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A moment  later, when he rolled 
over and moonlight seemed to 
strike him from a different angle, 
he looked exactly like a twenty.

Brisseau was asleep in the moon-
light. Lying on his back in the bed, 
with his fat stomach jutting into 
the air and his mouth  forming an 
inane smille, he appeared to be

In  his dream, Brisseau was on a 
sunlit beach and running joyously 
toward his mother’s outstretched 
arms, but just as he began to 
embrace the weeping grey-haired 
woman, she turned into two 
scoops of vanilla ice cream.

Cloquet, who had fainted, 
awoke an hour later. For one 
panickly moment, he imagined 
he was a child again, back on th 
Riviera, but later fifteen minutes 
went by.
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It began one day last January 
when i was standing inMcGinnis’ 
Bar on Broadway, engulfing a slab 
of the world’s richest cheesecake 
and suffering the guilty, 
cholesterolish hallucination that 
i could hear my aorta congealing 
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Il nuovo romanzo dell’autore 
di La biblioteca dei morti e Il 
marchio del diavolo. La scienza 
è l’unica luce che ha sempre 
guidato la vita di Alex Weller. 
Ma nessuno sa che quella luce 
ha avuto origine dal buio della 
disperazione, dall’incidente in 
cui ha perso la vita suo padre. 
E stato allora, nell’auto ridotta 
a un cumulo di lamiere, che 
Alex ha vissuto un’esperienza 
straordinaria: risucchiato in 
un tunnel di luce, aveva visto 
il padre che lo chiamava, 
esortandolo a raggiungerlo. 
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