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Characters

MARESCIALLO FRANCO MAGGIO, 42,
single, graying, Chief of the Viserba Carabinieri.

MARESCIALLO FERRO, Maggio’s
deputy, a big man with a big appetite.

LIA, a carabiniere stationed in
Viserba; very smart.

DEGLIACE, another carabiniere
stationed in Viserba; matter-of-fact and efficient.

ELVIO MARECCHIA, an honest
farmer, recently divorced from a faithless wife.

MARY JANE HUTCHINSON, 24,
blonde and beautiful.

KATE HUTCHINSON, her
sister.

CIRO CARCIANTE, 35, Neapolitan
fixer and small-time drug dealer, works the Rimini clubs.

PASQUALE CAMMARATA, fraudster
and pusher.

ASCLEPIO POSITANO, the
Prosecutor.

CAPTAIN SALTAFOSSO, Commander
of the Rimini Carabinieri headquartered at Destra del Porto.

MARESCIALLI RANUCCI and
PASCHETTA, a symbiotic detective team from Destra del Porto.

GENERAL CANTAMESSA, Commander
of the Emilia Romagna Legion of the Carabinieri.

MARESCIALLO PIERVITTI, a
colleague of Maggio’s in Bologna.

MARESCIALLO ZITIELLO, a
colleague of Maggio’s in Naples.

NATALE, an old gangster
resident in Rimini.

THE GYPSY GANG:

BRUNO, the boss.

TESLA, his woman.

TANO, the oldest.

YURI, the son.

JAKI, the youngest.

SELMA PARI, chief editor of
Romagna Oggi, a local newspaper.

VISERBA, formerly a village to
the north of Rimini, now absorbed into the urban area, bordered to
the west by lush countryside, to the south by the Marecchia River,
to the north by Via Tolemaide. Intensive holiday-making east of the
railroad, farming west of the SS16 highway, small-scale industry
between the railroad and the highway. Reworked geographically and
emotionally, the streets and the atmosphere are part real and part
imaginary, the period part contemporary and part retro.

DESTRA DEL PORTO, headquarters
of the Rimini Carabinieri.

PARADISO, the imaginary club
where a crucial part of the story is set, located between Via
Tolemaide and Via Emilia.

VIA TOLEMAIDE, links the road
along the seafront to the Rimini Nord toll booth on the A14
freeway.

VIA EMILIA, runs from Rimini to
Bologna: the southern part.

VIA ORSOLETO, the Broadway of
the Viserba countryside; very long, it winds through the farming
district.

***

Some of the characters
presented here are the protagonists of the crime mystery novel
"Double Murder For Maresciallo Maggio" and don't appear in the
following stories.



Introduction

The collection contains the
first three episodes of Maresciallo Maggio, in chronological
order.

These short stories were
written over a two-year period, obeying the strict canons
stipulated for writing competitions. They show the evolution of
both the character and the narrative structure, which is one reason
why I wanted to republish them without any substantial changes.

The first
episode, The Tell Tale
Phone, marks the character’s debut and,
from my point of view, he immediately appears the way I had
imagined him. I wanted a real person, not a cliché, much less a
propaganda figure: someone capable of approaching issues large and
small with the same method, as critical of himself as he is of
others.

Atypical
characters are common now in Italian fiction, so atypical their
anomalies have become the norm, homogenizing instead of
differentiating them, sometimes to the point of banality. The
panorama offers an abundance of Police Chiefs, deputy Police Chiefs
and deputy commissioners, right down to the ordinary policeman,
whereas the figure of the Maresciallo in the popular imagination is
relegated to a bravura turn for the actor or a mere
caricature.

My old friend Maggio came to
life outside the clichés and the elegies. He is critical, but
doesn’t despise any aspect of what he does, familiar with the evils
of the world and more of a spectator than a protagonist; in a word,
he is aware.

I wanted this to show through,
confiding in the understanding of the public and trusting that any
qualities I may have as a narrator will be honed by experience.

Francesco Zampa


 The Tell Tale Phone

Maresciallo
Maggio was seated at his desk, staring silently at the phone, which
was also silent. It was almost eight o'clock in the evening. He
waited a few minutes, then got up, still looking at the phone, and
headed towards the exit, switched off the lights, opened the door
and stepped outside, closing it behind him. The moment he inserted
the key and turned it, the phone started ringing. He checked his
watch - three minutes past eight, hesitated for a second, then
reopened the door and went back inside. It might be important, he
thought, as he went to respond. He took the call directly from the
guard’s desk.

«Carabinieri Viserba,» he said,
in a calm, firm voice.

«Good evening, sir, I was looking
for the Maresciallo... is he in?»

The tone was
subdued, almost a whisper, and hesitant, tentative.

The Maresciallo, thought Maggio. Even
though he knew by now that people in small towns always ask for the
maresciallo, he couldn’t help noting it every time.

«Speaking, sir. What can I do for
you?»

«Maresciallo! It’s you! This is
Icio from the Gabbiano (*the
Seagull) Beach Club. Do you remember me?
Last year, my cousin’s girlfriend... «and he launched into a series
of details and circumstances and relationships to identify himself.
This was also normal.

«Listen,
Maresciallo,» the man continued, his voice still low, but the tone
now more serious, «Maresciallo, there’s a guy poking around inside
a car in front of the beach club, in the car park... I mean,
there’s broken glass on the asphalt, Maresciallo... there’s not a
lot of light, but I’m quite close. He hasn’t noticed
me.»

«Stay where
you are and don’t let him see you. I'll be right over.» Now he knew
who it was. The Gabbiano, Icio, thin, fortyish, tanned obviously,
very moderately hard-working, a lifeguard forever, a born and
bred Romagnolo
(*Inhabitant of
Emilia-Romagna), always chasing women. Maggio hung up, found the keys of
the official car, and rushed out.

He realized
he wasn’t carrying his gun, but he knew (and in part hoped) that it
was rarely needed. Anyway, there was no time now. The Gabbiano was
fairly close, about 10 minutes away. There wasn’t much traffic at
that hour, but it wasn’t advisable to go too fast along the
seafront road. The season hadn’t started yet, but there were people
around. He recognized in the distance the big familiar silhouette
of Ferro, his invaluable deputy, strolling along with headphones
over his ears. Maggio slowed down, stopped beside him and lowered
the passenger window.

«Get in,» he said, «I'll explain
on the way.» Ferro was already getting in. Even with his headphones
on, he’d realised that something urgent was up as soon as the car
pulled over. It wasn’t unusual. Once he was seated, he put the
radio headset into the glove box. They set off again immediately.
On the way, Maggio summarised
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