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They always told us that. Using hyperbole, parables, cryptic prophecies, simple fairy tales. Writers have known this for a long time, since mankind has known writing, the perfect way to pass on stories to posterity. Clay tablets, very expensive papyri, parchment rolls. The aristocracy of peoples entrusted the memories of entire civilizations to a few, very few individuals who had only one, great ability: they knew how to read and, therefore, to write. For centuries the Kings, the Mighty, have their stories, their memories, written by highly honored and highly paid scribes. They wrote of the Golden Age, when the Gods (the observers) lived on earth side by side with the peoples, they wrote of battles in the sky and of cities destroyed by terrible and vengeful angels. Those that for us are now fairy tales, of mythological tales concerning idols made of stone or at most terracotta, those kings of the past had cost years of economic sacrifices and prestige. Something, in the current view of things, perhaps does not add up. Writers have always told the truth, it is the interpretations of their writings that have changed their impact on the public.

In these times of Corona Virus we have all been affected in some way. Many suffered from the disease, others had terrible misfortunes in the family. Someone was happy to take advantage of the situation, the blockade, to spend days on the sofa or beat the pots and lids on the balconies. Someone else has discovered new ways of passing time by reading, listening to music. Many were instead those who found themselves in front of the smartphone for every day, abandoned between Facebook and Instagram without control and without more rules to observe to maintain good manners. This too the writers had told us, predicted. They actually told us something else.

On the issues of the behavior of the powerful and large institutions towards the people at the moment when, for exceptional reasons (and the virus was transformed into an exceptional reason), for example, over time, multiple novels were written that foreshadowed events and political interventions promptly carried out. This is why I believe that writers, in a good percentage, have always seen very long.

Dear reader, what you are preparing to read is an adventure book. A book full of twists and turns, of particular events. A story that will lead you to follow the protagonist, and many other characters, in an apparently unreal world, too far from the reality we know, and in which we have fallen, to be true. These adventures, truly worthy of transposition into a film, born from the fervent imagination of Pier-Giorgio Tomatis, fascinate and attract the reader who has no difficulty in identifying with the character. Beautiful, crackling, tense like a thriller, sometimes bloody and always very fast, this novel also has, if we want another level of expression, basically hides very witty moral reflections. Writers always tell us things, we don't understand them. I do not allow myself to reveal secrets but I invite you, kind reader, to read between the lines of the long story the interpretations hidden, cleverly, by the writer. Here is one, I feel like introducing it to you.

Computer screens have become the virtual stage of the lives of many inhabitants of the planet. Many of us, especially among young people, live two equally important lives: the real one, made up of sacrifices, suffering, humiliations, a few smiles and many tears, and the virtual one, made up of sociability, photos, exchanges of opinions without contradiction and of painless games. Dwelling on video games we can see how current generations often confuse playful activity with a real physical and mental involvement in the game. Some programmers have managed to make the images and sounds proposed in the so-called games more than real, indeed, they have found a way to project the player into a super reality, which allows you to try incredible experiences. It is precisely the reflection on video games that can constitute a warning on the part of the writer on the near future.

Robinson Junior is the video game that gave the title to the previous novel and is, in the future imagined by Pier-Giorgio, the system organized by the powerful of the world to choose the best soldiers to send to fight a no holds barred war that will decide fate of humanity. Getting used to the virtual reality of such a famous game, a whole generation will be familiar with the secrets hidden in its plot. The player will have fun hitting, he will no longer be afraid of risking his life, he will bathe in blood and fight against alien beings and will be ready, in the idea of ​​the programmers, to face the near future of a world that has fallen into the abyss of violence and desolation. Pier-Giorgio Tomatis manages to let us enter this world through the main door and, having fun, forces us to think.

Kafkaesque inspirations emerge in the story, echoes of Philip Dick's stories, visions taken from Asimov's novels, memories of the author's Freudian studies. Images and cinematographic references chase each other, which I leave to the reader to discover, even if the writer has had an amazing crush on the beautiful Stefania Rocca of Nirvana, a film by Gabriele Salvatores, which he anticipated precisely these themes. The opening prologue and the final epilogue recall Rohonc's Code and the Voynich Manuscript. Addiction to videogame violence, addiction to the alien presence, to the violence wrought by the powerful on the masses, addiction to absolute desperation. Dear reader, the protagonists of Pier-Giorgio's novel try to free themselves from this and much more that you will have to discover. Will they succeed?

Enjoy the reading...

Claudio Calzoni

Premise

It happened after the Sixteenth Pandemic. Food had been rationed, as was water. People were dying like flies because the viral strain had changed to survive all the attacks brought on by the Second Medical Civilization. I didn't have a job and I was trying to make ends meet by reselling the books I was trying to find by digging my hands into the bare earth.

Scotland had been annexed to the Korean Empire and the spoken language became a mixture of Asian and British dialects. I was lucky in some ways. I have lived many more years than my peers. Some took away the virus while others hunger or work accidents.

I remember finding the manuscript in the tunnels I had dug inside a mountain. His condition was basically good, however, as you will notice, it seems that the writer did not have uniform sheets and pens at his disposal because if at the beginning he used paper of a certain type and size later, to complete his work, he must have changed them for some reason we don't know.

Its content is dense but written in an unknown language, perhaps belonging to a distant era and as such, dear son, it must have great commercial value. Knowing that I have not been able to leave you anything of great value that can allow you to live in dignity, my hope is that this document can change your life as I, working hard day and night, never knew how to do. Consider it my legacy and use it as you please.

You can use it or burn it, try to translate it or give it away, but I hope that you, even with this act of mine, can understand how much I have always loved you and that I have fought, within the limits of the possibilities that have been granted to us by the Government, to give you a future. improve

I hope I have succeeded.

I love you.

Your grandfather.

Jang Park
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Day 16 after the Celebrations 

of the End of the III Epidemiological War.
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Dear Doctor First Chancellor,

my name is Song Choi, a citizen of the Healthy Empire of Korea and the British Isles and employed in the Demographic Control Offices in the role of archivist. As you can read in the letter I enclosed with you and which was written by my grandfather, I am pleased to deliver this centuries-old manuscript with a meaning unknown to us. Knowing his passion for archeology and ancient objects well, I thought I'd give it to him. Of course, I don't mean to ask you for anything in return. Like any good citizen, I intend not to stop paying the Tithing and the Focatico. This gift is not meant to be a way to avoid assuming the right responsibilities and the most natural duties of the people towards the state.

However, if you consider the manuscript of vital importance to the Public Administration, we humbly ask you to welcome in any hospital Ms. Moon Jeong-hee, my wife, who has just begun to show symptoms of a disease similar to the very old Covid19: fever, breathing fatigue, dry cough, exhaustion, loss of speech and movement.

The manuscript is in perfect condition (my grandfather kept it almost as if it were the Official Health Protocol) and, according to those who have viewed it, it could make us understand how people lived in the past or how the first epidemic that decimated was born. one third of humanity. To succeed in this enterprise, one must turn to competent scientists and archaeologists who cost much more than a modest archivist like me can afford.

Hoping to have pleased her and to have our tiny wish fulfilled, Jeong-hee and I wish her a long life of health.

Glory be to the Healthy Empire of Korea and the British Isles.

Song Choi

The manuscript

CHAPTER I

In the Killer's head

––––––––
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Smoke.

The alley is smelly due to the presence of garbage bins, however, you can distinctly perceive the acrid smell of cigarette smoke.

The various butts thrown on the ground by the customers of the inn, and not collected during the day, make it clear that at least a hundred people have come out of the narrow iron door at the back. None of them confessed to having noticed the murder. One, or even more, could be the culprit of this murder.

The victim is a young man who appears not to have come of age.

Poor man.

He won't have a second chance. Perhaps he owed a debt to some local pusher or there is another reason. The investigation does not bode easy at all. Perhaps the coroner can help me out.

«Hi Walter. Aren't we a little too old to be out of the house at this time of night?» I open to pleasantries as I take a huge silk handkerchief out of my pocket and blow my nose noisily.

Walter Burns is crouched on the ground intubated in a white jumpsuit that looks like a crumpled condom. He lifts his chin and gives me a knowing look. We have known each other for about fifty years.

“What do you want to know, Hildy?” He coughs. My friend is not too well. I always tell him that he shouldn't be neglected and that the Edinburgh air is too humid for him. “You just have to ask me. Try saying those sweet words you always use. Dear Walter, without your invaluable contribution, this Scottish wilderness would be a desolate place chock full of unpunished murderers on the loose. Therefore, please, and I repeat PLEASE, try to do your job well by giving me those indispensable tools to arrest the culprit”.

I raise my head and, with my eyes, I pretend to look for something on the roofs of nearby houses. 

"I don't know how he did that."

"Who who?" Replies the pedantic coroner, frowning.

"A sniper who must have killed your sense of humor," as I hint a small smile I feel the coroner's gaze pierce my face. He will be able to get over it. He knows I'll never change the character. "What can you tell me about our friend?"

“Who? The dead man or the murderer?”, Walter pursues with a coarse chuckle. I should have expected it. A Welshman, even in the north of the UK, always remains himself.

"The dead man," I reply almost angrily.

“He was strangled. The killer used strong nylon thread. Perhaps one of those used for fishing rods”. Walter explains what he has intuited about the dynamics of the criminal act, while I try to imagine the scene of the murder. I have almost forty years of service but I still haven't been able to learn how to do my job without getting too involved. "He must have put a knee on his back and you can imagine the rest for yourself, without my help," is the laconic comment of the coroner.

"This is an individual with great strength, a man and not a woman, am I right?" I ask, beginning to see a tiny advance in the state of the investigation.

"Perhaps". Walter is getting old and doesn't feel like making assumptions. The modern world has changed a lot since people like us graduated from crime school. "Hildebrand ... you know how things are today." The coroner stands up and removes the mask he wore a few moments before from his face. "How can you be sure?" Once upon a time, ours, women knitted and left the house only if accompanied by someone, but today...” Walter's gaze darkens. He is not a male chauvinist bigot but only a poor old nostalgic of the old days, when crimes were much more banal and bearable even without antiemetics. Today, the poor man cannot understand anymore and the killers he is called to unmask with me have reached a degree of degeneration and depravity that no one would ever dream of, not even in his worst nightmares. "Today even girls go to the gym and consume steroids like they were peanuts."

I put a hand on his shoulder. The old friend is not all wrong. «Man or woman, the killer ... or killer ... must be endowed with strength and physical endurance. Am I right? », I ask.

Walter replies almost absently. "Yup".

“Good. We have made a small step forward. Can you give me some other clue?”. I didn't get out of bed that early, after all, to sit unnecessarily cold.

Walter gathers some breath. "It may be that our killer is left-handed," he exclaims in a faint voice. "It can be deduced from the fact that he used his left knee to leverage the back of the victim and that on that side, the throat of our deceased loved one shows more marked signs of petechial hemorrhage.".

"What was the poor guy's name?". I realize only now that I do not know the identity of the corpse but turning to Walter is a mistake. It is not he who takes care of these matters.

I have to ask other colleagues.  

"Hey, Jack", I ask an agent, "can you tell me what the poor man was called?".

"We have not found any identification documents. I think you will have to trace his personal data with your fingerprints".

"Which brings me back to you". I exclaim in a hissing voice. "When will you be able to answer this question of mine?".

"Not until this afternoon. Now it's four in the morning and I'm convinced that before I can solve your atavistic dilemma... who are we? Where do we go? Well, at least another twelve hours have passed. Do not you think?".

"We hope that in addition to a lot of hours this sarcasm of yours also passes or Scotland Yard will be in big trouble... like mountains. For the moment, thank you. Go get some sleep and then write a report worthy of the name".

I turn abruptly and start to leave when I realize that my eyes are castling from too much sleep. I stop, wait a few moments and then I get back on my way to my car. Mike Walsh, my doctor, warned me that, with my state of health, I shouldn't overwork myself. Cervical arthrosis calls it. I baptized it with a nicer and more suitable name: “the bitch”.

Yup. 

I call it just like that. 

I don't regret it. 

I did not ask it to come into my house and if there is one thing that I find really unbearable it is those who invite themselves and try to live by latch. When I reach my car, after having made my way through colleagues, scientific experts and simply curious, I realize that in this sector of the city even the bricks of the walls of the houses are full of humidity. I am tempted to rub a finger on one of them to find confirmation of these thoughts but, after all, I have already given enough to my profession and current Scottish morning. 

I get into the car, fasten my seat belt and start the bike. 

There is a killer on the loose but the truth is that no matter how well I can do my job, I am and remain the one who gets things done. No detective has ever aged and retired after catching criminals before they became criminals. It is as if, every time a crime is committed, a stopwatch starts counting the time remaining until the delinquent is caught.

When I arrive near my home, I begin to understand why I have cervical arthrosis. Even my body can no longer hold up my buggy brain.

I must be really crazy. 

Crazy to bind. 

I get out of the car after parking on the driveway. I walk the steps that separate me from the entrance to the house. I put the keys in the lock. One click and I'm inside. I don't even turn on the light.

I can move quite well in my house. 

It's easier when the furnishings are, as they say today, “minimal”. I have a refrigerator, which I open and from which I take an ice-cold beer, and an armchair, on which I lie sprawled. I like it this way.

"You will need a bottle opener if you want to drink your beer".

I don't have time to think of something that I find myself with my gun in hand, standing, while I turn on the light switch. In front of me I see a tall, stoutly built man who might as well be the killer we're looking for but his perfume is too expensive and his clothes profusely serious.

“You are a cop”, murmur, frowning.

"MI5... bingo. Congratulations on your reflexes. Anyway, he's from MI6". He invites me to turn around but there is no need. I can recognize a gun barrel pointed point blank at my neck.

There are two of them and I'm just a stupid old man with slow reflexes.

CHAPTER II

Fake face

––––––––
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Beaverhall Road.

My home.

Sitting room.

I am sitting in my chair. I can't say of my own free will as two cable ties tighten my wrists to the wooden back. In front of me are two people dressed in dark blue suits and armed.

I know for sure.

I felt the gun of one of them on my skin and saw it go into the holster before they tied me up properly. It is not difficult to understand what they want from me. The investigation I'm conducting must have some national security relevance. It is curious how the worst violations of human rights are perpetrated in the name ... of the rights of other men. I try to break the ice. The two kidnappers have been silent for too long.

"Have you forgotten why you are here or do I have to wait for someone else of your mold at the party in my honor?".

The two agents give me a stern expression, frowning and piercing me with their eyes. The persistence of their silence makes me understand that this hypothesis is the most correct. The two fake face government officials are waiting for their friend, almost certainly of a higher rank. It remains to be known what aroused their attention, so much so that they forced them to visit a shredder like me.

"I'm thirsty. I'd like to finish drinking my beer".

"Please...".

"Please", I add.

One fake face glares at me and his partner is quick to explain.

"We meant to ask you to stop acting like a prisoner. None of us want to hurt it and we'll just steal it some more time".

"Please".

The two fake faces look at each other as if they were cleaning up a baby's toilet.

"Exactly, we're asking him please".

"You can know who we are waiting for, at least... please?".

"No". Answer one fake face who, of course, between the two is the one with the highest rank or experience sufficient to lead the game. When he stands up and goes to the window, with a hint of a half smile, I understand that the opening of the dances is just a short distance away. With a nod of the head, face to die, one orders to face to die to go and open the door. Which the subordinate does right after.
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