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	Chapter 1


I didn't feel like talking.

My agitated wife, sitting on the bed, continued to watch an Italian news program received via satellite on a television screen.

The hotel room, small and bare, was certainly not the best but I had ... we had ... more to think about.

We had arrived at the three (generous) star hotel in Montmartre two nights earlier, on a pleasure trip, or rather to detoxify ourselves from the high stress of the past months, and, of course, we never thought of becoming direct witnesses of one of the facts most disconcerting in the history of Paris. It had been a tiring day. We were exhausted.

The flow of subway rides had been interrupted and to get to the hotel we had paid for the ride in an expensive taxi which had taken a long time to cross the city teeming with sirens, police cars, ambulances and fire trucks.

The Notre–Dame Cathedral had been burning for hours now and I, as usual, was nearby, by the fire.

Was I following him again or was he still haunting me?

The acrid smell of burnt wood reached Montmartre and entered through the windows of the room.

The TV broadcast nothing but terrible images of the devastation and disfigurement of history. The roof of the most famous Gothic cathedral in the world was crumbling. The cameras had managed to capture the collapse of the tallest spire.

The ancient wood of the scaffolding that supported the upper part of the entire temple had now gone up in smoke. Thousands of people from all corners of Paris had come to the Île de la Cité to witness the victory of the evil one, the collapse of the certainties of a whole nation, of an ancient religion. I saw everything on TV, as if I had been in Italy.

Two hours earlier, however, I was in there, in the heart of Hell before it manifested itself, praying, immersed in the grandiose solemnity of the temple dedicated to Mary, the mother and protector of the French, forever and ever.

When the fire broke out to those present, my wife and I were in the square, in front of the towers.

First we heard a crash, then a strange smell. The silence was immediately broken by people screaming from the doors. Priests, policemen, distant sirens, smoke, light, creeping. A taxi. Let's take a taxi and go away ...

Street.

I had already left Turin a few days earlier, driving the old car that fate had attributed to me as the last asset. I could no longer bear the city that I had loved so much, to which I owed a lot of my career, of my success. How sad. By now she seemed prey to economic delirium, subservient to the devastating power of Bocconi managers. I felt it collapse. The positions of power, the dominant positions of every public and private company, flourishing economic enterprise, had ended up in the hands of perfect incompetents, demolition specialists, desecrators of dreams.

The important newspaper for which I worked, and which had granted me a long and meritorious career over the years, had also been entrusted to a prominent manager with a cold stock market career. A few months, a dozen meetings, not many personal interviews had been enough to propel the new Chief Financial Officer towards a new turning point for the newspaper. From one day to the next, many heads had blown, first of all that of the Director.

Then, like an avalanche, letters of dismissal arrived for everyone. Editors, typesetters, managers, workers, ushers and even the bartender. Dead branches, useless resources economically for the corporate restructuring project. So they said. My letter, an email as cold as a Scandinavian iceberg, arrived on my smartphone while, sitting comfortably in the back seat of a Mercedes, I returned, accompanied by a driver of the national television station, from a late evening talk show recorded in the Milan studios. 

Spread between the black leather of the German car, I savored the air conditioning and the sweet, almost silent hum of speed on the highway and felt proud of my life. The crime journalist, without any university degree, who had made a career in the crime scene, between police stations and prisons, had become a small TV star, an appreciated columnist and regularly invited to have his say on a thousand topics.

The ringing of the cell phone forced me to look at my e–mail. The letter was short. “Dear Mr. Zolcani Alessandro, we inform you that, starting from today, you are no longer part of our staff.

We send our best wishes and thanks for the collaboration of the last twenty years.

Signed: The (new) Director ”.

I did not read the other technicalities unnecessarily written at the bottom.

I was returning to my Turin and I no longer had a job.

When I got home, of course that night I couldn't sleep, I didn't say anything to my wife.

I'll call the lawyer in the morning. Let's see if those bastards are right, if they can treat me like that.

The next time they host me on television I will report them all, live. At half past eight the phone rang. It was the television official who had invited me on the last few occasions. He told me, without altering his voice, that they had received the notice of my dismissal from the newspaper. Without the support of management I would no longer have been invited to the debates. I'm sorry, he said and broke off before I could begin to argue. Within ten hours a wall had been erected around me. I could smell the acrid smell of scorched earth.

I was nothing anymore.

I was no longer worth anything.

At least they'll give you the liquidation money, my wife said smiling after learning of the fact. Rest assured that something will change, my elderly parents tried to reassure me. Aren't you okay with being a retiree? Friends repeated.

I knew some employees fired a few months before me; salary interrupted immediately, deferred payment in accordance with the law, a year, maybe two, before seeing a few Euros. It would have been hell for me and my family.

In a panic I made long phone calls every day to friends who I thought could help me but the answers were always the same and not at all encouraging. For a few days I resisted the temptation to abuse drugs, then I started taking pills, first to sleep, to stop thinking. My wife, in a hurry and with the love she hadn't shown me for years, took a few days off and decided to take me on a little trip to nearby France. We slept in Bourges the first night, remembering our happy youth, when we went to Brittany to eat crepes and listen to Celtic music. Then, the rain made us go straight towards Paris, towards that hotel under Montmartre, practically a suburb of Cairo, Algiers, Tunis or Casablanca, who had seen us visiting the French capital many years ago. Here the story I was telling begins again, the cathedral in flames, the escape in a taxi, the powerlessness in front of the fire.

What you don't know is that I somehow felt responsible. I knew it was going to happen. Fire, the fire that must destroy symbols and places, monuments and relics, the fire that follows a satanic path but is guided and protected, caused by human hands and minds, has the path marked and I, somehow, feel destined to discover it, follow it and possibly anticipate it.

I follow his trail.

He follows mine.

The trail of fire.

The journalist, or rather the former journalist of the major Turin newspaper, the expert and proven television commentator Alessandro Zolcani, had just turned fifty–five when he was fired. He was a man of medium height, strong enough but handsome. On TV, his smile, surrounded by a white beard that gave him a certain sense of solemn authority despite aging him, was paired with two deep blue eyes, enhanced by very long lashes. He did not like his voice, too high and shrill in recording, but for those who spoke to him that was not a problem, on the contrary, his fame as a storyteller, his ability to tell interesting and unusual stories had immediately attracted him of the television audience. His facebook profile was very popular and he did not seem to suffer from the situation, quite the contrary. The appearances on TV had begun a few months earlier when, following the anniversary of the death of an important magistrate, which took place ten years earlier in Turin, he had published a large investigation that overturned the cold conclusions of the investigators and gave the crime a new and mysterious setting, involving strange secret societies and, above all, the history and oddities of the much loved Magic city. From a simple Black Chronicle journalist to an expert in the underground world of esotericism and city magic, it was a short step. The newspaper found itself publishing its many articles in a book that achieved moderate sales success and its name began to circulate in television circles, more for the captivating oddities he asserted than for the real evaluations of his inquiries. However, given the change of direction and the economic and financial contraction of the activities, the newspaper decided to sacrifice him too by firing him, withdrawing copies of the book that had come out in his name and no longer sponsoring his television career.

The meteor of his success had passed.

That train had stopped.

His parable of stardom ended like this.

Without a salary and at that age in an instant he brought darkness.

Suddenly all the loans obtained for the purchase of the new car, the furniture of the house were suspended and he was forced to at least bring the car back to the dealer. His signature no longer had any value. The bank began to call to warn of serious shortcomings on the account and the impossibility of keeping open the mandates for payment of the exorbitant taxes to continue to be paid.

In short, it had been a disastrous period. This was the reason for the Parisian vacation, to try to relax and not think too much about the daily dramas.

The fire of Notre Dame, however, had hit him.

The reporter, the man, was marked by the awareness that he had arrived late, as if he had felt in his unconscious that those flames would spread right when he was in there. When he, enveloped by the majesty of the place, was following a kind of ritual of approaching the divinity, aided by Gregorian chant, then abruptly interrupted, of a dozen monks. His conviction, now that he was saddened in consternation in front of the TV, was that he had not been able to prevent the fire, had not anticipated it, had not done anything to prevent it.



	Chapter 2


The journalist and his wife returned to Turin on the motorway the next day, leaving Paris when the fire in the Cathedral had just been put out and its terrible effects displayed in television images by curious drones. During the journey, done in the passenger seat completely in silence, the man could think of nothing else. His ideas, the conjectures on the strange succession of fires in the symbolic places of the Christian faith, were becoming more and more confirmed. The fire still struck in the same way as ever, even in the age of total control, in the modern super secure civilization. It struck favored in its initial phase from the dark, it targeted churches and abbeys, it invested the palaces of the rulers and the ancient hermitages following a logical trace, a special and accurate design. He had talked about this on TV in the months before his firing but now he could smell the fire on his skin and had an intimate certainty. He knew he had become the protagonist of that fantasy of his, perhaps ridiculous but not incredible.

On his return to the city he tried again to look for a job. He had a human and economic dignity to maintain and the little hangover of notoriety was not completely over yet. He felt that staying at home doing nothing could not be his destiny, even if all the phone calls he made proved the same thing: he had been cut off from everything that was previously familiar to him. His journalist friends were in the same situation, the national TV channels were taking money from the newspapers and certainly could not guarantee him a job as an editor. He did not know how to do other jobs and did not yet have the serenity to invent new ones. After the first unsuccessful attempts he began to stay at home to read, now without even the desire to propose himself to other clients. He received no phone calls. Nobody cared about him anymore.

Yet he was certain that his ideas were not madness. He was convincing himself that he was right but he had no one to listen to him.

Among the many phone calls made, the CVs sent, the emails sent patiently, someone deigned to answer. They were cold echoes that rang in the ears with a constant chant: we don't need, you don't have a degree, you are old, you have no political support. He couldn't stand them anymore. He was physically distressed by his current condition. One day, however, he received an email from an unknown self–styled web newspaper director of the Turin province. With an elaborate turn of phrase he was offered, naturally without initial compensation, a small collaboration contract for the sporadic drafting of articles on the alleged Magic of the city of Turin. Without work, with long hours to spend at home, alone and wrapped in a deep laziness that was about to become depression, he gladly accepted. The day after, with the old car he went to the newspaper office in Pinerolo to speak with the Director.

When I first met him, he made a fair impression on me. He was a man not very tall but determined and with a kind but concrete manner. He told me about what he intended to do using a perfect Piedmontese dialect. The idea immediately interested me. According to the Director, it was time to feed the lovers of the occult, the strange, the esoteric and the miraculous, a new periodical of reference. The market demanded it. The city deserved it and the sponsors would have been happy about it. For some time, travel agencies have been organizing tours for tourists to visit the many esoterically interesting places in the Savoy capital. The legends fueled in the seventies by young writers and journalists in search of easy successes and publications still had a strong appeal among the heterogeneous population of the city and still enjoyed good commercial success. However, the curiosity of a wider audience, that of the virtual network, was to be piqued. The Director thought of creating a periodical with the specific desire to attract onlookers from the crowd of conspiracy theorists, ufologists, spiritualists, esotericists, fans of Magic and various oddities, which crowd the world of the Internet and its derivatives. The newspaper with the classic news from the municipalities of the province would have done its duty anyway but once a week the periodical Misteri e Magie in Turin would have brought new life with visits and likes to the Publisher, with great satisfaction of the sponsors and maybe some economic results for me too. I could only accept. I had no alternative. I began to study, review the topic on wikipedia, read the books of my childhood again and within a few weeks I felt ready to face the job. The sponsors had asked for the magazine to be at least weekly and I accepted. The first article, which appeared on the web one autumn evening, was completely ignored. The Director telephoned and complimented me. I told him I didn't have any likes and comments but the sponsors at the time were fine. Don't worry, he said and urged me to continue. You'll see next week ... 

I still remember that first timid and heartfelt article, a couple of folders that took up the history of Turin, and, above all, some of the now famous elaborations of the Turin scholars of the seventies, which had in any case influenced all my cultural formation in my youth. Those were the years of UFOs on the Musinè and at Caselle airport, of space travel, the first science fiction films cleared to the general public, the Turin journalist in contact with Russian astronauts who created archaeological finds to confirm bizarre comparative theses. The first satanist sects were formed in Turin. The first followers of the new age and the first pseudo Hindus of Hare Krisna were recognized on the street. Established painters exhibited demonic paintings. Whimsical footballers were inspired by hippie movements by dragging the boys to show long, rebellious hair. Many progressive music groups, which often referred to the world of the occult and science fiction, very popular among the culture of the "flower children", went to the studios of Fonit Cetra in via Cernaia to record their first works. The first fantasy readings arrived and "The Lord of the Rings" was transformed into the political manifesto of both opposing factions. They lived in the cultural salons of a city turned to the left and in social solidarity, but always attentive to pagan news, mysterious and eccentric characters and in the working–class city the first forms of contact with extraterrestrials took shape, which manifested themselves among the pots and coffee makers of some contacts. Presumed magicians and fortune tellers did big business with workers and important personalities and that decade labeled the city as the most interesting and magical in Italy, pivot of the triangle of White Magic made up of Turin, Lyon and Prague and even that of Black Magic with London and San Francisco.

This I had told in the article. Very professionally I had not taken positions on the matter, neither extolling nor criticizing too much those eccentricities that are sometimes even embarrassing.

The sponsors had liked it but, through the Director, they asked me for a little more courage, a position more at the limit, more possible towards the mystery in order to attract as many readers as possible. I was not happy with the first results. No comments on the newspaper page, no one on my Facebook profile, some likes from friends and acquaintances but I considered my first job a terrible flop, coming to the conclusion that I would not have gained anything with that experience.

I'll do better next week, I told myself, and so, for fun and to prove I wasn't completely finished, I got back to work. Right from that fabulous decade of weirdness, I started pulling some of my rabbits out of my hat, like the best wizard on television. I knew my job and this was an opportunity to prove it.

I took the investigations that I had prepared in the last months before the dismissal and started to propose them to the public, first gradually, then, week after week, more and more carefully, perhaps exceeding some gory or esoteric details to make them even more captivating. That story, after all, belonged to me. I had invented and studied the whole scenography, as well as the theses that supported it, studying whole nights on ancient and modern documents, many reliable and scientifically and historically credible, others decidedly more controversial and of dubious origin, but all, the corpus of my theses held up well and was, for the public, very interesting and engaging. People began to remember my television appearances, my articles on the important newspaper and the likes grew, the comments multiplied, the newspaper on the network constantly increased the number of views. The Director gloated for the joy of having made a happy choice by hiring me, the sponsors proved to be happy and I, finally, after months of oblivion, began to feel important. I had not yet seen any money but I had no doubts that I had at least managed to return to the honor of the world.

The journalist, now discharged from the world of the working and productive reality of the city, therefore found new lifeblood in the task entrusted to him by the Director of that telematic newspaper, to bring Turin back into the sphere of occultism and mystery, still affirming it as a symbolic place of non–esotericism. only Italian, to definitively proclaim it a Magic City and take advantage, with the sponsors at work, of the growing interest that the question aroused.

If the first article, cold and distant, had received little appreciation, it was from the second issue that the public began to get passionate about the matter. Alessandro began to retell the story for which he had come to reach fame more than a year earlier. In his career as a street hack he had often come across incomprehensible crimes, at least strange events and even less normal people.

By attending police stations, Policemen stations, Guardia di Finanza barracks, lawyers and the great Palace of Justice with its courts and judges of the Forum, over time he had achieved a certain experience, met a flood of people whose trust he had earned. His Black Chronicle articles in the nationally circulated newspaper had always demonstrated a solid basis of clarity of information and the typical impartiality of the reporter. Never a mistake or a lecture from the authorities, indeed, often it was they, or the investigators themselves, who provided him with the preview information that he could publish, not always without hidden reasons.

It was from one of these, fallen from above, that his little parable of success had begun, so abruptly interrupted by his dismissal.



	Chapter 3


Six months before his dismissal Zolcani received a phone call.

Alessandro often said that he had received one from an important graduate of the Turin policemen, who invited him to the Cernaia barracks for a meeting. Asked for permission to use the recorder, he went to the offices of the new Commander.

The man, stocky but powerful, wore with proud aplomb two mustaches now turned white with age. He introduced himself as Major Gualtiero Scalia and, making the reporter sit in, asked if he could offer him something non–alcoholic to drink. Only then did he begin to speak.

–The Attorney General has been dead for ten years. As you know all the newspapers are still extolling his qualities as a magistrate and a successful man. He had become famous for his social struggles, his stances, even dangerous ones, against the Mafia. He had become a champion of legality so reviled by the Italian people and had exposed himself personally by fighting with all his strength against the rich and powerful, politicians and entrepreneurs, Mafia leaders and great personalities who belonged to sects or secret societies. He also had an extremely telegenic face, a calm and captivating diction, a beautiful stage presence that had allowed him to become the star of the television salons. In short, a flag for active sociability, a beacon, an example for the new generations of magistrates and judges. When he died in the house, he said to himself for a sudden collapse on a very hot summer evening, without the family and the numerous escort being able to do anything to save him, the grief in the city, in Italy and throughout the world was unanimous. Someone even spread the rumor that the magistrate had been poisoned by the powerful Sicilian Mafia who had always seen in him the public enemy number one. I see he's following me. He too had been suspicious of that unexpected death, right? He too, I remember, had written that not everything had been clear on that August night and the death of such a famous man, and now destined for a very bright political career, had left all the professionals very perplexed. Well ... I, Gualtiero Scalia, current commander of the provincial section of the Policemen of Turin, I decided to tell him the whole truth about that case. It will be up to you, and your intelligence, to decide if and how to use this information. Of course, no one will know anything and the news I will give you is absolutely not certifiable. For Italian justice the case is closed and will certainly not be reopened due to the conjectures of a journalist but my conscience requires that the flame of the search for truth is not extinguished. Here is the story of that madness. Twenty pages written by that priest. Now he has returned to Turin but has been exiled to a remote country on the border between Brazil and Colombia, on the Amazon River. For seven years, he did penance there, atoning for his sins towards the Catholic Church. Now he is back, he studied in Rome, made a decent career and we talk every now and then. He sent me this package a few months ago. I entrust the manuscript to you. I have read it and everything corresponds perfectly to the reality of the facts, not too fictional for me. You can use it as you wish. I give you the name and address of the poor man who, with his suicide, had started the story and cemented the friendship between me and Valerio. Do some research, inquire. But know that, from this moment, I will deny even having met you. Use what I have given you with caution. Don't make rash choices. 

Naturally Alessandro as soon as he got home he read, or rather devoured, the twenty pages written by that priest. Immediately after that reading, that unexpected revelation, he began to make his own conjectures, connecting the pieces of recent, ancient and contemporary history. He began to write down all his ideas on notebooks that became notebooks. He analyzed names, dates, geographic toponyms, monuments, palaces, churches. Especially the latter and places of worship, internal arrangements of statues and columns, windows and other details. All this information ended up on the computer filling up with files. His knowledge of the city, and of its underground and esoteric world, also increased day by day. So he began to elaborate the theories that would, in a few months, make him famous and then, without his realizing it, they forced him to run out of work.

Convinced that this could be of great interest, the journalist reported, in full version, the story of the priest, Don Valerio. Colonel of the Policemen Gualtiero Scalia later declared to many newspapers that he knew nothing about these pages, nor about a priest called Valerio, nor about the alleged violent death of the prosecutor so well liked by the public.



	Chapter 4


THE EXPERT 

Story of the events of a torrid summer written by Don Valerio. 

1) The sword. 

The man's body lay in a pool of blood, lying on his left side. 

A long, strong sword crossed him at stomach level. 

The steel blade, now stained with blood and visceral fluid, protruded from his back. 

The hilt, somewhat elaborate and forged in medieval style, was firmly gripped by the stiff fingers of the dead man, his arms folded over them and still stretched in the effort of the thrust. 

His mouth, open in the scream of extreme pain, vomited a slimy white drool. 

Large traces of dark blood stained the beautiful wooden floor, extending to a very valuable Persian rug. 

The acrid smell of the intestines torn by the blade hit me like a stabbing fist in the stomach, forcing me to leave the large, hot and sultry attic, the scene of the macabre scene. 

I rushed down the ebony spiral staircase to a cooler, more welcoming dining room downstairs. I opened a window, putting a handkerchief on the handle so as not to leave footprints, the hot air of the sultry city slowly entered.

I lay down heavily on a comfortable sofa, trying with long breaths to prevent the feeling of fainting that was gripping me from gaining the upper hand over my body. Drops of cold sweat dripped from my back while the violent malaise seemed not to want to leave me.

A black woman, her face disfigured by tears, could hardly answer the questions of a man in uniform. Scattered among the rooms of the apartment other soldiers were, somewhat clumsily, rummaging through furniture and drawers for clues.

– Look for guys, one does not decide to kill himself in such a blatant way without leaving a note of justifications or excuses to explain to the world, and to himself, the reasons for the insane gesture ...

I was well acquainted with Marshal Gualtiero Scalia, the last descendant of a noble family from the South, relegated to life as a Policeman by fate and a decent salary. Honest, upright and highly educated, he had recently been appointed Section Head and was proud to have reached the coveted milestone just turned forty. He looked at me surprised.

– What are you doing here? You seem late to impart extreme unction to the poor man upstairs ... Tell me everything, dear parish priest, or I will charge you for contaminating circumstantial evidence!

Tell him everything, a good question and even more difficult and unlikely the answer given that the vice–parish priest of a suburban church should not be at the scene of a suicide, in a lodging in the center of Turin, at three in the afternoon on a weekday in early summer.

– I did not have funerals, nor baptisms or confirmations ... – I replied with that calm tone that I liked so much to use to play down situations – so I took a walk along Via Garibaldi, I saw the two gazelles whizzing through the pedestrian area with blaring sirens and I followed them. It was certainly not difficult to get here, camouflaging myself among your plainclothes men on the stairs and the screams and cries of the woman who opened the door intrigued me so much that they took me up to the attic. Seeing the gruesome scene I had a violent bout of nausea and had to get off... I didn't touch or pollute anything, if that's what scares you. After all, you know that I always see you with pleasure ...

It was true. 

I had followed the two steering wheels with my eyes, running to the house theater of the story just at the corner of Via Milano. 

The palace, located at the end of a tiny courtyard, had been refurbished a few years ago even though it exuded an ancient and imposing air. 

A large stone staircase led to the lodgings, set over three floors. 

At the last there was the hustle and bustle apartment, the large entrance to the living area, a dining room, the kitchen in plain sight, a color TV built into a niche under the spiral staircase, CDs scattered over beautiful red sofas. A masterpiece of architecture, extremely elegant and refined.

I had entered. 

The boots of the policemen had already sprinkled the beautiful platform of the staircase with muddy footprints, while whoever wore them was guided by the gestures of the weeping lady until they disappeared upstairs. 

I followed them quickly, intrigued by so much hype. 

I mean, I certainly hadn't done anything wrong. 

Looking in the mirror at the entrance I saw my face as white as that of a ghost and I felt the need to drink a glass of water. 

Among the busy men of the law I reached the kitchen and, finding the refrigerator, took a bottle of mineral water that was still closed (so as not to pollute the evidence) and drank at least half a liter in one gulp. 

I felt reborn and among all those people who were investigating in bulk I also worked hard to look for clues or things out of place.

When he had finished questioning the woman, a Peruvian maid who could speak only in Spanish and cry in despair, the sergeant called me. 

We sat down on the comfortable sofa. 

White and very thick hair framed the shaven face of the guardian of the order who flaunted a great mustache. He was the father of a very lively child who attended catechism in our parish, so we knew each other well.

Sitting on the sofa, with jeans and shirt untucked, evidently to mask a certain tendency to gain weight, Gualtiero Scalia seemed the archetype of the civil servant, cowardly, flabby, resigned but, as always, appearances can be deceiving and in Turin few, between colleagues and adversaries, they could claim that they were not afraid of him and his insightful culture.

– Do you know who this madman is? 

His friend said to me with a smile and, without waiting for my answer, continued: 

– The dead man is a famous merchant, computer and marketing expert, a man very busy with his work and his family: a famous pathologist wife, two beautiful children who are now at the seaside with their mother. A successful, busy and lucky man. Never a fuss with the law, taxes always paid, respected and admired by the whole city. We policemen often used him too. I knew him well. He always had the right word and advice for everyone. Now it will be hard to warn the family, those parents who helped him so much in his business and that beautiful, beautiful wife, so introverted, absorbed in her job as a university teacher and scientific researcher. Above all, it will be hard to find a reason for the gesture, for his suicide, even if, if you think about it, behind the perfectly white facade of this man, it remains a dark or at least disturbing side. See those two black–covered books? He wrote them. They are fantastic novels. He liked to write, he often talked about it in the company with his most loyal customers. He claimed to be a poet and was proud to show those who saw him as a cold and in any case anonymous trader his sensitive and poetic soul, aimed at analyzing stories and problems far removed from his daily struggles. We should analyze these books, try to understand if there are any traces to follow for this suicide, which seems absurd to me, and I think it would be advisable to read them as soon as possible. One who has all the fortunes in this world and gets pierced by a sword on such a sunny and hot July day probably has reasons and it is my job to discover them or at least try to do so. 

A young policeman came down the stairs with three volumes in his hand.

– Look Marshal, I found three books. They seem written by the victim. There's her name on the cover.

Gualtiero took them, leafed through them, overturned them and, seeing that the copies on the shelf in the dining room seemed newer, he handed them to me. They were two volumes of short stories and a book of poems with somewhat eccentric and evocative titles.

– Read them too – he told me – so I won't be the only one to draw conclusions, maybe you like them too. Meanwhile, we seize everything, papers, notes, computers, musical instruments.

I thought with horror, as a passionate lover of books and a staunch supporter of reasoned disorder, of the hands of the young soldiers who would soon land, like a pack of hungry hyenas, on the endless shelves of the many bookstores scattered around the house, to collect the memories of that body, now cold, lifeless and memories to tell. Soon it would all end up in cardboard boxes, ready to feed the mouths of hundreds of rats in the courthouse basements.

I went back to the parish with the books under my arm, thinking about the bitter fate of that man and the strange and sudden malaise that had hit me. 

2) The books.

The heat kills, maddens and weakens. July transforms winter cities into tropical forests of asphalt, smog and heat, of avenues with dry trees and rivers that have now become sewers... only mice and cockroaches will be able to resist the progressive destruction. The realm of warm darkness is about to come. The hell of scorching heat, eternal drought, power plants without electricity, stormy nature is upon us ...

My mind was building disturbing images and I, delirious in bed, implored my God who is the source of water and wisdom, fresh breath and eternal spring. I prayed to the Almighty to generate a storm over the city to refresh if not sleep at least my thoughts.

The moon, serene and joyful among bright stars, entered the glass of the window and showed itself shamelessly, announcing how vain my pleas had been.

The warm wind had swept the clouds and the long awaited storm, at least for that night, would not arrive.
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