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by Marco Edoardo SANFELICI

––––––––
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It's just a matter of time. Better to say, it is a question that involves time, considered as the “motionless engine” of Aristotelian memory. Because there is time to live and to seriously risk dying; there is time to reinvent oneself and to discover what is the cause of one's misfortunes; there is the time of love as a cure that soothes anxieties and that which justifies distance.

It is also the same question to go into the often parallel plots which, unlike the straight lines at the beginning of Euclidean geometry, meet in the novel but completely irregularly and which force the reader not to lose any detail at any moment in the flow of the story. Just like the time given to each of us.

Pier-Giorgio Tomatis outlines the events with skillful mastery, moving around them an atmosphere of mystery and incredulous participation, which always adds a taste of fresh pressure, up to the inevitable surprise that further feeds the action. If necessary, to forfeit the purpose of capturing attention, as they say, "before now", the artifice of starting from the end is not skimped upon, also obtaining an unwanted (or yes?) Unity of the narration of sure impact.

If in "Satan's Womb" a chain reaction comes to life from a banal routine activity, with a harmless appearance, but which, like nuclear reactions, expands seamlessly, fueled by the increasingly violent collision of atoms with each other, at interior of a tragic entropy, so in this "The light shines in the darkness", perfect continuation, better to say "evolution", the rubble is counted and which of them can still be used for an optimistic vision, in the midst of affirming of "something" indefinable that announces the final catharsis.

The metaphor reigns supreme, hissing, buzzing, deftly introducing itself among the characters who have a peculiar characteristic in common: the double personality. Not only that, but also a life divided into two parts, light and dark, day and night, nature and gender, in a multiplication of situations and events that border on paroxysm.

Here is the best and most awaited of the merits of which to embody the Author. The plot he hatches never loses lightness and interest, together with a dry and essential writing, which induces one not to want to stop reading. We do not get tired, on the contrary, we relaunch the race towards the next chapter, so as not to miss a moment of the story.

A great experience that Pier-Giorgio Tomatis makes available to those who want to be carried away by the imagination, without placing any limits on it. As if surprise were the only accessible way. Even if unpaved ...

I dedicate this novel to Roberta Vagliasindi 

and to his complete recovery, 

what a quick dream like turning the page of a book.
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Chapter I.
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Maui

––––––––
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The hot sun makes my eyelids hot. I instinctively open them and have to shield myself from the strong light with my right hand. The air full of iodine presses on the nostrils reminding me that I am still alive.

It has been almost a full week since I lay under the rocks and earth of what was once Satan's Womb. Ironically, I had entered it to save my life and that choice was almost not the cause of its demise. I blew up that circus of madmen and killers and most of the mountain that contained it collapsed.

While I was submerged in earth and rocks, waiting to take my last breath, a woman saved me. This is not just any person. She is special. She is a vampire.

When I decided to end my life by burying all the occultists who were taking over it under Mount Whitney, after all, I wanted to kill her too. He lied to me. He had kept quiet about his true nature. When I realized who she was and what she did to survive, I decided it was time to put an end to our relationship as well.

She was not of the same opinion.

Although buried under tons of rubble, she worked her way up to reach me and rescue me, then brought me here, to this island, in Maui, Hawaii. I didn't understand how he did it. It can't have been easy even for a vampire like her. He hid me here, cared for, loved, forgiven me.

Yes.

I will never forget that I tried to die, to kill all the occultists who were revolutionizing the Satan's Womb and extinguish the existence of the creature who loved me above all. She hadn't chosen Evil, nor to embrace a life of thirst and death. She was born like this and, like everyone, she was just trying to survive.

Two children are fighting over the bucket and spade. An involuntary splash of sand hits my forehead. The slight discomfort stimulates me to raise my back. I sit on the deck chair. A light gust of wind caresses my face and shoulders. The lifeguard gives me a knowing look. He always asks me what happens to my woman during the day. I reply that he works but we are on an island. It will not be possible to hide the truth for long. I cannot, however, say that she cannot be exposed to sunlight and that she survives by drinking the blood of humans and animals.

No.

Sorry for the nice lifeguard but the truth will have to be withheld. Scarlette and I will have to hide on this beautiful island for a long time to come. I cannot forget the reason that prompted me to enter Satan's Womb, to leave all my possessions to a company that has long kept me hidden from my enemies but which, unfortunately, has provided me with many others.

A woman smiles at me. She is beautiful but I think it would benefit her not to insist and seek my company. Scarlette is very jealous and it is not worth going against a vampire. I tried and it didn't go very well. I must admit that it was not easy to convince her to let me go, to abandon myself to the warm embrace of death. In fact, I didn't succeed and I have to thank you for that. It saved my life.

"Would you like another drink?" asks the waitress with a strong local accent.

I wait for my eyes to get used to the sunlight and I answer with a smile. "No. Thank you. One is more than enough". That quick interlude convinces me to get up and walk lazily towards the bungalow.

I have no idea where Scarlette gets the money she needs to maintain our existence but I don't care.

I'm alive.

This is the only thing that matters right now.

When you have tried to commit suicide and have not succeeded, you have felt the weight of a mountain above you and you have come out unscathed, life takes on a different meaning. Everything, any fact, even the most seemingly insignificant, reminds you of the miracle that tore you from a sure end and you want to continue to breathe, see, hear and feel.

"Aloha", a cleaner greets me.

I shield my eyes from the sun before responding to courtesy. I enter the bungalow and stretch out on the bed. The Hana Ocean Palms Bungalow has wooden and brick structures, some finishes at times a bit spartan but more than excellent when compared to local standards. Scarlette's bed is, as always, untouched. I don't know where he takes refuge during the day to escape the rays of the sun. The island lends itself to hiding anyone who wants it and a vampire cannot be an exception. There is vegetation everywhere, rocks and ravines to shelter. When the sun disappears on the horizon, Scarlette returns to the bungalow and our life as a couple begins again. These days I have tried to explain to her how to avoid having problems with human society. I don't know if he fully understood but so far we haven't had any major problems.

A noise.

A shadow appears in front of the entrance. I'm about to get up with a start, overcome by recent nightmares, when a voice reassures me.

"Can I come in? Do I disturb you?". Education has always been a trait of Dr. Larry Spencer. Glad to see him again and my smile proves it. I hug him like you do with a brother. He is surprised for a moment. Then, he understands and comforts me.

"You must have been through Hell ...". He adds.

I make him sit down and go out for a few moments to order something fresh to drink. Upon returning I find him sitting and worried about my health.

I cheer him up. "I'm fine, Larry. I'm fine. As I told you now, the situation has improved significantly. I had a terrible experience at Satan's Womb. If I'm alive I owe it to Scarlette".

"Speaking of which. I can hardly believe what you told me". He challenges me by grabbing my arm. My gaze conveys sincerity and he does not perpetuate his doubts.

"I would be dead and buried in the true and true sense of the word. I don't know what the government has come up with to hide what happened in California but you can easily verify that that facility no longer exists". I take a breath."Did you have any trouble hiding our uncomfortable friendship?".

The Doctor reflects, before answering, he releases my arm and stretches out even more in the chair. The attendant arrives, a brunette girl, attractive, able to make him turn his head despite his age and tropical heat. The woman pours a drink into two large colored glasses and asks if we need anything else. I signal to her that we are okay. The Doctor eagerly drinks the iced juice and sighs.

"A lot has happened since you left. Your company ran into a very long series of unfortunate adversities until its inevitable closure. We both know, however, that bad luck has nothing to do with it". His gaze becomes intense and sad.

"I had no idea it could happen". I try to defend myself. The Doctor changes expression and his gaze darkens.

"What must worry you, however, is something else ...". He adds in an enigmatic tone.

The eyes widen. "What are you referring to?".

The Doctor rattles off what he learned from his sources. "A hacker, Matthew Pryce, codenamed #everythingwillbefine, stole your data across the United States.".

"It does not worry me. Nobody knows where they are". I reply with contemptuous confidence.

"Hawaii is in the United States and your enemies are not looking for your name ...", he swallows, "but your face ...".

Whitening. I hadn't thought about cameras and satellites.

"I believe that within seven days you will see strange subjects arrive on this island. You will have to be careful. Very careful...". A shiver runs down both of them. A (rare) cloud covers the island's sun and casts a veil of shadow over the bungalow. The Doctor goes back to sipping the cold juice. I let myself sink into the armchair. A thought crosses my mind insistently.

My vampire she must be made aware of this.

As fast as possible.

"I have to talk to Scarlette ..." I reply.

"I understand", the Doctor replies sadly.

My gaze meets hers. "You will stay in the bungalow. You will be our guest. She won't hurt you. When you come back tonight, I'll explain what happened. I guarantee you he will take it well ...". I get up and go through the door to look at the horizon and the mountains to the east. The sounds and colors of nature make places like these unique and invaluable. The wooden balcony holds the weight of my thoughts. The heat and humidity take my breath away. It is almost noon and the bustle of people in the street begins to thin out. I notice a man. A well-dressed white man. He wears sunglasses and looks like he's reading a newspaper but occasionally looks up at my bungalow. He waits for a three-wheeler to pass the road before crossing it smoothly. An icy shiver runs down my spine. The stranger approaches the staircase leading to the apartment which opens onto the balcony in which I have lingered until now. I keep observing his movements. I see that he has folded the newspaper and puts his hand in his jacket pocket.

The scorching temperature seems to transform and change into polar-like cold. My throat freezes, gripped in a grip of terror. The man hurries his pace and quickly climbs the stairs, pulling a pistol from his pocket. He points it at me. I feel lost and stand still, unable to have any reaction to the event that seems destined to be the last one I can see alive. I squint my eyes praying to all the gods of the world in a split second.

I still have time to hear the sound of a shot. Distant and deaf, as if shot from a considerable distance. Another three seconds pass quickly before he can open his eyes again. The Doctor steps out onto the balcony and watches the scene unfold in front of him. Perhaps, he is even more surprised than I am. The stranger who was climbing the stairs fell to the ground, tumbling in his own blood and has a visible mortal wound, has a bullet lodged right in the center of his right temple.

I look to the Doctor to find out if he was the one who dealt the decisive blow but I don't see any weapons in his vicinity. Slowly, I return to fully hear the sounds coming from the surrounding environment. In a few minutes the local police arrive, surround the crime scene and transport the Doctor and myself to the barracks to ascertain our possible faults or extraneousness to the fact. A police cordon keeps the curious away and prevents the crime scene from becoming more polluted than is normally the case. The one who looks like the boss remains on the scene even after a car escorts us to the police station. I notice the bewilderment of the locals who are undoubtedly thinking “once again tourists have come to disturb the peace and tranquility of the island”.

The journey doesn't last long. Once inside the walls of the station, the Doctor and I are locked up separately in rooms of a few meters with a table and two chairs placed one in front of the other. We don't have handcuffs on our wrists but it's just a formality. Investigators do not believe that we are able to escape from a place so protected and full of armed agents.

After a couple of hours or so I think, it's hard to calculate how much time goes by when you're locked in an interrogation room, a very tanned policewoman enters. Throw a large file on the table making it very loud and vehement. I do not lose my heart because of the gesture, but the unknown about my future begins to worry me.

I'm terrified? Yup.

I just nearly died and I know this was just the first attempt to kill myself. I'm sure there will be others.

Am I afraid the police might charge me? No.

Police are the least of my thoughts. I am hunted by very ugly and nasty people who make being locked up in prison forever seem a more than desirable option.

Is there another thought that terrifies me? Yes and it is not related to the police. I tremble at the very thought of knowing what Scarlette will do if she no longer finds me in the bungalow this evening.

“I'm Lieutenant Hiwalani. Tell me your name” asks the agent with coldness and professionalism.

Scarlette and I checked into the bungalow under a false name, of course. This thing will cost us dearly but it is better to face the police for this crime than my enemies by revealing my true identity. "Billy... Billy Gibbons", I answer trembling. I know I wasn't too original in choosing my alias but I had to come up with something and a good fan of ZZ Top certainly couldn't be called La Grange without arousing too many suspicions.

"Is Billy for William?", the woman asks annoyed and with little conviction, before proceeding to annotate the name on a voluminous notebook with a metal base.

"Yup". I prevent the agent from adding Frederick. I think it would have been too much for the Hawaiians' notorious patience. She gives me a suspicious look before speaking to me again.

"We are checking his general information. At the moment we have not yet found any correspondence between her data and those of Scarlette Gibbons in any US registry. I feel compelled to ask you if you have anything to tell me about before the investigation continues". The stern look of the agent seems to expect my confession but remains unsatisfied.

"I didn't kill anyone, Lieutenant", short cut. "I am not armed. I was not armed. I didn't shoot anyone". 

"That's not what I asked her. We know you didn't shoot and kill the victim". The lieutenant eases the tension of the interrogation by quieting his tone of voice and speaking to me very slowly. Then, drop the bomb. "His wife may have, though".

I would like to explain to the woman that a vampire does not need a firearm to kill whoever threatens her lover but would take me for a fool or, worse, would have another reason to keep me locked up in prison. "Can you tell us where he is now? His wife hasn't been seen in the bungalow all morning".

Result.

I do not know where it is.

A vampire like you needs to get away from the sun's rays. He is probably in some dark cave, sleeping, waiting for the night to come back to me.

As myriads of thoughts occupy every possible space in my mind, the door opens and another agent enters the room. The man's face is dark and frowning. After a sign from him, the lieutenant gets up and approaches him. The two policemen whisper quickly and softly. The lieutenant looks at me in amazement. His colleague walks out the door and closes it behind him. The woman waits a few moments in the doorway and then returns to the table. Almost with disappointment, he exclaims: "It is free. A man just accused himself of the murder. You can get out of here. Remember to sign the form on exit and not to leave the island for the next two days".

The news does not fill me with joy at all. Who could have confessed to this crime? Maybe a member of the organization who wants to settle his accounts with me. I leave the police station and look around in terror. The appointment with death, which I have just escaped, has only been postponed.

Who knows for how long.
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Chapter II

Pacta sunt servanda
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After having completed the paperwork for our release, not without worries, the Doctor and I leave the police station. The sun is still high in the sky and the heat is particularly suffocating. The notes of a piano played by a musician in a local restaurant spread through the air. The attention of the few patrons of the restaurant, which is located just outside the police station, is aroused by our passage. I see from the window the faces of tourists and local inhabitants who observe us with curiosity. Our release probably left everyone stunned. However, no one gets up from their chairs or follows us.

A few moments after our passage everyone resumes eating and listening to the song "My Heart Will Go On", mangled in the version played live and sung by an elderly musician with at least three rings on each finger of his hands, the shirt open on the chest on which stands out a necklace that ends with a gold crucifix the size of a smartphone. We hurry up. We do not know if walking in the street can guarantee us safety but we have no alternative, however.

We travel the Hana Highway looking for a taxi. We don't know if it will ever be a good idea but we need a means of transport. We get into a battered canary yellow Toyota RAV4. The driver is clearly of German descent. You can guess it from the look, the accent and the too guttural pronunciation of the words. Let's leave aside all the clichés about the German community. We are risking our lives and worsening the negativity of our thoughts would not help much.

The radio that the driver is listening to as he takes us to our destination is playing Breaking the law by Judas Priest. It is not exactly the ideal background song for two people who have just come out of the police station but thank goodness that with fourteen dollars the taxi takes us back to the bungalow safe and sound. When we reach the staircase that divides us from our apartment we notice that the area is still considered a crime scene and we cannot go beyond it. We have to leave our accommodation without even being able to take our personal belongings. We decide to enter a nearby hotel and get assigned a room. Our main concern is not to get killed and wait for Scarlette to arrive. Once night falls, with the help of my vampire sweetheart, things may start to go differently.

"What happened, in your opinion?". The Doctor asks.

I don't know what to answer, but I try to do it. "No one would accuse himself of a crime he did not commit if he does not have excellent reasons for doing so and I only know two: a Mafia blackmail or a large sum of money".

The Doctor meditates for a few seconds and mumbles. "As always, you are right. How can we know what's going on in your opinion?".

I rub my eyelids and opening my eyes again I see many sparks. "How do you get to know all the talk of the country ... at the bar". The Doctor looks at me like someone who knows they've just asked a stupid question and doesn't expect a smarter answer.

After checking in for the new room, we take a seat at a small table near the exit door of the hotel. From experience, that is always the best place to sit if you are afraid of patrons. We attract the attention of a waiter and talk to him while we list the orders. We ask him if he knows what happened on the island.

"Rumor has it that a man has been killed and that the police have already arrested his killer". The man explains speaking with the same speed with which he moves between the tables.

"Is his identity known?". I still try to question him.

The waiter stops, almost annoyed by the interruption of his work and after exchanging a quick glance with the owner behind the counter, he seems to give us a little confidence. "About the murderer or the victim?" He asks.

"Both of them". The Doctor replies promptly.

"The body seems to be of a disreputable guy, known in the police archives for the bad habit he had of always being involved in situations in which people died. The other is an ex-marine. He claims he was stationed nearby to hunt and only accidentally saw the man in question pulling out a gun. He didn't think twice and shot or at least that's what he claims", he explains with diffidence.

"Do you know his name?", I ask with undisguised deference.

"Gaspar Suitewell or something ...". Hearing those words I involuntarily spray the beer I was sipping on the floor, coughing violently from the gulp that went through me.

Between a reaction of astonishment from the Doctor and embarrassment from the waiter (who will end up having to clean up my involuntary stunt), I regain control. "Force, the exact name was Jasper Shitwell. Am I right?".

The waiter gives me an angry look and then nods in agreement. The Doctor frowns. He cannot know what that name evokes in me. Jasper Shitwell was my closest friend at Satan's Womb. Except that there he had found his end or so I thought, until now. I get up from my chair and pay for our drinks. I apologize to the waiter and his owner for my previous performance. When I go out with the Doctor I expose all my reflections to him.
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