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Epigraph

Florence, October 1966

Bordelli drove Botta …

When he parked …

‘Poor old teddy …

The inspector was …

After facing the …

The following morning …

‘Briciola!’ Rosa cried …

Giacomo’s mortal remains …

‘Let me get …

One day in …

Another long morning …

When Bordelli pulled …

After two hours …

The rain had …

Piras got back …

Saturday morning he …

All at once …

He dropped in …

When he opened …

At 8.30 sharp …

He drove down …

He’d turned out …

Early the following …

He didn’t look …

As soon as …

He woke up …

While Bordelli sleeps …

He opened an …

Long hours of …

He woke up …

He returned to …

By the time …

Bordelli woke up …

They unloaded the …

At dawn he …

By eleven he …

The instant he …

After Five Days …

‘So now you …

As he was …

He heard her …

Situation in the …

He left the …

At about one …

When Bordelli opened …

He sat alone …

He didn’t leave …

Ten Desperate Days …

Italo Signorini’s mother …

‘There, now you …

The moment he …

It was nine …

When Bordelli got …

The inspector went …

‘Are you asleep?’ …

He woke up …


Acknowledgements

Notes


Also by Marco Vichi

Death in August

Death and the Olive Grove

Death in Sardinia


About the Author

Marco Vichi was born in Florence in 1957. The author of twelve novels and two collections of short stories, he has also edited crime anthologies, written screenplays, music lyrics and for radio, written for Italian newspapers and magazines, and collaborated on and directed various projects for humanitarian causes.

There are five novels and two short stories featuring Inspector Bordelli. Death in Sardinia was shortlisted for the Crime Writers’ Association International Dagger 2013 in the UK, and Death in Florence (Morte a Firenze) won the Scerbanenco, Rieti, Camaiore and Azzeccagarbugli prizes in Italy. Marco Vichi lives in the Chianti region of Tuscany.

You can find out more at www.marcovichi.it.


About the Translator

Stephen Sartarelli is an award-winning translator. He is also the author of three books of poetry. He lives in France.


[image: Image Missing]

[image: Image Missing]

www.hodder.co.uk


First published in Great Britain in 2013 by Hodder & Stoughton

An Hachette UK company

Copyright © Ugo Guanda Editore, S.p.A., Parma 2009

Translation copyright © Stephen Sartarelli 2013

The right of Marco Vichi to be identified as the Author of the Work has been asserted by him in accordance with the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act 1988.

All rights reserved.
No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form or by any means without the prior written permission of the publisher, nor be otherwise circulated in any form of binding or cover other than that in which it is published and without a similar condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser.

All characters in this publication are fictitious and any resemblance to real persons, living or dead is purely coincidental.

A CIP catalogue record for this title is available from the British Library

Ebook ISBN 9781444712315

Hardback ISBN 9781444712292

Hodder & Stoughton Ltd

338 Euston Road

London NW1 3BH

www.hodder.co.uk


‘What about Christ?’ my mother asked. ‘He saved us from corruption.’

‘He died for no reason,’ I said. ‘His sacrifice didn’t change anything. The good save themselves, but nothing can be done for the wicked. And man is wicked.’

Malaparte


Florence, October 1966

Still half asleep, he reached out with one hand, seeking Elvira’s warm body, but encountered only coarse linen sheets. Then he remembered that she was gone. He rolled on to his back and stared into the darkness. Another woman had entered his life and then left in a hurry, like a bullet through flesh. Perhaps the right woman for him would not be born for another hundred years, or else she was born a long time ago and had already lived and died. Whatever the case, they would never meet.

Every time he found himself alone again, an unknown world appeared before him, in need of rebuilding. It was a little like being reborn, and he felt a new freedom slithering under the malaise …

What time was it? He glanced at the shutters and saw no light filtering through the slats. He felt like a wreck. The hope that the little boy would be found alive was growing slimmer by the day. Little Giacomo had vanished into nothingness five days ago. Just turned thirteen, chestnut hair, brown eyes, four foot eleven. An untroubled boy, studious and obedient. But what if he’d only run away from home? It’s normal to do silly things at age thirteen …

He would have given anything for this to be the case, but he didn’t believe it for a second. He talked about it often with Piras, his young right-hand man, but even he was pessimistic. They hadn’t made any progress at all, hadn’t the slightest lead to go on …

The ring of the doorbell gave him a start, and then he remembered Botta. It was Monday. His ex-con friend had wheedled him into promising to take him mushroom-hunting in the hills, at Poggio alla Croce. It was the right moment, Botta said. After many days of rain, there’d been a bit of sunshine and temperatures had gone up. Monday was an excellent day for it, since there wouldn’t be any little families about on country outings, and very few hunters. Bordelli wasn’t so crazy about mushrooms; he didn’t know the first thing about them and had never gone looking for them. But a walk in the woods would do him good. Worrying about the boy was wearing him out.

He rolled out of bed and looked out of the window, feeling the cool air on his face. The sky was still dark, and he could barely make out a shadow on the pavement below.

‘Ennio, is that you?’ he called softly.

‘No, it’s the tooth fairy.’

‘Come on up and have some coffee.’

Closing the window without making too much noise, he went and opened the door in his bare feet. Then he quickly slipped on a pair of trousers and washed his face with cold water to wake himself up. When Botta saw him in his vest, he threw up his hands.

‘Don’t tell me you were sleeping, Inspector … It’s already half past five …’

‘Put the coffee on, I’ll be there in a minute.’

He finished getting dressed, took a pair of old hiking boots out of the wardrobe and rejoined Botta in the kitchen. They gulped down their coffee and went out. In the silence of the San Frediano quarter, Bordelli’s VW Beetle made an infernal racket.

They pulled out into Piazza Tasso and turned left. Viale Petrarca was deserted under the black sky. When they got to Porta Romana, they turned on to Viale di Poggio Imperiale. Climbing uphill, the Beetle roared like a tank.

‘Promise me one thing, Ennio.’

‘Let’s hear it …’

‘Promise you won’t cry if we don’t find any mushrooms.’

‘That’s not possible, Inspector. We’ll find so many that we’ll have to leave a lot of them behind.’

‘What makes you so sure?’

‘You just do your job, which you do well … but don’t bother with things you know nothing about.’

‘I wish I were as much of an optimist as you.’

He was thinking about the missing boy, feeling almost guilty for wasting time hunting for mushrooms. But what else could he do? Sit in his office chewing his nails while looking at photos of little Giacomo? What good would that do?

‘We’ll have to arrange a dinner of porcini dishes,’ Botta said with self-assurance. The inspector didn’t reply. At that moment he had no desire for dinners with friends. First he had to find Giacomo Pellissari. But for now he had to stop thinking about him. His brain needed a rest. Going round in circles was more tiring than chasing prey.

They pulled up at Poggio alla Croce with their headlights still on and parked in a clearing of wet grass. Dawn was approaching. Bordelli put on his boots and they began to climb the slope in the cold morning air. The path was steep and full of rocks and mud. Botta trudged on with his basket swaying by his side. After just a minute of this, they were both panting heavily, steam rising from their mouths.

Beyond the hills the sky was turning greenish, and the birds of the forest began to go crazy. A thin layer of fog that smelled of rotten leaves hung stagnant in the air. In the half-light Bordelli saw a thin spider’s web glistening with tiny dewdrops, and he remembered a morning in ’44. He was returning from patrol with six men of his platoon, and he’d seen some droplets just like these, gleaming in the darkness along a wire as thin as a hair stretching between two trees. But it wasn’t a spider’s web. If torn, that string would trigger a ‘ballerina’ mine, a bomb which, before exploding, would bounce up in the air to the level of your belly. He’d seen a number of his mates die from those toys, their guts torn out.

‘Over here, Inspector,’ Botta whispered, as if other people might hear him.

Leaving the path, they dived into the woods, clambering up the slope, grabbing on to the slenderest trees. Bordelli looked up at the sky through the boughs of the chestnuts. Watching the day break had always made him feel very sad, for no reason. During the war he’d managed to see the sun rise almost every day, and every time he’d thought it might be the last.

The sky turned violet, then orange, and a few minutes later it was day. Botta studied the ground, occasionally making sudden detours, as though following a non-existent trail. A few wild boar scampered silently away through sheets of fog, towards the hilltop, steam rising from their coats. For someone who went often into the woods, the sight would not have been anything special, but it gave Bordelli a childlike thrill. Only when patrolling the hills had he ever seen wild animals dashing through the trees, and every time he had aimed his machine gun with his heart racing. This time he could enjoy the spectacle.

They continued climbing. Botta refused to slow down, and at times seemed to speed up. The inspector could feel his heart beating fast, and his legs were already tired. The cigarettes and his fifty-six years were making themselves felt. And to think that in the days of the San Marco regiment he was walking up to fifteen miles a day, carrying a full backpack and weapons … But why did he always have to think back on that blasted war? Couldn’t he just enjoy the outing?

Every so often Botta would bend down to the ground to examine a cluster of odd-looking mushrooms, some slender and whitish, others squat and dark, still others very fragile, then frown and mutter a few scientific or ordinary names. Then he would dismiss them and resume climbing.

‘Why didn’t you pick those? Are they poisonous?’ Bordelli asked, following behind him. Botta shook his head.

‘It’s porcini or nothing,’ he said solemnly, then fell silent again. At a certain point he stopped suddenly and opened his eyes wide.

‘What is it?’ Bordelli asked, worried. Botta looked at him, round-eyed.

‘You’re not going to believe this, Inspector … but I can smell porcini from afar. I don’t need to go around scouring every corner of the woods.’

‘Don’t worry, I know an excellent psychiatrist,’ said Bordelli.

‘You don’t believe me, eh?’

‘I’m trying as hard as I can.’

‘Voilà …’ said Botta, as though inspired.

‘What’s happening?’

‘The mushrooms are up there,’ Botta said, pointing upwards, and a second later he dashed off. The inspector let him go on ahead, since he was unable to keep up with him. He could still feel the dinner of the night before in his legs: Pappardelle alla lepre, arista con patate, and Totò’s Apulian wine at the Trattoria da Cesare. He watched Botta vanish through the black trunks of the chestnuts. He continued climbing, sweating from the effort. Fifteen minutes later he came out on to a broad path and stopped.

‘Ennio … are you here?’

‘Over here, Inspector,’ Botta’s voice called through the leaves. Bordelli caught a glimpse of him some fifty yards ahead, bending over amid the trees. He resumed walking and caught up to him.

‘Careful not to step on them,’ said Botta, alarmed. He was kneeling and delicately cleaning a few large porcini with an ordinary bristle brush. There were dozens of mushrooms all around them.

‘So you can smell them …’ said Bordelli, sincerely astonished.

‘Do I make things up, Inspector?’ Ennio was serious and concentrating, still carefully brushing the mushrooms with gestures that looked as though inspired by some archaic religion. Bordelli would have to wait for Botta to finish his work, and so he sat down on a rock. His gaze jumped from one chestnut tree to another, looking for wild animals. The only movement was that of the leaves falling from above. They would become suddenly detached and float slowly to the ground, as in a famous poem he knew nothing about. In the peace and quiet his thoughts turned back to Giacomo Pellissari, the boy’s desperate parents, the long discussions with Piras … How could a little boy vanish just like that, into thin air?

‘There must be at least two kilos here,’ said Botta, weighing the full basket in his hand. He was beaming like the victor after a battle.

‘I’m truly amazed.’ The inspector sighed, rising to his feet.

‘Let’s have another look around.’

They resumed their climb, feet sinking into the bed of dead leaves as blackbirds fluttered between the trees. They forged on in silence, one behind the other, Botta inevitably leading the way.

‘Can I ask you something, Ennio?’

‘Go right ahead …’

‘What are you doing these days to put food on the table?’

‘Are you asking as a police inspector or as a friend?’

‘As a friend.’

‘I’m doing what I’ve always done.’

‘Burgling and swindling?’

‘What unpleasant words, Inspector …’

‘I don’t know what else to call it.’

‘Let’s just say I’m implementing a policy of redistribution of wealth while waiting for more honest laws.’

‘I’m touched …’

‘You can cry all you want up here, I won’t tell anyone,’ said Botta, still studying the ground.

‘Why don’t you just get a normal job, Ennio? I say it for your own sake. You’ve always had bad luck as an outlaw. You’re always getting into trouble.’

‘I’m never going back to jail, Inspector.’

‘You could become a cook …’

‘Well, it’s possible I might open a trattoria sooner or later.’

‘Where would you get the money?’

‘If a certain job goes well for me …’ Botta trailed off, stopped suddenly, and let out a long moan and opened his arms.

‘Are you all right?’ Bordelli asked, concerned.

‘Look at this, Inspector. The first Caesar’s mushroom of the season.’ Botta sighed, full of emotion. An orangish sort of ball was poking up through the leaves on the ground.

‘I’ll try not to scream for joy,’ said Bordelli.

‘You can’t understand, Inspector. It’s like kissing a girl for the first time.’

‘You don’t know what you’re talking about …’

‘Amazing,’ Ennio whispered, delicately picking the mushroom.

‘Weren’t you only looking for porcini?’

‘There must be more of these around,’ said Botta, ignoring him. He wrapped the golden mushroom in a handkerchief, put it in his pocket, and continued looking around. He found six more. He looked very satisfied.

‘That’s enough for today,’ he said. ‘We mustn’t be greedy.’

Bordelli looked at his watch. It wasn’t yet nine o’clock.

‘What a beautiful place this is. It feels so good to be here.’ He sighed, looking around. A moment later he slipped on a rock and fell on his bottom. He picked his aching body up off the ground, ignoring Botta’s laughter. He’d muddied his trousers and his ears were ringing from the tumble.

‘Bloody hell …’ he said, picking the wet leaves off himself.

‘You should never say out loud how great a place is, Inspector. The devil can’t read our minds, but he can hear us just fine when we talk.’

‘Did the nuns teach you that?’

‘Sah vah sahn deer, Inspector,’1 said Botta, who’d learned a little pidgin French in a Marseille prison.

They continued walking along the trails, forging on through the chestnuts and oaks, accompanied by strange birdsongs and the rustlings as the wind gusted through the branches. They saw a few more animals scamper off through the underbrush, and here and there they passed an old campsite, where the ground was still charred black from the fire. Old memories streamed confusedly through Bordelli’s mind. Memories of childhood, the war, old girlfriends now faceless. But elbowing its way through every thought was the mystery of the missing boy. Bordelli was beginning to think he’d been kidnapped by Martians …


Bordelli drove Botta back to his basement flat in Via del Campuccio then quickly dashed home to change clothes. It was already half past ten. After a long hot shower he began to get dressed, in no hurry. In his mind he could still see the dark tree trunks, the wisps of fog, the wild boar … but his thoughts were elsewhere. For the umpteenth time he reviewed in his head the reports of the disappearance of Giacomo Pellissari, in the absurd hope that he might finally discover a detail that would give him a lead to follow.

The boy had vanished the previous Wednesday, after coming out of his grammar school, the Collegio alla Quercia, in a torrential downpour. His father had taken him there at 8.25 that morning, as always. Normally when the school day ended, one of his parents was always there to pick him up. But that day, when his mother had gone down to the garage to get her Fiat 600, the car wouldn’t start. She rang her husband at the office, and he’d got in his car immediately and headed for the Collegio. But he arrived more than an hour late, owing to an accident on the Viali caused by the downpour. Protecting himself with an umbrella, he’d gone into the school’s entrance hall, expecting to find his son waiting there for him, but there was no sign of Giacomo. The school caretaker threw up his hands. He said the boy had waited for him until well past one o’clock and had even phoned home, but the line was always busy … In the end he’d left, running out into the rain, and there was no stopping him.

Bordelli lit a cigarette, again reviewing the matter down to the small details. By this point it was like watching a film. He was quite familiar with the area between the Collegio alla Quercia and the Pellissaris’ villa in Via di Barbacane. In fact he’d grown up in that very neighbourhood.

Barrister Pellissari had asked the custodian if he could phone his wife, but he, too, had found the line always engaged. And so he got back in his car and drove slowly along the route home: Via della Piazzuola, Viale Volta, Via di Barbacane. Giacomo wasn’t at home. His wife was worried, but not terribly so. Perhaps Giacomo had ducked into a doorway to get out of the rain …

The barrister had gone over to the telephone in the hall and found the phone slightly off the hook. He upbraided his wife, and she began to get anxious. Pellissari went out again in his Alfa Romeo and combed the streets of the neighbourhood. He went up and down Via Aldini, a small, deserted street connecting Viale Volta and Via di Barbacane, several times. Giacomo knew the street well. It was just round the corner from home, and he liked to bicycle there with his friends …

At three o’clock the barrister had finally decided to call the police. Two patrolmen had gone to the Collegio alla Quercia to speak with the custodian, Oreste, a small man with very little hair and pink cheeks, who blanched upon hearing the news. They asked him to recount the sequence of events, and Oreste was very precise. After the usual chaos when school let out, he’d gone into the street to look at the rain. He’d found the boy in the doorway with his satchel between his feet, gazing anxiously out at Via della Piazzuola. He asked him whether he wanted to call his mother. Giacomo said yes and followed the caretaker to the porter’s desk. He dialled his home number several times, but the line was always engaged. He seemed afraid, and Oreste had tried to reassure him. Somebody’d be along soon to pick him up, he’d said to him, there was no need to worry, it was obviously because of the rain. The boy went out again to look down the street, with Oreste following behind him. And then, less than a minute later, Giacomo had run out into the rain, coat over his head, satchel bouncing on his back. Oreste shouted to him to wait, saying that he would walk him home himself, but the child didn’t listen and kept on running. The caretaker had tried dialling Giacomo’s parents’ phone number again, but the line was still busy. In the end he’d decided there was nothing to worry about, and he stopped thinking about it.

A squad of policemen had questioned the inhabitants of all the buildings and houses along the road that went from the Collegio to the Pelissaris’ villa, including Via Aldini. Only an old woman had seen from her window a young boy walking hurriedly in the rain at the corner of Viale Volta and Via della Piazzuola, around quarter past one. The clothes, the colour of the satchel, and the time left no room for doubt. The boy was Giacomo Pellissari. The old woman had been the last person to see him, and her testimony eliminated any shadow of a doubt as to the caretaker’s sincerity. Nothing else had come out since, but that was to be expected. When Giacomo had left the school, it was lunchtime and raining cats and dogs, and everyone else was minding his own business.

Photos of the boy had appeared in all the newspapers and been broadcast on the national news and that of Channel 2, but nobody had come forward as yet. How can a boy disappear into thin air?


When he parked the car in the station’s courtyard it was past 10.30. Mugnai popped out of the guardhouse and came up to him, looking as if his dog had just died.

‘Good morning, Inspector.’

‘Hello, Mugnai … Why so cheerful?’

‘The commissioner’s got a stick up his arse, if you’ll pardon my language.’

‘That’s nothing new,’ said Bordelli.

‘It’s not my fault the kid hasn’t turned up! He treated me like a blockhead.’ He was very offended.

‘Don’t take it so hard, Mugnai,’ said Bordelli.

‘The boss said he wants to see you at once.’

‘Fuckin’ hell …’ The inspector sighed.

‘Prepare yourself. He’s really pissed off today.’

‘Too bad for him. Find Piras for me, would you? And tell him to come to my office.’

He gestured goodbye to Mugnai and started up the stairs. He went up to the second floor with a cigarette in his mouth, promising himself he wouldn’t smoke it before noon. He knocked on Inzipone’s door and went in without waiting. The moment he saw him, the commissioner jumped to his feet, but certainly not out of politeness. His eyes looked like burnt chestnuts.

‘You must find that child, Inspector!’ he shouted, shaking his hands in the air.

‘I want to more than anyone else, sir,’ Bordelli said calmly.

‘Then what’s taking you so long? Have you read the papers? POLICE POWERLESS! LAW ENFORCEMENT ASLEEP!’ He came towards Bordelli, waving La Nazione in the air.

‘We’re doing everything we can.’

‘I’m not interested in your excuses! Get on with it, dammit!’

‘He vanished into thin air,’ said Bordelli, with a strong desire to light the cigarette between his fingers.

‘Nobody vanishes into thin air,’ said Inzipone. He tossed the newspaper aside and went and sat back down at his desk. Bordelli drew closer, still standing.

‘We’ll find him,’ he said, more to himself than to the commissioner.

‘I certainly hope so, Inspector, for your sake. I got a call this morning from the Deputy Minister of Transport. Barrister Pellissari is a very dear friend of his.’

‘Ah, I didn’t know. That changes everything. You’ll see, we’ll find the boy before the day is over.’

‘Drop the sarcasm, Inspector,’ said the commissioner, raising his chin with an air of menace. Bordelli put the cigarette in his mouth and lit it, before the commissioner’s goggling eyes.

‘Then I’ll be clearer. I don’t give a damn whose son he is.’

‘And you think I do?’ said Inzipone, furious at Bordelli’s insolence.

‘I can never speak for others, sir,’ said the inspector, taking his leave with a slight nod and heading for the door. He heard the commissioner stand up again, making the legs of his armchair squeak.

‘I don’t like your way of doing things one bit, Inspector.’

‘I am truly sorry,’ Bordelli said without turning around.

‘And you know I’m not the only who feels this way.’

‘My respects, sir.’

‘There must be a reason you’re still an inspector at your age …’ the commissioner muttered between clenched teeth, but Bordelli heard him just the same. He went out, closing the door behind him. He wished he was still up in the foggy hills with Botta, looking for porcini mushrooms through the rotting leaves. He went into his office and found Piras there waiting for him, sitting in front of the desk.

‘At ease …’ he said, but the young Sardinian had already shot to his feet. He still limped a little from the bullets that had shattered one of his legs a year before. He was barely twenty-two years old, but his considerable skills had convinced Bordelli to keep him by his side in every investigation. On top of this he was the son of Gavino Piras, a comrade of Bordelli’s from the war, which made him even dearer to the inspector. Gavino had returned from the fighting minus an arm, but hadn’t stopped living a farmer’s life. But, all things considered, even he had been damned lucky … Bordelli still remembered the time Gavino had taken a grenade square in the chest, but it hadn’t exploded. It just bounced off his uniform and fell at his feet like a rock … In the heat of the moment the German had forgotten to pull the ring, and Gavino cut him down with a single burst of fire. After the skirmish, he’d approached Bordelli.

‘Even grenades are afraid of Sardinians, Captain,’ he’d whispered, wild-eyed. He was well aware he’d been saved by a miracle …

‘You wanted to see me, Inspector?’ asked young Piras.

‘Yes, I wanted to share my ball-aches with you.’

‘Are you thinking what I’m thinking?’

‘Unfortunately, yes.’

Without actually admitting it, they were now both convinced the boy was dead. No ransom demands, no anonymous telephone calls.

‘Let’s hope we’re wrong, sir,’ said Piras, who had sat back down in the meantime.

Bordelli went over to the window and looked outside. It was starting to rain again, for a change. The respite had lasted only two days.

‘What should we do, Piras? Reread the reports? Eat them? Go and play a game of bocce? What the hell should we do?’

‘If I can speak sincerely …’

‘Go ahead.’

‘Our only hope is to find the body.’

‘Bloody rain,’ Bordelli whispered, watching the large drops splatter on the asphalt. Dejected, he lit a cigarette. A receiver off the hook, buckets of rain, Signora Pellissari’s Fiat that wouldn’t start … A series of unlucky coincidences? Was it a premeditated kidnapping, or had chance stuck her grubby paws in this?

The internal phone line rang. It was the radio room. A car with two corpses inside it had been found a few hundred yards from the monastery of Montesenario. A man and a woman. At first glance it looked like a double suicide.

‘All right, I’m on my way … Inform Diotivede and the assistant prosecutor,’ Bordelli said calmly before hanging up.

‘What is it?’ Piras was already standing.

‘I’ll tell you in the stairwell,’ the inspector muttered, taking a deep drag on his cigarette. He was doing his best not to smoke, but between women and corpses, it wasn’t easy.

‘Slow down, Inspector,’ said Piras, limping.

‘Sorry, I always forget.’

He slowed to the young man’s pace and they went down into the courtyard. It was deluging. Mugnai saw them and came running out with a large green country umbrella that covered all three of them. While walking them to the Beetle, he asked what seven-letter word might describe the Hill ever dear to Leopardi.

‘Forlorn,’ Piras and Bordelli said in chorus. They got into the car and left, leaving Mugnai behind to his thoughts.

As they drove through Piazza delle Cure the rain let up a little, but the sky was still black. The inspector was thinking that it was a relief to deal with something concrete, even if it meant two dead.

Half an hour later they were at Montesenario. There was a pair of patrol cars there, as well as a few onlookers. It was still drizzling with a monotonous persistence that tried even the most steadfast patience. Bordelli approached the Fiat 600 and looked inside. A man of about forty with a hole in his left temple and a woman of about thirty with her hand on her bloodstained lap, both with their mouths half open. The back seat was stacked high with fabric catalogues.

‘Keep those people away,’ Bordelli said to one of the uniformed cops. He tried opening the door on the driver’s side. It was unlocked. He stuck his head inside to have a close look at the corpses and bullet holes. The woman had been shot in the belly. Unlike hers, the man’s eyes were wide open. He searched the man’s jacket and the woman’s handbag for their papers, then stepped aside to let Piras have a look. He was almost convinced he knew how things had unfolded, and wanted to see whether the Sardinian agreed. He waited patiently for Piras to finish.

‘What do you think?’ he asked him.

‘It wasn’t premeditated,’ said the young man.

‘Go on …’

‘Two illicit lovers. They had a quarrel, he threatened her with the pistol, she perhaps made fun of him, saying the pistol wasn’t loaded, and so he pulls back the slide and lets it go, not knowing that would make the gun go off. Seeing that he’s killed her by accident, he loses his head and shoots himself.’

‘Makes perfect sense to me,’ said Bordelli, handing him the two poor souls’ papers. The man was married, the woman too, but not to each other.

At that moment the Fiat 1100 of Dr Diotivede pulled up, as black and shiny as a politician’s shoe. The old police pathologist got out with his medical bag in hand, also black, naturally. His snow-white hair gleamed in the morning light. As he approached the two lovers’ car, he gave an almost imperceptible nod of greeting. He always wore a childlike frown on his face, as if he’d just been woken up to go to school. Opening his bag, he stuck his hands inside and then withdrew them already sheathed in rubber gloves. He ducked into the car to touch the corpses. Less than a minute later he peeled off his gloves.

‘The woman died two hours later than the man, maybe even two and a half,’ he said, jotting his first notes down in his notebook.

‘Are you sure about that?’ asked Bordelli.

‘No, I was just kidding,’ Diotivede grumbled, still writing.

‘It wasn’t really a question …’

‘I have to go now, I have a rendezvous with an old lady,’ the doctor said, putting his notebook away.

‘Dead or alive?’

‘What difference does it make?’ said Diotivede, smiling, and he started walking towards his car, bag swaying at his side. A child with white hair, thought Bordelli, also smiling. The doctor swung the car around and headed down the hill.

Piras and Bordelli followed him moments later, descending in silence along the tortuous Montesenario road. There was no mystery to the tragedy, no secrets to uncover. There was no point in waiting for the assistant prosecutor. Prosecutor Cangiani wasn’t the most pleasant person in the world.

And so the inspector found himself wrestling with the case of the missing boy again, and it was clear that Piras was thinking of the same thing. It had become a sort of obsession for both. It was the first time Bordelli had found himself in this situation, and he was having trouble swallowing it. When they got to Piazza delle Cure, Piras shook his head.

‘Shit, Inspector …’

‘What is it, Piras?’

‘I just can’t stand sitting here twiddling my thumbs like this.’

‘What else can we do?’ said Bordelli, lighting a cigarette. Piras rolled down his window and stuck his head outside, as though afraid he might suffocate. He found cigarettes disgusting and couldn’t understand how an intelligent person could waste time smoking them. A cold wind blew in, insinuating itself under their clothing.

‘I can throw it away, if you like,’ the inspector said.

‘And I can go on foot, if you prefer,’ Piras said provocatively.

Bordelli took two or three drags in a row and threw out the cigarette, and Piras finally closed the window. After a minute of very Sardinian silence, he said that when he was about ten years old, a little girl had been murdered in his town. Raped and strangled. In all the towns around nobody talked about anything else. It took them several months to find the killer, and it was only by chance. One day, during mass in a nearby town, a little yellow ribbon happened to fall out of the priest’s pocket. A woman who knew the young girl’s family was almost certain she recognised the ribbon, and to be sure she went to the carabinieri after the mass. The little girl had worn her hair in a ponytail, and her mother would always make a bow with a yellow ribbon just like that one. The priest was questioned. At first he pretended to be taken aback, but he was visibly nervous. In the end he confessed. After one hour in jail he hanged himself from the bars of his cell with a sort of rope fashioned from shreds of his shirt …

‘It’s always nice to hear such cheerful stories,’ Bordelli said, smiling bitterly.

‘Well, at least they found the killer …’

‘Not so fast, Piras. Nobody’s said the boy was killed yet,’ said the inspector, thinking the exact opposite.

‘Thirteen-year-olds don’t usually elope,’ Piras muttered.

‘Let’s just wait … You never know.’

They were back at the station. Bordelli left the Beetle in the courtyard, took leave of Piras, and went on foot to the Trattoria da Cesare, on Viale Lavagnini. He greeted the owner and waiters and, as usual, slipped into Totò’s kitchen, where the Apulian cook fought his daily battles between frying pans and clouds of smoke. It was also where the inspector had been taking his meals for years.

Totò was in fine form that day, more or less as he always was. Four feet eleven inches of sheer exuberance and nasty black hair sprouting from every pore. He greeted the inspector and recommended grilled pork chops with black-eyed peas. Bordelli nodded, resigned. He’d entered that kitchen many times swearing he would eat lightly, but rarely if ever had he kept his vow. He sat down and waited for Totò to fill his plate with those gifts of God.

‘Have a taste of this, Inspector … Allow me to teach a Florentine how these things should be made.’

‘Thanks, Totò. It’s just what I need.’

‘That little kid still on your mind, eh?’

‘Could you do me a favour and not mention it?’

‘Of course, Inspector, of course.’

Totò was always busy but never stopped talking. He too told a few little stories of murdered children, down in the Salento, going into the details as though talking about how to make spaghetti alla carbonara. Bordelli listened in silence, washing down the pork with a red wine that made him weak at the knees.

After the short tales from back home, Totò started talking about long-haired hippies. He saw a lot of them about, these days. More and more, in fact. He liked them, actually, sort of like puppies. But he simply couldn’t understand how a man could wear his hair like a woman without feeling embarrassed.

‘In the past it was perfectly normal,’ said Bordelli.

‘I’d like to see what you’d look like with hair like a girl’s,’ said Totò, laughing and turning over a huge steak. He poured out a pot of pasta and a minute later set six steaming plates down on the counter of the serving hatch. Then with a smile on his lips he put a slice of apple tart and a small glass of vin santo down in front of the inspector.

Leaving the trattoria, Bordelli felt guilty for having succumbed to temptation. He lit a cigarette and started walking at a leisurely pace back to the station, thinking of the long afternoon ahead.

A beautiful girl in a rather short skirt walked past, and he turned around to look at her, very nearly crashing into a scooter parked on the pavement. He almost blushed, thinking he could be her father … if not her grandfather. He turned around again to look at her. But wasn’t she cold, he wondered, with her legs all uncovered like that? He still hadn’t got used to seeing such short hemlines, and they always had a powerful effect on him.

He thought of Elvira and their last night together. A night like all the others, except that the following day she’d left him, after the briefest of phone calls. She was very pretty, Elvira. She had a mole on her lip and another on her left breast.


‘Poor old teddy bear, all alone again …’ said Rosa, doing his fingernails with little scissors and emery boards. Bordelli was lying on the sofa with his shoes off, a glass of grappa resting on his chest. Every so often he raised his head to take a sip. The songs of Tony Dallara softly filled the room at low volume.

Rosa loved doing these little things for her policeman friend, especially when he was down. She would squeeze his blackheads, wash his face with creams, give him manicures, massage his back … Ever since she’d given up the profession she’d become a bit melancholy, but also sweeter. A tender retired prostitute with the soul of a little girl. Her big white cat, Gideon, was sleeping on a chair.

‘I feel like Calimero,’ said Bordelli.2

‘You’re always chasing pretty girls …’

‘That’s not true.’

‘Yes it is.’ She had a small, strange smile on her lips.

‘At my age I’d like to find a nice, pretty woman who will stay with me till I die,’ Bordelli said melodramatically. At least Rosa wasn’t talking about the missing boy.

‘I know the kind of woman you need.’

‘I love it when you play Mummy for me …’

‘I mean it.’

‘And what kind of woman do I need?’

‘I’ve noticed that you like dark women with long straight hair. Young and slender with dark, mysterious eyes …’

‘Who wouldn’t like a woman like that?’

‘But that’s not the kind of woman you need.’

‘Oh no?’

‘I could easily see you with a blonde of about forty, slightly chubby, always cheerful, who, whenever you came home, would throw her arms around you and drag you to bed.’

‘Just the thought of it turns my stomach.’ Bordelli sighed.

‘You’re not very nice, you know. I was describing someone a bit like myself,’ said Rosa, pretending to be offended. Fortunately she didn’t stop filing his nails.

‘You’re not the least bit chubby,’ said Bordelli, trying to patch things up.

‘Really?’

‘I would swear to it under oath.’

‘Well, I’m not exactly an anchovy, either … But maybe you’re right, maybe I’m not chubby.’

‘You’re just a little …’

‘A little what?’

‘I can’t think of the word, but you know what I mean,’ said Bordelli, not daring to utter the wrong thing. Rosa finished with one hand, and picked up the other.

‘Anyway, a little flesh is always a good thing,’ she concluded, chuckling.

After a minute or so of silence, she started talking about her friend Tecla, who had fallen down the stairs, hitting her mouth and breaking a tooth, an incisor … and now her lips were all swollen and purple … But she’d been lucky, she could have left her hide in that stairwell.

‘That friend of yours was right when he said we’re all like leaves on a tree when the wind is blowing …’

‘He’s not a friend of mine, he’s a great poet.’

‘Have I ever told you about my Uncle Costante? He used to write poetry too. He died in Russia, poor thing … Oh, and have I told you my girlfriends and I are planning to put on another play?’

‘I don’t think so.’

‘It’s planned for Epiphany … But this time you really have to come.’

‘I’ll do my best,’ said Bordelli, knowing he would as usual invent some excuse not to come.

‘I wrote it myself,’ said Rosa, all excited.

‘I didn’t doubt it for a second.’

‘Would you like me to read you a few passages?’

‘I’d rather let it be a surprise …’

‘It’s a touching story, but it’s also great fun. It’s about the friendship between a nun and a whore, who trade places in the end …’

‘Interesting.’

‘It starts with Suor Celestina praying in church, late at night. She’s just come out of the room of a novice – just out of her bed, actually. She knows she has sinned, and so she’s praying to the Madonna for forgiveness …’

They heard the sweet ding-dong of the doorbell, and Rosa sprang up like a jack-in-the-box.

‘Never mind, at this hour I’m sure it’s a prank,’ said Bordelli, holding her back by the hand.

‘I know exactly who it is,’ she said, trying to free herself.

‘You’re expecting a visitor at eleven o’clock?’

‘It’s a little surprise for you.’

‘A young woman
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HILLS OF HORROR

SUICIDE IN THE WOODS

FLORENTINE BUTCHER, 44 YEARS OLD

SHOOTS HIMSELF IN MOUTH AT CINTOIA ALTA

MOTHER AND DAUGHTER GRIEF-STRICKEN

Yesterday morning Livio Panerai, a butcher of 44, killed himself by firing a shotgun into his mouth near the abbey of Monte Scalari. Shortly before 7 a.m., a hunter found the butcher’s lifeless body in the woods, still holding the double-barrelled shotgun. Signora Cesira Batacchi Panerai, the victim’s wife of nineteen years, had no explanation for her husband’s extreme act. He had left before dawn that morning to go hunting in the hills of Cintoia, as had long been his custom on Sundays. Livio Panerai had no apparent causes for distress in his day-to-day life. A hard worker, always cheerful and beloved of his customers, he led a transparent existence. The inhabitants of La Panca, the site of the tragedy, now speak of ‘hills of horror’. Not only was the area the scene of atrocious massacres by the Nazis at Pian d’Albero and other locations nearby, but the horror hasn’t let up since. The suicide victim was found not far from the spot where the lifeless body of Giacomo Pellissari, the young kidnap victim who had been raped and murdered, was discovered a few months earlier. Pellissari’s killer has never been apprehended.

The mortal remains of Livio Panerai have been transferred to the chapel of the hospital of …


NOTES

by Stephen Sartarelli

 

 

1.– Ça va sans dire: It goes without saying.

2.– Calimero is a cartoon character created by Italian television advertisers, a little black chick who first appeared during the nightly Carosello adverts programme. Once a normal chick, he falls into a mud puddle and turns black, after which his mother no longer recognises him. His black colour leads him into a number of misadventures before he is washed in the detergent Ava, the sponsor of the spot, which turns him white again and puts an end to his troubles.

3.– The road linking Florence and Siena and passing through the Chianti wine region.

4.– Potente was the nom de guerre of Aligi Barducci (1913–1944) a Florentine who joined the partisan resistance after the Armistice of 8 September 1943 and became a leader and hero of the struggle against the Nazi occupation around Florence and in Tuscany generally. He was killed by an enemy grenade just as the Germans were being routed from the city.

5.– Se vai a funghi, a parlar non ti dilunghi (Tuscan saying).

6.– A cartoon kitten. Briciola means ‘crumb’.

7.– A famously sonorous line, redolent of troubadour verse, from the famous Paolo and Francesca episode of the Inferno (Dante, Inf., Canto V, l. 103). Tantalisingly ambiguous in meaning, it is usually rendered in English, in accordance with the traditional Italian interpretation, as roughly ‘Love, which absolves no beloved from loving’.

8.– An Italian breed of cattle.

9.– That is, a supporter or functionary of the Republic of Salò, the puppet government set up by the occupying Nazis in 1943 with the recently deposed Mussolini as a figurehead, after the Germans sprang the disgraced dictator from an Italian prison in a spectacular raid. The government had its seat in the town of Salò in the Alpine lakes region of northern Italy.

10.– Piazza Venezia is the square in Rome in which Mussolini used to address crowds from his famous balcony on the façade of Palazzo Venezia. Piazzale Loreto is the square in Milan in which the body of Mussolini and his mistress Clara Petacci were hung on public display on 29 April 1945, after they’d been captured and shot by partisans in the countryside near Lake Como. Their corpses were put on public view in the same place where, one year before, Fascists had displayed the bodies of fifteen Milanese partisans whom they had executed for participating in the resistance.

11.– September 8 1943 was the date of the official announcement of the so-called armistice – in actuality an unconditional surrender – whereby the nation of Italy would cease all hostilities against Allied forces. The Germans, however, already controlled the northern half of the peninsula and sprang Mussolini, who had been deposed and arrested some six weeks before, from his mountain prison just four days later, on 12 September, guaranteeing more than another year of Fascism and bloodshed for Italy.

12.– See note, no. 4

13.– The famous Fascist ‘battle cry’, invented during the First World War by the poet Gabriele d’Annunzio, who claimed it was once the battle cry of the ancient Greeks. The latter part of the cry, alalà, derived from the Greek verb [image: Image Missing] (alalázo), is found in Pindar and Euripides and appears in the work of nineteenth-century Italian poets Giovanni Pascoli and Giosuè Carducci as well. Mussolini later adopted the eja eja alalà! as the vocal equivalent of the Fascist salute, itself derived from the Roman era.

14.– ‘Bighead’ (It. ‘il Testone’) was one of the nicknames by which Italians referred (at first affectionately, then disdainfully) to Benito Mussolini, who appeared to have an oversized head on his rather diminutive though stocky frame.

15.– The 10th Assault Vehicle Flotilla (known in Italian as La Decima Flottiglia MAS, for Mezzi d’’Assalto, or simply as La Decima or Xª MAS) was an Italian commando frogman unit of the Italian Navy created during the Fascist regime, one of whose symbols was a death’s head with a rose between its teeth.

16.– Literally, ‘I don’t give a damn.’ Another ‘rallying cry’ first used by d’Annunzio (see note, no. 13) in the First World War in one of the many pamphlets he wrote for aerial distribution, by Italian airborne squadrons, over certain cities under Austrian rule, usually those with a majority Italian-speaking population. It became a common slogan of Fascist Party stalwarts. The intended meaning, in a wartime setting, of this otherwise common expression is revealed in the poet’s account of how it first occurred to him. As the story goes, during a discussion between a certain Captain Zaninelli and a certain Major Freguglia on 15th June 1918, at Giavera del Montello, Freguglio ordered his subordinate to take his company and attack an Austrian stronghold at Casa Bianca, adding that it was a suicide mission, but that it had to be undertaken no matter the cost. The captain supposedly looked at the major and replied, ‘Signor comandante, io me ne frego, si fa ciò che si ha da fare per il rè e per la patria’ (‘Commander, sir, I don’t give a damn, we do what we must for the king and the nation’). And he dressed in his finest parade uniform and went to his death.

17.– Another Fascist motto, which means ‘Quitters are murderers!’, it was, paradoxically, first coined by Eleonora Pimentel Fonseca during the Neapolitan revolutionary uprising of 1799 known as the Parthenopean Republic and later revived by Milanese revolutionaries during the 1848 riots that echoed many of the other uprisings occurring across Europe that year.

18.– Some of the lyrics to the famous song ‘Mamma’, originally written in 1940 by Bixio Cherubini (1899–1987), though popularised in the US by Connie Francis and later covered by such famous tenors as Luciano Pavarotti and Andrea Bocelli. The lyrics here quoted translate as: ‘… Mamma I’m so happy / because I’m coming home to you … My song tells you it’s my greatest dream … Mamma I’m so happy, why live far away?’

19.– Orgosolo is in Sardinia, and Mesina is Graziano Mesina (born 1942), a former Sardinian bandit and proponent of Sardinian independence famous, among other things, for his many prison escapes.

20.– ‘Beautiful Sicilian’ in Sicilian dialect.

21.– A Fascist song that imagines, in Marinettian-Futurist fashion, modern warfare as music. Translation: ‘… and the part of the violins / [will be played by ] magnetic mines and submarines, / and instead of horns, / bombs, bombs, bombs, bombs … / The tenor sax / will be the cruiser, / and instead of drums [we’ll have] / missiles, missiles, missiles galore … / missiles, missiles, missiles galore! / A great serenade, a great serenade / for perfidious Albion!’

22.– Dante, Inf., Canto V, 121–3 (‘Nessun maggior dolore, / che ricordarsi del tempo felice, / ne la miseria … / e ciò sa’l tuo dottore’). The words of Francesca da Rimini to Dante during the Paolo and Francesca episode of the Inferno. The ‘teacher’ (dottore) here mentioned is Virgil, Dante’s guide.

23.– That is, the infamous March on Rome on 8 October 1922, when about thirty thousand Fascist militants marched on the capital city, demanding that their party be handed the reins of power if the country wished to avoid a violent coup. While a rather messy, inglorious affair amid the rain and mud, the march succeeded, and power was handed over to Mussolini.

24.– The term trinariciuto (‘three-nostrilled’) was coined by ultra-conservative author and satirist Giovannino Guareschi (1908–1969) to characterise the militants of the Italian Communist Party. (The third nostril served two functions: to drain brain matter, and to allow the party’s directives direct entry to the brain.) The application of the adjective to Jews here is not Guareschi’s, but Panerai’s. Though solidly reactionary, Guareschi, best known for creating the character of Don Camillo, was not a Fascist or an anti-Semite. Indeed, the fictional Don Camillo, based in part on a real priest, was a partisan in the Second World War and interned at Dachau and Mauthausen.

25.– Totò has the same name (a diminutive of the names Salvatore and Antonio) as the much-loved Totò (born Antonio de Curtis, 1898–1967), perhaps the greatest Italian comic actor of the twentieth century.

26.– A television variety show broadcast from 1961 to 1966 on the national television station of the RAI (Radiotelevisione Italiana). The popular singer Mina was the show’s mistress of ceremonies in 1965/66.

27.– Cigarettes are controlled by a state monopoly in Italy, giving rise to a thriving black market of smuggled and even counterfeit brand-name cigarettes. Neapolitan-made fake Marlboros, for example, were long legendary for their seeming authenticity, being nearly impossible to distinguish from real American Marlboros smuggled in, as both lacked the monital stamp found on all state-issued cigarettes.

28.– Amedeo Nazzari (1907–1979) was an Italian actor of the screen and the stage, one of whose most famous roles was in La cena delle beffe (1941, directed by Alessandro Blasetti), a Renaissance-era costume drama derived from the stage play of the same name by Sem Benelli, in which Nazzari’s character’s famous line ‘Whoever won’t drink with me, a plague on him!’ (‘Chi non beve con me, peste lo colga!’) became a popular saying. Under the title of The Jests, Benelli’s play was a big success in New York in 1919, featuring Lionel and John Barrymore in the lead roles.

29.– A Sicilian greeting of respect, meaning literally ‘I kiss your hands’.

30.– All Souls’ Day in Italy is called Il giorno dei morti, the Day of the Dead.

31.– As Italian morale sank during the First World War, the high command instituted a policy of literal decimation – that is, every tenth man of a recalcitrant unit was shot for refusing to jump out of the trenches to a certain death. See Mark Thompson, The White War: Life and Death on the Italian Front, 1915–1919, Faber & Faber, 2009.

32.– Bordello, casino and postribolo all mean ‘brothel’.

33.– Man is the maker of his own luck.

34.– Nationalist poet Gabriele d’Annunzio famously planned and participated in a daring flight over Vienna on 9 August 1918, to distribute flyers featuring a text written by the poet himself, in effect to taunt the Austrian enemy by showing that the Italian air force could fly unimpeded over their capital city. Some fifty thousand of these flyers were released into the air. What is less well known is that d’Annunzio’s text had been judged ineffective and untranslatable into German, and 350,000 copies of a second flyer with a less provocative and more conciliatory message, written by Ugo Ojetti, were also released on the same mission.

35.– The Balilla was a parascholastic and paramilitary Fascist Youth organisation founded by the party in 1926.

36.– The Alto Adige is the Italian name for the South Tyrol, a majority German-speaking area north of the province of Trent. At various times since its annexation by Italy in 1919, there have been radical Tyrolean militants willing to use force to achieve independence from Italy. Tempers have cooled in more recent times, since the region has gained considerable autonomy from Italy.

37.– Ciacco is a mythic character who appears in Dante’s Inferno (VI, 52–4) and Boccaccio’s Decameron (Novel VIII, Ninth Day) as a personification of gluttony.

38.– Mattonella was a famous pastry chef from the town of Prato near Florence, noted among other things for his biscottini. These are what are now called biscottini di Prato, but originally they were called, as Rosa calls them, biscottini del Mattonella. Brutti ma boni (literally, ‘ugly but tasty’) is the name of a traditional Italian biscuit.

39.– Dante, Inf., Canto XIV, 116. ‘Lor corso in questa valle si diroccia, fanno Acheronte, Stige e Flegetonta.’

40.– The Porcellino (‘little pig’) is a bronze fountain statue of a boar in the Mercato Nuovo in Florence, whose snout one is supposed to rub for good luck. The current statue in the Mercato is actually a copy of the Baroque original by Pietro Tacca (1577–1640), itself a copy of an Italian marble copy of a Hellenistic marble original. Tacca’s original is now in the Museo Bardini.

41.– Dante, Inf., Canto III, 109, ‘Caron dimonio, con occhi di bragia …’

42.– A semi-legendary Roman youth of the sixth century BC who is said to have thrust his hand into a fire to prove his valour and bravery and willingness to die in battle.

43.– A reference to to the famous ‘amnesty’ granted in June 1946 by popular communist leader and anti-Fascist Palmiro Togliatti (1893–1964) to those guilty of political and common crimes, including conspiracy to commit murder. Togliatti was Minister of ‘Grazia e Giustizia’ (‘Pardons and Justice’) in the post-war government.

44.– Claretta was the name of Mussolini’s mistress, Claretta Petacci.

45.– The SID (Servizio Informazioni Difesa) is a division of the military intelligence apparatus in Italy. Primo Carnera (1906–1967) was a famous Italian boxer who was world heavyweight champion in 1933/34 and known for his tremendous size.

46.– The MSI is the Movimento Sociale Italiano, the neo-Fascist party founded in 1946 by diehard survivors of the puppet Republic of Salò regime and the original Fascist party itself.

47.– The OVRA were the secret police apparatus of the Fascist regime from 1930 to 1943 and of the quisling Salò government from 1943 to 1945.

48.– Also known as the Republican Alpine Redoubt (Ridotto alpino repubblicano), this was a fortified stronghold where the remaining Fascist diehards planned to stage their final defence of the Republic of Salò as the end drew near. A few thousand loyalist soldiers actually did begin to gather there in the winter and spring of 1945, but the whole plan came to naught after Mussolini was captured by partisans on 25 April 1945.

49.– From September 1943 to August 1944, the Villa Triste (‘House of Sadness’) at 67 Via Bolognese in Florence lodged a unit of the German ‘political police’, the SD (Sicherheitsdienst), and a section of the Milizia Volontaria per la Sicurezza Nazionale (the Voluntary Militia for National Security) of the Salò government. This ruthless Italian militia was commonly known as the Carità Gang, after its leader, Mario Carità. The Germans let the Italians use the lower floors of the building, where Carità created his ‘Special Services Unit’, made up in large part of criminals seeking amnesty for their crimes by serving the Nazi occupation government, and other mentally unbalanced individuals. The Villa Triste of Florence was one of several buildings so called in the Italy of the occupation, the others being in Rome, Milan, Trieste, Genoa and elsewhere.

50.– The nuraghi are the archaic conical megaliths of central Sardinia.

51.– Dante, Inf., Canto X, 102. Dante’s original says, ‘We see, like those who have imperfect sight, / the things,’ he said, ‘that distant are from us; / so bright still shines our Supreme Guide.’ In Dante, the word I have translated as ‘Guide’ (intended as God) is duce, thus allowing the exploitation and adaptation of the passage here to Fascist purposes. Indeed, the last line in the original tercet reads: ‘cotanto ancor ne splende il sommo duce’.

52.– Stenterello is a traditional character of the Florentine carnival, clownish and often dressed in unmatching clothes.

53.– The song ‘Ventiquattromila baci’ (‘Twenty-four thousand kisses’) was written by Pietro Vivarelli and Lucio Fulci to music by Andrian Celentano, and was sung first by Celentano, then by various other Italian entertainers. The lyrics translate as follows: ‘With twenty-four thousand kisses / I should know today why love / Now and then wants a thousand kisses / a thousand caresses per hour, per hour / With twenty-four thousand kisses / the hours pass happily / It’s a splendid day because / Every second I’m kissing you. / No wonderful lies … / [sound effects] / passionate words of love / [sound effects] / Only kisses I ask of youuuuuuuuu / you … ou … ou … ou … ou … ou … ou! / With twenty-four thousand kisses / Love is so frenetic.’


 

Shortlisted for the Crime Writers’ Association International Dagger 2013

Death in Sardinia

Marco Vichi
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Florence, 1965. A man is found murdered, a pair of scissors stuck through his throat. Only one thing is known about him – he was a loan shark, who ruined and blackmailed the vulnerable men and women who would come to him for help.

Inspector Bordelli prepares to launch a murder investigation. But the case will be a tough one for him, arousing mixed emotions: the desire for justice conflicting with a deep hostility for the victim. And he is missing his young police sidekick, Piras, who is convalescing at his parents’ home in Sardinia.

But Piras hasn’t been recuperating for long before he too has a mysterious death to deal with …

 

Out now in paperback and ebook
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Death and the Olive Grove

Marco Vichi

[image: Image Missing]

 

April 1964, but spring hasn’t quite sprung. The bad weather seems suited to nothing but bad news. And bad news is coming to the police station.

First, Bordelli’s friend Casimiro, who insists he’s discovered the body of a man in a field above Fiesole. Bordelli races to the scene, but doesn’t find any sign of a corpse.

Only a couple of days later, a little girl is found at Villa Ventaglio. She has been strangled, and there is a horrible bite mark on her belly. Then another little girl is found murdered, with the same macabre signature.

And meanwhile Casimiro has disappeared without a trace.

The investigation marks the start of one of the darkest periods of Bordelli’s life: a nightmare without end, as black as the sky above Florence.

 

Out now in paperback and ebook
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Death in August

Marco Vichi
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Florence, summer 1963. Inspector Bordelli is one of the few policemen left in the deserted city. He spends his days on routine work, and his nights tormented by the heat and mosquitoes.

Suddenly one night, a telephone call gives him a new sense of purpose: the suspected death of a wealthy Signora. Bordelli rushes to her hilltop villa, and picks the locks. The old woman is lying on her bed - apparently killed by an asthma attack, though her medicine has been left untouched.

With the help of his young protégé, the victim’s eccentric brother, and a semi-retired petty thief, the inspector begins a murder investigation. Each suspect has a solid alibi, but there is something that doesn’t quite add up …

 

Out now in paperback and ebook
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and be part of our community of people who
love the very best of books and reading.

‘Whether you want to find out more sbou thi book,
or  parteular autho,watch ralers and inerviews,
have thechance to win carly limited ediions,orsimply

browse our expert readenseection of th very best books,
‘we think you'l find what you'e looking for.

Andifyou dori,thats the place o tellus what's missng.
Welove what we do, and weid loveyou tobe part of it

wwwhodder co.uk
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