
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


The Shadow of Bauhaus

Álvaro Cabrera

––––––––

Translated by Maria Julia Munoz Serrano 


“The Shadow of Bauhaus”

Written By Álvaro Cabrera

Copyright © 2017 Álvaro Cabrera

All rights reserved

Distributed by Babelcube, Inc. 

www.babelcube.com 

Translated by Maria Julia Munoz Serrano

“Babelcube Books” and “Babelcube” are trademarks of Babelcube Inc.


THE SHADOW OF BAUHAUS 

By: Álvaro Cabrera Gómez


INDEX

––––––––

Prelude

Naples

Zúrich

Einsiedeln 1st Part

Stockholm

Einsiedeln 2nd Part

Melide

Geneva 1st Part

Hong Kong

Geneva  2nd Part

Paris 1st Part

Moscow

Paris 2nd Part

China

Paris 3rd Part

Venezuela


PRELUDE

––––––––

Greenland, Xth century A.C.

––––––––

Everything were white around him.It was an uniform, unpolluted white, a gleaming desert of snow wherever your eyes would see. The wild and untamed immensity absorbed him,he was ecstatic for his lethal beauty,for his keen and indifferent cruelty.The perpetual moan of the sharp wind stabbed at his sullen ears, his cloudy vision could barely see anything but white. Everything white .

Trying to remember, incoherent images made their way into the fog of confusion that was his mind.However, for Angus,and this he knew it very well, home way back home it was going to be the most dangerous journey ever undertaken. Even since joining the Eriksson crew, at the earliest age of fiftteen winters. At that moment, alone, lost and helpless, wrapped in his shabby fur cloak, he entrusted his steps to the gods, at least one who would listen to his prayers, to be returned to his home. His children must be terrified, almost as much as himself .

One step after another, he made his way and left his footprints in that vast uniformity. He left hunting the previous day in search of some piece when he was surprised by a violent snowstorm . Odin wanted his legs to take him to the shelter of a small grotto large enough to shelter his trembling bones until it subsided.  Now he was lost, after hours wandering wanting to find his way home, he could find no reference to be used  . Absorbed in his thoughts, he barely glimpsed the dim, almost imperceptible pillar of smoke that rose to the west.  He turned his head and his eyes stopped in a wide, deep crack. A block that opened the snowy plain . A cut that opened the snowy plain in a channel. A sapphire blue glow gleamed subtly for a few seconds, a reflection of the ice clinging to the bare rock, trying to escape, to escape from that abrupt prison . The smoke seemed to come from there, and overcoming the curiosity of common sense, Angus let himself go, approaching the edge .

His eyes locked on something down there. It was a bluish and soft light in the form of abstract nebulae that seemed to come off a large gem . The glow was intoxicating, disconcerting. It seemed to beat with a slight intensity, like the heart of the earth itself, frozen and lethargic . He leaned out a little more . In the center of that strange jewel, an even brighter light began to form a figure he had seen before .

— It can not be ...

His broken voice, broken by the howling wind, died on his lips as the glow intensified his brilliance.  His heart began to beat faster, his breath cut off, a cold sweat soaked his back, and a sudden gasp stunned him for a moment. In that moment of weakness in which the semi-consciousness struggled, the wind swirled with a fleeting and rapid gust of wind around him.  His legs lost their balance and the snow gave way beneath his feet.  The shriek that rose from his throat as he fell succumbed to the stenting groan of the violent zephyr. 

––––––––

Little Einar's face was drawn in the rolling gray mist. His big blue eyes glittered in the glare of the sun.  Her long white hair marked out fine features that reminded Helga, her deceased companion  . Beside him, Harald, his eldest son, watched him with fear. 

—When will you come back, father ?

— Soon my son  — His broken voice sounded distant, barely audible, like a whisper .

Then the image of his two children faded slowly, as his eyes opened .

The prick of pain that shook his whole body elicited a loud cry. His right leg was beating and he hardly noticed. He glanced up . The sky was a blackness in that darkness . A few timid stars could be seen behind some clearings of clouds. . A luminous silhouette seemed to materialize in front of him, a tall figure, blinding him for a moment.  The light slowly waned, and as he recovered his sight, his faint eyes were fixed on an enormous metal gate, adorned with a watermark in relief, covered with ice.  Several runes gleamed subtly on that frozen door four feet high. It seemed to fit in the same stone . The runes went out and the whole arc of the gate began to light. A sound like suction sprouted from the interior, accompanied by a haze of cold steam . It was then when he realized the shape of the door decoration: it was a kind of hammer.  

It was his last vision.


NAPLES

––––––––

September  2.011
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The twilight light entered diagonally through the blinds and left the spartan room in a vermilion gloom . The scanty furnishings of the room, barely an old table and the rickety, fluffy couch he was sitting on, the cracks ripping through the walls and the mold that darkened the yellowed ceiling made the place even more austere . But he did not care. He did not care at all. 

The sound of the street came to his ears like the murmur of a river, dull and monotonous . His dark eyes had lost eyes; He swam in the stream of his own memories, in a past he longed for above all else.  Before those dark times, before his darker side took control .

It is no use to mourn or repent , he thought . 

He turned his gaze to the window that separated him from the real world, the present world.  Giancarlo Farelli was a forty-two-year-old man, but anyone who saw him would throw him ten or fifteen more years.  His deteriorated face, shaken by innumerable wrinkles, scars and tanned by a life ruled by violence, made him realize it  . Crowned by a black hair cut to brush and lightened in the right temple by silver wicks. He knew that the road he had taken required certain sacrifices, but he did not care. He had a mission to do in the world, a "Divine Plan." He assumed it, He accepted it. 

A short chirp pulled him out of his reverie.  

He got up and went to the adjoining room . A wooden table, to which they had placed sheets of cardboard folded under one of its legs to keep it balanced, held a small laptop on its torn surface full of scrawled names . The image of a letter envelope floated and bounced against the four corners of the screen. His eyes lit up  .

He opened the incoming message with some nervousness. It would put an end to that tedious era of inactivity.  

The photograph of an old man appeared next to an address of Einsiedeln, Switzerland  .

He smiled sadly . 

He never did it, but Switzerland reminded him of a better time, made him feel nostalgic to some extent .

He pushed those thoughts away. He had to do it if he wanted to do the job successfully. 

Farelli made his office of death . And over many years he had polished his style  . He had become one of the deadliest known mercenaries,  and his reputation made him belong to an elite few could afford it.

Since the end of his first victim, at the young age of twelve, the electrifying pleasure that possessed him then took possession of his soul forever . It was an explosion in his young brain that aroused a voracious hunger. 

Fabianno. That was the name of that cheerful and smiling little boy, with a white complexion and a lively face, barely nine years old.  He loved to play football. It was his dream  .

Giancarlo did not remember how the fight had begun, the only thing that remained in his memory was the discharge that ran all over his body . His heart pounded in his chest, his breathing rattling, the heat he felt in his own head clouded his view.  It was with a rusty nail . He stabbed that innocent countenance more than fifteen times.  Blood splashed on his face, but his gaze remained fixed on the boy's shattered eyes, whose vital spark was extinguished second by second . Even when he was lifted off and removed from the corpse, the feeling was too intense, an overload of adrenaline that shook him completely.  He did not even have words to describe it.  One thing did know that young Giancarlo, wanted ... no, needed to feel it again . Thirty years later, hunger was still there .

He never questioned the reason for his disorder, as some of the specialist doctors who treated his case . And he never did it because he accepted the truth that governed his conduct: he liked to kill. 

Next to the file folder that contained the image was an attachment that showed another photograph.  It was a burnished gold medallion edged with symbols unknown to him . In the center, a ruby ​​of intense red had a peculiar carving. For a moment it seemed like a face. 

He memorized the address and sent the two photographs to his mobile phone .

Twenty minutes later he was leaving with a dark blue satchel hanging from his shoulder.


2

The building where Farelli was staying, Il Gabianno Rosso, was run by Luca Rossellini, a middle-aged man with shrewd brown eyes and brown hair studded with golden strands gathered in a long ponytail.  He had not shaved in days, wore a greasy red flannel shirt and worn-out jeans  .

He was sitting in a chair behind the reception desk and idly flipped through a magazine when Giancarlo left the hostel . All his muscles were in tension . He looked down at the monitor under the counter and watched the guest walk up the street to his car.  The camera on the large red lettering gave him a broad view of what was happening nearby  . 

He took a small metal box out of a drawer, and although at that hour of the day there was no one around, he secured himself before opening it with the key that hung around his neck.  He pulled out a phone and dialed the number he'd written on the back cover .

—Rossellini. Code: November, two, alpha, sierra, zero, three-he murmured without removing his eye from the screen. 


—  Go ahead, Rossellini. The line is safe, "a monotonous female voice answered.  



— The hare has come out of the den. I have to talk to Mathews .

He heard a short sharp sound and waited a few seconds . Then the signal clicked and an authoritarian and serious voice took over the transmission. .

—Here Mathews.

—Sir, has gone out. I've been able to decrypt a message that came in less than half an hour ago. I'll send it right away. It is possible that are them  .

—Good work.  Now we'll take care of ourselves, Agent Rossellini. Register the room in case you have left something and wait for new orders. 

—Sir, Rossellini out.

And the communication was cut off.  

For a second, Luca smiled. A nervousness shook him briefly, a kind of foreboding, certainty that the long wait came to an end . He wanted nothing more than to end the affair, he wanted nothing more than a bullet in Farelli's head . But of that pleasure would be entrusted another.  Even so, he was relieved to get rid of that murderous maniac.

You will be history, damn bastard, he thought..

Walter Mathews, from London, hung up the phone and dialed a number prefixed with Zurich . 

He was a man of fifty-seven years old who looked twenty more years. He had a tired look and dark circles from the weight of time, from the great responsibility on his shoulders, from terrible decisions made, and from countless nights of insomnia. 

—Brown — answered the device. 

—Marvin, it’s Mathews. They’ve stunged . Your idea of ​​filtering Bauer's file has worked. Put your team on alert, Farelli will take us to Náströnd.


-  Fine, sir. However, the dome of Náströnd is hidden very well. It is possible that Farelli only works for another pawn. We've been messing around lately .



— Do not overwhelm yourself, Brown. Things have to be done step by step . For the moment we must be content with Farelli. But we must find out why they want Bauer.   Who does he has on the spot? 

—Strauss and Dempsey.  I'll get you to follow Farelli. You are the best of my team .

—Good. We must not lose that killer . You better than no one know that this mission is vital. 

—And which one is not, sir ?

—Keep me posted, Marvin.

—Sir, Brown out.

Walter sat down on the sofa in his luxurious office, poured himself a glass of Scotch whiskey, and drank a long drink.  Then he turned a stray glance over the leaden sky above the capital, through the large window that covered much of the wall. He sighed.  

«Back in 15 minutes», the poster was scrawled in haste, and placed on the front window of the hostel. 

Luca ran up the stairs and pushed open the door to Giancarlo's room. Empty. 

Then he heard it. It was a slight sound, like the insistent dripping of a badly closed faucet . Only when the beep began to accelerate he really did understand what was happening. 

— What a hell ...? — exclaimed aloud . A slight tremor on his lips indicated the increase in fear that was coming from the depths of his being.  

Several kilometers from the boarding house, a silver Alfa Romeo crossed the highway at high speed towards the airport.  Farelli looked at his wrist watch for the last time. He smiled .

A deafening rumble vibrated the dashboard of the car.  Through the rearview mirror he could see the column of black smoke emerging from the buildings and rising into the sky . The sound of the sirens that invaded the air faded as it moved away, wrapped in the melody of the Jefferson Airplane's Somebody to Love.

Giancarlo  tapped his fingers on the steering wheel and smiled again. 

—Ingenuous.

Noelia Lombardo, twenty-eight years old, jovial, attractive, had a beautiful and bright red hair . Her dazzling blue eyes watched, full of joy, the silver ring on her finger. 

Her steps carried her up the street . Sh had asked for permission at the health center where she worked as a nurse so she could leave before the time . It was not easy, but she managed to change several shifts so that they "did the favor." 

Her cell phone vibrated in her pocket. 

Smiling, she picked it up. 

—Hello, Laura.

— Have you thought what to say? - A sweet, anxious female voice answered .

— I love him. I'm going to say yes. 

A sudden surge of happiness in the form of laughter and praise sprang from the other end of the conversation  .

— I know he's a good man, Noe. I'm glad for you. You deserve it, baby . You deserve to be happy at once. After the hell you spent with Marcello, you need a break .

— I should have left it as soon as he put his hand on me for the first time.  Thank God you were there to open my eyes.

She turned a corner when a big explosion made her stagger.  Frowning, she hung up the call and ran as if her life were gone on it. Her heart pounded in her chest.  Her agitated breathing and the irrational terror of a premonition of nightmare induced her into a state of anxiety  .

Until her it came the sound of screams, cries, lamentations and sirens in the distance ...

—¡Luca! —she screamed 


ZÚRICH
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Before him was the Grossmünster, the Great Cathedral, one of the most emblematic and important historic buildings in Zurich.  Raised by the Limmat River, it raised its twin towers towards the autumnal firmament. Carrier of an ancient history that extended from the distant times of Charlemagne to the present time, it gave off an aura of majesty worthy of kings . And that was the agreement of the lonely man who kept his eyes on the scene that was taking place there. 

The dawn was cloudy . A gray robe stretched across the sky wherever he could see, and the rain, a dense curtain of water, fell heavily upon the city.  Generally, in those early hours there would not be many people wandering around, but the night had dyed blood . Dozens of curious people were piled up behind the police cordon that surrounded the cathedral square while the sanitary services prepared the equipment.  

After midnight, a couple gave the notice to the police . Seven naked bodies, three women and four men, had been crucified inside the compound in a grotesque circle around a charred dog. . The animal's guts were set around its corpse. 

No one had seen or heard anything .

While the agents kept at bay the curious who were joining the terrible scene and the cameras of the information services , a tall figure in a thick black raincoat lit a cigarette and approached. He crossed the police cordon, and headed for the square.

—¡Eh! ¡ You can not be here ! — A voice shouted at his back.

He turned and stared coldly at the policeman who rebuked him. 

—I’m Müller, Hans Müller — He said without further ado, taking out his identification —. Tell me who's in charge .

The agent opened his eyes wide and pointed to someone interviewing by the media .

— Lieutenant Schmidt, sir .

— All right. Tell him I want to see him right away.  I do not care who I'm talking to. And get all those people out of here.

From the other bank of the Limmat, the lonely man watched the display of lights shining at the foot of the cathedral . About thirty years or so, he wore blond hair, short and perfectly combed with a stripe to one side, which reflected in orange, red and blue tones, the tragedy that happened on the other side of the river. 

He frowned, shaking his head. 

Who would do something so macabre ?, he thought.

The headset on his right ear clicked :

— I'm in  — Whispered a female voice .

— You have five minutes. Hurry up.

—I have three left over..

The blonde smiled .

The interior of the building was dark and practically empty . During the day it was a hive of people coming in and out of the offices, , but in those untimely hours, everything remained silent, calm. 

The grille of one of the ventilation ducts opened on the seventh floor, a cluster of offices belonging to a law firm . A sinuous silhouette dressed in a black mesh, anonymously behind a balaclava, dropped down and ran down the aisle in the form of an "L" in complete secrecy  . At the end of the passage, a door closed the way. 

From the heel of his right boot she pulled out a pair of pickpockets, and began to manipulate the lock . When the click alerted her, she opened it carefully and agreed .

That apartment was a luxurious rectangular office. The walls were filled with pictures, diplomas and portraits of the founding members.  In the center was a round glass table that held a beautiful ceramic vase topped by a patch of tulips . That image pleased him, so out of place with respect to the rest of the building, gray and dull, it was a note of color in general uniformity  .

In the background, in front of a large window, another large table with ebony and crystalline surface placed obliquely to a bookshelf full of books  .

She approached the laptop resting on it and took out a tiny circular object from one pocket.  Her gloved hands slid over the keyboard, plugged the device into one of the ports, and waited for the system to charge. 

Her vision was momentarily lost on the lights gleaming beyond the river.  Below, on the lonely, dark avenue, the figure of her companion stared out at the panorama. 

When the display warned that the charge was complete , she activated the apparatus and waited a few moments, drumming nervously with his fingers on the polished and immaculate table .

Slow and heavy steps approached her position from the bottom of the corridor . She glanced at the monitor. Thirty percent had been copied. 

She hit the wall without making the slightest noise, and waited . Her wrist watch kept counting back. After two more minutes, the alarm would jump. She  disconnected it, but the secondary system would soon be restored. 

Someone stopped in front of the office . A slightly agitated breath came to her ears , a heart pounding, a holster to unfold ...

Kneeling on the ground, she placed herself next to the door frame and put a hand on her back.  She gripped her Beretta firmly and pocketed at the entrance, prepared to act if necessary .

A radio snapped :

— The game is about to start, Stefan. hurry up  — exclaimed a low voice. 

The woman cocked the pistol with great care. 

— I'm coming,- said the watchman. —, I'm finishing my round at the seven. I thought I heard something. 

— Do not delay .

After a few seconds of uncertainty, the footsteps moved away again, and she rolled over to the table. 

In the absence of twelve percent, she looked at the clock again . Forty-five seconds, and the whole operation would be ruined. .

Alexei Derikov, director of the firm Yurinov and Petrovski, was present in a list of names that her companion and she managed to subtract in Cairo. Among those names were some of the most powerful men in Switzerland, men who had clandestine contacts with powerful drug cartels, mafias that were dedicated to the traffic of arms and people. In turn, Derikov kept data that suggested a powerful, well-entrenched and compartmentalized infrastructure. The information she was copying was a breakdown of the network operating in that European region,  and which in turn would allow them to identify each and every one of them that were scattered all over the globey . It was a gigantic machinery that moved with and at the expense of society. 
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