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The hill rose steep and scrubby above Niterói, the sort of slope that grants a view and asks a price for it. Boys out flying kites followed a dog up through the brush and stopped when the smell reached them. Two men lay on a shelf of earth near a boulder, side by side as if rest had been planned. They wore dark suits and neat ties under cheap raincoats. Over their faces sat cut sheets of metal shaped to the eyes like welder’s shades without hinges. Grass bent around polished shoes that had not walked this ground kindly. No blood marked the soil. No sign of a fight showed in the brush. The boys ran back down into ordinary noise and told the first adult who would listen.

Police worked the climb with canvas bags and a caution that came from heat as much as from habit. The scene kept its quiet while a notebook and an empty water bottle were bagged. One small receipt from a city shop rode a staple into a paper envelope. A torn cardboard package that had held raincoats sat caught in a thorn. Coins and a watch stayed where they were supposed to be, which saved time and raised questions. The lead masks looked homemade, cut from plate and smoothed at the edges as if someone had cared about fit. A scrap of lined paper in a jacket pocket carried cramped instructions that read like a checklist. The words set a time to meet, told the men to take capsules at a later hour, reminded them to wait for the effect, and to protect metals. The scrap did not name the capsules. The scrap did not say what signal would count as enough.

Identification arrived faster than a tidy answer. The men were local electronics technicians from the city across the water, colleagues who fixed and assembled parts in a shop that dealt in valves and wires. Their names were written in a steady hand in the first line of the file. A cousin had seen them buy raincoats on the day they left. A clerk recalled a bulk order for lead sheet days earlier and a customer who asked few questions. A waitress remembered two men who wanted a bottle of mineral water and nothing else. A bus driver remembered a stop near the base of the hill and suits that did not belong on a climb. Each memory was small and carried its own doubt. Together they drew a route that made sense until the last turn into brush. The clock hung the day on small pegs. Morning at the shop. Afternoon errands. A promise to return by evening. Night that arrived without the voice that a kitchen expected.

The first medical look offered less than the case wanted. The heat and the delay between discovery and removal had pushed the bodies past the point where certain tests could be trusted. Toxin screens that would have been decisive in a colder climate and a closer lab were now less than clean. No stab wound waited for a fingertip to find it. No bullet left a path that a camera could follow. Heart rhythm at the end could not be reconstructed from tissue that had stopped telling the truth on that detail. The note about capsules gained weight by subtraction. The absence of a visible cause did not become a cause of its own. It became room for other people’s words. A neighbor mentioned talk of experiments at the shop after hours. A friend spoke of interest in strong light and in energy that carried itself across distance. Another said the men had joined a group that chased phenomena through the hills and saw meaning in luminous skies. Rumor pointed at an orange glow seen from a house below the slope on the night in question. Rumor offered no film. Rumor did not sign anything.

Investigators kept the shape of the case plain on paper to resist the draft of talk that comes easily in a city built on hills. Two technicians with money in their pockets left town with purpose. They bought raincoats and carried a bottle of water. They climbed a hill and did not return alive. Masks cut from lead plate covered their eyes as if light had been expected and feared at once. A note set times for the day and asked them to take an unnamed capsule. The scene showed no struggle and no theft. The first medical look could not say poison and could not say no poison. In a shop across the water solder cooled on a bench and a ledger grew still at a date that would be read many times. On the hill the grass bent where two bodies had lain and then rose over days the way grass does. The file thickened with receipts, statements, and small maps that showed the last route in lines a pencil could draw. The work stayed with what could be tested in daylight and left the rest to the next page.

The small notebook page became the anchor for a timeline that would not sit still. Translated from hurried Portuguese, the lines set an afternoon rendezvous, the taking of capsules at a later hour, a reminder to “protect metals,” and to await a signal before using the masks. The paper did not say who would give the signal, or what the metals needed protecting from, or why vision would have to be shielded at all. It read like instructions from one believer to another rather than a plan a stranger could execute, and even that reading had to be handled with care.

Technicians at the shop across the water confirmed that the men had bought lead sheet days before, enough to make the awkward visors found over their eyes. A cousin recalled the raincoat purchase, a waitress remembered mineral water and nervous manners, and a bus driver placed the suits at the base of the hill. None of these witnesses put a third person with them on the climb. The day arranged itself into errands, a bus ride, a short ascent, a view, and then a silence that lasted until the smell carried up on warm air.

The first round of lab work hit hard limits. Heat and delay had softened tissues and blurred lines that toxicology depends on. No residue in the bottle answered to a known sedative. No fracture or puncture told a simple tale. Hearts could have failed, but nothing in the muscle proved a single dramatic stoppage. The capsule note gathered weight because subtraction kept removing other causes, and subtraction is not the same as proof.

Rumor took advantage of the fog. Friends spoke of late-night experiments with light and energy in the shop after hours. Another voice said the men had joined a circle that chased reports of luminous objects over the hills. A resident below the slope remembered an orange glow on the night in question that did not look like a lantern. None of those memories came with film, a photograph, or a second witness who would swear to the same hour and the same shape. Each memory stayed exactly as useful as it sounded.

Police kept the file shaped like what could be tested. There were masks cut from lead, raincoats still new, a mineral water bottle empty and capped, a receipt that matched a counter clerk’s recollection, money and watches left in place
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