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A shattered city.

The fog envelops, absorbs, 
divides. It turns a bustling 

city into a desert of 
spooked, menacing ghosts. 
A world where humanity has 

lost itself.

A world of cold, poisoned by 
smog and loneliness.

‘Chi sono?
Sono un poeta… 
in povertà mia 

lieta vivo da gran 
signore...’*

A world like any other for 
people who’ve lost each 

other.

*from Puccini’s La Bohème



The fog seems to stop all activity, to slow 
all movement. But life never stops. Life in 

all of its forms...



‘Finally. Time 
to go.’

‘Quiet. You know 
the two of you 

aren’t supposed 
to talk in here.’

‘Come on,
who do you 

think’ll hear us?’

‘Lynx, Lynx. The 
road is clear.’

‘Received, 
Lynx. Mole 
here. We’re 
going in.’

‘Ugh! 
It 

reeks.’

‘What were
you expecting? 
Rosewater?’



‘You’re 
clear.’

‘Mum. Mum 
speaking. Mole
 is off to work.’

‘Received, Mum.
Lynx here. Weather’s 

nice, no worries.’

‘We’re 
here.’

‘Mole. Mole
calling Mum. I 

can’t see. Turn the 
lights on.’

Friday, 7.30 pm. Beneath a very 
central road a very risky venture 

is taking place, planned to the very 
last second.



The work of the 
two ‘moles’ lasts 

all of Friday 
night and all of 

Saturday…

...while someone 
else up top 
makes sure 
the venture 
proceeds 
smoothly…

‘Lynx to Mole. Lynx
to Mole. All’s well. 

Nice weather and 
good visibility.’

...tapping into radio 
amateurs’ conversations 

across the city.

‘...see you at eight in 
Verticale, OK?’

‘Roger at eight. I’ll 
bring Soft Machine 
and Acqua Fragile. 
Will Nicky be there?’

‘Bzzz… crrack… 
Lynx to Mole, 

Lynx to crrack!.. 
ole...’

‘Who’s making 
all that QRM? 

Pop!’

‘Look at him
there, always with 
the ham*… we’ve 
lost him again.’

‘Are you also going 
to start talking CB** 

jargon? You’re the one 
who gave it to him...’

*amateur radio 
**Citizen Band

‘Lynx to Mole, Lynx to 
Mole...’

‘Yo Lynx, you’re making QRM* 
like there’s no tomorrow. 

Go lurk instead.**’

‘Piss off you! Lynx to Mole, 
do you copy? Crackle! Fzz…’

‘Mole speaking. Mole. 
All fine, but we’re 
getting tired...’

‘I think you might want to 
be the one hamming it up 

instead.’
* noise on the channel 
** clear the channel

The plan was calibrated to the 
finest details. But something 
on Saturday got in the way.

‘Ticino patrol to Central! 
We stopped a stolen 

vehicle! Two on board 
are now on foot, 

Commissioner Spada
is in pursuit!’ ‘Received 

Ticino patrol! 
All units...’

‘Careful folks!
This fog is dangerous. Do 

not open fire unless strictly 
necessary. Now split up! 

Pensotti, stock market! 
Andreola, Cordusio!’

‘Yessir!’

  ‘We gotta split! 
We’ll get lost in the 
crowd with this fog, 
they’ll never catch 
us! But whatever 

happens,
you don’t
talk...’

‘...and take this,
just in case!’

‘Drop 
your 

weapon!’

‘Va’ a ciapà 
i ratt, 

gandula!’*

*Milanese slang: ‘go hunt 
some rats, idiot!’



‘Stop!’

‘Damn it!
If Pensotti 
were here...’

‘Back up, you! 
Hands where I can 

see them! Don’t 
you dare touch 

that gun...’

‘Me, touch 
that thing? 
Who do you 
think I am, 
Commission-

er?’

‘Well
well, look 
who it is.’

‘Sciampin!’*

‘Precisely. Galli 
Pompeo, aka 
Sciampin. One 

of the best 
freelance safe 

crackers.’

*Varese slang: 
zampina, little 

paw.

‘Not going 
to be free 
for much 
longer...’

‘Move it, 
you’re 
coming 
with 
me.’

‘My dear mister Galli Pom-
peo, aka Sciampin… this is 

not looking good.’

‘Such a short 
memory. A real 

shame.’

‘You don’t remember 
who your friend was, 
you don’t know what 
they wanted from 
you. You probably 

didn’t even know the 
car you were driving 

was stolen.’

‘Of course not! 
Commissioner, I’ve told you 

everything I know.’

‘I didn’t know that 
hothead. He came 
to me. He said he 

had a deal for me. 
He said...’


