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It was the 25th of August, a sunny day like almost all at that time of year. Valentine Dewey rejoiced in her hospital bed. That was the best day of her. After years of unsuccessful attempts, failed medical treatments, thousands of dollars thrown away, so, as things often happen, she was born: her baby.

His and her husband's.

Both were still undecided on what name to give her.

Susan, Valerie, Stephany, Harriet ... the list of eligible names was still long. He, Jacob Howard-Holmes, husband of Valentine and father of the little girl, had taken a break from working as a traveling salesman to fully experience the event. He was radiant and together with his wife considered the name to be given to the child a completely irrelevant detail. He took a vow with himself. He swore to always be close to her little girl in order to educate her in the best possible way. A name is a name but education in the fundamental values ​​of life is quite another thing. At the end of that day both parents opted for Harriet, in honor of their uncle Henry who had been particularly close and supportive to them during those years.

Savannah is a beautiful place in the world to raise your little girl. Every year we remember the birth of Juliette Gordon Low, the famous founder of the American Girl Scouts. The climate is mild with little intense and short winters. The new parents' home was located on Windsor Road, not too far from Paradise Park.

On her sixth birthday, a great and bright future was predicted for Harriet. A neighbor, a self-styled fortune-teller, read in the hand of the little Howard-Holmes house the unequivocal signs, the stigmata, of the person destined to become famous and to mark with her example a fundamental stage in the progress of human civilization.

That day there were many smiles and giggles that were the background to those statements.

They were wrong.

All.

By chance, a favorable statistical combination, the statements of the pseudo seer would have turned out to be prophetic and true. Sometimes it happens like this. You think you will impress the attendees at a birthday party and several years later you find yourself, with great sadness, regretting that you were absolutely right.

Chapter 1

A process

It took him a quarter of an hour to shave. He looked in the mirror and the fatigue of the night before him made itself felt as well as the weight of all his years of him. He gently ran the razor blade over his skin, careful not to spill a drop of blood.

He stared at the razor. It occurred to him how such a seemingly harmless and commonly used tool could be used to commit crimes. He snorted and began to hurry. Work awaited him. He had to hurry. He had never been late and it wasn't going to happen today. He spread a fresh, invigorating mint-flavored aftershave on his face.

She left the bathroom and got dressed. Gray suit, jacket and tie over a classic white shirt and two gold cufflinks. He looked in the mirror, this time fully dressed, washed and perfumed. On balance he liked himself. Cyrus Fellows wasn't exactly an Adonis but a man who had always been liked by women, even if, at the moment, he didn't care.

He ran down the stairs and out, closing the heavy front door behind him. A gloomy November day in New York greeted him. The stench of car exhaust hit his nostrils with the power of a stone thrown from a slingshot.

He raised his arm and hailed a taxi.

It was still early to deal with the things that make a day sad and heavy. Later he would be in court and that was enough already.

He often thought of how disgusting it was to live alone in that corner of the world and wondered if it was still worth going on. It hadn't always been like this. He had once been happy. He had a wife that he loved and was loved in return.

Pretty.  

Loyal.

Intelligent.

Now dead.

A psychopath had killed her in a supermarket. She had been in the wrong place at the wrong time, simply. A robbery that ended badly; the dead man escaped, the newspapers had written.

For him the world had collapsed. His world full of hugs and tenderness, of parties, anniversaries, surprises, candlelit dinners ... without a reason, in an instant. Since then he was struggling to fall asleep but every night in his dreams he could relive the happy and carefree moments of a time unfortunately now passed. In the morning, awakening to the sound of the clock radio, he abruptly returned to the harsh reality.Often he thought he would put an end to that torturing suffering, end that anguish that always accompanied him and finally rejoin his beloved.  

He was not a believer. No religion had ever convinced him but in recent years he had begun to think that every life that disappears somewhere must end. Her wife could not have turned to dust for nothing, especially since the cursed killer who had ripped her life out by riddling it with bullets, had not yet been caught.

He had gotten away with it.  

He, working in court, had met all manner of criminals. He was hoping to run into a murderous psychopath soon to make him pay for all the punishments of Hell. He wanted revenge for the unjust death of his wife. It won't be ethical but damn, what's ethical today? He repeated himself every time he walked down the street, heading for the courthouse: the New York City Supreme Court.

Ethics.

Law courts.

Justice.

Biden, Clinton, Trump ... how distant were the days of Eisenhower or even of Roosevelt whom he did not like too much but who he considered a giant when compared to the Senators of the moment.

A half-mouthed smile escaped him.

He arrived at the court at nine o'clock. He mumbled a few greetings to his fellow lawyers and attendants and headed for his office. He immediately noticed a strong stale smell. Housekeeping again, he thought. They must have sanitized the premises without ventilating sufficiently. With a grimace he closed the matter. He scolded the secretary, a good-looking intern named Dorothy Stratten, for she had absent-mindedly moved important documents. In truth, she had asked him the day before her but she had already forgotten. The employee, accustomed to the boss's bad temper and his outbursts, cashed in without batting an eyelid.

He glanced at the file. He saw the photograph of the defendant and quickly went over some informative data on the case that she was about to discuss in the courtroom. His attention fell on one detail.

A phrase.

"The difference between a laughing man and a dead man is that I like the latter much more." The lawyer laughed as he thought back to that sentence uttered by the multiple murderer Harriet Howard-Holmes.

He wanted so much to be Antoine Quentin Fouquier-Tinville, the executioner, judge, public prosecutor of the period of Terror during the French Revolution. His eyes lit up at the thought of him.

“You're done killing, damn fool. This time we will make sure that you no longer see the light of the sun”. He said it with conviction not realizing that he was speaking aloud to himself. As soon as he realized it, he blushed his face but only his intern had heard it and approved with a "let's do it in stripes!" Cyrus smiled as he stared at the gold Rolex he wore on his wrist and realized it wasn't long before the hearing began. He went over the various stages of his prosecution strategy. The trial session would keep him busy all morning. He placed the cards in the Italian-made professional leather bag. He got up from his chair. He called his aide, Axel Fowley, on his cell phone, and when he arrived he slammed his bag on his chest. The other grabbed it and both went into the corridor waving to the intern who was reading the documents he had on his desk.

The two men went down to the second floor and walked down a long corridor. The security officers held their breath as Cyrus and his carrier passed by. The king of the Forum was infamous for his bad temper. Axel opened and closed a couple of solid wooden doors before reaching the courtroom where the hearing was to take place shortly thereafter. Cyrus stopped. He took a long look at the place appointed to dispense Justice. He gave a hint of disgust. Axel put the bag on the table and took his leave with an obsequious greeting. Cyrus sat behind the desk and looked around.

The air conditioning, too cold for him, gave him a hint of cough.

The audience was still absent. No wonder. The Harriet Howard-Holmes affair, after all, was not sure fits to the weak stomach of the average American. Although people's morbid curiosity often prevails over common sense.

You really had to be able to detach yourself emotionally or be insensitive people to listen to the words of that brutal killer. Had it been up to him, he would have avoided that waste of time and sent the defendant to rot in Gitarama, Rwanda.

Cyrus Fellows, District Attorney, had worked for the Court for twenty-four years and a full twelve as a State Attorney.

A Republican, a football fan, he was a big supporter of the National Rifle Association, he owned a Colt 1911 and a Beretta 130 rifle. He was convinced that law-abiding citizens had not only the right but also the duty to master firearms in self-defense. He hadn't fired on any thugs yet but he was looking forward to the day when that would happen.

That morning, before arriving at the courthouse, he had had his usual hearty breakfast at the Westway Diner, consisting of ham buns, sour cream, yogurt, French toast with Nutella and Swiss cheese, bacon and turkey. Maybe I overdid it a little, he thought. He looked at his waist, noticing how the waist struggled to contain the overflow of the "bacon".

The nausea was perhaps not entirely attributable to the trial and the merciless crimes of the psychopath sitting in the dock. He consoled himself by thinking that at his age he could no longer have the physical shape and sex appeal of the past but the last medical check-up had found him in good health and for at least six months he would have been calm.

He was terrified of getting sick but nevertheless laziness and the temptations of good food induced him, despite his good intentions, to lead a sedentary life and a diet that was not too healthy. Nonetheless, incipient bacon aside, he was a nice-looking man.

It was times like these that he blessed the invention of Doxylamine, his favorite anti-nausea and antiemetic. He took two tablets out of the blister pack, took a sip of water and swallowed them, awaiting the arrival of his assistants and the start of the hearing.

He considered the trial that was about to take place a veritable farce. With all the charges and the overwhelming evidence against the accused, it was his opinion that proceeding to the trial was a waste of taxpayers' time and money.

American Justice would have been much faster, more efficient and cheaper if entrusted to him or to someone who thought the same way as he did.

His reflections were interrupted by a pat on the shoulder that brought him back to the present. He turned and saw the defense attorney, Emmet Dershowitz, who, going to sit next to the defendant, gave him a casual smile.

Cyrus hated his way. Actually, he hated everything he stood for. The two had known each other for a long time and their respective careers had crossed several other times. Cyrus considered Emmet a smooth vampire who lived on the backs of men and women too stupid or desperate to find a serious lawyer to dissuade them from defending themselves in court.

This time it was a clear guilt situation. Remaining silent, letting justice take its course, was the behavior that Cyrus, as a district attorney and a staunch conservative, legitimately expected of his opponent.  

Given the premises it was a question, for the defense, of not opposing and facilitating the conviction of a defendant who had committed beyond a reasonable doubt a series of horrific murders. "She And she is a lesbian too," thought Cyrus as he watched Harriet Howard-Holmes boldly sprawled in her chair with a malevolent grin on her face. According to his mentality as a rigorously wasp rich bourgeois, relegating a woman with similar sexual attitudes to life in a female prison was a mistake, not a punishment; in fact, she would have done her a favor.

He did not have a particularly negative opinion of homosexuality.

In his long career, he had known and dated colleagues who were outright gay or who had come out at some point in their life. In none of them had she encountered anything perverse and sinful.

The shock of losing his wife in such a stupid and casual way had marked him interiormentity, politically as well as socially but not sexually. He regarded transvestism, for example, in the same way as ballet or opera. He felt that it was not for him but that if for someone it was interesting or even a reason for living, the matter should not have worried him in any way.

He turned to see if behind him any journalist or close relative of any of the victims had reached the courtroom. Only a couple of chairs were occupied. Well, he thought. Today we'll be over soon if the accursed Lawyer doesn't want to show off his useless qualities as a snake charmer.

Susy Prescott, a thin blonde wrapped in an elegant blue suit that outlined her graceful shape, sat down next to Cyrus: «Finally here we are. It should be an easy win. In this state there is no death penalty, otherwise we would have had no difficulty in obtaining it! ».

«Other than the death penalty, all over in a few minutes and without suffering!».Mark Norton sat down next to his colleagues in the law firm and continued, “It would take a lifetime of torture for that ruthless killer. He does not regret her crimes, he feels no mercy for her victims or their relatives. She continues to be a danger to everyone she meets. A cage is not enough to lock it up and throw away the key! She would be able to cross the bars ... in addition to the costs to supervise her, guarantee her a quality of life even in the jail and protect herself from her ferocity ...”, he had to interrupt his disquisition because the Judge entered the courtroom and they stood up.

Only Harriet, the defendant, remained seated and after the second solicitation to stand up, out of respect for the Court, given his mocking refusal, she was let out and taken back to her cell.

Everything as expected.



Chapter 2

Instincts and thoughts

Overall, the cell was comfortable.

A space of his own, narrow, of course, but from which he knew he could get out if he really wished. It wasn't the first time he had escaped from prison. The problem was not to go back; already in ddifferent circumstances, he had been recaptured after his escapes. He liked to kill. Watching Death steal the essence of people. The gaze of those who asked him to spare his life and his eyes that gradually lost hope and froze, becoming glassy while his vital breath left his body that sagged like an empty sack. Murdering, suppressing an existence with all the potential that that individual could have gave him a thrill that he was never fully satisfied and after one killing he immediately craved another.

The city park was a good hunting spot. Young women and men, boys and girls with Walkmans stuck in their ears jogging at all hours. He could not explain how it happened but he felt attracted to a certain person and he began to look forward to his killing. Only the children did not attract him, at all. Complaining pain in the ass, there was no satisfaction in suppressing them.
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