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From the "Tiber Courier" article, "THE LAW OF INSUFFICIENCY.

By Cassiopeia Prencipe.

Vittoria was just 19 years old, beautiful, free, and talented.

Perhaps someone was not okay with the fact that this young woman had received so much from life....

Last August 7, this someone decided to solve the problem by strangling her and abandoning her in a squalid dump in Ostia on the Amerigo Vespucci Promenade, with a refrigerator as her coffin. 

The police-led investigation appears to have been conducted with a narrow focus; having identified the possible culprit, the car stopped. No one, meanwhile seems to have considered other possibilities.

Victoria disappeared during a party with over a hundred people, could it all be narrowed down to a paltry DNA trace?

If 20-year-old Karim Bishara is indeed the murderer, why is his extradition not being sought, considering that he appears to have fled to Tunisia? Perhaps Karim is not guilty enough? Perhaps some among the investigators think the path is another? We are not given to know. The only thing we do know is that the investigation was rushed and insufficient. 

This is evidenced by the fact that new investigators have been assigned and the prosecutor has been removed and transferred. 

A small success for lawyer Salvo Barbagallo, counsel for the Rinaldi... 

Vittoria deserves justice, just as her parents deserve to know the name of their daughter's executioner.

As they say, hope is the last to die, for now only Vittoria, a rising star of Italian volleyball snuffed out before she reached her peak, is dead. We will see if the new investigators will go beyond the certainties they have acquired and consider them insufficient so as to open up new avenues that will finally lead to the truth... My, our wish is that the culprit will pay for this horrible crime and that no one will ever again apply the law of insufficiency.

A TV tuned to a broadcast on the second national channel, Feb. 10, 2023...

The Rinaldi family's lawyer, Salvo Barbagallo, a young and good-looking Catanese, a "Norman" Sicilian with an imposing build, icy eyes and a thick blond beard, had been appearing on every broadcast for months. That morning, live during prime time, sitting in front of the anchor with energetic gestures and a baritone voice, he expressed his disappointment at the lack of progress in the investigation of Vittoria Rinaldi's murder, with Karim Bishara still a fugitive as the only suspect. With fervor, he raised doubts about Bishara's guilt and appealed to his acquaintances to help find him. Barbagallo, red in the face, announced that he had submitted a request to replace the investigators and hired a private investigator to conduct parallel investigations. The conductor showed understanding and wished that light could be shed on the crime quickly. 

The lawyer, straightening his imposing shoulders, declared his commitment to do everything possible to bring the culprit to justice and honor Vittoria's memory.

Mrs. Rinaldi turned off the TV in tears, Oscar, her husband turned away from his wife, he could no longer bear to see her like this. Their hopes of knowing the truth and getting justice rested only in one person....

Friday, March 10, 2023.

The gray FIAT 500 had intercepted a free lane on the Grande Raccordo Anulare, slipped into it and paraded without encountering any other vehicles; it was 7:15 a.m., traffic was still a reasonable size. 

The radio tuned to Virgin, playing Greta Van Fleet's "Safari Song," two long fingers drummed on the gearshift pommel, a Funko Pop of Wolverine tumbled uncontrollably on the dashboard. The small hatchback dived into the exit for Via di Settebagni, headed for Tufello. 

In a few minutes he reached his destination, getting rid first of a bus chasing ink-black smoke from a huge cephalopod and then of a smelly garbage truck. 

The directions he had received were quite accurate, the address was right, the two virtually identical white buildings were behind a gymnasium decorated with a mural of a young man's face.

The 500 stopped. A very tall woman, a certain Cassiopea Prencipe, called Cassy, a thirty-four-year-old sports reporter for the "Tiber Courier," author of a venomous article that had dragged her, in spite of herself, into the situation, got out of the car: the parents of murdered Vittoria Rinaldi months earlier had begged her to carry out investigations on their behalf.

Cassy was fond of Vittoria; she had met her during an interview after which a sincere friendship was born. That death hurt her, and although she had obtained a private detective's license, at first she did not want to deal with that case. Her goal before those events was to become an investigative journalist and use that license to be able to act better, she did not think she was serious. Although gifted with an eidetic memory, she did not feel up to that task. Cassy, had told Vittoria about obtaining the license and Vittoria joked with her mother that if anything ever happened to her she would want them to hire the rookie detective. 

It was as if the girl had hired her before her death; that conversation reported by Mrs. Rinaldi represented her "call to arms."

And so things changed, Cassy opened her "company" by registering it regularly. 

The hum of a scooter distracted Cassy from those thoughts, the woman turned around, one of the boys shouted at her, "À beautiful! What's the weather like up there?" 

Cassy frowned and clenched her fists, replied by grunting in a strangely accented Romanesco: "À'mbecille! She's as old as your grandmother!" 

The scooter sped away dribbling some cars. Cassy had become accustomed to those jokes by now; she had always been taller than her peers since childhood, and comments about her height were never lacking. As an adult she had reached six feet four inches, she was certainly a type that could not be missed. She looked again at the instructions she received on her phone, raised her head and crossed the street, the house number indicated to her was on the second building.

She asked a lady for information who replied, "The Bisharas live on the third floor, you have to walk up the stairs, the elevator nun is there. You are the tenth person to come here this week. I knew that Tunisian guy was no good." 

Cassy looked down at the woman, wanted to answer but restrained herself, nodded her head and half-voicedly replied, "It will be..." 

She left the woman at the edge of the doorway of thin, rusted metal, the panes of glass shot through with long cracks. Cassy nimbly climbed the narrow, steep steps, the last flight of stairs she tackled as she ascended the steps three by three, arrived at the landing without any hint of breathlessness; she had once been a professional athlete and still kept in shape.

He rang the doorbell, which sent a slight shock through her; Cassy looked at him puzzled. The reporter was greeted by Karim's mother, a beautiful woman with amber skin and black hair that could be glimpsed through a candy-pink veil. Cassy had promised her over the phone that she would help her son. The Bishara family was well integrated, Mr. Fekir Bishara was an airline truck driver and was almost always out, Karim and his two younger brothers until those events had lived a peaceful life. The two women talked for a long time hand in hand. 

Mrs. Bishara had read and appreciated Cassy's article, which cast strong doubt on her son's alleged guilt. Suddenly out of the hallway came Karim's father, who addressed his wife in their language in a reproachful tone.

The squabble was long, the man walked away again, returned and handed Cassy a note looking her in the eye and saying, "All right, we trust you, help our son, he is innocent!" 

Cassy nodded and replied : "You will still have to face the investigators, you know, because of the fact that you escaped, you risk penalties for obstructing the investigation and you will be held accountable for who knows what else, it's not an easy situation. You will have to look for a lawyer, I will help you." 

The man closed his eyes with a serene expression on his face, Cassy shook his hand. Mrs. Bishara escorted her to the door, before Cassy crossed the threshold the woman took her arm and whispered, "Karim, he loved her, he told me, but she nothing, he loved someone else, I didn't quite understand, I hope it will help." 

"We need everything. Again, thank you!" Cassy replied politely.

The woman waved goodbye and disappeared behind the thin door. Cassy jumped into the car banging her head, cursed, sat down and read the slip of paper, she was surprised, she was in Ostia! Cassy almost laughed thinking about the international arrest warrant; it was almost close to the area in which Vittoria's last phone signal had been detected, a big blind spot for Karim. 

The 500 set off like a rocket; it had to deal with the
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