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Foreword
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Evil exists, it is part of the human condition, like the skin and bones that shape us.

Evil is also a social cancer and my job is to remove it. That's why I decided to become a policeman.

I could have chosen other, less committed or visceral work. People will obsess over anything, and most over less lurid matters. I can't do that.

My work shows me evil as something everyday, ordinary, normalizing unacceptable actions, which once performed become facts.

And the facts are the facts, real, undeniable, stubborn, present and unappealable.

Someone said that there are no facts, only interpretations. I couldn't disagree more. Facts always rule.

A throat slit, a woman raped, a child abused or bullied, a scam that leaves someone ruined. What do they have in common? Pain, suffering, injustice, despair, evil. Those who suffer it live it, not just interpret it, like those who watch a soccer match from the stands.

Evil is the goal of those who wish to consummate it, and a challenge to those of us who struggle to eliminate it.
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1. Montoliu
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CASES PILED UP ON INSPECTOR Montoliu's desk. But there was no dust... only sadness. So many crimes were falling into oblivion that the pages and files were becoming useless forms, like leaves swept away by the winter wind.

Montoliu knew it but he could do nothing, he had his limits. He was only human, and all too human, as the philosopher who smiled, slyly, in his imagination said.

Although he was one of the few thinkers he had read, Nietzsche could not help him. After seeing so much human misery, the ideas of the father of the "Superman" seemed prophetic to him, without sharing his optimism by any means. However, he could not waste any more time in useless reflections. There was one case that could wait no longer.

He was his own case.

After so many years chasing criminals, he now realized that time was running fast, becoming a prey that he never managed to catch, that always slipped from his hands, from his fingers, skillfully... Always a step beyond himself, becoming a deep obsession that did not let him live.

To grow old, to retire, to remain obsolete for the rest of society, the same society for which he had dedicated the best years of his life. Was this not a cruel, tragic, unbearable destiny? Was this what the philosopher had promised when he proclaimed the famous theory of the Eternal Return? Now, that idea seemed to him more absurd than ever, a nonsense created by the atrophied mind of a sick genius.

As if this were not enough, he also had to put up with the young assholes who questioned his methods. What did they know about the human condition? He did know about man and his miseries. Not in vain had he been the protagonist of it throughout 32 years of profession. How often cruelty imposes itself on those who have been victims of their naivety!

Consequently, Montoliu firmly believed that humanity lacked a future. This statement, which often brought a smile to the faces of his colleagues, was not only based on his daily experience, but also on a simple reading of the past. The few history books he had read showed him how, for the most part, the individuals who had excelled in the past had not done so for their goodness, but for their capacity to do harm. It was horror that provoked admiration and nourished the morbid character with which human nature feeds. And yet, paradoxically, he had decided to devote himself with abnegation to his work, considering that his grain of sand could, at least, delay the tragic end that awaited us.

But this was a morning of silence. The police station was strangely quiet, and he was able to sit clinging to the armchair in his office, parsimoniously turning over the pages of the latest report that concerned him, concerning the violent death of a teenager on the outskirts of the city, while the perfumed steam of a coffee rose voluptuously and penetrated his nose, giving him a pleasant sensation of comfort and well-being. It was surprising that among those walls soiled by the passage of time, witnesses of so much cruelty and misfortune, there still remained a sliver of hope reified in the presence of a simple coffee.

Suddenly the phone rang.

It was an old-fashioned device, today we would call it "vintage", with the circle for dialing the numbers dirty and worn out. Montoliu picked up the receiver to hear the voice of Chief Commissioner Bermúdez, as sour and harsh as usual:

-Montoliu, how is the case of the teenagers going?

-Well... we still don't know the details of the death. We are waiting for the forensic report. But why do you speak in the plural?

-Two other bodies have appeared. Same "modus operandi". Decapitated. I see you still haven't heard...

There was a long, uncomfortable silence, one of those that never seem to end. It was also an eloquent silence, symptomatic, full of meaning. Montoliu did not know how to respond to such an emphatic, almost solemn statement, which questioned his professional competence.

Bermudez was one of those new breed of cops, young and arrogant, graduated "cum laude". He always dressed impeccably, with a remarkable body height that was only dulled by a certain curved, hunchbacked movement that he made unconsciously every time he approached someone, especially if the latter was a socially important personage.

The truth is that there were already three corpses. Decapitated... Montoliu forced his memory. He did not remember a similar case. Decapitation was not part of the particular criminal history of the city. It was true that in other places, and at other times, it had been practiced a lot. In revolutionary France they had their fill of cutting off heads. While he was lost in these reflections, he heard again the imperious voice of Bermudez:

- Go to the morgue and talk to Cavestany, the forensic director. We have already brought the bodies. Try to  put two and two together. I want the full report by 7:00 a.m. tomorrow morning.

- And don't you want nothing more?

- What do you mean, Montoliu?

- Nothing, don't listen to me.

The tanatorium building was as sinister as the name itself that identified it. It was a basement located in a building annexed to the city's Santa María General Hospital. To access it, it was necessary to wear an identifying badge that was activated by an infrared detector. Once inside, you could immediately perceive a characteristic smell of "Zotal" disinfectant, which settled in your nose and did not leave you for many hours. And silence. A deathly silence that froze your blood and your thoughts.

The tenants of this unique facility were located in cold rooms, awaiting their final destination. There were quite a few of them, distributed in different rooms delimited by straight and cold corridors. All the light in the room was artificial, produced by the typical white fluorescent lights that, from time to time, flickered or went out. Suddenly a young man appeared, about 28 or 30 years old.

-Good morning, I am Jofre, intern at the General Hospital and temporarily assigned to the morgue. I suppose you are Inspector Montoliu.

-Indeed. Isn't Cavestany here?

-No, Dr. Cavestany has passed away.

- What do you mean, he's dead?

-Well, we could say that, about work, he died. That is, he retired.

-Ah, I had not been told anything. Very well, and now you are in charge of the autopsies?

-No. As I have already told you, I am only the trainee. A definitive replacement for Dr. Cavestany has not yet been assigned.

-And who is going to do the autopsies from now on.

-They have been provisionally assigned to Dr. Lloveres.

-I don't know him. But I assume he is a competent professional.

-Of course, he was a professor of mine in college. He is a forensic medicine crack.

-I wish. -And he hasn't come yet?

-Yes, but he's gone now, after doing the autopsies on the three teenagers you're asking about, I guess.

- So fast?

-Yes, Dr. Lloveres is a man who does not waste time. He has left the report on your desk. You can take it now.

On a table next to the room where they were, there was, indeed, a yellow notebook with the autopsy report. Montoliu glanced through it briefly. It was succinct and concise. It concluded that the death had been caused by drowning, and that the decapitation had been subsequent. Was it, then, an initiation rite with a failed outcome for the victims? It is known that among criminal gangs there is a liturgy of admission, consisting of passing different tests. The last, and most difficult, consists of fighting to the death against the other aspiring gang members, a fight that must be carried out without any type of weapon. If this was the case, these three unfortunates were the fatal outcome of this dramatic system of personnel selection. Only one question remained: Why was one of the corpses dressed in a police uniform?
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2. Casablanca
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THE NEXT DAY, THE REPORT was on the chief commissioner's desk. Apart from the usual technical data (identity of the victims, approximate time of death, expert description of the wounds, possible weapon used (everything pointed to a catana), geographical coordinates where the bodies were found...), the immediacy of the facts and the short time of criminal investigation did not allow to gather too much relevant information to clarify the case. But Montoliu was aware that these reasons, good reasons, would not satisfy his boss.

Bermudez raised an eyebrow as he read the report. Although he did not seem overly impressed, he seemed absorbed and obsessed, perhaps more than ever. In fact, he had reasons to be, reasons that Montoliu was unaware of at the time. One of the decapitated corpses had appeared dressed as a policeman. It was undoubtedly a direct message to the Mossos d'Esquadra police force.

The identity of the deceased could not be determined exactly. The faces had been disfigured with acid, and the teeth pulled out one by one. Genetic analyses would take time, and perhaps no relevant information would be obtained from them either, taking into account the great ethnic diversity that characterizes Barcelona in the 21st century, a crossroads of cultures where more than 300 languages are spoken, and where uncontrolled immigration had led to the appearance of real ghettos of refugees living in the outlying neighborhoods of the city, with a lifestyle very similar to that of the favelas of Rio de Janeiro.

The
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