
The Shadow over the Grand Canal 

Chapter 1: The Meeting at the Villa 

Venice was a city of illusions. Beneath the veil of fog, the canals shimmered like dark glass, reflecting 
the glow of lanterns that flickered along the labyrinthine streets. The Grand Canal, the silent witness of 
the city, carried whispers of history across its slow waters. 

Tonight, the Doria villa stood like a sentinel of the past, its imposing façade lit by torches, its windows 
glowing with golden light. The city’s elite had gathered in its grand halls for an event that had sparked 
curiosity even in the most jaded hearts. Niccolò Doria, the enigmatic antiquarian, had acquired a 
Renaissance masterpiece, a painting that was said to be priceless. 

The painting owned by Doria was gorgeous, its frame was made of one of the most expensive 

woods in the whole world. It was covered with solid gold and red rubies embedded in the precious 

frame. 

The canvas depicted a child of the noble class playing with his paper boat in the lake of his private 

pond, he wore a blue sailor suit. The colors of the painting were so well balanced that it was like 

watching the infinite harmony of a rainbow on a spring day. 

Doria’s representation was priceless because it was the only example saved from the fire that 

destroyed all the other paintings, making the one priceless. Especially since the famous French 

painter Pierre Dubois also died in the same conflagration, in his beautiful villa in Venice, and would 

never be able to replicate the same again. 

There was an old folk tale which said that the canvas just bought by Doria was cursed, because it 

was impossible to save itself by that terrible fire in Dubois’ Mansion. 

In the following years that the painting was much disputed until it arrived at Doria by unknown 

sources 

Inside, the guests moved like actors on a stage, their laughter and conversations filling the air. 

Elegant figures dressed in silk and velvet admired the artwork, speculated about its origins, and 

eagerly drank from crystal goblets filled with Venetian wine. The scent of candle wax and old 

parchment mixed with the salty air drifting in from the canal. 

Among the guests was Flambeau, the famous detective, whose tall figure and penetrating gaze set 

him apart from the aristocrats around him. At his side was Father Brown, a man of modest 

appearance but extraordinary intuition, whose small round face betrayed none of the thoughts stirring 

beneath his calm demeanor. 

“Venice never fails to provide intrigue,” Flambeau murmured, sipping his wine. 

Father Brown nodded. “Where there is great beauty, there is often great deception.” 

Their host, Niccolò Doria, was a man in his fifties, with sharp eyes and a calculating smile. His wealth 

came not only from trading rare antiques but also from secrets, secrets he dealt with as skillfully as he 

dealt in paintings. He had made powerful friends and dangerous enemies. 

As the evening progressed, the painting was finally revealed. The crowd gasped. It was a stunning 

piece: a portrait of a noblewoman, her gaze unsettling, her expression enigmatic. The brushstrokes 

whispered the hand of a master, but something troubled those who looked too long. 

Then, a scream shattered the night. 

 

Silence fell. The guests turned toward the library, from which the chilling cry had come. 



 

Flambeau was the first to react. He made his way through the stunned crowd and rushed toward the 

room, closely followed by Father Brown. They burst into the dimly lit library and stopped short. 

 

Niccolò Doria sat slumped in an armchair, his face frozen in a mask of shock. A small fatal wound 

marked his chest, a dark stain spreading across his silk shirt. The window overlooking the canal was 

open, and the cold breeze stirred the heavy curtains. 

 

And above the body, the Renaissance painting remained in its place, the silent witness to the crime. 

 

Chapter 2: The Investigation Begins 

The Venetian police arrived quickly, their boots echoing on the marble floors. The chief inspector, a 

broad-shouldered man named Lorenzo Marcello, examined the scene with narrowed eyes. 

 

“A tragic accident,” he declared. “A robbery gone wrong, perhaps. The culprit fled through the 

window.” 

 

Flambeau frowned. “And yet, the painting remains untouched. Doesn’t that strike you as odd?” 

 

Marcello shrugged. “Perhaps the thief was interrupted.” 

 

Flambeau turned toward the window. The canal was dark and still, the water undisturbed. If someone 

had fled that way, there should have been ripples, the sound of a boat. But there was nothing. 

 

Father Brown observed the room in silence, his gaze lingering not on the body, but on the expressions 

of the gathered guests. Grief, shock, fear, yes. But beneath it all, something else. Something deeper. 

 

Among the guests was Ludovico Bellini, a Venetian nobleman known for his wealth and influence. His 

wife, Isabela Bellini, stood next to him, her face pale, her hands trembling. 

 

“Signor Bellini,” Flambeau said, stepping forward, “you knew the victim well, didn’t you?” 

 

Ludovico clenched his jaw. “We moved in the same circles. That’s all.” 

 

“And you, madam?” Flambeau turned to Isabela. “You seem shaken.” 

 

Isabela hesitated. “It’s just the shock, Monsieur Flambeau. Death is… unsettling.” 



 

Father Brown watched her carefully. “It’s not death that frightens you,” he said gently. “It’s the past.” 

 

She flinched, but before she could reply, Marcello interrupted. “This is a matter for the police. I 

suggest you let us handle it.” 

 

Flambeau smiled. “Of course, Inspector. But I have a habit of discovering the truth, whether I’m asked 

to or not.” 

 

Chapter 3: Secrets in the Shadows 

As the night deepened, Flambeau and Father Brown wandered along the canal, mulling over the 

facts. 

 

“The wound was precise,” Flambeau reflected. “Not the work of a desperate thief.” 

 

Father Brown nodded. “And Niccolò Doria was not a man easily surprised. He knew his killer.” 

 

A gondolier passed them, his boat gliding through the fog. Flambeau watched him disappear into the 

darkness. “There were rumors of a mysterious man seen near the villa earlier. A stranger.” 

 

“A convenient distraction,” Father Brown replied. “Misleading is an art, and our killer is an artist.” 

 

They stopped at a small bridge, the water below as black as ink. “Doria had many enemies,” 

Flambeau said. “But who had the most to lose?” 

 

Father Brown remained silent for a long moment. “Ludovico Bellini.” 

 

Chapter 4: The Truth Revealed 

Their suspicions led them back to the Bellini home, where Isabela, pale and shaken, finally broke the 

silence. 

 

“Ludovico knew,” she whispered. “He knew about me and Niccolò.” 

 

Father Brown’s voice was soft. “And he was willing to kill to keep that knowledge buried.” 

 

Isabela nodded, tears glistening in her eyes. “He was terrified of the scandal. More than losing me, he 

feared losing his name, his position.” 



 

With this confession, Flambeau and Father Brown confronted Ludovico. Trapped, the nobleman 

lunged at them. 

 

“He would have ruined me!” he yelled. “I did what I had to do!” 

 

“It wasn’t Doria who ruined you,” Father Brown said. “It was your own fear.” 

The Venetian police, reluctant but forced to act, arrested Ludovico. 

As dawn broke over the city, Flambeau and Father Brown stood by the Grand Canal. 

“The painting,” Flambeau reflected. “It was never about the painting, was it?” 

Father Brown smiled. “No. It was just a reflection, like Venice itself. The real crime was hidden 

beneath the surface, waiting for the light to reveal it.” 

Venice remained as it had always been: beautiful, mysterious, and full of secrets. And as the fog 

rolled back over the canal, it carried with it the echoes of a murder now solved, but never forgotten. 

 


