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  When the fog rises




  The large animal awoke just like it always did shortly after sunset. It couldn’t stretch itself, even though it continued to grow. Its powerful, irregular heartbeat was comparable to the sound of gongs that could be heard even at a great distance. A thousand tiny eyes in limber bodies set off to provide sight for the large animal. It was hungry and it spat the fog out, thick and cool like moist batting, taking the breath from all living creatures. London was alive!




  John Doe knew that the animal had to be fed, just like every night when the fog rolled in from the Thames. But this time he could barely move. He had laid his hot forehead against the cool iron bars, but since the last time he had purposely injured himself by constantly hitting his head against them, they had attached wire gauze in front of them. He once again pressed his head against them, but this time the gauze simply yielded to the pressure. He observed how his breath mixed with that of the city. The muted sounds of the harbour forced themselves into the room from afar. He once again jerked on the massive leather straps forcing his arms onto his back.




  He knew that the others were watching him through the flap of the door. He didn’t even need to turn around to know that. They were whispering, but he suspected he knew what they were talking about.




  Professor Rainford and his assistant, Dr. Stokes, were standing outside the heavy door.




  “He always acts so strange when the fog rolls in,” Strokes noted.




  His thickset build reminded one of a bulldog. Even his facial expression was identical.




  Only the horn-rimmed glasses provided him with an academic touch. Rainford, a good two heads taller and conceivably gaunt, had his hands in the pockets of his white lab coat. He seemed to be contemplating a Freudian theory. Out of admiration for his great role model, he has also cultivated the same type of beard. He then grumbled in a very wise manner,




  “Humm…,” and once again, “hummmm”.




  “At least he can’t injure himself any longer. We’ve secured the cell as well as possible and the straitjacket will do the rest,” Stokes reported while staring at his notes on his pad.




  “More importantly is that he won’t able to cause any harm to anyone else,” the Professor admonished peering almost punitively at Stokes.




  “Yes, of course, you’re absolutely right. What he did to his victims was more…




  perfidious,” his assistant hastened to add.




  “Yes, indeed. And I would truly like to know where he obtained his medical expertise,” murmured Rainford, turning to look into the cell once again.




  Their patient remained standing with his back to them, gazing out the small window.




  “The police assume they are dealing here with an autodidact.”




  “Impossible! Considering the way that he… um… dissected the women…”




  “…could he have possibly been taught by a butcher,” Stocks added overeagerly.




  “Bah,” Rainford spewed contemptuously. The man standing close to the window was very disturbing to him.




  Since his admittance, he had only spoken once to him. John Doe’s sinister eyes glared at him, or better yet bore through him. He’d asked him questions and this man had provided answers in a manner that suggested that he had experienced some sort of higher education.




  However, he refused to provide them with his name, so they called him “John Doe” in old police tradition.




  The man was obviously in the best of health. But his psyche seemed to exist in two different worlds. And every time the fog rose, he lost control and became aggressive.




  “Bring him into my office. I’d like to speak to him once again,” Rainford instructed his assistant.




  “Now? In the middle of the night?”




  “Now! But make sure to leave the straitjacket on.”




  Stokes couldn't believe that his boss would arrange a session at such a godforsaken hour. And what if something should happen to him? The sanatorium suffered under a chronic staff shortage and if this madman attacked the professor, a guard might not be able to intervene quickly enough.




  A little while later the man in the white straightjacket sat across from the professor.




  The scholar had lit a pipe and sat regarding the middle-aged man, whose somewhat unkempt appearance was only accentuated by his 5 o'clock shadow look.
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