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First Part
  
  


  
Chapter 1
  
  


  
  


  
  


  
«I will soon be back, make yourselves at home, please» - said
the man going out. We looked at each other, George and I. It had
only been from the morning that we didn’t have a chance to stay
alone, however I swear that it seemed to me as if it was an
eternity.
  
 

 

 «That’s a real story of madness! » he burst out taking a
seat in one of the four wood armchairs that were around a circular
table in the center of the small room–«This man must be crazy!
Let's put him off as soon as is back and let's escape from here,
until we are in time»–he added while I was taking a seat in front
of him.
  
 

 

 «Just a moment, George, maybe it will seem strange to you,
but I don't feel afraid of this man! He inspires a sort of trust in
me, despite his strangeness».
  
 

 

 «But do you realize what you are talking about? Have you
gone out of sense too? This man must have some extraordinary
powers: hasn't he hypnotized us just slightly before? Have you also
heard him talk of super-races and brain's experiments or have I
dreamed of it?», George attacked me nervously.
  
 

 

 «Be quiet, please, George» - I told him in a calm voice.
–«First of all, I don't believe he has hypnotized us, just before.
Secondly, if he is really so powerful as you say, what could be his
reaction, when we try to immobilize him? Make a point on it:  when
we arrived here, we were both sleepy. Therefore if he wanted to use
us as guinea-pigs, two punctures were enough for him to knock us
down!  On the other hand I have not seen yet neither cats
resembling mice, nor men with a square brain! Who can be sure that
the old man is not inventing everything? It would not surprise me
if this story derived from the imagination of some fantastical
writer. I want to go to the end of all these circumstances. Don’t
you also want to know what kind of job's proposal Mr Winningoes is
going to make for us?»
  
 

 George gazed for a long time into my eyes, thoughtfully.
Then, without answering, he relaxed on the back of the chair,
releasing the muscles and breathing deeply.
  
 

 He stood with half open eyes crossing at once the feet and
the hands softly on the womb, with the right hand covering the palm
of the left one. He seemed to me almost slept, while only the
breath animated his body.
  
 

 Won by all those unexpected and subsequent emotions, I also
imitated him doing my best on sitting comfortably on the wood
ancient chair.
  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
Chapter 2
  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
In order to relax I recalled the preceding events, starting from
the moment I had firstly met my friend George.
  
I   had known him early in the summer of 1979, in a little snack
bar of the center, at the beginning of my London stay. A snack-cafe
not so far from Piccadilly Circus, where they made a slightly
drinkable coffee. I used to go there, because it was the only place
where the coffee was served in the small, classical, Italian cups,
and even if it was served with no cream, was still better than that
watered black soap that almost all barmen sell off for coffee in
England.
  
 

 The bar was housed in a large rectangular room. On the right
of the entry there was the counter with the coffee-machine, while
both on the left and the opposite wall, in front of  the
entry-door, there was a wood bench, lined in plastics of brown
color, and, straight above, lined in the identical way, a same long
but narrow shelf, plenty of sugar-bowls and ashtrays.
  
 

 The left wall, for the whole length of the bench, beginning
from the shelf and finishing to the originally white-painted
ceiling, was made of a thick transparent glass that, giving
brightness to the place, allowed the visitors to enjoy a wide
outside sight where, just in front, it was well visible the
entrance of a theatre with an ample and luxurious atrium.
  
 

 It was there that George seemed to stare up at his look,
over the round glasses (like John Lennon’s, I had thought). His
olive complexion, the chestnut hair and the black moustaches didn't
make him certainly look like a probable Queen’s subject, but I
questioned him, this not less, in English. After all, we were in
London: what kind of idiom was I supposed to speak?
  
 

 He burst into laughter, hearing my question. Not
immediately, but after turning his head to look at me, with a funny
expression on his face, while with my hands I repeated my request
for fire, rubbing, at the same time, my right forefinger on the
palm of the left hand.
  
 

 Lighting his own cigarette, as I stood close and steady,
much more interdict than angry, because of his crazy laughing, he
told me in a strongly stressed, though smooth, Italian
language:
  
 

 - «Sorry for laughing, but Italian people do make notice of
them, when they speak English. You come from Rome, don’t you
?», he suddenly added, smiling with satisfaction to my
affirmative answer.
  
 

 The place, beside the two of us and a girl sitting on the
other side of the bench, was empty. The barkeeper, behind the
counter, was preparing a great copy of sandwiches, with cheese and
tomatoes, lettuce and meats and a few others with all four
ingredients together, according to the best English taste.
  
 

  «And you, where do you come from
?», I asked him in some annoyed tone for that reference to
the Italian’s accent and particularly to that of the Romans, whose
noble descendants I am still proud to belong.
  
 

 « I am not Italian»  he answered me with a peaceful voice
«but I have lived quite a lot of years in Italy. So I know your
customs quite well, and also your accent», concluded laughing
again.
  
 

 This time his laughing, however, didn't upset me at all.
Those few words had been enough to make my anger fade away; or
maybe I was just only glad to talk to someone without squeezing my
brain to translate my thoughts from Italian into English
language.
  
  


  
  


  
   


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
Chapter 3
  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
My remembering was interrupted by a discreet touch at the door.
Mr Winningoes entered holding a tray in a hand on which there was a
stumpy teapot in porcelain and three handless cups, decorated with
Chinese ideograms.
  
 

 

 «I apologize for leaving you alone for such a long time »he
said happily–«but to make tea is a very serious matter that
requires time and skill. Help yourselves please».
  
 

 I filled the three cups with a lot of attention. George,
taking one on his hand, gazed at its outside and the inside for a
long time. He seemed particularly interested in the small yellowish
petals that floated on the surface.
  
 

 

 «They are jasmine's flowers» said the old man. «I get this
tea directly from China. It is delicious, isn't it?» he added,
turning to me, while  I was trying   to sip it slowly, in order not
to burn me.
  
 

 «Yes, certain. It is very tasty. Do you also like Chinese
cuisine?», I returned him on time.

 «Oh, yes, for sure!  I do it so much!» , he answered with a
light flash on his face .«I remember when my son Adam was still
alive…»
  
 

 But suddenly we saw that flash of light illuminating his
face transformed into a dark and sad countenance.
  
 

 

 «My son Adam…»– he echoed bitterly himself, with a smile of
self-pity on the pale lips.

 

 We observed a respectful silence for the pain of that man
who appeared at times a proud lion, full of projects for his
future, to become instead afterward, a man tired of striving, bent
by disgraces and by the time.
  
 

 I wished I had mastered a better English to show him my
solidarity and tell him that I didn't even know he had had some
children, not even he had gotten married, forming a proper family;
apart, of course, his father and mother, whom he had spoken of to
us for long time throughout his story.
  
  


  
But who was really that strange man? Was it enough to know him
well, what he had told us himself rightly on that same day? I made
an effort to collect my ideas recalling the story in his own
words.
  
  


  
  


  
  


  
   


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
Chapter 4
  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
«My name is Patrick Winningoes Parnell and I was born at
Wadebridge, in Cornwall, in the south-west of England, to a
Catholic Irishwoman and a Protestant Englishman. My father, Lord
Isaac Winningoes, whose family was among the noblest and most
ancient for English lineage, at that time, was a very close adviser
of the British government. My mother was named Mary Josephine
Parnell.
  
In those times Great Britain was still a vast empire and
Ireland, born earth of my mother, made integrally part of it.
  
After a happy infancy, I was enrolled at a classical studies
school, but when I was sixteen something happened to me so
seriously to change radically the course of my life.
  
Without any apparent reason my father took me away from the
College and the same day of such a sudden resolution, in a night of
storm, I was embarked on a ship, “The Ulysses”, that anchored at
Land's End, attended my arrival to set sail.
  
My father didn't want to give me any explanation and, despite I
implored him crying, that I didn't want to depart without greeting
my mother, he was inflexible. He delivered two letters to me: one
for the reverend Jacob Sevear, who would have become my despotic
guardian; the other for me, and I read it in tears, when my beloved
coasts were already distant from sight.
  
  


  
The letter contained, a few recommendations on the principles
that a good child has to observe, together with the information
that my destination would have been Boston, in the U.S.A., and that
I had to be in charge to reverend Sevear's.
  
  


  
The life that attended me beyond the ocean was, my friends, a
hard life indeed to be sustained. Certainly, I had all the comforts
of life, but I lived in a gilded isolation, without almost any
contact with the outside world. My guardian was inflexible on
applying those rules that, as he underlined, had been ordered to
him by my father: I could not go out, if not in his company; I
didn't have to possess any sum of money, providing himself to
satisfy any my desire; even the newspapers and the magazines passed
for his careful censorship, before I could read them.
  
  


  
After some time, my captivity slightly decreased, but I still
felt as a prisoner and for my mind, offended and violated, to find
a free play in the studies, in which my guardian worked out to be a
wise and able preceptor, was a matter of surviving.
  
  


  
How many nights I dreamed to fly, like Icarus, over the Atlantic
or to sail, as Ulysses, searching for new, craving lands! How many
nights I cried, thinking of my mother and my distant born beaches!
How I felt heavy, then, my father's hand on my head and that of my
sad destiny! For how much I tried on it, however, I didn't succeed
in breaking those chains that tormented me. From time to time I
contrived a plan to run away, but I always postponed it, hoping
that the day after a letter from England would come, to bring me
the freedom, the end of my nightmare and its mysteries.
  
  


  
After years of that life of segregation, finally came the very
expected day: On my twenty-first birthday the reverend Sevear
handed me over a letter from my father on which he accounted the
circumstances that were the origin of all my sufferings and that so
much had to influence my life in the future. But the joy for the
long, desired truth, was darkened by the sad news, in the same
letter contained, that my mother, my beloved mother, had died, two
years before, in the prison of Primestone.
  
  


  
I was informed through that letter that my mother, just a little
before my departure for Boston, had been halted with the accusation
of plotting to overturn the institutions and the Crown, an
accusation much more serious, being my father a man in the service
of the State. She was found guilty, and only the interest that some
friends of my father showed towards, saved her from the inglorious
end that struck all the other heads of the revolt: the hanging in
public square.
  
  


  
But she could not stand up with the imprisonment as she wrote
herself in one of the few letters that she was allowed to write to
me, and which the reverend Sevear had been ordered not to deliver
to me before my twenty-first birthday:
  
 


  
  


  
The scandal that followed the discovery of the plot to free
Ireland from the oppressive English yoke, had also overwhelmed my
father, who was forced by his political enemies to resign. The
aspect of the whole circumstance for me more spine-chilling was
constituted by the fact that my father himself had discovered and
denounced the secret activity of my mother, for whose he asked me
to be forgiven and hoped that I would understand the involved,
ethics implications.
  
  


  
How I hated him henceforth! I cursed him, one hundred, thousand
times, from that day and for the days to come! How could he have
chosen his stupid state’s reason against the love of a fragile and
sweet creature as my mother? Why did he not embark her with me to
subtract her to the jailers? His king, then, was more worthy than
his woman in his heart?
  
  


  
He recommended himself to my comprehension, since he did act for
my own goodness, leaving me out, considering also my youth, from
the clamors and from the shame of the scandal that had overwhelmed
our honorable name, and he finally remembered to me, that only God
can judge man’s operations. That atrocious contradiction induced me
to also hate “his” God. If only Him could judge men’s behaviors,
why did he accuse my mother to a Court of men?!? - “
  
  


  
That regrettable question concluded the monologue of our guest,
to which we had assisted in a religious silence but with long live
share.
  
  


  
While evoking his memoirs, that I imagined a remote for
forgetful time in his mind; above all speaking of his mother, in
his voice a veiled tone of emotion had appeared.
  
  


  
And I don't know if I really perceived a mist in his eyes,
‘cause it lasted only for a bit: after pouring a glass of water and
drinking it with avarice, he fleetingly passed a candid napkin on
his face, with which he suddenly cancelled any trace of it. Then he
stayed immovably, absorbed in his sad memoirs, or perhaps picking
up ideas to continue his story. George had followed him for the
whole time with the chin supported by the closed fists on the edge
of the table. Without proffering a word he lit a cigarette and soon
after pushed the packet to me. With a peaceful and indifferent
tone, Mr Winningoes took back on his speech.
  
  


  
The same day I learned from my teacher that I was the only heir
of my mother’s estates, and that since the day of her death, he had
been its honest and prudent administrator, as he was ready to
detail me on his account.
  
  


  
That man, I had so much hated and blamed, now that his
ungrateful charge had come to end, seemed to me good and
comprehensive, and his words calmed my incurable pain.
Nevertheless, I needed to think about my life, and in those places
I would never succeed in shaking off my sad past. I begged the
reverend to continue to administer my goods and I departed, to
discover the world.
  
I travelled at first through the United States and Canada, then
I went to Australia and New Zealand. After I visited Europe, I
never found the courage to return to my country. Tired of the
European Countries, among which I mostly liked Italy, I departed to
India and finally, always curious about new lands, I went to
Africa.
  
  


  
Neither women, nor alcohol, nor drugs, not even the vices which
I was devoted to in those years succeeded in cancelling my bitter
memoirs, until one day, while I was sojourning in Kenya, I fell
ill, prey of strong fevers. Not a lot, then I gave, to live or die,
but Fate had evidently prepared that I survived, so that the
programs could be realized, whose I will have the honor and the
pleasure to communicate to you. Revealed therefore from the
illness, I returned to America aiming however to the south, that I
had not visited yet.
  
  


  
Once I had satisfied my world's curiosity, I took over again my
studies, more strongly and surely than before. I was akin of all:
medicine, biology, physics, mathematics, chemistry, hidden
sciences, illusionism, magic arts, engineering, electronics,
astrology, philosophy, astronomy, sociology, anthropology,
theology, ethnology, history, juridical, economic and political
sciences and every other thing attracted my mind curious of
reaching new knowledge.
  
  


  
During the numerous years of my following study, it happened to
me a gradual mutation that flowed, between a short lapse of time,
in a great, bright revelation. I had realized, deepening on
studies, that any single subject lost, little by little, until
vanish, its own contours and that all acquired information met in a
bubbly melting pot, to form just one, immense nucleus of
knowledge.
  
Yes, dear friends: our knowledge is an original, total unity.
The single disciplines of human knowledge are but the
infinitesimally small fragments that mankind looks hopelessly for
recomposing into the aboriginal unity.
  
Two were the necessary consequent corollaries to this thrilling
discovery. The first one is that the brain of both animal and human
beings constitutes, though at a different evolutionary stage, a
microscopic part of the primordial totality. The second is that
human thought search, yet in a blind and messy manner, to
recompose, at a mental level, the great, primitive explosion, the
Big-Bang, through a long and fatiguing marching back, up to the
innumerable light years that separate it, from an equal, yet
opposite, roaring and powerful implosion. And if you consider that
our mind speculates in space-time as fast as speed-light, this kind
of final Big-Imbang will appear less far than any hasty
forecast.
  
  


  
The burst of the second world war caught me surprised on this
walk of studies and searches.
  
Bitterly I was forced to consider that human beings pursued
their premature end, rather than search for the truth.  But at that
time I hadn't understand yet that every human action, even the most
iniquitous and bestial, has however its own reason to be done and
for me, that war, would have been another fundamental step on the
way of comprehension.
  
  


  
During the war I had the opportunity to deeply analyze the
causes of those disastrous events. I had been, it is true, in the
years immediately preceding the war completely devoted to my
studies, in a way that I could call purely scientific of the
phenomena which stand at the base of the human life, but it was not
certainly in the forthcoming years of war that we had to seek its
reasons and inmost causes. The roots of hate and evil sank their
extreme appendixes in the most tangled and lavish meanders of the
human mind. These deleterious feelings, so inherent to the human
mind, were to be conceived like the principal causes of that huge
bath of blood.
  
  


  
From this premise I puzzled out that the basic beliefs of the
national socialist philosophy were correct: humanity, in order to
be saved, needed a superior race to be raised over the others for
leading them to salvation. But the German race could not certainly
be the chosen one. Not even any other among the existing races
could be that, because it had to be a race who didn't know, in
their hearts but goodness and love.
  
  


  
With a greater fury than before, I addressed all my energies
against the hateful enemy: I challenged death ten, hundred,
thousands of times, always defeating the adversary.
  
  


  
Little by little, I started perceiving what role it was reserved
to me in the history of the world and the contours of my destiny
assumed more and more its clean and precise outline».
  
  


  
While pronouncing his last words Mr Winningoes, who had
gradually been increasing his excitement during the narration,
lifted up the right hand, tensing his forefinger as an accuser, and
his eyes rotated a couple of times halting eventually in an insane
expression of craziness depicted on his face. He remained for
indefinite time with the lift forefinger, staring into space, with
his muscles tended as if they had wanted to get out of standing. He
seemed like a statue of marble, immortalized in a grotesque pose.
This sudden explosion of apparent madness came unexpectedly. Before
we had the time to interact, however, the man seemed to recover
himself. He looked around, lost and embarrassed and, grabbed a
glass of water, voided all of it in a hit. The water seemed to calm
the man. His eyes showed a serene light and he looked like being
almost absent, lost in his thoughts or perhaps looking to recompose
the interrupted line of his story. He pulled the refreshments
trolley and picked up a carafe filled with a golden colored
liquid.
  
  


  
«Have a drink, please. It is cognac from Charente, one of the
few things that I appreciate about French people».
  
  


  
This way of saying he poured some of that liquid in a short,
carved wine glass, explaining to us that a cognac, to be really
good, has to leave, if slightly rotated, a thin layer of color
inside the glass.
  
As soon as I had drunk, I immediately felt a comforting warmth.
On the warm’s alcohol wave I thought that that man surely knew so
much indeed about life. His theories, nevertheless, yet quite
abstruse to me, showed a sort of suggestive charm.
  
I imagined my brain imploding together with George’s, melting
with it and flying, as a winged rocket, in the endless
universe.
  
  


  
   


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
Chapter 5
  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
 

 While I was trying to go further in what the man had told of
his personal story he took back with a sad voice to tell his
tale.
  
  


  
«I apologize for talking in such a confused mess. Before
continuing telling you the story of my son it would be better to
resume what happened first. At the age of twentyone, after a long
journey and appropriate studies, I started some peculiar
experiments on the human brain. I felt that I had to create a super
brain in order to be reproduced and form a race of supermen able to
drive in the right direction this dreg of humanity that inhabits
the world. After all, I had to consider that the brain of every
living being contains, even though modified by evolution, the
original matrix of our existence.
  
 

 After some rough attempts of surgical engineering, that
occupied me for different years, whose initial success and
following disappointing bitterness almost led me to abandon the
whole project, it was fate to intervene and to point out the right
way to me.
  
Which kind of proof would I need to wait for? The same celestial
stars directly showed me the way!
  
 

 A beautiful day, in fact, while I was observing under the
microscope a cat’s brain, an ulterior, fortunate guinea-pig,
subtracted from the deprivations of its life for the glory of
science, an amazing account happened to me.
  
I had set the small feline’s organ in a cylindrical open neck
test-tube and I was continuously thinking about it, looking as
usual for a sprout of understanding on its complex and mysterious
composition. At a certain point, needing something to eat, I went
upstairs. I unwillingly left the microscope’s focus. I was going to
have a cup of tea, with my daily survival meal.
  
  


  
As I returned down stairs, I immediately noticed that something
strange had happened during my brief absence.  In the test-tube the
brain of the cat had dried, acquiring a grey and pale color.
  
I extracted it with the pliers: it seemed like a dry sponge
without any weight nor smell. What devil had it happened to?  It
was a gust of wind which answered me.
  
 

 In that underground where I secretly developed my
experiments, I had not left but a small window that I wanted
surfaced to the level of the ground.  It had slightly disclosed,
quiet enough to allow the passage of a provident ray of sun which,
intruding the optic circuit of the microscope, had poured in with
all its mighty energy, dehydrating completely the object of my
experiments.
  
  


  
But my light, initial disappointment had soon to be transformed
into high exultation, when I closely observed the test-tube that
had served like a furnace to that unforeseen experiment. On its
fund rested some drops of a dense and glimmering liquid! I had a
lightning, an intuition that afterwards had to be exactly
revealed.
  
 

 Admirably exact, my friends! I had found the way to extract
from the muscle that includes our life, from the brain that
contains all the knowledge of a human being, its own essence. An
extract, a summary, that is the same, but free from the physical
brain’s encumbrance, from the grey mash that comprises it. Free
from the flesh as a soul is free from his body as an idea from his
thinker as a thought from his action!
  
  


  
As you certainly know all our mental energy springs by a simple
chemical reaction that is continuously produced in our brain. Such
a reaction, that the physicians define with the name of “synapse”,
is originated by the reaction between the liquid whose brain is
imbued and the cells it copiously contains. In practice this
liquid, that has equal molecular structure in every man, works as a
tracing detector of the cerebral process, whose action is, instead,
what countersigns a man from another.
  
  


  
The intimate reasons for such different actions of the cerebral
processing, have seen divided for a long time the humanity. Manhood
has however been until now incapable of determining the true reason
for the difference of the beings of its species.  A human being,
from the scientific point of view, is only a product of a causal
connection of the basically chemical mixtures that are contained in
the cells. And all its activity is coordinated by the cerebral
cells.
  
To succeed in obtaining a distillate of those cells, meant
therefore to dispose of a substance of inestimable value.
  
  


  
At the beginning I thought to try his reproduction, but actually
this would have been only an interesting and suggestive detour from
my principal aim.
  
In order to reach it I had to gather all my efforts, and the
results of those first experiments constituted the base of my
following job.
  
First of all it was clear that the cerebral muscle, under
particular conditions of temperature and environment, like those
which took accidentally place that prophetic day in my laboratory,
released a particular, liquid and dense substance, containing the
fundamental geniuses, that I call primaries; those which are
responsible of the most intimate and proper characters of the
race.
  
  


  
It was also evident that such substance appeared able to be
moved into another brain, creating there a new habitat in which to
regenerate its cells and with them repurchase its functions and its
aboriginal characters.
  
 

 I verified more times the exactness of these hypotheses, but
only in a direction that I define evolutionary. The experiment only
succeeded if the essence of a superior animal, in the steps of the
evolutionary chain, was introduced in the brain of an inferior
animal, while in the other way down, the phenomenon took place in a
lesser and very attenuated tone deprived of significant
consequence.
  
  


  
I baptized the liquid essence ‘

  nouchefalon 
', and I prepared myself to develop in the foreseen
direction of my experiments.  What would happen if I transfused
some ‘human 

  nouchefalon
 ' into the brain of another man?»
  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
Chapter 6
  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
At that question, the man had set with extreme naturalness,
George had brought a hand to his mouth, showing in his eyes a
horrified gaze. Then he stood up, with the hand still on his mouth
and ran out the room. I heard his long footsteps, through the
staircases. 
  
 

 «I am sorry! I am very sorry indeed» he said in a resigned
and sincere tone. «I have tried to gradually introduce you to the
difficult matter, in order not to upset you, but it’s quietly
evident that I have not succeeded it. Shall we go to see how your
friend is?»  he concluded standing up.
  
  


  
 « Maybe it’s better if I go first to talk to him on my own! We
need to stay alone for a while» I told him. 
  
 

 «As you like» he said quietly, sitting again.
  
  


  
I followed George upstairs, thinking of Mr Winningoes’ story. I
had also accused an emotional hit to that sorrowful question,
although, I had expected that point of landing of his discourse.

  
  


  
I saw George coming out from the bath. He stared at me without
saying anything. I knew he needed to be on his own, so I went to
our room and lay down on the bed without approaching him.
  
 I closed my eyes, trying to dominate all these emotions.  I
recalled into my mind the last accounts had led me to that house,
with that strange man who seemed to fright George so heavily.
  
  


  
  


  
It was Friday, the 9th of November 1979, right the day we were
going to meet that strange Mr Winningoes, as we were soon to
discover, when I had followed my friend on the wide tree-lined
roads. On the sidewalks, the leaves, fallen during the night, had
formed a thick and soft carpet, on which George seemed to walk with
special pleasure. 
  
 

 It was a colorless day, of those that are counted so
numerous in London, especially in the winter time. One of those
days on which the diurnal light maintains the same slim intensity,
from mornings to evenings, and the night comes up suddenly
unexpectedly, when the pale and smothered reverberation of the sun,
behind a thick blanket of clouds, has concluded its fatiguing daily
cycle. 
  
 

 It blew a fresh and light breeze. But the wind, from time to
time, became impetuous, and by means of violent gusts seemed to
push us, like for joking or as if it wanted to encourage us to go
straight ahead. And courage was exactly what we really needed, as
our search for a job was becoming a serious and weary problem. 

 
 

 - «I don't recognize London's gone times anymore» -George
had told me, not later than the former evening, coming out from one
of the many job agencies we had uselessly visited.

 I followed him on his march, absorbed in the noise that our
own footsteps produced on the leaves. The rhombus of an auto
suddenly dissuaded my attention. 
  
  


  
 

 «Where are we going?» I asked him.
  
 

 «We will try to go this way along» he answered turning
slightly back his head to me. « This way through we will rejoin the
Maida Vale. There are plenty of job’s agencies up there». 
  
 

 George knew a lot better than I that zone, being living
there for the former years. He had taken that one-room flat wherein
we were living together, with a girl, now got back to Italy, as he
had fleetingly told me, not without a shade darkening sadly his
eyes; and after he did not speak more about it. 
  
  


  
Instead, on that same day he told me of his passion for esoteric
philosophies. Actually ‘till then, I had reputed them exclusive
knowledge of the eastern cultures, while George, rightly in the
period we met, was studying at one (whose study he had to introduce
me, later on), that he granted to the Huichols, a direct descending
people of the ancient pre-Columbian populations that in the present
state, according to what at that time he told me, were still living
in the north western mountains of Mexico.
  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
Chapter 7
  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
A little time later we heard someone knocking at the door.
  
  


  
«Is everything all right?»,  our guest asked. I went near George
for ask him how he was feeling.
  
 «I am very well, thank you» he answered, trying to hide from
him sight. Then in a low voice, trying to elude Mr Winningoes from
hearing, though the man  had kept discreetly quiet distant, he
added in an anxious tone: «What are we going to do? I can’t stand
staying here anymore. Let’s jump on him and...»
  
  


  
«Just excuse me for a while, my friends » the man said with
persuasive voice, still holding politely at the same distance
«before you turn a decision, that is up to you to be taken, I would
like to ask you only the courtesy to be able to end my own history.
You don't have to be afraid of me: if I wanted to hurt you I would
have been able to do it and I will show you that I am not lying.
Follow me, please».
  
  


  
This way saying he started walking for the long corridor. We
followed him turning on the left; then we stopped in front of a
wooden small door, on the top of the ample staircases that led
underneath. He fumbled in the lock reassuring us with a mild look.
A long snail iron scale introduced us to a big square room. The
room was bare and badly illuminated. Mr Winningoes directed toward
the opposite wall to the entry and after opening a big window he
said:
  
  


  
«Please, lean out and take a look down there».
  
 

 We leaned out. The view gave on an ample downed square,
visible over the brushes of tall and
  
mighty trees. I recognized the landing airfield of which our
guest had informed us, early in the morning. I realized that we had
to find us on the central tower of the building. Then he opened a
small door wall and after fumbling in a small niche recessed in the
wall, he gently told us, winking again with the chin besides the
window: 
  
 

 «Have a look now, would you!?»
  
 

 We benched outside: the open space, just a while before,
plainly empty, was now occupied by another vision. I kept for an
endless time watching it, astonished, incredulous, confused, while
my heart was galloping fast and the blood pressed on to my temples
as if it wanted to squirt out of them.
  
 

 I crossed George’s eyes: he also was astonished and
interdict; then I looked again down there. With unchanged emotion I
observed that scene once more. The same scene that we had seen,
some days before, not far away from home, was there now, under my
eyes! Everything was perfectly equal: the high enclosure of tables,
the big working machines, immovable as they were sleepy animals,
the long iron pylon with the writing 'Winpey', in red-dark block
letters. It was with admiration and curiosity that I turned toward
Mr Winningoes. I wanted to know, I had to understand what was going
on! 
  
 

 The old man fixed me intensely with a mocking look.
Fantastic and madding, diabolic and fascinating Mr Winningoes! What
kind of cheat was he plotting at our expenses? He fumbled in the
niche again and invited us, with the usual accomplice air, to look
down. The scene had changed again: I immediately recognized the
alley of the agency ‘Geenna Geld', with the big front door and the
cardboard insignia moved by the wind. This scene, nevertheless,
didn't have anything unreal. It seemed simply and naturally to be
there, after all, where our eyes were seeing it, identical to the
past, but still alive and present. There must surely be a trick! Of
course it had to be that! But which one? 
  
  


  
«I understand your wonder, my friends, but I can explain
everything to you everything».
  
 

 What you see does exist indeed. Physically, however, it
exists in another dimension. If you were not so convinced that only
exists the reality that is shown and explained to us since our
birth; if you, that day, had doubted of what your eyes were
perceiving, and with a straight mental attitude you had verified
the materiality of it, you would be aware that everything around
you was just an illusion and there was not exactly the things that
you were seeing; actually they were there, but in a different way
from your being here now, or this house or those trees that
outlined the landscape over there!”
  
 

 «Just a moment!» George cried out, showing off his best
grim, «if that day we had taken some pictures, would those things
that we perceived or they would not?»

 

 «A camera is only a machine, without any mind, with no soul.
I don't know what would have come out if you had taken any
photographs of it. Both of you would have certainly come out. Or
maybe only one of you would have been impressed.  But don't be
concerned about it. My words didn't want to offend you. I have
spent all my life on studies and meditations to understand these
things that only appear to be inexplicable. I assure you however,
that they show such an appearance in the vision of our ordinary
reality; in the description of the world that is provided by former
and daily education, because we believe it as absolutely sure. As
if our life were all in the banal obviousness of which we feed our
mind. But it is not this way! Oh certainly not!»
  
 

 

 «And the two men that we met there, on that day? Were they
also an illusion?», George burst out again in a pugnacious tone,
not at all satisfied by those explanations.
  
 

 «Such a question, my friends, belongs already to the
following of my story. I hope you will allow me to conclude with
it. I won't subtract me from your opinion and to your judge, but
grant me to defend myself simply telling you ‘till the end about
the suffering of a scientist, of a father and of a man. I want you
to know, if this can reassure you, that I have only killed other
men during the war. The war is always absurd, in some way and is
pursued by manhood for greed of power, because men are sick of
weakness and only in power they succeed in finding an antidote to
their innate deficiency. And though after the war, the value of
human life, for me was under graded, I have been preserved by the
shame of killing another man and I think that it could not be
otherwise, for the man predestined to lead humanity through the
path of peace and the truth!»
  
 

 

 These words of the man seemed to reassure George. From my
point of view there was not one single reserve on that man. My
adhesion to his application was totally unconditional. We silently
agreed to listen to the final part of Mr Winningoes’s story. After
all, we still didn't know, incredibly, what that man really wanted
from us. And in one way or another he succeeded in capturing our
attention again.
  
 

 «Since you kindly grant me your time in order to conclude my
story, we will do it sipping a good cup of tea that I want to
prepare myself for you”–took back in jovial tone Mr Winningoes,
squirting from his eyes a radiant and comradely satisfaction. He
led us back through the staircase down to the big room where we had
our former lunch, with the table still prepared; we finally found,
passed another door, in a pleasant small room, furnished in
Renaissance style, with some pictures on the walls, which seemed to
be stupendous reproductions of work’s talent of the best pictorial
school of that memorable epoch».
  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
Chapter 8
  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
 

 How had succeeded, that strange old man, in transporting
those visions down our sights, below the windows? The same visions
I had still in my mind, being so fresh and real, we had just lived
right that Friday of 9
th November 1979 I was relating to!
  
 

 We walked silently. Sometimes we crossed some hasty passing
or perceived, almost more than hear it, as a fleeting apparition, a
car or a motorbike whose nose was spaced out slowly, as absorbed
and diluted in the immensity of the surrounding silence. Turning
around several times, after an indefinite time, that desert of dry
leaves seemed to stop against an iron handrail. 
  
  


  
From my point of observation, tall brushes of trees hid the
horizon and I could only see, slightly swaying in the void, a green
poster with the write “Winpey “in block red-dark characters.
  
 

 I felt a pleasant excitement throughout my body. A feeling
that immediately was of lightness. A desire to let my body flow in
the air, toward that poster, flying the sky. 
  
  


  
. As we went down the stairway, the view, under us, revealed his
real contours.
  
 

 That poster, that seemed to me like suspended in the air
from my previous point of view, was the summit of the tall pylon of
a crane that laid in the center of an immense housing estate.

 I watched again toward that write and noticed that it was
hacked against a loaded leady sky with no change of tonality. A
dark and heavy vault until my eyes could see. 
  
  


  
To find the access of the yard that occupied a wide place in the
center of a crossroad, we walked for a half along his perimeter.
The thick tables that bounded it were interspaced by half an inch,
around through numerous working machines were glimpse: diggers,
shovels, concrete mixers, kneaders, all firm, as dead animals, in
the most total silence. 
  
 

 The entrance was exactly on the opposite side of the inn
from where, for the first time, I had perceived the pylon of the
crane. We reached it, after a quick and silent walk. Between
working machines and shovels, heaps of sand and piles of sacks of
cement, bricks, lumber, irons and utensils, we noticed a small
cottage of red plate that was almost in the centre of the building
yard. We were approaching there when a small door opened out of the
shed. 
  
 

  «Hello boys!»  A gentleman said sorting out. « Can I help
you?» 
  
 

 His voice was cordial and happy. It seemed he was talking to
well known persons. 
  
 

 «Is there any need for some workers?», George did him
without preambles and also laughing. 
  
 

 We stopped a little closer and so I had the opportunity to
better observe him: he looked quite a lot peaky, making a net
contrast with the strong black of the hair. He dressed with
elegance a brown suit on a white shirt with a red and black cravat.

  
 

  «I would not mind at all»,  the man replied in the former
jovial tone -«but our firm assumes only through the agency. Now I
will give you the address so you can go and see it. There are good
hopes. Follow me into the office, please» -, he spurred on, seeing
us so undecided. 
  
 

 The office looked like a building field. As matter of fact
inside there were numerous buckets full of hammers, chisels,
pickets, water levels, trowels and other mason utensils.

 Once inside, Mr. Joking (that was the name he had introduced
himself, asking us in turn our names) immediately passed beyond a
desk loaded on with papers, different samples of colored tiles and
some minute utensils. He scrutinized us for a long while. 
  
 

 « Where do you come from?»  He asked after a careful
examination, dissuading his look.
  
 

 «From Italy» George promptly responded, preceding me. 
  
 

 We seemed to overcome his examination, because he smiled in
a satisfied way.
  
 

 «Here is your agency’s address»  he said after scribbling
some lines on a piece of paper, - «and good luck!», added while
handing the note to George! 
  
  


  
We had not even had the time to read it that we heard a strong
aloud voice:
  
  


  
«Old Pat doesn't stand people pronouncing his name and that of
his Agency in a wrong way and above all he doesn't bear to be told
any lies. If you do it, you won't have any job from him».
  
Then, turning to Mr Joking he added: 
  
 

 «Sir Patrick the Hanger Winnin’goes again, doesn’t he?» 
Only later on we had to realize that the big man we saw rudely
laughing, turning a look back on our shoulders, was not misgiving
English language at all, as he willingly wanted but to stress the
wrong verb, like he really did.
  
 

 George stood perplexed, with the note in his hand, now
looking at the big man, who was still laughing, now Mr. Joking, who
seemed rather embarrassed than enjoyed.
  
 

 I walked closer when I saw him reading the note. On a single
line the note said: 
  
  


  
"Pat Winningoes - Gehenna Geld", and nothing else. 
  
 

 «Strange names, the last two. They sound quite German»,
George exclaimed in a low voice. 
  
 

 «He has not even put the telephone number. Shall we ask for
it?» I said. 
  
  


  
 

 «We might take a look for it on the telephone guide. Still
if it really does exist
»
, 
  
  


  
George murmured. putting the note in his pocket while sorting
out the cottage. We walked out without even greeting, with fast and
nervous footsteps. Before reaching the exit of the yard,
nevertheless, we heard a man’s call. 
  
 

 « Hey, wait a moment, please!», Mr. Joking came rushing
slightly breathing towards us. 
  
  


  
 «Do not pay attention to Big Joe, please! He is a joker» he
added gently, smiling like he had made the first time, with a tone
of reassuring voice. 
  
  


  
«Come over with me, please»
 , he said, driving us over the exit. 
  
  


  
 

 «You cross the road in that direction and take the avenue
you have in front; then, taking the third street on your left, that
can’t be wrong, you will see a big door in dark wood. There is the
agency. Go in….. and...... good luck»! 
  
 

 He had spoken all of a breath and in such a convincing way
that we had already forgotten Big Joe and his strange former
laughing. The avenue that Mr Joking had pointed us, was really the
third crossroad on the left. It was a blind, wide and short alley.

  
 

 At the bottom a massive dark wood doorway  was standing out,
occupying all the breath of the street.. 
  
 

 More than the entry of a job’s agency, it seemed to be the
entrance of a rich and luxurious residence. A few steps in marble
lead to an extraordinarily glimmering atrium, to whose sides were
risen, also in marble, two mighty columns.
  
 

 George, walking the steps, almost was very close to
stumbling. He restored his equilibrium immediately, murmuring an
annoyed "My goodness!" and looking on the bottom of his shoes, like
searching for the cause of the accident. 
  
 

 The wind was blowing more insistently, and formed in the
alley a strong eddy, violently shaking above the front door a
rectangular poster which was bestowed with some scotch tape, held
out against the wind on a unique side. With my right hand I stopped
it on the front door. We read there, in a clear handwriting and
cursive characters:
  
 

 
"London Trickery and Illusion Centre."
  
  


  
  


  

 «But where the hell did they send us?» said
George looking at me. 
  
«I do not know!»
, I answered, releasing the side of the poster,
which retook immediately to wave. 
  
 

 «They made a joke of us, those two braggarts!», I told him
with an angry voice. Then turning to my companion - «Didn't we make
a mistake by wrongly counting the road crossings?»,  I said
returning back on our steps to check in. 
  
 

 «Come soon to have a look, please!», cried George in that
while, with an excited tone of voice. 
  
  


  
I quickly returned to my footsteps and drew close to him. With
the right hand he stopped the poster on the front door and
surprisingly I could read on it this time - "
Pat Winningoes - Geenna Geld Agency - 1st Floor." 
  
  


  
«What devil of history is this? »-, I told George, who was
looking at me in a mocking way, with the right hand still fixing
the poster on the door.
  
 

 -« The history is all here» , he answered. And with emphatic
gestures as a conjurer who discloses an amazing trick to the
public, he turned the poster from one side to another, showing the
different writings we had read on it just a little before. I turned
it a couple of times, to make myself convinced, while George was
already pushing the other half of the front door.  
  
  


  
  


  
Chapter 9
  
  


  
  


  
  


  
 

 «After so many experiments and such a meditation, I
definitely decided to take the big step. I would inject the “
nouchefalon” of a man in the brain of another being of the
same kind. The basic job was entirely developed. The premises
seemed to be straight very good: all the similar experiments on the
other animals had been conducive to improvement.
  
 

 The dogs too, since the first injections of canine “
nouchefalon”, improved their smell, their strength and the
whole psycho-physical complex sensitively descending from the
brain. The same can be said for the cats; made objects of analogous
experiments, they became more agile, stronger and more cunning. And
the same had still happened with the mice.
  
You can of course imagine, what such an emotion I felt when I
injected those drops that were deposited on the fund of the
test-tube, to a guinea-pig.
  
  


  
The result was amazing, greater and more meaningful than I had
been able to foresee myself. The mouse, a normal mouse of average
age and greatness, after spending twelve hours asleep, woke up
again. He apparently seemed to be the same as before the injection,
but actually he moved in a different manner however.  He had, in a
few words, a different air. He slowly started walking and moving
its tail upwards, in a way quite unusual for a mouse; he
furthermore sniffed and smelled the air and the ground of the cage.
And I was much more surprised when I saw him stretching its legs
towards and backwards and, curving the backbone up, forming a tall
hunch. Its limbs still looked like those of a mouse, but they
behaved as if they belonged to a cat! That was an exceptional
result!
  
  


  
The animal, looking restless, took on turning around the cage
with his feline behavior. He was surely looking for some food. I
gave him his usual mice food but after he had smelled it for a long
time, he started turning around visibly more nervous and hungrier.
I opened a cat tin of food and to my great surprise he devoured
that meal in a flash.  He grew up constantly in the following days,
assuming a double massive structure compared to the same age of his
own race, then his growth seemed to halt. His epidermis had not
suffered great mutations; nor the bony structure, at least
externally, showed to have acquired any peculiar characters, except
for the moustaches and the legs, that seemed to have changed for a
most congenial use to cat’s needs. In the movements and in the
external behavior he moved as a cat though having the semblances of
a mouse.
  
  


  
A serious question had bothered me since the first days of the
experiment: how would that animal relate with other mice? And how
would other cats relate with him? In his more inner instinct had he
become a cat or he had remained a mouse?  With much trepidation I
moved him to captivity with other mice: they started to squeak very
afraid; it was evident that those small rodents had immediately
warned the hostile presence.
  
  


  
He had a good time pursuing them and grabbing them as cats do
with mice, and at long, exhausted and satisfied, he rested quietly
on a side of the big cage, while the little mice remained farther,
all afraid and trembling.
  
He didn't show any interest to pursue them, more than in that
joking way, perhaps because he was not hungry or even because
something inside prevented him from doing it. The thing, after all,
didn't interest me and I transferred him afterwards with a real
cat, and also there the success arose to me: they behaved as two
bosom and jovial friends. It was clear, at that point, that the
cells of the 

  “

nouchefalon” were reversing: they were able, that is it,
to be reduced from the normal organic state to a synthesis, through
thermal process, and from this state, be brought again to the
aboriginal state continuing on developing their natural
function.
  
 

 

 To subtract some dogs to the amusement of selfish and
insensitive masters or the cats to their miserable existence of
sterilized animals and foolish by the stupidity of their masters,
obviously repelled me a great deal less than to deprive a family, a
man or a woman from the affection of a beloved face. But finally,
this was what fate wanted me, and the ideal night at long finally
came, for me and for the world, resolving me to the action!
  
  


  
I set out toward the poor districts of the city, immediately
encouraged by the full smile of the moon. There, where people
mostly suffered, I would have found it easier to get what I needed
and consume the necessary holocaust for the ransom of humanity. I
didn't have any idea how to manage the whole thing, but I had a
great trust inside of me. I advanced on the miserable roads and
wandered for a long time, without destination. After so much
wandering, when I already thought about abdicating, some cries
attracted my attention: two men quarreled, at the very bottom of an
alley, between cans full of garbage.
  
 

 I decided immediately to follow the unmolested scene. Words
soon gave places to knives as in facts they appeared in their
hands. The fastest and most fortunate succeeded on splitting the
stomach of the adversary. It was enough: I run toward the two men.
The hurter was just more than a boy, and now was standing, in
despair, with the knife, still tightened in his fist. I could see
it reddish at the light of the moon».
  
  


  
 «Quick» I howled at him.  «I am a physician, just help me! I am
near the car: we will bring him home and try to save him».
  
  


  
«I drove like a crazy man through the desert roads. I was a
physician and my duty was to try to save that young life from
death.
  
Though having already appraised the gravity of his wounds, I
felt inside that the man, in the back of my car, was the victim
designated by destiny for the beginning of the big experiment that
would have transformed the world and the history of the man. Don't
look with mercilessness's eyes at me, my friends, for these words I
have told you.
  
 

 The life of a man is worthless in the mysterious, spinning
wheels of the Cosmos. Nobody in the world dies by random, yet
hundreds and thousands of deaths a day, leave unchanged the course
of humanity. Somehow, I have anticipated and studied for all my
life, because this course was completed in the right way. And
though I was ready to do anything in order to accomplish my
programs, I was exempted to committee the most atrocious of crimes:
the Fate itself killed me, through the irresponsible hand of an
outcast young man».  Mr Winningoes kept silent for a long an
instant, maybe finding a confirmation in our eyes to the sentiments
he had expressed.
  
I took advantage of that further pause to immerse myself in my
most recent memories.
  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
Chapter 10
  
  


  
  


  
  


  
The entry was dark, but after closing the front door behind our
shoulders, we noticed, on the left, an open door, which filtered a
weak light. After we had gone through a poorly illuminated and
narrow corridor, we turned into a staircase. There was not any sign
of life all around. At length we found, still on the left, an open
door and we leaned out to see. 
  
 

 « Come in, come in», said a voice from behind a disclosed
glasses’ door. 
  
 

 And before we could do or say anything, a thin face appeared
on the threshold and in a firmer and louder tone repeated:
  
 

 
 «Come in, at last!»
  
 

 He soon showed us two chairs in front of his desk and
started watching us with questioning expressions. 
  
 

 I also observed him with attention and curiosity.
  
 

 He was the thinnest person I had ever seen in my life. You
could rather say that he was made but skin and bones. He had
prominent cheekbones and also the jaws, the temples and the front
were very protruding.
  
 

 If some incredibly brisk and extraordinarily green eyes had
not filled his eyes sockets, I might have also believed that he
could really be made of skull and crossbones.
  
 

 But skulls and crossbones, usually, do not speak. He
furthermore wore some suits which let him look like a normal
man.
  
 

 «I am Mr Winningoes. What can I do for you?» he said as soon
as we sat down.
  
 

 «We are looking for a job» George immediately said after a
brief pause.
  
 

 «What kind of job are you looking for?»  said the man on his
way.
  
 

 Despite appearances, his voice sounded like a perfect job’s
agency employee.
  
 

 «Everything will be all right» I dared, in my difficult
English, staring at George to ask confirmation of the agreement we
had hastily reached, not to speak at all of Mr Joking.
  
«Ah!»,  the man exclaimed. «Let’s see, then» . 
  
 

 With the thin finger he started pointing up the lines of
some sheets leaned on a skin braid on his front. He mumbled, rather
than leaked without any sense and, from time to time, he fixed a
careful look to one or the other of us and then, after shaking his
head, he started over reading. He had finally arrived at the last
sheet, and rather seemed that the finger had already slipped from
the sheet to the braid, and from this to the green glass that
covered the desk, when the old man pronounced with vivacity: -«
Here you are!!” Two intelligent young people, good health,
bachelors and prepared to travel around, we are looking for easy
and pleasant jobs. Good conditions. No references are required».

  
  


  
How my goodness he could have read that whole notice on the
bottom of that last page, I am not still able to explain ‘till
today, but he seemed to read it and be sure of that as I am. At the
end of that reading he looked at us slightly smiling, yet not
showing the teeth that, perhaps, he didn't even have on his
mouth.
  
 

 Of all the Job’s applications that my brain had grinded on
in those last weeks, this was indeed the strangest and most
sensational.
  
 

 -

   "

No references are required!" -. 
  
  


  
What a cheerful sound! At long I had found someone who did not
give a damn of those stupid, absurd references. I also hated them
before my arrival to London. And if I made a thought of how many
jobs I had lately lost because of my lack of references, I could
easily get out of my mind! References! As if a man was not worth
what he is, being not able to show the world his real qualities.
Nay! There must be somebody else, a master, a priest, a pimp to
affirm that you are good, and you are worth and you are trustable.

  
 

 «Ah! No references!» It played again, still in my radiant
breast with enjoyment, while George had been silent thinking who
knows what about it! 
  
 

 
-« No references» – he pronounced at last through
strict teeth, hissing the final syllables and twisting a few of his
mouth. -" What kind of job is it related to?" – Then he said,
choosing every single word and scrutinizing the old agent. 
  
 

 - «It deals with an easy and well remunerated job» - the
employee answered, sustaining George's gaze steadily - «and also...
pleasant …I would say» -, he added, coughing with an embarrassed
smile, before pronouncing the adjective. 
  
 

 «Anyway, you need to know» – he said changing tone
afterwards - "that there are some conditions to be considered
essential for getting the job. That’s why you will have to submit
to accurate medical visits. If they are all right, interposed with
an enigmatic smile of agreement, an advance of 100 pounds will be
given to you and on next Monday, you can start working. I will
personally come to pick you up and explain your duties to you."

  
 

 I missed a little cry of joy coming out of me. Even if his
discourse, I am sincere, I had not understood everything, I was
certain that he had spoken of an advance of 100 pounds. I launched
an excited look to George, but he didn't seem to share my
enthusiasm.
  
 

 Mr Winningoes certainly attended a sign of assent or denial
from us. Since none of us spoke, he understood that our consent had
been reached. 
  
 

 « Well» he said, lifting slowly off the chair -«we are going
to start with the tests. Follow me, please». 
  
So saying he had opened a door on his shoulders, whose handle
was slightly visible on the wall. We advanced in a narrow and dark
corridor where, hardly, we perceived the shape of the man walking
in front of us. 
  
 

 - «As I have told you before» – I heard the man saying, -
«we need to make some medical analysis. There will also be some
arithmetic and bookkeeping tests. Please, don't be offended if they
will be too easy. It is a pure formality. I am certain that your
intelligence will plainly pulverize such simple tests »-. 
  
  


  
How could he have been so sure, I was not able to understand at
the time. I attributed those affirmations as others previously
heard by that strange man, to the English odd, character. 
  
In the dark of that endless corridor I continued attached to
George’s forearm who tailed the strange man nearby. 
  
 

 The long corridor finally turned to end: we perceived, at
first, a feeble light from the bottom which became increasingly
brighter, until we saw a door with the wood loom and a ruled
rectangular crystal, shaping his center. The door introduced us to
a small room with the white walls: on the right there was a
lacquered white metal bench, where our guide asked us, kindly, to
sit down and attend. We saw him entering a door exactly outstanding
on the front wall. 
  
 

 We looked around: the walls of the room were bare. Only a
crucifix decorated the opposite wall of our seats and, under it, a
small reliquary, also in metal, of the same white lacquered couch’s
color with five or six full ledges of vials, bottles and boxes of
medicines. The furniture was completed by two chairs, and a long
and low small table that was in front, the one and the other always
of lacquered metal. 
  
 

 On the right side of the bench, there was a short door of
small dimensions, with a red cross and the write W.C. in black
characters.
  
 

 When the door opened again on the right after a short time,
with our big surprise appeared, pushing a mobile cart, a very
elegant nurse. Her white-celestial uniform bandaged her body,
putting in beautiful evidence the abundant breast, the narrow sides
and the strong buttocks. She had a beautiful wide face with rosy
cheeks, dark and great eyes, fleshy lips and an aquiline but well
proportionate nose. The chestnut hair was wound in a white cuff.

  
  


  
 

  «Hello», she made us while entering, with a smile on her
white and strong teeth ``My name is Miss Goodhealth. Doctor
Winningoes will be here in a minute». 
  
  


  
She did not waste a single minute, as while pronouncing her last
words had in fact already taken in her hands a syringe.
  
After screwing and cleaning skillfully the needle, she deposed
it in a special nickel’s container on the mobile cart she had
pushing entering in the room. Following she repeated the same
operation with another syringe and, sitting gracefully in front of
us, in a sweet whisper, we were informed of her duty to proceed on
collecting a small champion of our blood. 
  
  


  
She took with delicacy George’s left hand and, unsheathing with
ability his arm ‘till the biceps, after tightening its superior
part with a haemostatic drawstring, she inserted with definite
precision the needle in his vein. In an eye's move the piston moved
backwards showing the flow of the dense red liquid. 
  
 

 - «Thanks» –burst with emphasis the nurse while she was
extracting the needle pressing contemporarily with an
alcohol-soaked bit of cotton at the right point where it had
punctured. 
  
  


  
George followed the woman’s rapid gestures with apprehension and
distrust. 
  
 

 
«It’s your turn, now, young fellow» she resolved
to turn to me. She skillfully moved on her side the small table and
she repeated the operation with the same precision and with
unchanged delicacy. 
  
 

 Once the woman was gone, we stayed alone for a weary time
and, when the door was reopened, it was Mr Winningoes to appear. He
wore, with elegance and naturalness, a white medical uniform with
long sleeves. 
  
 

 «Is everything all right? » he happily apostrophized us,
always with an enigmatic smile by his closed lips. He held on his
hands a great bunch of sheets and delivered a bundle of them to
each one of us. 
  
  


  
Without attending to any answer to the preceding question, he
said then: -« Compile them for me, please» -. 
  
  


  
He handed to us some pens and, after greeting, disappeared the
same way had come, not without first remembering us we had to fill
with urine the small containers of glass that the nurse had left on
the small table.  The papers to be filled were concerned with
personal data: our dobs, place of birth, main studies, actual
residence, previous jobs, civil status; different questions
concerned our personal health and the illnesses also suffered by
our parents and close relatives. 
  
  


  
Certain terms were totally unknown, but nevertheless we answered
with a 

  "no
" to all the questions concerning the illnesses we had
previously suffered and also by our narrow relatives, which was for
how much it concerned me, the plain truth.  Some other sheets
contained, instead, simple exercises of transformation from English
measures into metric-decimal measures. 
  
 

 It was for instance asked to transform, into meters and
centimeters, yards and feet; Kilos and grams, into ounces and
pounds; liters into pints and so forth enumerating. 
  
It was not even difficult to resolve some problems that would
also have been an easy solution for a little boy of normal
intelligence in our middle schools.  George was coming out of the
service, with his vial of heat liquid smoking in his hand, when Mr.
Winningoes reappeared silent.  My friend seemed embarrassed to be
caught with his urine in his hands. 
  
 
«Lay it on the table» the man told him in a nonchalant tone. 
« You have compiled them all?»  he continued in the same tone
looking at the sheets we had placed on the table after filling
them. 
  
 

 - 
«I ‘m really satisfied with you! Very satisfied» -
he added while examining the sheets. His bare little eyes shone
slightly, betraying an internal emotion never noticed before then.

  
 

 After inserting the sheets in the capable pockets of the
white uniform he asked us to follow him. 
  
He drove us with rapid footsteps, back through the long corridor
and finally we reemerged in the office of the agency. 
  
 

 «Take a sit, please» he said, bending on the drawers, after
he had taken a sit at the desk. 
  
  


  
Soon after he delivered to both of us, one envelope of beige
color. 
  
  


  
 

 «Here are 100 pounds for your trouble today. If definitive
analyses will confirm the first picked data, we will sign the
contract and will fix the correct remuneration for your
performances. Now please excuse me: I have to conclude the
preparations for Monday. I will accompany you through the
staircases». 
  
  


  
While he was leading through the staircase I stroked a furtive
look in the envelope. The effigy of the Queen of England Elizabeth
the Second, printed on five 20 pounds notes, smiled at me more
times in the faint light. That man was beginning to become nice to
me.  He accompanied us until the threshold and followed us out,
after opening the front door. 
  
  


  
Out, the sky was still covered with dark clouds.  The poster of
the agency was still beating, nervously, on the wood of the front
door and the wind seemed to pull it away out of the door.  Our
mysterious friend provided by his own hand to detach it and putting
it under his arm he said: 
  
  


  
 «It‘s not useful anymore. Everything is ready for Monday.
Everything is ready, now».
  
  


  
I seemed to perceive a twinkling of folly in his eyes, while
pronouncing those mysterious words.  But it was only an almost
imperceptible flicker. 
  
 

 «Don’t take much this weekend. If everything goes well, I
will pick you up at 7,00 o’clock! Good-bye to Monday
». 
  
  


  
And so saying he disappeared behind the heavy front door he
closed quickly on his shoulders. 
  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
Chapter 11
  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
 

 The excited and emphatic tones he had firstly used to relate
the purposes of his studies, had left place to most calm tones, yet
still impassioned, he sounded now measured with impartial
criticism.
  
From my point of view, I had already forgotten some insane light
that I had glimpsed in his eyes, a little before, during his story.
And now reassured by those noble words, I perceived the mind of a
balanced and wise old man. It seemed to me that also George was
expressing in his eyes my same feelings, so that the man, after
having greedily drunk a glass of water, revolved to his narration
in the same calm tone as before.
  
 

 

 We were ready to listen to him with much attention.
  
  


  
«During the sorrowful trip homeward, the young assaulter, whose
name was Adam, told me, amid tears of desperation for his
companion’s misfortune, to be a son of an illegal immigrant from
Mexico, and to have quarreled with that companion just for futile
motives. As I had foreseen, every effort to save his life was
revealed to be useless. When his youth uttered the last faint
pulsation I asked Adam, who had assisted him with me in that night
of agony, what he wanted to do.
  
 

 Adam said to be prepared to pay for his guilt gesture, but I
tried to convince him of the uselessness of decaying in a cell for
the rest of his days, or much worse, to end his life on the
electric chair.
  
I told him, without going down in any details, totally
incomprehensible for him, the big events that would have seen him
protagonist in the future destinies of humanity, and, yet with no
little resistance, at length he accepted to undergo through the
experiment of transmission of the “
nouchefalon
”, also encouraged by the fact that perhaps
his unfortunate fellow would relived in him, through the essence of
life, and much more, for the reason that I promised a strong money
reward to him.
  
 

 Which the young man gratefully accepted, not so much for
himself, but for the family of his killed companion. What an
admirable example of superiority and excellence! In the scurvy
world of money, that man, just little more than a boy, son of
miserable emigrants, grown in a numerous family at the borders of
the disgusting American opulence, abdicated the money that fate
offered to him for the advantage of other poor people.
  
  


  
Day after day, I realized that my scientific interests were
connected to another, indefinable feeling, utterly new for me, and
my heart was increasingly caring for the life of the young Adam.
From time to time I sent a conspicuous check to his family and that
of his unlucky dead friend, unintentionally offended, to make their
lives less poor and miserable. Also in the choice of the young man,
Fate had shown to be wise. And how would it have been otherwise?
The founder of the new, future race; the man who would have
conducted Manhood on the straight binary of material and spiritual
progress, he who would have been the head of the new big tribe of
the chosen people, couldn’t he have been perhaps but a sublime
mind?
  
 

 Without delay and with trepidation, but also with lucidity
and extreme skill, I drew, with an apparatus by myself built and
already tested, the liquid jewel and transfused it in the man
selected by the Stars, the young Adam, attending with long live
emotion the results.
  
 

 

 Meanwhile I introduced him to studies, while I was becoming
more and more fond of him. The young man learned with unbelievable
promptness and, constantly, I saw him grow in wisdom and
intelligence, unstoppable as the rise of the sun. But I would have
stopped, by now, only at the peak of the most perfection.
  
 

 

 It happened in those years, that the press, with alarm and
indignation, reported of numerous news of horrid mutilations of
dead bodies, that were but mere brain’s amputations; a grisly but
necessary holocaust to the prosecution of my experiments. The
unaware journalists didn't succeed in making sense of why the
defaced dead bodies all belonged to young people aged between 18
and 25 years, dead for accidental causes, and above all why they
were removed only by the heads.
  
  


  
  


  
The investigators obviously attributed the unusual thefts to a
crazy person and being worried from a public opinion more and more
alarmed and timorous (foolish are the men, who instead of worrying
about the threats to the alive people, feel panic for bodies
without more soul), predisposed some more rigorous controls so that
I was forced to interrupt my removals.
  
 

 

 When I took back with them, in order to prevent another
public alarm, I started removing only their precious brain, sewing
to perfection their craniums shortly after.
  
What allowed me to continue to work unmolested at my project,
and the police officers to boast another, undeserved success.
  
 

 The job however proceeded very slowly. It appeared to me so
evident therefore that the reversibility of human “
nouchefalon
” was slower and more hard-working than that
of other animals. But it didn't bother me for nothing. After all,
as I’ve already said, the young Adam became more and more endearing
to me, and together with the scientific successes I also pursued
those of father, and these last involved the accomplishment of
duties, that were also means of pleasures.
  
 

 Unexpectedly, while the father seemed to overwhelm the
scientist, I realized that I had succeeded.

 

 My student, my pupil, was flowing on the wings of the
clearest and pure intelligence. The Euclidean geometry, Algebra,
Galileo’s and Newton’s laws, Mendelèev’s periodic table, Maxwell,
Einstein, had already become patrimony of his knowledge and his own
science.

 Even more he was already able to criticize its defects, to
make evidence of its limits, to point out its necessary
evolutionary developments.
  
 

 And the same happened for other branches of science: he was
endowed with Philosophy, Letters, Social Sciences, Biology,
Medicine.
  
 

 

 Any claw of human knowledge, which he turned his own mind
to, surrendered every inmost secret to him. I already found,
despite my numerous decades spent on the books, some difficulties
comparing my knowledge with his. That was enough!
  
 

 

 I decided to adopt him, so that he could take on my name and
my titles, and build up on my patrimony the basis of the new world.
He would have stopped the violence, the wars, the sufferings of
humanity. He would sum up in his hands the power of the whole world
and dominate for the sake of Art and Science, leading Manhood to
the discovery of the endless universe and his absolute dominion. He
would become the uncontested Lord all over the world. Over daily
baseness, over mediocre rivalries between mankind, over the
miserable earthling power, and much more there was to be
conquered!»
  
  


  
This new final access, almost declaimed in prophetic and
delirious tone, brought me back to reality. I found myself
wondering, once more, how was that man able to embody lucidity and
folly in such a natural manner. How could cohabit so deeply in his
mind those noble, human feelings with the others, diabolic and
perverse?
  
 

 But by now my interest for his story was at the peak and,
however, my mind was quiet and serene. I was ready, therefore, to
keep on listening to what he was saying.
  
  


  
«It was my desire, my friends, that the ransom of the new world
set off from my motherland, the land my mother had loved so much,
up to sacrifice her liberty and even her own life.
  
 

 We moved therefore to Ireland, my child and I; my mother's
country at that time was still suffering and split up in two parts.
We moved to the free part, in a house in the centre of Dublin,
since a longtime ownership of the Parnells. From there, as I told
you, the new course of the world would be set up.
  
 

 I married Adam to a sweet, Gaelic, young girl, named Eva,
who had to become the mother of the new world. You can easily
imagine, my friends, how great my exultation was, when I knew that
that girl, Adam's wife, had been conceived.
  
 

 I could consider that all my efforts had been well repaid! I
was so happy that all my past sufferings fell into oblivion. But
alas! What a grief destiny was hanging over me! My child, my
beloved Adam, in an act of folly, killed his pregnant wife before
killing himself. Only a brief, arid message he left on
justification of his insane gesture:
  
 

 ‘My dear Father, we dared too much. Might God forgive us.'
and nothing more than that.

 

 What happened? What did determine his insane decision?
Perhaps a disease? A sudden 
raptus? A premonition? Or perhaps I had unconsciously
transfused him with some sick genius of craziness? How much I would
have preferred that my experiments had failed!!! I would have
easily given up my life of studies and searches, and also the
success that I got to, yet in the ignorance of the academicians and
the official science, for having still with me my Adam, my dear,
beloved family. How I would then prefer, even to be dead!»
  
 

 

 This time I didn't have any doubt about it. There were
really tears, some plain, true tears sparkling in those intelligent
and tired eyes. Also this time the man, with a sudden gesture of
the hand, got off any trace of them by his napkin. I was
embarrassed how much force was owed to possess the mind of that
strange old man. George seemed embarrassed too. He lit a cigarette,
before passing his packet to me. We were prepared to follow the
story of Mr Winningoes which was going to end.
  
 

 “I lived innumerable days of sadness and deep sufferings,
always thinking to finish my useless and empty existence. And I
would have certainly done it if one day the destiny had not driven
my tired footsteps toward a new dawn.
  
 

 I was sitting in a solitary bench in O'Connoll street, in
the center of Dublin, looking at the intense traffic of the city,
considering inside of me how vain human provision, when a sudden
gust of wind threw me a sheet of an old newspaper. I picked it up
and, when I was about to roll it up, a capital block title
attracted my attention.
  
 

 The article brought the news that two American biologists,
Watsons and Crick, had succeeded in the admirable and revolutionary
enterprise to isolate the DNA, the nucleic acid responsible for the
transmission of the geniuses in all the animal species.
  
 

 The news struck me as a light, giving me back the energy and
a new desire for life that I had considered forever lost. If every
man had a genetic code and if this genetic code was transmitted
with the acid nucleic DNA, it would have been possible, then,
through the new discovery, to isolate the genetic patrimony of the
cleverest individuals and to transmit it to other human beings, in
order to form the new super-race, the new dominant class, the elite
of the new universal order! For Adam, for me, for my maternal
ancestors and for the whole of humanity, I felt it was my duty to
take back my studies. That new spark had re lit me the sacred fire
of Science. My mission on the earth had to be taken back ‘till
conclusion!”
  
 

 While narrating these last events, Mr Winningoes had
transformed again. From the sad and resigned man who had just cried
the death of his family and the end of his own life, he was
returned to a pugnacious and strong man, lifting up his head and
squirting a new and powerful energy from his green little eyes. I
imagined him in the same metamorphosis, in that solitary bench in
the centre of Dublin while he was reawakening from the
compassionate numbness of the anguish, rising to new battles and
new aims.
  
How many times has the old man since we first met him on that
Friday the 9
th of November? How many faces had he shown us since
then? I recalled in my mind even other characters who now appeared
to be the same man, though pretending to play a different role in
the previous day’s story. Like, for instance, that mysterious and
strange Mr Joking.
  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
Chapter 12
  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
The past Monday, the 12th November 1979, it was very early when
Mr. Winningoes had come to pick us up at home, meaning that the
results of the analyses had fully satisfied him that weekend. 
 

 

 George and I had spoken of the events of the preceding
Friday for a long time.  We tried particularly to guess what kind
of job would eventually have to begin, since Mr. Winningoes had not
mentioned it at all. For how much we spoke of it, however, we
didn't succeed in finding a satisfactory explanation.  The most
probable prognostications seemed to lead us to jobs like: cook,
waiter, butcher or grocery generally; and either assistant of
infancy or geriatric. But the most probable reasons were also met
with some element of illogical meanings.
  
  


  
George, briefly, suggested that the strange man had to be either
crazy or, at least, a sort of an eccentric and sclerotic subject.
Between parenthesis he made me observe, to retry his own theory,
that Mr Winningoes had not even mentioned the job related with Mr
Joking and though he had told us that his agency was entrusted for
getting manpower to the enterprise. I returned that it would have
been up to us to tell him we were sent by Mr Joking and if we had
not done it, for distrust or for our own comfort, could not
complain of it. I didn't really complain about it because I was
sure that I could never get an advance of 100 pounds from any other
employer in the world. 
  
 

 He returned, beating me point by point. With particular
respect to the money got as advance, he sustained that those
banknotes must have been either false or the fruit of sinister
business. Neither could I change his mind on the point, the fact
that I easily succeeded in changing all my banknotes, on five
different occasions. I was sure of my opinion. I had already had on
my hands some false banknotes and I knew well, more than one way,
to identify them. 
  
  


  
The notes that the nice fellow of Winningoes had given to us
were good. They were fresh off the bank, because I had realized
that they had never circulated before, and rustled and played to
gold as they say. If that man was so eccentric (and so rich) to be
amused by paying advances to poor, foreign, jobless men, well, good
for me that, by the way, I was enumerated between those poor
chaps.
  
And, finally, if George, had also to be right and that man was
crazy, in that case,  he would not be certain the first one, in
London. 
  
  


  
Mr Winningoes hadn't rung the bell, but he beat at one of the
big windows of the room. As he could have known, at that time, that
those were the windows of the room we occupied in the house, I
wondered only more afterwards.  That morning, we were so excited
that I only worried about waking George and preparing myself in my
best hurry. We were finally going to begin our work. And with
perspectives of significant and easy earnings. To the devil
George’s pessimism and fears!
  
  


  
On the other side of the road we immediately noticed a green
van, where our new employer, impatiently, drummed God only knows
what rhythm, with the long and thin fingers. His look was fixed on
nothingness and perhaps he was following his more intimate
thoughts. He didn't notice us, in fact, until I reached the
opposite guide’s side, beating him slightly on the glass. He got
shaken by that and lengthened with agility to open us the door.
Outside it was prickly cold and was the only sign of the early
time, since the sky, as in the previous days, was a grey,
homogeneous cover of clouds that only the night would have
obstructed to our eyes keeping the city under an opaque and thick
grey light, rather similar to those days when the sky, in the
Mediterranean countries, announces the rain in the winter time.

 
  


  
« Hello! Is everything all right?»  Mr Winningoes began happily
as soon as we had taken a seat in the van. He didn't seem to expect
any answer while turning the starting key, may be getting back at
the thoughts brusquely interrupted a little before.
  
 

  «Good morning»– we both answered. 
  
 

 «You can put it behind» – he told me, pointing out with the
finger my white-green trip bag I had instead placed at my feet. I
put it beyond the frontal seat. I wanted to do the same with
George’s bag but he had already fallen asleep, reclined between the
door and the seat with his bag on his womb.
  
 

 « There is a beautiful warmth here inside » I happily
commented.
  
 

 «Yes, it is true» he plainly responded; and immediately
added with a fatherly tone, after peering at George with the tail’s
eye:«You did not make it too late yesterday night, did you ?»
  
  


  
«No, no, we didn’t » I responded laughing. « He is always very
sleepy, but only early in the morning».
  
  


  
In the meantime I noticed we had reached Edgware road,
proceeding suddenly toward the Maida Vale street (the second is the
continuation of the other in the northwest direction).
  
  


  
Then the van turned into Shirland road, after into Elgin road,
emerging finally at the Harrow road (an immense artery of London
traffic that crosses the city from the important railway station of
Paddington up to Wembley Park). As we had crossed this last road
for a brief line, toward north, our guide promptly reversed the
direction and, through a tangled net of roads and little streets,
took the direction more and more toward southwest, passing for
Notting Hill Gate, Holland Park road, up to Hammersmith road. 
 

  


  
«Where have you said we are going to?», I asked pretending he
had said something about.
  
  


  
« To the south of the river Thames” - he answered vaguely. -” We
will cross the river from the bridge of Chiswick, since
Hammersmith’s is temporarily closed to traffic. You know the bridge
of Hammersmith, don’t you?»
  
  


  
«For sure!»- I exclaimed  « It’s a very nice bridge!» -. 
  
  


  
«And very old too» – he added « They are now restoring it »-
concluded finally with an indifferent tone. 
  
  


  
Passing that we had to the south side of the river our van was
soon running along the huge Richmond Park, one of the big green
bellows in London. The transit of men and vehicles was scarce,
which meant that probably it was not eight o’clock yet. I recalled
a vision I had one day, in the peak hours, when London workers
return to their houses: I was upstairs, in a double decker bus, and
I imagined those numerous passers-by disappearing into the
Underground were swallowed by a voracious Minotaur. 
  
 

 That morning, instead, the red buses, with their mighty
tonnage, almost seemed to fly in the empty roads still shrouded in
the fog. 
  
  


  
Before falling asleep, in front of my eyes, I could see a
kaleidoscopic series of colored neon signs running each other:
Barclays, Take Courage, Old Inn, Midlands, Guinness, Shovels Ale,
Marks and Spencer, Lloyds, Tesco, becoming progressively confused
with the buildings on which they were posted, forming some funny
and unlikely architectural figures untied to the edges of a fast
oil river, crossed by a phosphorescent wake, on whose trace, our
green van seemed, rather, a winged hull. 
  
As I woke up, I felt a diffused numbness all over my limbs.
George was still sleeping, stretched to the van-door, with his
hands on his bag, still in his womb. I felt, impelling, the need to
stretch my legs.
  
  


  
«Where are we?» said George confused, opening his eyes, as I
called him insistently.
  
 

 «You sleep like a log! Let me go down, please», I counter
said, pushing him gently outside.
  
  


  
I followed him, in his agile leap on the gravelly ground. There
was a light perfumed breeze in the air. We were amazed by the
surrounding space. The van had halted its march at the feet of a
grove of cypresses, through which boughs, on the left, we could see
glimpses of a red brick building, approached by a wind mew, that
cut in two sides a wide and green lawn. It was from that direction
that we saw Mr. Winningoes arriving. 
  
 

 «Welcome to Heavengate», he said coming to meet us. 
  
 

 He wore a celestial, very elegant suit. Only when I saw his
dark sunglasses, I took notice of the long shades of the cypresses
at our feet. 
  
 

 «You will have time to admire the beauties of my park. Now
be pleased to come with me. I will show the house and the immediate
proximities to you. Then, after lunch, we will talk of business».
Saying so we all soon moved through the same path he had come from,
in the opposite direction.
  
 

 His annotation about business brought me brusquely to
reality.
  
 

 Coming up I asked him the place we were in, but he seemed
not to hear my question.

 I looked at George with interrogative air. Instead of
answering, he shrugged on his shoulders, as if to mean: “I told
you.”
  
 

 After a long bend the little street sloped up straightly
towards the building. From the frontal sight, it now appeared to be
made of three parts. That central part, raised over three planes
taller than the lateral wings. Three high windows, one for each
floor, accented its slender shape. On the top thin, triangulated
laces, made it look like the bell tower of a middle-aged church.
The lateral sides departing from the center, widened in perfect
symmetry, such to give the building a solid and stately aspect.
Three steps led to the ample atrium from the path. The two sides
corridors were closed by a bright glass door.
  
 

 «You can put your bags there, for the moment» told us Mr
Winningoes, pointing out two wicker armchairs that towered the
sides of the entry –«we will take first a quick look around the
house».
  
  


  
After a short while, the man led us outside that sort of long
veranda which ran around the whole building, as we were going to
discover. Some narrow, gravel driveways, consented to approach a
wide spread garden, delimited, on the opposite side from a tall
metallic net, wrapped densely by climbing greens. 
  
 

 From that colored sea a thousand scents of delight
inebriated and gratified all my senses. It was as if they invited
my mind to fly, decomposing each other in those endless tonalities,
shattering in that surreal geometry on shapeless sights of
beautiful colors. I heard our guide, lowered on some rare flower,
explaining to George, who followed him with attention, its origins,
by means of scientific, Latin definitions.
  
  


  
And again the desire to flow conquered me and I was still
immersed in that colored and flagrant sea, forgetful of every
rational thought, free and fluid, in that magic world of impalpable
stuff. 

 If only I had succeeded in abandoning myself, definitely on
the wings of those feelings, would I have gotten lost in space and
in endless time, or would I have been able to find again the way to
come back? When I gathered from the ground some seeds, as Mr
Winningoes was miming with the arms the landing of an airplane, I
thought for an instant that he was somehow, taking a fool of me.

  
 

 Instead, through the climbing greens, beyond the garden, he
was showing George a wide, flat open space explaining to him that
it was dealt with by a private or personal airport.
  
 

 He drove us soon after on the other side of the house. That
side of the garden was different from that opposite one. There were
some sunflower, that dominated the space with their yellow sheets
and several other green plants, with webbed and rough leaves, fixed
at the stem in opposite and crossed series.
  
  


  
«Helianthus annuus and 
Cannabis Indica», he pointed out to
a very careful George. At first I didn't pay so much attention to
those names. Still I was rather surprised by the knowledge of the
scientific definitions that the man had shown to possess on the
flowers. Then I suddenly heard the sound of bells, playing
somewhere in the meander of my memoirs. But certainly! What a fool!
Cannabis indica. Damn to Latin! I took one of the many driveways of
the garden and I drew near with an interesting look. 
  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
Chapter 13
  
  


  
  


  
  


  
 

  «The rest of the story, my friends, makes a sole contest
with now day's circumstances, even if it is made of a long and
twisted thread. I left soon after Ireland, where nothing more held
me back, and I returned again to my studies, once more in the
United States of America, eager to undertake my studies again.
 

 

 At the beginning I didn't have a precise plan. I threw
myself in the direction which had been shown to me by the two
American researchers who had succeeded in isolating the DNA,
subject in which I was already however enough advanced, connecting
such new events to my former studies on ‘
nouchefalon ', always maintaining them to a level of
theoretical study.
  
 

 In those same years, another big frontier of knowledge was
opening to human science: Artificial Intelligence! At first
vaguely, then with increasing insistence and precision, the
creation of mechanical machines, prognosticate able to think, so
intelligent to replace men in the most complex and difficult duties
advanced in the programs of science and industry. In that field my
theoretical studies would have been aimed in order to find practice
applications. For my mind, even if tired and exploited, it was not
difficult to acquire that new ulterior branch of science. It was
even easier for me than for other researchers, because my study
didn't know any distractions, nor conditionings of any kind.
  
 

 It was a new radiant youth which drove me in that marvelous
meander, to the discovery of unexpected, admirable horizons. I
can't certainly explain to you, here, in a few words, all the
passages of my complex program, that foresaw new tests and new
studies. You must know however that I had conceived to build a
machine, intelligent and perfect, able not only to analyze, to
deduce, to synthesize; what would have set it, however, higher than
the most actual and advanced generations of computers, but also
able to reproduce living beings to itself alike. I prompted a
laboratory technique of laboratory able to allow the endless
duplication of the DNA.
  
 

 Then, admitting and developing these duplicates of cells, I
would have been able to procreate and to produce the perfect,
infallible, invincible masters of the future world, destined to put
an end to every war and every violence in our sick planet. And when
in this I had succeeded, I would have into my hands the opening key
of the door that leads to a New History of Manhood on Earth!.»
 

  


  
As a matter of fact the story of Mr Winningoes was almost at the
end. Or it seemed to be so, at least at that moment.
  
 

 He had finished his discourse, assuming that thrilling,
prophetic attitude, as if he were a priest, or a messiah, a leader
for the humanity in need to be saved by him.
  
 

 Once more he had stopped with his forefinger, thin and long,
pointed out somewhere in the Universe, maybe addressing the remote
origin of his supreme agents, stiffening in the whole person, with
his eyes like popping out of his head, immovable as a statue.

 He recovered quite soon from his sudden, provisional coma
and repurchased the mobility of the eyes and the limbs. He took a
look around, like a man coming from another world who wants to
understand the place where an invisible spatial ship had left him
shipwrecked.
  
 

 I recalled in my mind, just then, as a flash-back, an old
companion of my infant games who suffered from epilepsy. At times,
in the very middle of the action, suddenly he was caught by a
crisis’s peak. He stared then fixed, with a horrid expression in
his face, for some endless seconds. And when he recovered himself
and took back the game exactly from where he had left, as if
nothing had happened.
  
Or did this strange attitude have something to do with what had
discovered in his garden just a few hours ago?
  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
Chapter 14 
  
  


  
Apart from the “
Helianthus”, which I recognize as common sunflowers, the
other plants, as I noticed nearby, had some oblong leaves. At the
base of the trunk they were palms of five, increasing to the top,
in groups of seven, nine, eleven and also thirteen. Some of them,
those of the tallest plants, had besides, some bosoms that surely
contained the seeds necessary for reproduction.
  
  


  
«Do You like them?»  I heard the man asking while I was absorbed
in making such considerations. 
  
 

 «Yes, certainly»  I returned indifferently, extracting some
seeds from a sunflower and showing to an amused and surprised  Mr
Winningoes that they could be eaten just cracking them on the tip
and extracting their  inner pulp. 
  
 

 -« They grow up spontaneously, every year. My gardener and I
take care of them, polishing up the ground, and, only when the
plants are dry, watering them a little. I believe they have been
installed by the previous owners and I decided to maintain them.
Don't you find them beautiful indeed?» 
  
  


  
 «Oh yes, they certainly are»- George responded with emphasis,
while my heart was beating strongly for the emotion.
  
  


  
«My Jesus, George! There's A lot of good, green grass here! Do
you realize that?»
  
  


  
«Shhhhhh»  George hissed, turning slightly to me with his
forefinger crossed on the lips, preventing me from showing my
enthusiasm for that so much pleasant, as much more unexpected
discovery, while our guest was preceding us back toward the main
entry.
  
In fact we emerged from the opposite side of the atrium. After
taking our bags back, we followed Mr. Winningoes inside the
residence. We immediately were in an ample saloon and in front of
the entry it was beheld a wide ramp of staircases that finished at
the feet of a stumpy wood door whose sides departed two long
corridors. The inside subdivision faithfully followed evidently the
external structure of the house. 
  
 

 - «I’ll give you the rooms on the right side of the
house”–he said taking the corridor in that direction - “because
they get the sun in the morning, and I think that it’s wonderful to
wake up with the sun. Don't you agree with me?» 
  
 

 «Yes, yes! Of course we do»  I answered, thinking I would be
closer to “my” dear plants.
  
  


  
«Think however like being at your own place» he said, opening
the door and preceding us inside the room.  «Just one more thing»-
he added turning his heels - «in front of you there is the
bathroom; refresh and put yourselves easier. In an hour I will call
you for lunch»-. He cordially greeted and, closing the door on his
shoulders, left us eventually alone. The room was ample and sunny.
On the right there were two single beds, separated by two bedside
tables, each one beholding one night lamp and a tray, with a cruet
and a glass of water. We took a seat on the bed and we looked into
each other’s eyes for a long while. George wanted to say something,
but he looked quietly like a fish in a ball, moving silently with
his mouth. 
  
  


  
He finally said: «How is this place called? We are not in London
certainly; have you seen that sun, out there?»
  
  


  
«As far as I know we are south of the Thames river and the place
is called Heavengate. or something like that…»
  
  


  
- «No, I didn't mean that! To say the south of the Thames river
it ‘s like to say the south of the equator” – he interrupted me in
a nervous tone of voice-” You can remember the way we have been
through, can’t you?»
  
  


  
«Hay, George » I returned in the same tone - “you were sleeping
all the way long and you’re asking me now what way we have been
routing through!
  
  


  
«I’m sorry, I’m very sorry », he replied to me in a peaceful
voice, moving up to the curtains of the window.
  
  


  
 «I only remember that we passed through Kingston. Yes, the last
place that I remember is just Kingston »I -said, striving myself to
remember - “then I felt sleepy too.”
  
  


  
« Good Lord!», he cried, coming back to sit on the bed
desolately.
  
 

 «Could you tell me please what’s wrong with you George? We
slept on the way to Heavengate, and then? What’s the matter? Now,
at lunch, we ask Mr Winningoes about everything we need to know and
we will see what’s better for us to do! Don’t you think we
can?»
  
  


  
«I don't even know myself what’s going on. It’s all so strange
to me, in this story...». 
  
 

 «Just tell me where is the strangeness you see?»  I
reassured him. «There is not really anything strange. On the other
hand if we don't like the story, we can always leave off, can’t we?
»
  
 

 «You do really think that we can leave anyway? I’m not so
sure…»- He replied polemically .
  
  


  
«But do you realize that there is a plantation of marihuana just
down here? Come and have a look outside», he said going to the
window and removing the window’s curtain again… 
  
 

 «Ah yes, it ‘s true! », I exclaimed joyfully. «Because of
these vain discourses it went out of my mind. And you are not
happy? Do you realize it? The man here, lives on the moon. He
surely knows the Latin names, but he doesn't know the better use of
it. He furthermore has told us we can make it as if were at home.
Do you know what I would do, if I were at home with all that good
grass down there? »
  
  


  
But my enthusiasm didn't seem to bend him on my side. He
released the edge of the curtain and after having a cigarette lit
up, in a cloud of smoke, he said with much impetus: «How can you be
so happy? If the police come over here, what would we say to them?
That we know we are on the south of Father Thames? That we fell
asleep in Kingston and similar bull shit? And you think that they
would believe us? Do you want to know what happens to you, instead?
They bring you straight to the royal prison at Brixton, close you
in a cell and throw its key in the very deep of the sea. That’s
what happens to you!»
  
  


  
«Be quiet, please! First of all we are in England, and this is a
civilized country and not some kind of a banana’s republic . No one
can’t be arrested without criminal evidence. Secondly, why would we
have to think about the worst? Perhaps the man, out there, does
look like someone concealed or involved in police’s affairs? »
 

  


  
«And why not? May be he is a great dealer who wants to involve
us in his illegal traffic! Haven't you ever heard him, speaking of
landings by some private airplanes? »
  
  


  
«A dealer? But what kind of dealer are you talking about?! Do
you also start becoming a moralist, now? It sounds as if you were
my father speaking! I tell you, instead, that our presence, here at
Heavengate, doesn't have anything to do with those plants! And you
will see either I am right or wrong . The old one has not even
planted them. Either is a smart gardener or those plants grow up by
natural insemination. For what regards the police, you can even be
safer: Mr Winningoes is a very rich landlord and here, in England,
landlords and rich people are not supposed to be in trouble with
the police».
  
 

 «However it is, you will also have to admit that all the
circumstances make evidence somewhat dark and
incomprehensible».
  
 

 «Would you please show me exactly what you see as dark and
incomprehensible in this story?»
  
 

 «And do you wonder? We don't even know where we are and what
the hell we have come here for, though we had an income of 100
pounds God only knows what job to make! And for you everything is
clear? »
  
 

 «Have you forgotten that we are in London, by chance? And
you wonder that there is someone who gives an advance of 100
miserable pounds in a city where a pair of boots for hunting the
fox do cost, at least, £ 700, I say, seven hundred pounds?! Let's
go! Come on! It might also be that the old Winningoes are weak and
brainless! And what’s wrong with this? Sooner or later he will have
to tell us what suits him? We will perform our job, do what we owe
to do, he pays us for it, and well enough! Provided that he pays
well, because also here in London, if you don't have money, you are
a bull shit, worth less than nothing ».
  
 

 «Still if all this is dealt with a regular and honest job!!
Till now I have only heard of everything less than a job. I’m
asking myself why has he brought us here? Could not he tell us in
the agency what he has drawn for us? All these mysteries, this
strangeness, make me suspicious. I cannot feel calm and sure, do
you understand me? »
  
  


  
«Hay! I can also admit that not everything has gone as it
normally goes. However, can you explain to me which reason for
things should always go in a damned, banal and normal way? Do we
also want to reduce life to a rigid and predetermined theatrical
script where everything has already been written and
established?»
  
 

 He fixed me with an intense and deep look. I knew I had
touched a key which his mind was sensitive to. I sustained his
look, strong of my reasons, until he didn't seem defeated. Then I
took back, in persuasive tone, sitting him nearby: 
  
 

 «Perhaps we have not realized that we are living through an
adventure of those that we have always desired to live. Why shall
we ruin all on the base of simple conjectures? Or even for fear?
Let’s abandon ourselves to the course of the events, without
thinking too much of it. I feel that we are crossing a sure path, a
correct path, a path that has a heart!» 
  
 

 He stood up again and, lighting a cigarette, passed his
right hand on his hair. It was his own way of reflecting in the
critical moments before undertaking an important decision.
  
  


  
«We will discover, while crossing it, if we really has got it» –
he finally said. And, taking his bag, he went to the bathroom.
 

  


  
When, later, Mr. Winningoes knocked discreetly at our door, we
had taken a little rest and were ready for lunch.
  
  


  
After lunch, when already satiated, we lazily plucked some
little, ivory handled forks in a cup of tasty and colored fruit
salad, Mr Winningoes, after having attracted our attention by
clearing his throat, told us he was ready to finish his own story.

  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
Chapter 15
  
  


  
  


  
 

 When Mr Winningoes recovered himself, he took a mild look
around. He seemed almost to apologize for having lost contact with
us.
  
 

 «The story of my past life has ended up. I really have so
much more to say to you, but what follows, belongs already to the
present time, of the very great program that I will have the
pleasure to expose to you as soon as the missing pieces go into
their place, to compose the whole design I’ve got in my mind».
 

  


  
This time his voice sounded low and peaceful, though George
didn't lose a sole word of it. In fact, using his same words he
resumed that question, which probably his brain had been grinding
since the preceding Friday.
  
 

 «I beg your pardon, Mr Winningoes» – George said- «but how
do we enter in your grandiose program?»  
  
  


  
The question could seem veiled by a tone of irony, but George
was really serious in formulating it. At first, our guest seemed
not to hear him, absorbed as his usual by his remote reflections,
but unexpectedly he lifted up his head and, after a gaze of a
benevolent and gratifying look, he said: 
  
  


  
«Who? You, my friends? But you have an important, fundamental
role in my grandiose programs! You just be sure of it».
  
 

 «You might think that I met you, for the first time, in the
agency 'Geenna Geld ' and that has been enough for me to analyze
your blood and your urine or read your answers to those banal
questions of the forms to appraise your qualities. But that's not
right, my friends! It has come the moment for me to tell you the
whole truth. I’ve been following you for a long time before,
because of the role that will be reserved to you in this big
enterprise, if you want to accept it.
  
 

 «I was, as a matter of fact, in that Italian snack bar, at
Leicester Square, in London, that morning you met for the first
time, pretending to be an anonymous tourist! I was Shailesh, the
Indian student of economic sciences who came to live on the first
floor of your Warwick Avenue flat! And still it was me, disguised
as the old lady, the kind police officer, the hungry trump who
followed your footsteps! I, who more than Flambeau, excel in the
art of disguising, teacher of illusionism and master magician, I
have discovered in you, day after day, since that day in Leicester
Square, the noble feelings that lodge in your hearts. And all this
because you, like the Roman conductor Julius Caesar and rather more
than he, have been pushed by Fate until here to complete the big
plans of the Cosmos! And now just excuse me for a short while!»

 
 

 This way, the man directed with unsuspected energy out of
the room. He was indeed a character out of every scheme and an
unpredictable man! But now so many, small in particular, judged
strange or meaningless, returned to my mind, assuming a different
meaning.

 Though I haven't succeeded in understanding his inner
schemes yet. And also George, appeared to be thoughtful and
disoriented, surely more than I was. But at least we were alone and
could finally talk to each other.
  
 

 «What do you think about all that, George? »–I asked
him.
  
 

 «Do you really want to know the truth?! I don't expect
anything good from this excited, crazy man», he resumed to me in a
dark, strong tone.
  
 

 «Shhh! Don’t speak so aloud, please! Don't forget that he’s
also a student of the Italian language “–I lowered the tone of the
voice, half seriously and half facetiously.
  
 

 But my friend George took me so seriously that he lowered
his voice, to tell me that he was going to look around for some
hidden television cameras.
  
 

 And he so really did meticulously checking behind pictures
and furniture, while I was mocking him saying that he had read too
many books of espionage, when we heard a brief but definite touch
at the door.
  
 

 «Come in»–George and I said with one voice.
  
 

 The person who appeared at the threshold of the door, was
the last person in the world that I expected to see.
  
 

 «And I also was even Mr Joking, the manager of the Winpey
Building Company Enterprise! Are you surprised my dear
friends?»
  
  

 Stiff and elegant, that man, whom ‘till now I didn't know
indeed what to call, so different from the strange scientist we can
say to have acquainted in that extraordinary day, gazed at us
smiling and mocking.
  
 

 Straight as a fuse, he seemed taller and imposing, even
stronger, surely thanks to someone of his tricks. He wore the same
garments of the preceding Friday and, with the thumbs inserted
inside the life of his pants, he was showing to enjoy our
astonished dismay.
  
 

 «But how has he done?»,  cried George, turning at me.
  
 

 'It's very simple, my friends. More simply than you can
really imagine. I have already told you: we keep on looking at the
things of the world with the eyes of the habit and too many in
particular, get lost. Now that you know, you can easily recognize
in my, apparently, young figure my real identity of Lord Patrick
Parnell Winningoes. But then you didn't know, you could not know».
Actually, looking carefully at his head and face, and mentally
stripping off some thick eyebrows, the hairpiece and the
greasepaint that surely covered his thin cheeks, it was easy to
imagine the old English Lord that we now could affirm to know quite
well.
  
 

 «But » the man took back, «you have posed me a question, to
which, in truth, I would have already answered by this time, if I
had not chosen to wait for the right time. I believe that this time
now has come, dear friends. I tell you now that the theater of your
deeds, if you, as I wish, accept to take part at the enterprise,
will be Ireland. From there it will have to depart our great
scheme: with the reunification of the Irish island.
  
 

 But this is already something that doesn't concern you
directly and I won't pretend that you share with me my patriotism.
In your job there won't be ideological implications nor political
affairs to be dealt with. Not even implications of legal character.
A point is fundamental however in the whole matter: you must accept
to move to Ireland. It is useless that I speak of your assignment
in the enterprise, if you don’t accept, to be transferred to my
true, original country. As I told you during our lunch, I want to
start an enterprise in Ireland, which is to be considered my real,
unique, definitive motherland!»
  
  


  
This way, he approached a small round table and, from a drawer,
extracted a folded geographical map.  After removing the tray and
the cups, he unfolded it on the plan table. 

 The map occupied the whole surface with the angles that
overflowed slightly along its circumference. It represented,
physically, all the British islands, from the English Channel to
the North Sea. We joined together, around the small table.
  
 

 «Do You see, my friends, we are here.” –Said the man
pointing out with the right forefinger, thin and long, an islet in
the south of England. It was, as I had suspected, the isle of
Wight. Without attending our possible comments he continued:
  
«From here, if you accept to come with me, we will fly on my
private airplane toward Geenna Geld, my residence in Dublin and
there you’ll eventually have the complete acquaintance of the role
you are bid to play for my cause. You don't have to fear for any
reason in the world.
  
 

 I won’t ask you to work, as I do myself, for a supreme
ideal. Your work will be adequately compensated and at any moment
you will be free to leave. We will define, if you accept to depart,
all the details, tomorrow. Please, have a deep think, about the
great opportunity and look for the correct decision in your hearts,
not only in your minds.”
  
 

 He refolded so saying, he the map and put it back in the
same drawer. Then he added:
  
«I have held back you for a long time, my friends, and I
apologize for it. Old people like me, often shift on memoirs
without considering that young people have more to live than
remember. Please, feel and consider Heavengate as your own place.
The park of the villa is immense and you can go around wherever you
like. I cannot come with you, but for dinner I will join you. Have
good fun therefore, and I’ll see you later!»
  
This way, the man opened the door of the small room and waited
for us as a soldier to be passed by a superior on command. Despite
the disguise, in the tone of his voice the scientist had remarked
to be aimed at the salvation of the world.
  
 

 We left him, finally desirous to stay alone. We crossed the
big saloon where we had had lunch for a long time, and went out
through the front entry door. Out the day had maintained its
clearness and the sky was bright.
  
 

 We breathed the fresh and perfumed air. The sun had turned
to the west and, after a brief standstill between the sunflowers
and the plants of Indian hemp, we aimed straight towards the park,
leaving the garden through an opening breach of the enclosure
net.
  
 

 Cutting the landing field, we reached a tree grove, placed
on its border, on the side of the house. After a short penetration
we reached the feet of a mighty elm in a level and grassy square.

 We took possession of that comfortable green carpet, ready
to relax, finally alone.

 I lay down on my back, with my hands supporting my head ,
while George, sitting with crossing legs, started mixing some
tobacco with the dry grass we had picked up in the garden.
  
 

 «It’s really beautiful here, isn't it?», George said,
passing me the joint and asking me to light it up.
  
 

 «It's like a fable, George»–I returned to him with my best
smile.
  
 

 We smoked silently, for a while, that sweet delight of
nature. The day had been so dense of events and emotions that
probably it would not be enough one year's time to focus them with
the due attention. And we had the question about Ireland, still to
be resolved. Would it suit us to make a work proposal or it would
not? Shall we approve leaving England and follow that ambiguous,
mysterious and indefinable man? He actually he brought us to
Heavengate without any permission!
  
 

 Didn't he have declared that his principal purpose was to
reunify the Irish island? Without counting, then, all those
deliriums on the super race, on the ransom of humanity and on the
dawn of the New World which accorded the suspicion that my friend
George had, and that I had instead tenaciously rejected! And if
George had been right? These and others crucial questions crossed
my mind, and for no one of them I had a satisfactory answer. An
indescribable sense of sorrowful impotence seemed to take
possession of all my senses while making those strenuous
reflections.
  
I made a strong effort to push them out of my mind. It was not
worth it to complicate my life trying to compose a picture of logic
coherence from such heterogeneous and dissimilar elements. So much
worth would it be, therefore, to leave them free to compose
themselves in some other remote place in space.
  
 

 I relaxed, allowing my body to go completely above the soft
grassy mantle, abandoning my senses at the same time between the
trees and the sounds that came from the brushes.

 I felt like I wanted to entrust fate. I visualized an
enormous yellow daisy and, slowly I started stripping its petals
counting up: to Ireland, not to Ireland; to Ireland, not to
Ireland; to Ireland, not to Ireland…
  
 

 I hoped in the very inner of my soul that the last, soft
petal to remain on the yellow and shining bud of that magic,
fragrant sun, fell between my arms at the sweet sound of ‘Ireland’!

 I wanted that strange adventure, full of emotions and
mystery, of unbelievable realities and likely magic, still to be
continued. Rather I wanted it didn't end anymore! Because after all
it was what my mind craved. The adventure, the magic, fanciful
adventure that kills the boredom and the habit; a life where the
most secluded fancy of the mind emerges to break up the rules of
the daily provision; where the colors as those in the garden of
Heavengate, win over the grey of the buildings of cement; the music
and the peace of the isle of Wight over the noises of the city; the
shiver of the unforeseen event, day after day, over the flatness of
the already lived, over the monotonous life of following days all
bleak and equal. I don't really know how much time we spent,
suspended in that pleasant dimension! It was a light shiver, felt
in the mellow, to call me back to reality. I saw George stretched
on the back, with crossed legs and with a hand behind the nape,
while with the other one inhaled thoughtful the smoke of a
cigarette, uttering some puffs to the clouds, as sort of smoking
signals sent to some imaginary watchers of the sky.
  
 

 «Tell me George, would you ever imagine that we would be at
last on the island of Wight?»

 

 «I wouldn’t for sure! », he resumed, staring at me.
  
That look, those scarce words and the silence that followed
transmitted me more than one hundred thousand words. I was in one
of those rare moments in which your soul seems to melt with that of
your similar and with the whole world, as if George, me, the
different sounds of the birds that we heard singing in the wood,
the other surrounding sounds and the whole landscape around were a
sole unity of heart and soul.
  
 

 I looked around. The luxuriant foliage on our heads,
released some shapeless flashes, from the rays of the sun, making
the grass shine brightly as I had never seen it before. This way
found us Mr Winningoes, time afterwards.
  
 

 «I see that the spell of Heavengate has conquered you too,
my dear friends.

 I ‘m really pleased about it. I beg your pardon, but the sun
has been setting down for a longtime and soon it will be dark and
damp, in this place. It is better to get back home».
  
This way, the man invited us to follow him. The path that we
took in the woods resumed the same footstep, because we emerged
directly in the western part of the house.
  
 

 At dinner, a calm and relaxed Mr Winningoes kept us in nice
and jovial company.

 I noticed that now he felt to his best ease with us, perhaps
because we now knew his personal history. A lot of the former
barriers had fallen between us and we stood together as good old
friends. After dinner we went to the library where our guest showed
to us, with evident pride, his numerous books, and particularly
those in Italian language, of which an impassioned scholar the man
confirmed to be.
  
 

 Between them he pointed out a series of pocket books that,
as he underlined, contained the best of the Italian Renaissance
poetry and literature. Which meant, he underlined, that those small
books contained the quintessence of the human poetry and literature
of any time. We chose between these last of them, behind his kind
insistence, one each, and, after wishing each other good night to
each other, we retired in our room.
  
 

 And while George, collapsed of tiredness, just putting his
book on the bed table, without even opening it for me, from my
account, after asking him license to keep the light on, I opened
with curiosity mine. On the back 
façade of the second page, a face with an ample forehead,
planted on a slender neck, decorated with a white collar similar to
those once used by the Catholic priests at the top of their suits,
fixed me with a mixture of deep look and a mocking expression. The
frontispiece was illegible, except at the bottom page where,
between the moist yellow I succeeded in reading: 
‘Firenze–G. Barbèra, Publisher. – 1862’.
  

 

 I immediately aimed to read through but, despite my
enthusiasm, the fatigue and the excitement of that unforgettable
day overwhelmed the curiosity and extinguished the light.

 In my mind, before falling asleep, danced as vivid torches
those few sentences I had just read in the very first page of that
small book:
  
 

 
"The whole States, all the dominions that have had and have
imperium above the men, have been and are or republics or
principalities. The principalities are, either hereditary, of whom
the blood of their Lord has been for a long time a prince; or they
are new. The new, either are wholly new, as it was Milan to Francis
Sforza; or they are like assistant members to the hereditary state
of the prince who acquires them, as it is the Kingdom in Naples to
the king of Spain. These dominions, so acquired, either are usual
to live under a prince, or they used to be free; and they are
conquered either with the weapons of others or with the proper’s;
either by luckiness or through virtue."
  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  
  


  

  

    
Second Part
  
  


  
Chapter One
  
  


  

  
 

  
The night had to be for both of us the same good adviser,
because the morning after, waking up in the room flooded of sun,
while still lying on the bed, I asked to my friend:
  

«Then, George, what are we going to do?» 
  
«Ireland», it was his steady, peaceful answer. 
  
Mr Winningoes almost embraced us when, after the breakfast, we
told him of our decision. 
  
«Thanks, my sons», he pronounced with a sensitive voice–«You’ll
be compensated as you deserve». 
  
«As a matter of fact»–resumed George in a tune of slight
embarrassment, as usual worried to leave too many shadows over the
agreement, «we need to define some details and above all to verify
if the job is suitable for us».














