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PROLOGUE

	 

	A Friday in November

	Gesson looked down at the bundle of fancy designer wears and accessories that lay at his feet, hoping to see some signs of life from within. The only light came from the electric bulbs, which illuminated the room and were of little help to him, he craved life, but there was none.

	He lowered one knee to the cold floor and turned back the clothes, knowing what he would find. He had seen dead bodies before, here in Jurmala, over the previous few years, but it still shocked him. The victim was a young lady, probably no older than thirty-three years of age. Crimson markings all around her neck, indicating that she had been strangled. A small amount of blood from a wound at the back of her head caused when she was struck already staining her body. He placed his hand on her face; her body was still warm. A few minutes earlier, she would have been making her way to her lecture, which was supposed to begin at 17:00, The Higgs Boson; The science of all subatomic particles and the forces interacting with them. Most of the audience members were physicists and scientists from leading countries. Scientists, astronomers, and many stupid young students are trying to learn something. She had been someone’s daughter, sister, friend, helper – “and now the people that had known her would be anxiously awaiting her arrival, wondering what was keeping her and why she had not returned.”

	“All that was left of the life of so few years.” In a few minutes, he would summon his colleagues, and she would be taken away; notices would be posted in the vicinity, and within a day or so, someone would reclaim the body – and after the inquest, she would be buried, mourned for a while by those that had known her, but ignored by all those who would come after her. Life in Jurmala would continue, as it had done before, and whoever had committed this deed would fade back into the shadows until perhaps someone who knew him gave him away – or worse still, until he stuck again.

	Gens realized that he must have arrived on the scene only seconds after the girl had been killed. He covered the face of the young girl with her shawl, and as he did so, he suddenly became aware of another’s presence further down the darkness. His first impulse was to cry out and request the others’ assistance. Still, the possibility that it might be the perpetrator of this terrible outrage who now stood silently in the shadows took root in his mind.

	Slowly Gesson rose to his feet and returned in the direction of the central police station.

	If only there were ways to travel through time!

	 


CHAPTER 1

	A strong middle-aged man enjoyed the hot sand that trickled between his toes as he walked gently barefoot along the shore of the evening sea.

	The afternoon sun was setting from above on puffy, dark gray clouds.

	If you move slowly and simultaneously, as if dragging your feet over the surface, the sand makes a faintly audible, almost undetectable sound that sounds like singing. It's noticeable, especially in the Asari region. And no one is aware of the cause. Maybe the sand is too clean?

	— Zhzhuhh, zhzhuhh, — sounded under his feet. Billions of pure crystals, incandescent in the sun, scattered to the sides, sang, seagulls circled overhead and screamed like kids, and big gray cormorants sat indifferently on the swaying waves.

	Thoughts were racing through my head at the speed of a camcorder, and then, already arranged in a logical chain, they formed like a domino track.

	An eight-month marathon flashed before my eyes.

	Eight long sleepless months.

	Detective Gens, his childhood name, also known as Gesson in his passport, could unwind today and enjoy a light beer. He finally closed this case.

	He had been chasing this scumbag for eight months. Eight long sleepless months.

	Anyone could have been the culprit: a plumber, a cab driver, a bank employee, a computer expert, but woe! He turned out to be a tall and pimply overgrown man brought up by American porn movies. The spoiled son of one of the deputies of the Jurmala Duma.

	The culprit was hunting for underage girls sunbathing at Sloka Lake and going home at night. He stalked them, threatened them as soon as dusk fell, and bit into his prey like a vulture into the tender meat.

	Only His Majesty, Mr. Chance, led to the pervert's capture… Like some Casanova!

	…Sergeant Ozols went beyond during the interrogation. He certainly had a good reason for his last name. A square, brick-like face and huge fists as if every finger had gone to the gym separately and practiced swinging on simulators.

	Five minutes later, the overgrown confessed. And a minute later, he was taken to the hospital.

	— Zhzhukhh, zhzhukhh — the sand was flying in all directions.

	Detective Gens picked up his pace. Ninessa was waiting for him at home. Dinner consisted of sour cream-cooked carp. What could be tastier than that?

	***

	A lighthouse flashed sharply and then gradually faded on the horizon. It was warm.

	A boy with a freckled nose and a red-haired girl, both around sixteen years old, were walking hand in hand along the Jurmala Sea shore and laughed loudly at a funny incident at school. They were busy with themselves—only them.

	Here it is — happiness. Or maybe the beginning of great love?

	He liked her, and they both enjoyed their night-time stroll to Nemo.

	The girl was already in love, but she hid it with success. Her chest was overflowing with emotions, and her curly hair shimmered with a golden hue against the landscape of the red sun setting over the horizon.

	They had no idea they were constantly being watched by a pair of wrinkled grey eyes on a stone face. The man focused closely as he watched the girl’s shape with interest. Neck, waist, hips... He looked back and hid behind a tall, moss-covered pine, anxiously anticipating the thrill. The time was precisely 23:23…

	… The next morning, there was a pile of papers on the detective’s desk.

	There was a burglary attempt on Kapteyn Zolta, but the neighbours saw them.

	The gypsies were still selling drugs, as usual, and despite being imprisoned, they carried on with their dirty work.

	A Mercedes was snatched near the cinema.

	In Mezhmalskaya school, high school students engaged in violent combat with sports bats…

	“Ahh, work, work ….”

	The detective threw a dejected glance out the window. Police officers were swarming in the yard of the Kaugur: Someone was washing a car, and someone was smoking.

	A mild summer morning foreshadowed tedious work for the whole day.

	A fat secretary opened the door with a blue mole on her nose:

	“Grandpa is calling,” she announced in a commanding tone.

	Jurmala’s police chief was a demanding and intelligent individual. The fact that he had grey hair, a piercing gaze, and, most importantly, a lot of experience made people respect and obey him without question. No wonder he spent more than twenty years in the same job. He intended to quietly take a well-earned rest as he only had two months before retiring.

	Grandpa, as he was always referred to behind his back, immediately got down to business:

	“A young boy from Vaivari reported that his sister had not returned home last night. She went for a walk on the beach and never returned. Parents are on vacation in Crimea. Go and see what happened there — he shook his head and added, — I don’t like this….”

	“Why to leave when we have plenty of food here?” — Gens cynically reflected the Crimea.

	But he gave a silent salute before leaving. At the entryway, the official vehicle was waiting. As usual, Ozols was behind the wheel.

	A five-year-old boy with thick black eyebrows that looked like two big giant caterpillars said that his sister had gone for evening walks before but always returned home in time for bed. The parents were not at home and were supposed to arrive tomorrow.

	“We visited each neighbour. Nobody has seen or heard anything. — So where could she be?”

	Two morgues and two hospitals were visited, but no results.

	“That’s a good thing”, — Gens thought. A negative answer is also an answer. —The detective grabbed the boy’s hand.

	“Don’t worry — we’ll find your sister.”

	His throat got dry as he saw eyes filled with tears. The most repulsing feeling is the feeling of doubt. Where to look?

	By the evening, the entire Jurmala police force, so to speak, was standing on their ears. They searched all attics and basements and visited all friends and relatives. But the
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