.


			‘I think you know the answer to that, Professor,’ James replied.


			‘Indeed I do. A finer example of the morally insane criminal I have yet to meet.’


			‘Where could he have gone?’


			‘Who knows. No doubt he is perpetrating ever more monstrous deeds in some unfortunate place. He had killed before we encountered him and I see no reason to suppose he will stop of his own volition.’


			‘I take it there is no chance he has remained in Turin?’


			‘I doubt it. The city was thoroughly searched. Even Machinetti managed that, though I imagine our friend Inspector Tullio had a hand in it. Still, you can ask him yourself. He will be joining us this evening.’


			‘You have invited Machinetti?’ James said in surprise. Machinetti, Lombroso’s nemesis, was a carabinieri marshal whose methods of investigation were almost as primitive as one of the professor’s criminal throwbacks.


			‘Why not? I like to keep an eye on him. Don’t worry. I have invited Tullio too.’


			James was relieved. Tullio, an officer in the public security police who had also been involved in the case, was a very different prospect from the bombastic Machinetti. He disliked Machinetti almost as much as Lombroso did, and was forever complaining about him.


			‘Ah, and here they are, together with our remaining guests! Inspector Tullio, Machinetti, I am delighted you could spare the time from your criminal exertions. And Father Vincenzo … and Professor Gemelli, welcome!’


			James grinned at Tullio, who responded in kind. It was good to see a friendly and familiar face. Something about the inspector seemed to have changed, though. It wasn’t so much his appearance – slight in build, neatly clipped beard, well-polished shoes; a picture of understatement and efficiency just as James remembered – as his demeanour. When they’d first met, James had considered him to be a little unsure of himself, which at the time had seemed comforting. Now, however, Tullio had a new air of confidence, and it suited him.


			Looking at Tullio’s fellow guests, James wondered if Lombroso was operating under the epithet ‘Keep your friends close but your enemies closer.’ Father Vincenzo, an extremely influential priest who sat on various university boards, disapproved wholeheartedly of the professor’s work, seeing his ideas as a direct attack on the Catholic Church. A born criminal could not be held responsible for his actions, which in turn meant that he was not a sinner and therefore did not require forgiveness or salvation. That, as Lombroso had pointed out more than once in Father Vincenzo’s company, made the Church somewhat redundant.


			Professor Gemelli, dean of the university faculty within which Lombroso worked, was almost as hostile. This was partly due to academic jealousy, James thought, but he too did not support Lombroso’s ideas, preferring to criticise his admittedly somewhat erratic methods rather than his findings. Both men had been heavily involved in impeding last year’s investigation, although neither would ever admit it.


			‘I was just saying to Murray here that I think we can be sure, thanks to Inspector Tullio, that our killer is long gone,’ Lombroso said.


			Machinetti bristled with indignation at being left out. He was wearing his dress uniform, an ostentatious combination of shining brass buttons and gold brocade. His stomach strained at the seams of his jacket and a small bead of sweat glistened as it made its way down one of his temples.


			Tullio was about to reply when he was interrupted.


			‘I hope you are right, Lombroso. It would not reflect well on either you or the faculty if he returned to Turin,’ Professor Gemelli said. He was a small, rotund man who had a habit of standing with his chin elevated, as if he were perpetually peering over the edge of something. His hair was plastered to his shining skull in an apparent effort to hide the fact that there was so little of it.


			Lombroso smiled patiently at him as if he were a child. ‘No need to be concerned, Gemelli. If the killer was still with us, he simply would not be able to resist for long. He would feel a compulsion to commit new crimes and to lay each atrocity out for us in an effort to share them with the widest audience possible. Even Machinetti here could catch him!’


			‘Now look here, Lombroso …’ Machinetti’s large moustache quivered with indignation.


			‘I seem to recall that your own efforts in that regard were not particularly fruitful, Lombroso,’ Gemelli said. It was the professor’s turn to bristle.


			‘So you are certain that he has left the city?’ Father Vincenzo asked, arching his eyebrows. He was an entirely different kind of man to Gemelli. Everything about him exuded understated power, from his bearing – which was upright, almost regal – to his sharp features, including a prominent aquiline nose. He looked a little like a Roman emperor, albeit one dressed as a priest.


			Lombroso acknowledged him with a brief respectful nod. ‘Indeed I am, Father. It is my considered view that he has gone to a place he knows, a place where it is easy to hide.’


			‘I hope you’re right, Professor,’ James said.


			Lombroso patted him on the back. ‘I am always right, you know that!’


			James caught Tullio’s eye. The events of the previous year had surely proved that the professor was as fallible as anyone else, given that he had failed to spot the identity of a killer who was right under his nose. Still, he seemed to have recovered from any self-doubt that might have plagued him. In fact he sounded just as he had before it had all happened. And now it seemed there might be a venture into psychical research. Lombroso had been coy about the details. After James had answered his question about believing in the Devil with a puzzled ‘not really’, Lombroso had declined to comment further. James wondered, just for a moment, whether he had done the right thing in returning to Turin to continue his studies, even if it was only to be a temporary arrangement.


			Then the door opened and in an instant all his doubts were gone. There stood Sofia, as captivating as ever, smoothing down her drab grey dress. Anna Tarnovsky passed her in a vivid blue gown with lace around the neck and sleeves and tiny sparkling crystals on the bodice. Her attire was a good deal more elaborate than Sofia’s, but she might as well have been standing in a dark shadow for all the impact she made on James. He tried unsuccessfully to prevent himself from grinning stupidly as Sofia walked over to Signora Lombroso and whispered in her ear. Then, without warning, she left the room as abruptly as she had entered it.


			James had watched her as she carefully ignored him. She had not exactly been welcoming when they met earlier, but one could never tell with Sofia. She was almost always inscrutable. It was one of the things he had found most enticing about her. Still, at least it would not be long before they met properly. It could not come quickly enough for James.


			‘Murray!’ Lombroso said sharply. ‘Madame Tarnovsky is here!’


			He flushed at this admonishment, though he deserved it. There was no excuse for ignoring someone so eminent in her field.


			Anna Tarnovsky smiled. ‘Ah, Mr Murray – how nice to see you back with us in Turin. I see that we have that in common. Neither of us could stay away.’


			He stared at her. Was she being pointed? It was unlike her.


			‘Murray!’ Lombroso said again, more impatiently.


			James recovered himself and bowed. ‘Do forgive me, Madame Tarnovsky. It has been a very long day.’


			‘Not at all, Mr Murray, though perhaps as we are to work together, we could dispense with the formalities. Do call me Anna.’


			‘Then please, call me James.’


			‘I’m “Professor” to you, Murray, before we get carried away,’ Lombroso said. ‘Now, shall we go in to dinner? I believe I have quite an appetite!’


			James escorted Lucy into the dining room. She seemed excited, coltish – skittish even. He supposed it was natural given that prior to this her usual company had been their Aunt Agnes, but still there was something odd about her demeanour. He smiled ruefully to himself. The closer to adulthood Lucy got, the more of a mystery the workings of her mind became to him.


			


			The conversation at dinner was lively, and Lucy was relieved that the atmosphere was a good deal more relaxed than she had anticipated. She was pleased to note that her Italian was sufficient to keep up with most of what was being said, although there were one or two words and phrases that eluded her. Soon, she hoped, she would be as fluent as a native. Other than her brother, the only scientists present were Professor Lombroso and Anna Tarnovsky, and a small man with hardly any hair and what Lucy thought was a mean-spirited expression. They and the rather intimidating priest sitting with them were engaged in their own discussion for much of the meal. This meant that she could watch and listen. She had already learnt something of great interest by doing exactly that, and hoped that further close observation would reveal more. When Anna Tarnovsky had arrived, the change in James had been palpable. His usually pale skin had become flushed as if he was lighting up from the inside, and he had smiled quite stupidly. It was perfectly clear to Lucy what was happening here. She had known that her brother was hiding something from her about his previous trip to Turin, and here it was, plain for all to see if they bothered to look. He was in love with Anna Tarnovsky.


			Lucy could understand why. It was true that she was a little older than James, and not exactly beautiful – well, not classically so, anyway. But her face was interesting, some might say striking, with its slightly prominent nose and high cheekbones. She had hazel eyes and a smile that put you immediately at ease. Her hair was a deep chestnut colour – the same hue that Lucy herself had always hoped for instead of her strawberry-blonde locks. But it was Anna Tarnovsky’s obvious intelligence and wit that made her stand out. What Lucy admired most was her ability to stand up to the professor, whose opinions were put forward in such a way as to make it absolutely clear that he did not expect them to be challenged.


			But had she not been referred to as Madame Anna Tarnovsky? Had James fallen in love with a married woman? Surely not! That would be scandalous. Lucy allowed her imagination to run riot. It must be an unhappy match. She did not even wear a wedding ring. That must be significant. James was no doubt trying to rescue her from her cruel and abusive spouse. He liked to rescue people. It was why he had become a doctor, he had told her once.


			Now who might the husband be? Of course! She would obviously be married to a Russian count or similar, who refused to release her from her vows. She had probably met him when she was a student and fallen for his charms. Gradually he had restricted her freedom until she had no option but to escape to Turin. There she had met James and they had fallen in love. No wonder he had been so desperate to return! Poor James and Anna, forced to meet in secret until … well, until what? Oh, if only she had thought to bring her notebook down with her. She must observe the interaction between the guests with extra care to ensure that she remembered every last detail.


			‘It is quite clear that our hypothesis should be that criminal women are inferior to their male counterparts,’ Lombroso was stating firmly.


			‘Now, Cesare, I am not so sure that I agree,’ Anna said. Lucy noticed the way she addressed the professor, with an easy kind of informality that made it clear that she viewed them as equals, even if the professor did not. No doubt she was enjoying her freedom from the cruel count.


			‘Why ever not?’ he asked.


			‘Because it makes no sense to begin there when the figures are so contradictory.’


			‘In what way?’


			‘There are so few women criminals … that is why. It muddies the ground.’


			Lombroso frowned. His face was reddening. Clearly he did not enjoy being contradicted. Whether this was because it was done by a woman, or just in general, Lucy could not tell. The little bald man, who she’d discovered was called Gemelli, was sitting back in his seat, a contented smile on his face. Perhaps he was enjoying the food and wine, which were, Lucy had to admit, rather good. Signora Lombroso had told her that she disapproved of the fashion for serving French dishes and much preferred local cuisine. Having said that, they had dined on chicken Marengo, which according to Paola had been created by Napoleon Bonaparte’s chef during his Italian campaign. The aroma of Madeira, garlic and lemon that had wafted across the table was so appetising that Lucy found it agonising to wait for everyone to be served before she could tuck in.


			She looked again at Gemelli. No, it was not the food that had made him smile. There was a glint of satisfaction in his eyes that told her it was Professor Lombroso’s evident discomfort that he was really relishing.


			‘A very interesting point, Madame Tarnovsky. What do you say to that, Lombroso?’ Gemelli said, smirking.
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