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PREFACE

Those who expect to read only a crime novel will be surprised. A shimmering light casts the reader not only (and not only) into the intriguing circumstances of a detective story, but into a dimension that plays, paraphrasing Starobinski, between deception and transparency. The crime developed, in fact, within a cultural context and in a specific geographical area, is alluded to by the author without many sociologisms, is evoked also by the presence at the beginning of many of the chapters, with the voluntary repetition, of a few hundred words that stand out as continuous relief in the background. 

The different perspectives make the accounting of this crime story surprising. Everyone has something to hide, even before the Law, and most of all to itself (and this is, perhaps, the greatest mystery). The Nomos will be restored, as in the Greek theater, for an outside intervention, that of a kind of a god ex machina, that materializes in the shape of an American Commissioner who, because of the privilege of his nationality, takes on titanic portions before the local forces, which, in turn, will demonstrate with much wisdom, tempered only by a certain essential savoir vivre that, unfortunately, in the small villages of the province must take into account privileges and good manners.

A Shimmering Light begins as a crime story, and hence becomes a journey into the soul and spirit, current, however, because of the attention given to the topic of femicide, although without turning the account into an essay or a poster. The plot is expertly divided, including allusions and delusions, silences and half-admissions, gradually exposes the underlying weaknesses and passions, hypocrisies and fears, almost as though the policeman is transformed into an investigator of the individual and collective unconscious. The engine of inquiry in turn is driven by conscious and unconscious motivations, remorse and guilt, the desire for justice and revenge before an injustice that apparently seems to recur. The correct ethical appeal remains undamaged, in the midst of the drama, the dull ache of those, especially if shown to be weaker because of a disability, appears to be the natural scapegoat, the sacrificial victim designated to free the unconscious of a community from individual and objective responsibility. After all, the author seems to say, we modern people have remained as rough and just as primeval as the primitives.

Nigris amazes us, because basically an inner drama is proposed, in which the crime is only an epiphenomenon, an external and superficial manifestation, the result of a monstrous sedimentation allowed to ferment and then rot. The story has a compelling storyline, despite following a deliberately slow musical time ‘andante’, it moves along well, is pleasant and easy to read. Nigris takes the reader by the hand to a surprising and unexpected ending. The book is an unusually, beautiful and intriguing novel. 

It is an act of defiance against that which is quiet and a bit dull, who does not like to think or to raise doubts. The Light, in fact, can dazzle when you are not prepared and you receive it in your face. For this, the reading that you will undertake, will then cause the windows of your mind to open, and perhaps even those of your heart.

Antonio Panaino

University of Bologna

Department of Cultural Heritage


A ray of light

Albizzone is a small village perched on the mountain, stone houses, in a scattered formation are gathered around a square where there is a Baroque style church, facing the village hall. 

The sun at the start of July seemed to want to dissolve the narrow, dark cobblestone alleys, rendering them deserted in the unbearable heat.

A bright, blue light filtered through the Persian shutters that had been closed to prevent the heat from entering.

A ray of light illuminated the bare feet, legs stretched out on the bed, damp with sweat. Julia was a woman of about thirty years old, petite and fragile. She lay naked, her head leaning back on the pillow of the brass bed, immersed in the twilight of the room, kissed by the light beam.

The sweltering heat of those days had made the air un-breathable; sweat covered her body shimmering like frost on a lawn on a winter morning. Her skin was white as milk; she had a harmonious and well-proportioned physique, even if she was thin and drawn.

Long, straight, black hair, covered her firm breasts, the skin smooth and delicate, which stood out on her slender figure.

On the bedside table, there was a large glass pitcher, full of water, at its side, a glass with colorful flower designs.

It was Sunday afternoon; her husband Gaspare, a stocky middle-aged man, brusque and hasty, had gone to the bar after lunch with friends, as he often did on days off.

In the village they were considered a decent couple, normal people, who did not talk about themselves; Julia went to Mass almost every day, while her husband took part in the Sunday service.

The two had met as children, by chance, and the lack of real alternatives, had led them to marriage. Julia was the cashier at a bazaar in the village, owned by the mayor, Gaspare was a salesman and his work frequently took him to stay away from the house during the week.

Julia's eyes stared into the distance, toward the ceiling, where a rusty fan turned slowly, her eyes mechanically followed the movement of the blades while her mind leapt from one thought to another. She could not stop one that was immediately covered up by another, overlapping in a confusion of images, sensations, always with different moods.

Suddenly, her attention was drawn to a light beam that, by a strange optical effect, resembled a laser beam, and seemed to touch her feet.

Instinctively she withdrew her legs and hugged her knees to her chest. Her long black hair covered her shoulders and fell almost to her ankles.

The blinds moved slightly in a gust of wind, accompanied by a crunch, causing that light to move along the bed, as if wanting to follow her.

Julia felt uncomfortable.

She used to spend Sunday afternoons waiting for something that would change her life; she held within her a feeling that helped her to move forward.

Even she did not know what it was that she was looking for or expecting. It was just an awareness that tagged along with her on those long summer afternoons and that guided her dreams, permitting her to distance herself from the reality of everyday life. She fantasized, dreamed of distant worlds, a strong man who would take her away, who would make her feel like a woman.

Sometimes her imagination ran through strange places, unusual: like imagining being kidnapped by a pirate, a bandit, an adventurer, a man dragging her away to unknown worlds, and who was always able to protect her. She lived those moments so intensely that they almost seemed to appear real. Then on Monday, life resumed and she became immersed in the everyday, she forgot, without realizing it that nothing had happened.

Her village, Albizzone, did not have many inhabitants and some have the right to be mentioned.

The mayor of the village was Cavaliere Monteleone, a man who was larger rather than he was tall, with a round face and habitually red cheeks, sparse hair, brushed over, large and abundant folds under the chin. The mayor was also the owner of a bazaar where you could find something of everything, from groceries to newspapers, even a few clothes, stationery and some hardware.

What you could not find, he ordered and then Cavaliere Monteleone promised to have it for you within three days.

The Cavaliere's wife was a homemaker, a woman with short, thick legs, ordinary and authoritarian.

Along with the mayor, the other person of note in the village was the pharmacist, Dr Langella. The two were cousins. The pharmacist's father was the mayor's mother's brother.

Dr Langella had just past sixty, although he did not show it: he was tall, with a slim body, white, still thick hair, and a sweet face that expressed confidence. He was a person with gentile manners, whose long and slender hands, moved with slow, precise gestures, typical of a confident person, but he was never interfering. He dressed elegantly, always composed, and no one had ever heard him raise his voice.

The man was highly regarded by the village residents, and, despite being a pharmacist and not a doctor, many turned to him for medical advice, or to seek his advice about a medicine, and they went to the nearest hospital only for more serious cases.

His wife Adele helped him in the pharmacy, she stayed in the laboratory and prepared the medicines; she was also the midwife, but only worked in the village. She had not gone to university: she was the midwife because her mother had been and, before her, her grandmother; everyone in the village trusted her.

Being middle class, in Albizzone, rather upper, there were many people who visited Dr Langella daily, just for his opinion, advice, to chat, or perhaps with the excuse of having a cold.

The mayor's and the pharmacist's opinion was highly regarded by everyone. The parish priest, Don Giulio, had a different role. He was the elder prelate, who during sermons had the habit of launching his outrage against real and alleged sinners; he threatened them with flames and the eternal punishment of hell. 

Then there was Bernardo, the appointed village policeman, because he was the mayor's brother-in-law and for lack of other candidates: the fact that he was a deaf-mute did not seem to go against him. 

He was an individual that everyone in village considered retarded, mainly because he did not speak and had a tic that caused him to swing his head left and right. He walked through the village, in his blue and white uniform carrying his whistle and truncheon. To be truthful, it had not been supplied, instead of a truncheon he had been provided with a wooden stick, like a small baseball bat, painted white, with a black handle at the base, which had also been painted. 

Bernardo, particularly liked that improvised tool, he always carried it with him wherever he went: he loved to walk the streets of the village seeming serious and committed, although his job was just a charade a task of portrayal and no one in the village ever remembered getting a fine. When he passed by, people greeted him with a wave of their hand and he reciprocated with a wave of the truncheon.

Oreste was the innkeeper at the Bar Sport, where the men of the village would meet to play cards, strictly snap and Trumps, accompanying the game with jokes and many drinks.

On Sunday they commented on the card games and even this gave them a good excuse to drink; normally provided by those supporting the losing team, but anyway it was always a good pretext for a drink, they always found one.

Oreste was a big man, as large as he was good. He liked being in the midst of people and confusion, and never missed an opportunity to make a toast to something or someone.

The bar was a place for men, where women were unwelcome; sport was one of the favorite topics. The most serious talk took place in the square, after Sunday mass. Women, normally, listened.


Julia 

––––––––

Albizzone is a small village perched on the mountain, stone houses, in a scattered formation are gathered around a square where there is a Baroque style church, facing the village hall. 

The sun at the start of July seemed to want to dissolve the narrow, dark cobblestone alleys, rendering them deserted in the unbearable heat.

A bright, blue light filtered through the Persian shutters that had been closed to prevent the heat from entering. 

My name is Julia, I am not happy. My life goes by, sad and dismal like the gloom of my bedroom, waiting for a ray of light to illuminate it. My married life is sad, empty, without affection. Gaspare treats me like I was his servant, a person to deal with in an authoritarian manner, to bully without respect.

I am a woman of the church; faith is the only reason that allows me to progress. My husband's only compromise is to go to Mass together on Sunday morning.

We got married because it was inevitable, the thing to do. I still remember the words of my father:

"Don't let this get away, unless you want to be an old maid."

The words in our marriage were used up after only a few months. When we are at the table, I try to find out something about his work or his life, but the answer is usually a grunt. He does not speak to me not even to tell me what he wants to eat. If I make him something he does not like, he insults me and, when he drinks, he also raises his hand against me.

That Sunday, I was lying on the bed, in the oppressive heat of those days, which had driven me to take off my clothes, the ceiling fan did not help at all.

I was wet with sweat and smeared those drops over my body with my hand. The ray of light that filtered into the room shone on the beads of sweat on my body, from my belly to my breasts. I stroked them gently and, despite the hot weather, I had goose bumps. My nipples hardened.

I didn't even admit it to myself, but to be naked in my room, I felt a certain pleasure that soon turned to shame. 

In the hot months − as if the sun could awaken within me, dormant feelings and passions − I liked being alone in that room and let my mind run, freely.

My severe and rigid education did not allow for such behavior, and it made me feel a profound sense of unease and excruciating guilt. The next day I went to Don Giulio for confession.

It began by chance: one Sunday that I was lying in bed because I felt tired, my mind began to wander freely.

I knew that my husband would not be back before dark, and the emptiness of the house, on a day of rest, the dark atmosphere in the bedroom, with a Sandokan book by Emilio Salgari that I had just finished reading, had created a strange state of excitement in my mind and a desire to escape with my thoughts into a world of fantasy, which was mine only that no one else could enter.

My dream was to meet a strong and powerful man, like lightning in a thunderstorm; who would take me away with him from the village, from the house, and would make me happy.

With my eyes lost in the dim room, I liked to fly away into unknown worlds.

I must confess, with a certain embarrassment, that the protagonist in my imagination was a dynamic man, handsome, with a pungent smell, who would take me with strength, with that male instinct that drives a man to possess his woman eagerly, impulsively and passionately. 

My husband, however, was simply violent, especially in the evening when he came home drunk: me, in those moments, I remained stiff and motionless as a piece of ice, looking at the ceiling with wide eyes focused on one point and I thought of nothing. I created a mental armor that allowed me to leave my body. 

Only in this way could I bear my husband, his sweaty body, bad breath heavy with alcohol, the vulgarity of that act, the total lack of affection, the disgust I felt.

Luckily my husband was often out of the house for business reasons, otherwise I would not have been able to survive.

I knew that my life had no alternative in that village, in that house and with that husband. I dreamed of the strong man, with a lively character, decisive, with a strong personality, feeling that he knows exactly what he wants and what is good for you. A man able to give me the feeling that he is able to defend and protect me at all times, to deeply know my needs and how to meet them.

Those afternoons, allowed me to fantasize, to escape reality and to meet, even if only in the imagination, the man of my dreams.

At the store the time seems to go by quicker than at home, although always the same, except for that day when the mayor, returning from the Bar Sport, where he had been drinking a little, had approached me from behind, and put his hands on my breasts. I was surprised and, removed his hands abruptly, I had shouted at him, "What are you doing?!"

The mayor is an unpleasant person, but also being the owner of the shop where I work, as well as important in village, I feared he would be offended by my reaction. I thought that he could create serious problems for me.

He was visibly surprised by my reaction; he lowered his eyes, walked away without saying a word, because at that moment Cesare came up from the basement.

I experienced dreadful days, thinking about his possible reaction or other attempts at approaching me. Instead, thankfully, he behaved as if nothing had happened.

That ray of light through the window seemed to want to stroke my feet. I felt troubled and, as a defense, I raised my legs towards my chest.

Just then something unusual and very strange happened.

In that great heat of the day, there was total calm and no air, the Persian shutters began to move, along with a sinister noise, pushed by a gust of wind that seemed to come from distant worlds.

The glow of light that passed through the shutters, almost stole my privacy and that before had been gently stroking my feet, moved along the bed towards me, as if it wanted to reach me.

Another gust of wind and the light disappeared, another gust and the light reappeared, drawing lines along the bed, until, there was a stronger gust, the light with infinite slowness passed over my whole body, from my feet, legs, from the belly to the breasts, to my neck, to rest on my lips, as if to kiss me.

I immediately had the feeling, in fact the certainty that this was a very definite sign, as if to tell me something.

That something special would happen in my life.


Gaspare

––––––––

Albizzone is a small village perched on the mountain, stone houses, in a scattered formation are gathered around a square where there is a Baroque style church, facing the village hall. 

The sun at the start of July seemed to want to dissolve the narrow, dark cobblestone alleys, rendering them deserted in the unbearable heat.

A bright, blue light filtered through the Persian shutters that had been closed to prevent the heat from entering. 

I do not know why my parents called me Gaspare. It's a name that I hate because when I attended the priests' school, there was a certain Don Gaspare who took special care of me, but I won’t say anymore about this.

I married Julia because those available in the village, were her or Fernanda, the granddaughter of the innkeeper.

Fernanda had a beautiful body with a little fat and a nice ass, just as I like, but she had a mustache and was not working. 

Julia had a salary and had that frightened air of a weak woman who needs a real man, like me, that teaches how a wife should behave. 

Julia is lean, almost angular, only she has two beautiful breasts. She is certainly not my type. She has long, slender legs. I like legs with well-shaped strong thighs.

I always had a soft spot for legs. As a boy I loved looking at women's legs, I would go crazy when they crossed over... the furtive crossing that hides the forbidden fruit.

It was a shot of adrenaline that made my heart burst.

I had my first sexual experience when I had just turned nineteen, when I came out of the priests' school. She was a strong woman, beautiful, with a very pronounced form and big tits.

When she undressed, it was the first time I had seen a naked woman. I closed my eyes in shame. While I was on top of her, she moaned like a bitch. She told me that I was good at it; I gave her the money, even though I knew she’d have done it also free.

That day I realized I understood that I know what to do with women.

Julia is a woman all house, work and church. She's a lucky woman, because she has found a man like me that makes her feel like a woman, that teaches her how to behave, that is, to respect and serve her man. 

People’s opinion is important and that's why I go to church with her on Sundays, although Don Giulio with his sermons hurts my ears.

During those endless moments, I think, to myself, how to fill in the football pools coupon. I'm sure that in the end I will win something. On that day I will leave the village, where they don't deserve me, I'll find a woman with strong beautiful legs, big tits and a great ass and I'll become the lord of Lecce.

The money, at home, I manage myself, this is a task for men. I give Julia enough for the shopping, and she must give me a detailed statement. I keep her under control to prevent her from adding something on. 

Sometimes I have to use force to make her understand how to behave, but mostly, to let her know who is the boss in the house. 

Even in bed, I act like a man, I'm in charge and she, I'm sure, she is grateful for that.

Julia had a Catholic education and remains as cold as an icicle, but I know that inside, a fire burns. She holds all the excitement inside, but I know that she likes it a lot.

I am a man, and, like all real men, I visit other women, I am fascinating, my sexual performance is like a super sex champion, I make women happy. Mine is almost a mission. Often I have to pay, but because they are forced by their pimps. I'm sure they would pay to go with me.

My wife is boring and sad like all women and, sometimes, she rants and suffocates me with words.

My job is to make her understand how to behave and the villagers know that.

The mayor has congratulated me. He told me that in the store Julia is always very kind and polite with everyone, but very reserved: hardly looks up, especially when there are men. "God forbid," I replied, "my woman should know her place. If a woman is bothered by someone, it is certainly her responsibility, because in some way she encouraged him."

At these words, the mayor, for the first time since we have known each other, gave me a strong pat on the back, nodding his head. That day I realized that he considered me a person you can count on. 

It was very hot, that Sunday in July. The week after I'd have to leave to go do my rounds and I wanted to enjoy myself at the bar.

Real men are known for how they manage their drink and that evening I drank a lot. 


Spartacus

––––––––

Albizzone is a small village perched on the mountain, stone houses, in a scattered formation are gathered around a square where there is a Baroque style church, facing the village hall. 

The sun at the start of July seemed to want to dissolve the narrow, dark cobblestone alleys, rendering them deserted in the unbearable heat.

A bright, blue light filtered through the Persian shutters that had been closed to prevent the heat from entering. 

Spartacus lived in a small village fifty kilometers from Albizzone. He ran the transport service for the company Ciappi that made deliveries to the stores scattered throughout the various neighboring villages (among them Albizzone), foodstuffs, particularly beverages such as mineral water, beer and spirits.

He had been an avid sportsman from an early age. When he was seven, while cycling to the park along with his parents, he met an old man with a long white beard who, impressed by his enthusiasm and the frenzy with which he pushed the pedals, he shouted: 

"Go, go strongly, you have the agility of a champion, you will be the new Coppi, you know that famous Italian cyclist in the 1950s."

We do not know for what strange reason, perhaps because of the personality and charisma of that old man, but those words had a tremendous effect on him. He felt, immediately, that he was a great champion, and from that day had only one thought: to become a cyclist, a champion.

However, although Spartacus had great physical strength, he was not smart enough to understand that his imposing physique was not suitable for cycling. Although many people close to him had told him this, he was convinced that the sentence pronounced by the gentleman was a prediction and that he would become the world champion of cyclists. 

It was not to be that way. Now Spartacus was thirty years old and had kept that powerful physique, but after several failures and disappointments, had hung the bike on the wall of his garage and had taken up bodybuilding.
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