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EVERY REFERENCE TO ACTUALLY EXISTING OR EXISTING FACTS, PLACES, AND / OR PEOPLE IS PURELY CASUAL

All the characters and places in the story are the fruit of the author's imagination, as well as their names and characteristics; the opinions expressed by the characters do not necessarily reflect those of the author.

All rights reserved. Copying in whole or in part is prohibited

the work without the authorization of the Author and the publisher.

Dedicated to my father

Of all dictatorships, the invisible one is the worst.
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I


The military base
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The north wind blew hard and fierce through the foliage of the tall trees and into the streets of the town of New Haven, Connecticut. Their swirling zigzagging between the fronds and leaves produced an almost harmonic sound. On that March afternoon of the year two thousand, a bitter cold mortified the homeless who crowded into the tent city trying to overcome the rigors of the cold winter weather with small campfires. A plethora of men lived with less than they needed to not die. A few hundred meters away, in the splendor and the most striking contrast of the structures, towers, courtyards of the University, students crowded the classrooms regardless of this, wearing designer Italian clothes and taking expensive course books with them. The Yale that prepared the American ruling class was worth billions of dollars. Of course they were all tax free.

At the local military base, operations and exercises took place with unusual nervousness. Robin Pidgeon frowned at a nurse intent on taking a soldier's blood pressure measurement. After this operation, the young and attractive woman tightened the tourniquet and inserted the needle into the vein for the periodic sampling. Robin noticed with how delicately, skillfully and experienced this task was carried out, nevertheless he did not seem satisfied. Did it hurt you, young man? He asked icily. No sir ... The soldier promptly replied, immediately noticing the nurse's strong embarrassment. Very good. Remain lying down for a couple of minutes, then go back to your ward, the graduate replied angrily. Robin looked up and looked at his watch. But does time never go by? He blurted out. It was 5:15 pm and the first degree medical officer showed impatience and a particular irritation. He jumped up from his chair and left the room, leaving the two young men stunned. He went back to his office, threw his coat on the sofa, picked up the telephone receiver, dialed an internal number and waited to hear the receiver's voice.

I'm Robin Pidgeon and I want my car ready outside the medical room in ten minutes on the clock he growled, not giving way to the soldier who received the order to reply anything but a martial sir. There was still a little time left and in those moments of waiting the officer's intolerance grew every moment. He decided to go outside but the sight of his fellow officers passing by, and of military subordinates, did not seem to distract him in the least. Indeed, his nervousness grew whenever one of them noticed the latex gloves, which he still wore on his hands, and smiled, thinking of a careless error. The particularly cold day certainly recommended the use of any heavy garment that was necessary but only if provided for in the deliveries and in the martial etiquette of military life.

Robin realized that he could not prevent others from mocking him softly in the chatter between fellow soldiers but he did not dare in any way to leave his hands or some other part of the body uncovered than the face. If it were possible, it would have covered that too. This curious behavior had been going on for months now, and at the base no one had been able to give any plausible explanation. Colleagues and superiors did not unbalance their judgment beyond a superficial hyperactivity extravaganza but were visibly bothered by his eccentric and not very martial behavior. The gossip of the soldiers, then, turned out to be even more cynical and unpleasant. It was common opinion that Officer Pidgeon had either gone insane or had some syndrome, which led him to fear skin contact with any other person and to hate it.

Finally, lost in a thousand thoughts, he saw his car arrive, with a young man under the guide. He did not even give him time to perform the ritual martial salute that pushed him away, hitting him with the shoulder, entered the cockpit and left, screeching the tires. The soldiers guarding the driveway entrance just had time to raise the bar and Robin darted out under their astonished gaze. It is certainly an emergency, exclaimed one of his direct superiors who had happened to witness the scene.

When he gets back I want him in my office. It's time to stop this story he murmured under his breath to a young attendant who was at his side. Enraged, he set off with a hasty and decisive step towards his own apartments. Robin took the streets of New Haven as if he intended to walk them for the last time. He drove safely, for miles and miles, in a splendid indigo blue Corvette, as intense as his thoughts. Leaving the small but renowned town on New Haven Harbor, located at the mouth of the Quinnipiac and the West River, the landscape around him became increasingly bleak and inhospitable, with shacks and factories in ruins, old and new cars crossing his path. Every now and then he passed the Amtrak trains that whizzed by as fast as lightning.

The outskirts of Hardford were about forty miles from the base, but the medical officer had a priority for a competent friend to check his health. This reason had prompted him to drive to Windsor Locks that cold March afternoon. His destination was the home of Johnson Lynch, an elderly colleague he had met ten years earlier, whose professional and human abilities he highly regarded. He arrived at his destination easily. Although he had been there a few times he had known how to navigate those streets with familiarity and experience. The cottage was located on a hilly road. Arrived at his destination, the officer parked his car in the driveway in front of a wooden house of fine workmanship. Probably a summer footpath or a luxurious hunting lodge.

He got out of the car and closed the door and then walked towards the house. On the doorbell on the main facade was a stylized inscription Dr. Johnson Lynch. He knocked three times on the front door, took a half step back and waited a few moments. A fly landed on his neck, took off and died in a split second. Annoyed Robin slowly turned his head in that direction and looked at the scene with undisguised contempt. The door opened and a man in his seventies appeared in the doorway, elegantly dressed in a suit and tie, and greeted the medical officer.

Hi Robbie the man said come on, come inside.

Hi Jonzie the tone of the soldier's voice was wavering and doubtful. I came by as soon as I heard you called me. Do you have the results of the exams?

Come inside and let's talk about it Robin swallowed apprehensively. The interior of the house was furnished in a classic and sober way.

Would you like something to drink? Asked the elderly doctor.

Bourbon... Was the answer.

I don't want to keep you on your toes, Robbie ...The doctor paused for a long time to catch his breath and gather concentration. You were right. Your situation is unique in the world. A strange and perverse case of fate has made you an ideal subject for scientific medical studies. You told me you didn't remember how it could have happened ... The doctor said curiously.

It is true the officer lied.

... I really hoped you could help me in this regard. In truth, there is very little I can do to help you other than to advise you to contact an equipped structure to be able to study the unusual situation ... Urged the elderly doctor.

And act as a guinea pig for some scientific experiment and maybe die like that ... for my country?

Nobody wants to lock you in a cage and fill you with sedatives, Robin Johnson replied angrily, but you have to admit that there is no doctor in this state who has technology at his disposal even if he can figure out what the accident happened to you and cure you definitively.

Robin waited a few moments, then caught his breath and exclaimed in a thin tone of voice. You mean you think it's not possible for me to go back to a normal life?

I'm saying I don't even know if what's happening to you will allow you to see the sun in the morningRobin seemed to freeze at the news. Although he noticed this, the doctor did not change the tone of his voice.

For all we know, you could die at any time. No one has ever been faced with a case like yours and the fact that up to now there has been no injury to your internal organs could be completely accidental or temporary.Johnson concluded.

Robin gasped. What do you recommend? She said.

You should go to a specialized medical center. The tone of the doctor's voice grew more cautious.

Where is it? The officer asked irritably.

Hartford, Providence, New York, Boston, Philadelphia... It doesn't matter. It is not the centers that are lacking but the time. Suddenly, it was the doctor who was impatient.

However, it is necessary that you act as soon as possible.

You leave me no alternatives, then ... Robin concluded sadly.

I wish I could, Robbie, believe me.

Robin drank his bourbon in one gulp. After a few seconds he jumped to his feet and walked annoyed towards the exit. The doctor chased him, trying to reason with him.

I can count on you then? The doctor pressed him.

As always... Snapped the officer.

You don't seem enthusiastic ... He noted cautiously.

Would you be, in my place?

No, you are right. As always, you are an excellent analyst and doctor.

From you Jonzie, tonight, I expected more.Robin snorted out the door with a nervous snap. Johnson followed him to the door.

Please, Robbie. Your life is at stake.

I already lost my life two months ago. Noticing the surprise aroused in his friend, Robin immediately corrected himself ... when I began to notice the first symptoms.

The officer headed for the car parked outside. The disconsolate doctor closed the door. Robin entered the cockpit of his vehicle, then rested his head on the steering wheel and remained in this position for about thirty minutes, absorbed in his increasingly dark thoughts. Then, he composed himself and quickly got out of the car and headed back to the cottage. As he was about to get to the front door he removed the latex gloves from his hands. He rang the bell and waited. After a couple of minutes the elderly doctor opened the door.

Hi Robbie, did you forget something?

Instinctively, Johnson's gaze fixed on Robin's hands.

You don't have gloves ... he said in an alarmed tone and the scream that followed was the last thing heard of the doctor before his death.
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II


A stubborn Detective
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From the diary of Jonathan Perry, Chicago Police Lieutenant:

January 8, 2007. I'm investigating a very common robbery murder case. For some strange reason, we kept the investigation priority despite the fact that it was a federal offense. We are the police, rather than FBI agents, handling the case. An elderly Native American was murdered in his apartment which was then turned upside down by the robbers.

During the investigation I discovered a number of details that lead me to think that the old man was killed on purpose and in place of another, a certain John Littletrees, a shaman, the real owner of the house. 

This morning, at 3:31 am, one, but it is more likely that they are two men with a certainly sturdy build, armed with knives, broke into the apartment of an elderly sixty-year-old named John Littletrees, in the west wing of the city, and he they brutally slaughtered after a robbery. 

The time of death was presumably between four and three quarters and five in the morning. I questioned the neighbors and, of course, no one saw or heard anything. The victim was of Indian origin and that doesn't help me with the investigation. It is the same problem that happens with the Chinese. Often it is not possible to trace the true identity of the deceased. In the apartment and among the clothes of the victim, there is a lack of valuables and money. It is certain that whoever brutally murdered John took the trouble to stage a false theft attempt.

The victim was first slaughtered and then ferociously thrown into the refrigerator. The killer must have had an accomplice or was under the influence of drugs because the front door had a thick security chain blocking it from the inside. The brutality of the crime and the silence of the neighborhood make me believe that it was not a common crime but a sort of settling of scores. 

I let the forensics work and finished collecting the many clues, the meager and scant evidence to return to the plant. I ran down the flight of stairs and noticed how the noise from the passing agents was the only thing my ears heard. The redskins are just like the Chinese ... This case promised to be long and far from easy to solve. As soon as I hit the street, things changed enormously. Chicago is a city that is anything but suspicious and silent. It invests you with its sounds, its colors, its disorder and its vitality. I was absorbed in my thoughts related to the case, and to the almost visceral love I felt for the city located on the Chicago River, when I clearly heard the voice of a man coming from behind me and standing out in the roar of the metropolitan traffic.

He is not dead. I whirled around as soon as I heard these words. About a dozen yards from me, a slender man, roughly sixty years old, dark-skinned, reddish, probably of Indian origin, who was across the street had shouted these words. He's not dead ... he repeated, leaving me confused and continuing to stare into my eyes. I turned myself towards him, more and more amazed, thinking that he had mistaken me for someone else and I asked aloud for fear of not being heard who am I talking to?

The man in response continued, undeterred, to scream the same phrases he is not dead. John Littletrees is not dead. Somehow, an Indian had therefore decided to spill the beans and corroborate my theses. A pure stroke of luck.

Although in the building there was no man or woman who did not belong to the Algonquian race, no one throughout the morning had deigned to answer the questions of the police and to provide the slightest clue to help us solve the case of the suspected murder. of one of their condominiums. The distrust they have towards the children of former colonists is always very strong.

Check the DNA. The man kept screaming at me, taking care not to reach me and always trying to find himself immersed in the swirling urban pedestrian traffic. A mail truck and several taxis drove up the street in front of us. I waited for the street to be a bit freer before crossing. When I was about to put my foot on the pedestrian crossing, I realized that, on the other side, the Indian had disappeared. Swallowed by the crowd, immersed in the chaotic swarm of people and in the almost anarchic succession of buildings. In what corner, what direction should I have been looking for? And who was the mysterious red man who seemed to confirm all my suspicions related to the case of the alleged death of an old man named John Littletrees? I retraced my steps, filed the thing with nothing and walked towards my car, determined to spend the rest of the day in my office investigating what happened. At the end of the shift I trained with my beloved katana, as I did every Friday. The training lasted about an hour and a half as usual. I tried a series of sequences and moves of ninjutsu, a martial art that I was passionate about.

A few days passed and the case of the murder of the elderly red man was further enriched with new and interesting details. The old man I had seen on the street seemed to have disappeared forever but from that moment something in the attitude of the condominiums seemed to have changed. I did not connect the two things except chronologically because I had no reason to do so. However, the distrust and reluctance towards me seemed to have vanished as if by magic and the men and women answered my questions in a friendly and familiar tone. At times I was led to believe that they regarded me as a son, in the case of older individuals, or as their brother, in the case of younger individuals. A week later the investigation led me to strongly suspect at first that the red man had been killed voluntarily by the robbers. Then I collected overwhelming, obvious clues, with some dismissed, muttered admissions and confessions from condominiums, which led me to believe that behind the murder case there were strong economic interests at the base and, to be expected, also strong pressure for everything to be closed hastily and inconclusive. I informed my line manager, Captain John Carter of the progress of the investigation. legitimate to expect, even strong pressure so that everything was hastily and inconclusive. I informed my line manager, Captain John Carter of the progress of the investigation. legitimate to expect, even strong pressure so that everything was hastily and inconclusive. I informed my line manager, Captain John Carter of the progress of the investigation.

The evidence I had hitherto gathered led me to believe almost certainly that Littletrees, or who knows what other poor old devil, had first been killed in a barbaric, savage, almost ritual way, as if the killers had wanted to leave a warning for someone and then locked up in the refrigerator. This would also explain the reluctance of condominiums to cooperate in the investigation. Subsequently, a fake robbery was staged, the apartment turned upside down and finally the killers, by now I was led to believe that it was two or three people at most, quietly walked towards the outside of the building passing through the entrance main, not fearing to be recognized. The following day the investigation took me to the taxi drivers of the neighboring neighborhoods. I questioned one in particular,

The coordinates given to his firm that night coincided with his statements. After making an identikit of the two men, I carried out an investigation to see if they had also taken a taxi to get away from the crime scene. I discovered that another taxi driver had taken them to the outskirts of the city.

They had been overly sure they were not recognized by anyone but also terribly clever. It might have seemed like they were just starting out, but John's must not have been their first crime, or they had been well educated. In ransacking the old Native American's home in order to stage a mock robbery, they had certainly made a noise and should have expected to have intrigued the neighborhood. Perhaps they were counting on it to support the thesis of murder by robbery.

Finally, with their faces covered, they fled and after running for a block, they showed off their faces by comfortably getting into a taxi and pretending to be drunk from alcohol at a night party. This hypothesis was also confirmed to me by a further testimony.

From their own balcony, a young couple had witnessed the scene in which the black man and his accomplice got rid of their clothes and balaclavas. I researched the companies involved in the city evacuation service and interrogated all the garbage collectors. One of them claimed to have found the clothing. I set up a meeting for the afternoon. You will recover the artifacts. The investigation was showing that John Littletrees had been murdered by two hit men who, after the crime, had staged a false robbery.

I was really satisfied with myself. The solution to the case was increasingly within reach. However, the best was yet to come. When I got home that evening, I found that Madeleine had cooked the meatloaf. My wife has always been a real marvel in the kitchen. It literally made me lose my mind, as a cook and as a woman. We had a happy and carefree dinner. We also tried to turn on the TV but we both wanted to end the evening in a completely different way. When the doorbell rang we were caught in the middle of amorous foreplay. I hurriedly tried to get dressed while Madeleine crawled into the bedroom on all fours. After a few interminable minutes I opened the door and saw him. It was Brendan Connelly.
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III


An unexpected arrival
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There was no significant story from those years that didn't see us sharing it together. We were friends at work and outside in our free time. The relationship we had established made us a team capable of doing our dangerous job in the best possible way.

The bond he had created was strong. However, it turned out not to be lasting and I can't explain why. We shared a lot. Then, one day, the Department gave us different assignments and we began to lose sight of each other. Some things get out of hand. They happen just like that.

Until the day before, a sincere feeling unites you and so strong that you think it can last forever. The next day, you can't convince yourself that picking up the phone and calling is a good idea. Here, that's just how it went. I kept myself informed about his travels and his life choices. I learned that he married a young colleague and that things did not go too well for him. He had a deep crisis and fell into depression.

He was fired for absenteeism and disappeared from circulation for some time ... until that day. I stood there staring at the young man, standing in front of me at the front door, unable to say a word. He was smiling elatedly, as if he was happy to see me again after all that time. It was Madeleine who broke the unnatural and awkward silence that had formed at that moment.

Don't you invite him in ... dear? He said with a subtle streak of irony. 

Sure, sure ... excuse me. I don't know what got into meI exclaimed trying to apologize and get out of my way. The surprise of seeing you again made me forget the good manners I muttered with an almost guttural voice and with my throat half closed with emotion. Brendan smiled as if it had only been a few minutes since we had last met. Instead, years had passed.

The dress she wore was of over-the-top elegance. I have never seen a policeman dressed like that. Eight years earlier I had been patrolling the streets of the city with a red-haired boy who had a sea of ​​freckles on his face, so numerous that the young man looked tanned. His name was Brendan Connelly and for three years I had shared the responsibilities of the badge with him. At first it was not easy to find an understanding with a colleague so young and not inclined to interpret their profession with healthy circumspection but then everything changed and we found a perfect understanding.
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