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This book is a fictionalized account of the life of the Italian artist Amedeo Modigliani. The title itself traces the evolution of the man through the names by which he was known. "Dedo" was the tender childhood nickname given to him by his family and neighbors in his hometown of Livorno. Later, in the bohemian quarters of Paris, he became known as "Modi"—a name spoken by those who surrounded him in his artistic circle, though many still addressed him formally as Modigliani.

This novel draws from historical sources to trace the arc of Modigliani’s life, from his birth to his untimely death. By using all the names he bore through different chapters of his life, I hoped to capture the many faces—intimate, familiar, and public—that made up the man behind the myth.

As I reflect on the tumultuous and deeply human journey of Modigliani, and on the unwavering devotion of his final love, Jeanne Hébuterne, to whom she gave her heart until the end, I dedicate this book to them both.
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​Chapter 1. The Young Noble of Livorno
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On July 12, 1884, in the sun-drenched port city of Livorno, nestled along the Tuscan coast of Italy, a child was born. That child was Amedeo Modigliani, who one day become one of the most haunting and influential painters in the history of modern art.

Amedeo came into the world as the fourth and youngest child of Flaminio Modigliani and Eugénie Garsin, a family of Sephardic Jewish heritage. Livorno, at the time, was a thriving center of commerce and industry. The clang of steelworks and the rhythm of shipyards filled the air; business boomed, and optimism coursed through the cobbled streets.

Giuseppe, the eldest of Modigliani’s siblings, was born in the year 1873. The following year, in 1874, his sister Margherita came into the world. Umberto, the elder brother, was born a few years later, in 1878. In time, they would each pursue their own remarkable paths—Giuseppe, a political dissident and patriot who stood boldly against fascism; Margherita, a devoted teacher of French; and Umberto, an engineer trained in Belgium.

One afternoon, their mother gathered them in the parlor and posed a simple question:
"What do each of you wish to be when you grow up?"
Giuseppe, already earnest, declared, “I will become a great political leader.”
Margherita replied, “I want to be a teacher.”
Umberto said with conviction, “An engineer.”
And finally, the youngest, little Dedo—as Amedeo was lovingly called by his family—said softly, “I will be a painter.”
Remarkably, each child would go on to fulfill precisely the role they envisioned that day. It was as though destiny had already been whispered into their young hearts.

The Modigliani household was deeply rooted in Jewish tradition, particularly the ancient customs of Moses, which were observed with solemn devotion. Amedeo’s father, Flaminio, a merchant of noble Sephardic descent, was a devout man—practical, proud, and deeply skeptical of his son’s artistic leanings. He had hoped Amedeo would one day inherit and expand the family business.

His mother, Eugénie, however, was of a different spirit. A descendant of scholars from Marseille, she was well-versed in multiple languages and possessed a sharp, discerning intellect. She recognized her youngest son's extraordinary sensibility and saw in him something luminous. In her diary, she once wrote:

“What will become of my son? I must wait and watch, but I suspect... he may be an artist.”

Between the stern realism of his father and the gentle encouragement of his mother, Amedeo’s childhood was marked by quiet tension. Flaminio often chided him:
"Dedo, talent alone will not feed you in this cruel world. Give up your childish dreams and learn the business. That’s the path to security.”
To which the boy would always respond, his eyes unwavering:
"No. I will paint. No matter what.”
Eugénie, ever the mediator, would intervene with patience and conviction.
"Flaminio, try to see from our son’s point of view. Perhaps one day he will stand among the greats. Perhaps... he already belongs to that world."
Indeed, it was from her that he inherited not only his love of art but a profound connection to literature. From an early age, Eugénie introduced him to the classics—poetry, philosophy, and the epics of the West. It broadened his mind and deepened his solitude.

His maternal grandfather, Isaco Garsin, also played a key role, gifting young Amedeo a love for literature—especially the darker strains of it. The works that captivated him most were those steeped in nihilism and existential despair: Nietzsche’s Thus Spoke Zarathustra, and most notably, The Songs of Maldoror by the mysterious Comte de Lautréamont.

That slim, blasphemous book—filled with curses upon man, God, and society—rarely left his pocket. He committed its verses to memory. It fed the part of him that believed pain was necessary for creation, that only through chaos and suffering could true art emerge.

"Yes," he often said to himself, "as my beloved writers believed—real art is born of disorder and defiance. The artist suffers to create the divine.”

He felt a deep kinship with Lautréamont, the pseudonym of Isidore Lucien Ducasse, a reclusive, fevered poet from Uruguay whose short life echoed the isolation Amedeo would come to know in Paris—as an outsider, a Jew, an exile.

Other poets influenced him as well—Baudelaire, with his rotting flowers and decadent visions; D’Annunzio, with his sensual mysticism. Their verses bled into his brushstrokes, transforming his canvases into something symbolic, haunted, and strange.

Perhaps
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