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For Tiziana



Special thanks go to Bruno Pari, ‘er piit de li macellari’, for his lessons in
‘romanita’, and to P. G. Di Cara for the quote from Bernardo Provenzano

and his review of the dialogue in Sicilian dialect.



The restriction of bloodshed to a minimum, its rationalization,

is a business principle.

Bertolt Brecht, Notes to the Threepenny Opera



I urge you always to be calm and righteous, fair and consistent,
may you successfully benefit from your experience of the experi-
ences you suffer, do not discredit all that they tell you, always seek
the truth before speaking, and remember that it is never enough
to have one piece of evidence in order to undertake a decision. In
order to be certain in a decision, you must have three pieces of
evidence, and fairness and consistency. May the Lord bless you
and protect you.

Bernardo Provenzano, July 1994
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Genesis
197778

DANDI WAS BORN where Rome still belongs to Romans: in the apart-
ment blocks of Tor di Nona.

When he was twelve, they'd deported him to Infernetto. Written on
the eviction order, signed by the mayor, were the words: ‘Reconstruction
of decrepit buildings in the historic section of central Rome’ That recon-
struction had been dragging on for a lifetime now, but Dandi never tired
of saying that, one day, sooner or later, he’d move back to the centre of
Rome. As a boss. And everyone would bow to him as he went by.

But for now he was living with his wife in a two-room flat with a view
of the huge gasometers, the Gazometro.

Libano walked there from Testaccio. It wasn'’t far, but August perspir-
ation was pasting his black shirt to his virile, hairy chest. As he walked,
he felt a growing fury at the little delinquent.

Dandi opened the door with a bewildered expression on his face. He
was dressed in a red polka-dot dressing gown. He'd once chanced to read
a few pages from a book about Beau Brummel. Ever since, he’d been a
sharp dresser. And that’s why he was known as Dandi.

‘I need the motorcycle!

‘Quiet. Gina’s sleeping. What’s up?’

“They stole my Mini’

‘So?

“The duffel bag was inside’

‘Let’s go!

The hot scirocco wind was actually agreeable, as they rode out on the

7



Kawasaki. They hurtled down the road, until they reached the Magliana
water-pumping station. There they parked the bike in front of a badly
rusted iron security shutter and set off on foot into the big meadow. The
hut stood between an abandoned wreck of a building and a warehouse
full of junk. The door was bolted shut; it was dark inside.

‘He’s not back yet, decided Libano.

‘“Who is it?

‘Some idiot. The nephew of Franco, the barkeep!

Dandi nodded. They sat down on an old hollow tree stump. Dandi
pulled out a joint. Libano sucked down a couple of puffs and passed it back
to him. This was no time to get wasted. For a while, they sat in silence.
Dandi closed his eyes and savoured the relaxed pleasure of the hash.

“We're wasting time, said Libano.

‘Sooner or later the motherfucker has to come back home!

“That’s not what I'm talking about. I mean, in general: we’re wasting
time!

Dandi opened his eyes. His partner was restless.

Libano was short, dark and bluff, and his nickname — Lebanon — was
a tribute to his Levantine appearance. He was born in San Cosimato, in
the heart of Trastevere, but his people were from Calabria. They’d known
each other all their lives. They'd run a gang of kids when they were small,
and now they were an enforcement squad.

‘T'm thinking about the baron, Dandi’

“We've talked about this a hundred times, Libano. The time isn’t right.
There’s too few of us. And it belongs to Terribile. There’s no way he'd
okay it!

“That’s exactly it, Dandi. I'm sick of asking permission. Let’s just do it!

“You may be right. But we're still outnumbered’

‘For now... That’s true for now, Libano ended the discussion
thoughtfully.

A fat yellow moon had taken possession of the horizon.

Libano was right. They needed to think about setting up operations
on their own. But a squad made up of four youngsters didn’t have much
of a future. Organization. How many times had they talked about it? But
how to get started? And who with?

A dog started barking.



“You hear that?’

Footsteps on the asphalt. Whoever this was, he wasn’t trying to hide.
They both crept over to a pile of truck tyres. The young punk, skinny and
misshapen, lurched along as he walked. When he was within range, they
nodded in agreement and moved fast.

Libano grabbed him from behind, pinning him so he was helpless.
Dandi kicked him hard in the stomach. The punk whimpered and
slumped to the ground. Libano plunged the punk’s face into the dry
earth, pulled out his revolver, and planted the muzzle at the base of his
neck.

“You know who I am, you idiot?’

The punk nodded furiously. Libano pulled his gun away.

‘Get up!

The punk got to his knees.

‘He stinks like a goat, said Dandi in disgust.

‘That’s the smack. He’s wasted. Get up, I said’

The young punk struggled to get to his feet, flailing. Libano smiled.

‘I promised your uncle I would take it easy on you, but don’t test my
patience. Answer yes or no, don't say anything else’

The punk stared at him, dazed and confused. His face was covered
with red sores. Dandi kicked him once in the jaw.

‘Yes or no?’

“Yes!

‘Good, Libano continued. “You stole the Mini in Testaccio, right?’

‘Yes!

‘Did you look in the boot?’

‘No!

‘Are you sure?’

‘Yes!

‘Lucky for you. Where’s the car now?’

‘I don’t have it anymore...

Dandi limited himself to a sharp smack to the nape of the neck. The
punk started whimpering. Libano sighed.

‘Did you sell it?

“Yes!

‘To who?’



The punk fell to his knees again. He couldn’t say. Those people were
dangerous. They’d kill him.

‘Bad situation, eh, kid?’ said Libano. ‘If you talk, they’ll shoot you. And
if you don’t talk, we’ll shoot you...

‘Libano, once I saw a Western—’ began Dandi.

“What'’s that got to do with this?’

“You'll see, you'll see. There was a horse that had been injured, poor
thing, it was on its last legs...and the owner didn’t know what to do...Poor
animal, he looks up at his master with these big pitiful eyes... Why do I
have to go on suffering, it was saying...

‘Aaahh! Now I get you! So finally he puts the horse out of its misery,
right? Bam!

‘Exactly! said Dandi.

‘But...but, Dandj, look, there’s something I don’t understand!

“Then ask me, Libano!

“The horse in the film, you said it was injured...And this kid, from
what I can see, he’s perfectly healthy...

Dandi shot the punk in the knee. The punk grabbed his leg and started
screaming.

“Take another look, Libano!

‘You're right, Dandi. He’s hurt badly! He’s in terrible pain! What do
you say, should we help him out? Put him out of his misery?’

The punk talked.

II

Now FREDDO — ITALIAN for ‘cold; a reference to his icy composure —
had the Mini. Libano knew nothing about him, but Dandi had crossed
paths with him once or twice. He was a serious operator, not much of
a talker, and he had a certain amount of experience with post offices.
He'd been arrested once for extorting money from a chef, but he'd been
acquitted after the victim retracted his testimony. A trustworthy indi-
vidual, in other words.

Still, they had their guns at the ready when they kicked in the door of
the abandoned warehouse behind the restaurant Il Fungo.
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Libano found the light switch. Aside from a strong smell of petrol,
there was only the bodywork of a stripped Fiat 850 and, behind a
plate-glass window that had seen better days, what looked like a small
accountant’s office.

They stared at one another in dismay. It had seemed at the time that
the punk was telling the truth, but you can never be sure about that kind
of thing. Libano was starting to regret the partial mercy he had shown,
when they heard a noise behind them.

They turned around slowly. There were four of them. They must have
waited for them in the street, concealed somewhere, perhaps inside a
car. Libano scanned them rapidly: two short men, dressed in gym
shorts and T-shirts, both with the same brutish face, like a pair of badly
formed twins; then a bearded man built like a wrestler, with one eye
looking towards India, the other looking at America; and in the middle,
the youngest of the group — dark, curly hair, skinny as a rail. Freddo.
Practically a child. A penetrating glare. Focused, determined.

Meanwhile, Dandi studied the arsenal: three semi-automatics — and
Freddo was holding a long-barrelled revolver. A Colt, .38 calibre. A hand-
some beast: reliable, traditional.

‘How’s it going, Freddo? asked Libano.

“We were expecting you!

A tight situation. Clearly not a good one. The other guys were feeling
relaxed and in control. If not, they’'d have opened fire immediately.
Freddo seemed perfectly capable of controlling his men. Libano decided
it was no accident that he’d picked up that moniker, and flashed him a
vaguely friendly smile. Freddo barely moved his head, and the cross-eyed
guy strolled away unhurriedly towards the office, careful not to wander
into the line of fire. A minute later, a boxer’s equipment bag was tossed
to the floor at Libano’s feet. The duffel bag in question.

‘Open it up and take a look. It’s all there. Four Berettas, two Tan-
foglios, the clips and the ammunition, said Freddo.

‘I trust you, Freddo. I've heard a lot about you!

“You must be Libano. It’s too late for the Mini, though. Sorry about
that’

He said it with an odd sneer. That must be what passes for a smile
with him.
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‘No big thing. It was insured’

What tension was still in the air subsided in a collective burst of
laughter. Everyone lowered their weapons. Dandi suggested going for a
drink at the Re di Picche, a bar named after the King of Spades. Libano
asked to use the phone, if there was one. The cross-eyed wrestler escorted
him into the office. From there, he called Franco the bartender and told
him where he could go get his nephew.

‘He’s still all in one piece, relax. He might walk with a limp now, but
he got off easy!

Freddo introduced the Buffoni brothers and Fierolocchio, the cross-
eyed guy. The gambling den, the Re di Picche, was winding down for the
night, aside from the bartender in a bow tie and a couple of wrecked-
looking whores with bags under their eyes. They ordered a bottle of
champagne and a deck of cards, and killed a few more hours playing
a listless game of zecchinetta. There was something in the air, some-
thing that was bound to come out sooner or later. They just didn't know
where to begin. Dandi and the Buffoni boys were ready to call it quits
by the time the sun came up. Fierolocchio had fallen asleep, his head on
the card table. Freddo offered to give Libano a ride to Trastevere. They
climbed into his VW Golf hatchback, and Libano tested the ice.

“This Re di Picche strikes me as a real shithole’

‘You can say that again’

“Who owns the place?

‘Officially it belongs to some woman named Rosa, a geriatric whore.
But the real owner is Terribile...

‘Terribile this, Terribile that...I'm getting sick of tripping over this
fucking Terribile every time I turn around. Senile old fuck without an
ounce of brains in his head. If he had people like us working for him, we
could turn a dive like this into a goldmine..’

Freddo said nothing, apparently concentrating on his driving. But
there was a gleam in his eye. Libano decided to double down.

‘Just think, Freddo: a few poker tables, a dealer, a nice fat ante, high
table stakes, but strictly for a select clientele. A cosy little spot. Some
girls — the right kind of girls, not those worn-out hookers. A barman who
knows how to pour... What could you pull in with a place like that, eh?
Think about it. How much a month? How much a week?’
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‘A lot of cash. But you'd need at least that much just to get started’

‘Anything’s possible. All you need is to find the right people’

Freddo slammed on the brakes at the corner of Viale Trastevere
and Via di San Francesco a Ripa and glared at him in his angry, inscrut-
able way.

“What do you have in mind?’

‘A kidnapping’

“Who?’

‘Baron Rosellini. The one who runs horses’

‘Why him?’

‘He’s methodical. Sticks to a routine, follows a schedule. Piece of
cake’

‘Kidnappings are never a piece of cake. How many men do you think?’

‘Twenty or so...Maybe we could pull it off with fifteen’

‘T've got the guys you saw. How many of you are there?’

‘Aside from me and Dandji, Satana and Scrocchiazeppi’

‘Four and four makes eight. Less than half’

“You don’t think we can come up with the rest?’

‘Give me two weeks!

Libano slumped back against the car seat, refreshed. Now, finally, this
was starting to look like living.

I11

KiDNAPPING THE BARON had been child’s play. Just as he'd expected.
Libano reserved the right to wait until the kidnapping had taken place to
announce the identity of the phone contact. There had been some grum-
bling, but Freddo had made his authority felt. The alliance was starting
to hum. They were going to go far — very, very far. Together. As for the
phone contact, Libano had an idea all of his own. Something that had a
lot to do with loyalty, fear and domination over weaker vessels. As soon
as he got home, he called Franco the barkeep and told him to send the
punk around.

He showed up not half an hour later, his eyes still puffy with sleep.
He was limping on his wounded leg, but at least he’d taken a shower, and
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he didn’t stink the way he did before. Libano invited him to take a seat
in one of the armchairs draped in black fabric. The punk hesitated, his
curiosity piqued by the bust on the side table, a purchase from the Porta
Portese market.

“Who's that?’

‘Mussolini’

‘“Who'’s he?’

‘A great man. Sit down’

The punk did as he was told. A savage fear glittered in his eyes.

‘How’s your leg?

‘So-so. I'm doing physiotherapy...

‘Still shooting up?

Tm clean, I swear’

‘My arse. You want some work?’

“What kind of work?’

“You want it? Yes or no’

The boy trembled from head to foot. Libano struggled to suppress a
smile.

“What’s your name?’

‘Lorenzo.

“You look like a mouse, all hunched over and tight. A sorcio, a little
scrabbly mouse, definitely... Well: yes or no?’

“Yes!

‘Correct answer. You just joined up, Sorcio. Now off you go to
Florence, and until I say you can, no more needles. As for the job, I need

you to make a few phone calls’

Freddo got home at dawn, too. Gigio was waiting for him outside the
front door, shivering with cold.

“What are you doing out here?’

‘T'm not setting foot in that place again’

‘Did Papa beat you up again?’

Gigio shook his head no.

‘So, what happened?’

‘T've had it! School’s a disaster, and I never have enough money. Why

don’t you let me come work for you? I'm begging you...
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Gigio was six years younger than him. Polio had done a number
on his leg, and his brain had never been anything to write home about
either. Freddo felt a strange fondness for that unlucky younger brother
of his. A different life, why not? There’s no law that says you can’t change
your fate, is there? In one of his rare moments of fantasy, he'd dreamed
of Gigio becoming a doctor. He reached into his pocket and handed the
boy a hundred-thousand lire note.

‘Now go home, change clothes, and go to school. Or I swear I'll break
your nose and your jaw. Understood?’

Gigio hunched his shoulders and tucked his head in. He'd do as he
was told, like always. And he'd stay out of all this mess, like always.

Once he was alone, Freddo flopped down onto the bed, without even
taking off his boots.

v

JUDICIAL REPORT ON THE KIDNAPPING FOR PURPOSES OF
EXTORTION OF BARON VALDEMARO ROSELLINI
by Commissario Nicola Scialoja

From the investigations conducted concerning the crime in question
the following facts have emerged:

BARON ROSELLIN]I, at the time of the kidnapping, was driving
his own vehicle, a camel-brown Mercedes turbo diesel. The kidnap-
ping took place near La Storta, on the Via del Casale di San Nicola.
The victim’s car was forced to brake to a halt at a sharp angle in the
middle of the road by two other vehicles. According to the eyewit-
ness account of Oscar Marussi, who was at the wheel of his own
car, a FIAT 131, and was right behind the victim, the other cars were
a CITROEN DS 21 and a light blue ALFETTA 1750. Marussi also
reported that the two vehicles sped up next to the baron’s Mercedes,
forcing it to a stop, whereupon four men got out of the ALFETTA,
seized the baron, and dragged him over to the CITROEN, shoving
him into the vehicle. The CITROEN took off immediately, heading

towards Rome, while the remaining four criminals, after threatening
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Marussi, drove off as well, three of them aboard the ALFETTA, the
fourth taking possession of the baron’s Mercedes. That car was found
the following day on the Via Cristoforo Colombo, at number 459.

Telephone contacts with the victim’s family were made from
areas outside the district (geographic regions other than Lazio) in
order to thwart the tracing equipment installed by the SIP phone
company.

All the same, from the tape recordings made by the personnel
operating on the incoming equipment in the home of the victim,
it emerged that the phone contact, always the same person, can be
identified as a male, presumably no older than twenty-five to twenty-
eight, and without any distinctive regional accent, or at least tending
to simulate a variety of regional accents.

The family received five (5) written communications demanding a
payment of ransom. They were composed in a technique involving a
collage of various letters cut out of the most widely circulated Roman
daily newspapers (Il Messaggero and Paese Sera and, on one occa-
sion, 1l Secolo d'Italia, an extreme right-wing publication).

The phone calls demanded an initial ransom of ten billion lire,
then dropped to seven, and finally settled on three billion lire.
According to statements by the family of Baron Rosellini, it would
appear that this last sum was the amount actually paid.

The first message was left on 29 December 1977 near Piazza
Cavour, and contained three Polaroid photographs depicting the
victim of the kidnapping holding a copy of I/ Messaggero.

On 2 January 1978, at 1600 hours, an appointment was made at
the Bar Cubana, where the victim’s son, ALESSANDRO, waited in
vain for a phone call that appears to have been made only after he
left the premises. That same day, another appointment, at the Bar
Georgia, was likewise unsuccessful.

On 11 February a message was reported to have been left by the
kidnappers in a trash receptacle on the Lungotevere di Pietra Papa,
but without results.

On 15 February, ALESSANDRO ROSELLINI was summoned to
the Termini train station, to retrieve a message left in an automatic

photo booth. The message, composed with the usual technique of
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letters cut from newspapers, ordered him to travel to Torvajanica.
Upon arriving in this location, the young man found a second
message, which set another meeting at the diner at the Pontecorvo
service station on the Autostrada del Sole. No one came to that
meeting, either.

The telephone contact criticized Rosellini, saying that he had
been followed by three police teams.

On 23 February, another appointment was made at the restaurant
II Fungo at EUR, but again, no one showed up.

The same thing happened on 27 February in Piancastagnaio, near
Siena.

On 2 March, on the Via Cassia, near the exit for Monterosi di
Viterbo, the ransom was finally paid. The witness — who in that
setting, by express order of the judicial authority with appropriate
jurisdiction, was not being followed — reported that, on the orders
of three individuals with their faces concealed who were seated in
a parked FIAT van with a Viterbo (VT) registration plate, he had
thrown out the bag containing the money.

The cash from the ransom was traced to various locations around
Italy, but no successful investigative leads were developed as a result.

There is no need to point out that the failure of the hostage to
return home, even after the full payment of the ransom, clearly indi-

cates that this crime culminated in the most tragic of outcomes.

v

THE PROBLEM ORIGINATED with the Catanians from Casal del Marmo.
What happened was the baron caught a glimpse of the face of one of his
captors. He therefore had to be eliminated. Even if they’d had the chance
— and they didn’t, they'd only been informed after it was all said and
done — neither Libano nor Freddo would have lifted a finger to save the
baron. For that matter, it was a lot less risky without live witnesses. But
after giving Feccia — whose name roughly meant Filth — his share of the
take, they decided to put an end to their dealings with those dilettantes.
Bufalo, a young man from Acilia who was built like a refrigerator and
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had procured the chloroform and the Alfetta 1750, suggested wiping out
the whole gang. But their giddy euphoria at successfully receiving the
ransom won out: after paying those idiots from Casal del Marmo their
share of the ransom, they still had two and a half billion to divvy up —
according to the shares assigned during the planning phase. Two and a
half billion to split ten ways.

Libano had summoned them all to the apartment at San Cosimato.
Everyone was there. Along with Dandi, there was Botola, a short,
thickset guy from the Piramide district, skilled with a pistol; Satana,
something of a nut, but a good guy in a fight, with a light dusting of red
hair on his head and dressed in a black jumpsuit that Diabolik would
have been proud to wear; Scrocchiazeppi...In other words, the gang
was all there, with the exception of Sorcio. Libano was suspending judg-
ment on him for the moment: he'd clearly been high when he made a
couple of the phone calls, and had come dangerously close to screwing
up the whole operation. All things considered, though, he hadn’t done
too badly. In any case, he'd pay for his screw-ups by forfeiting his share of
the loot.

Right, the money. He had never seen that much money in one place,
not even in a film. Still, the thing that he found most compelling was
watching the reactions of the others. The Buffoni twins, for instance:
Aldo - or Carlo, it was so hard to tell them apart — were trying to make
themselves a hat with the notes. And Carlo — or Aldo — explained:

‘Fuck that arsehole of a father of mine, who wanted to send us to work
for a boss!

Bufalo had bought a vial of cocaine on credit, and he was sitting there
in a stunned daze looking at the plunder, his nose all floury, every once in
a while slipping into a sort of death-grin sigh (heh! hee! heh heh!). Dandi
was leafing through a Ferragamo catalogue and a brochure from an art
exhibition. Fierolocchio had pulled out of his pocket a crumpled piece
of scrap paper covered with phone numbers.

“The finest pussy in Rome!

Beers and joints were being passed from hand to hand, and under-
standably everyone was thinking about the fastest, stupidest way to run
through their share of the take from the kidnapping. Almost everyone.
Freddo was standing off to one side. He was looking out the window: a
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grey dawn rising over the marketplace, a dense, chilly drizzle that pene-
trated into your bones.

‘Time to divvy the take?’ Libano suggested.

Bufalo had emerged from his drug-induced coma. ‘All right then: five
hundred million lire went to the shitheads. So amen, we’re done with
them. We have two and a half billion left over. That’s four hundred million
apiece for Libano and Freddo. That’s a fair share; after all, they came up
with the idea, right? That leaves one billion seven hundred. There’s eight
of us, meaning two hundred million apiece. And the hundred million
left over we can go shoot at the various floating card games. What do
you say to that, huh?’

What need was there even to answer? They all threw themselves onto
the plunder, even Scrocchiazeppi, skinny as he was — if you so much as
bumped him with your shoulder there'd be nothing left of him. Only
Libano and Freddo held back from the scrum: one of them with a hand
resting on Il Duce’s oversized bald head and the other leaning against the
window, a cigarette butt clamped between his teeth.

Libano decided to play his ace card.

‘Hold on, comrades!

‘Now what the hell does he want?” They all turned to stare at him, the
way you would a lunatic wandering down the street. Bufalo even had his
hand on the holster under his armpit. Suspicious, all of them smelling a
trap. Libano sat there in his armchair, arms spread wide in a reassuring
gesture. Freddo observed the situation with his usual intense focus.

‘Here’s what I'm thinking: now here we have two and a half billion lire.
Which is quite a different matter from me having four hundred million,
and you having two hundred, plus the hundred for the gambling dens...

“What the fuck are you talking about?’ Fierolocchio objected.

‘Shut up, Freddo broke in. ‘Go on, Libano!

“You, Dandji, I'll start with you because we've been friends all our
lives...Now, the first thing you're going to do is update your wardrobe,
because you're Dandi, and if not, what kind of a Dandi would you be,
right?’

‘To tell the truth, the Kawasaki’s looking a little beat up too...

Scattered laughter. Bufalo’s hand fell away from the holster. Libano
had a chance to catch his breath.
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‘And you, Scrocchiazeppi...I dropped by Bandiera & Bedetti this
morning: I've got my eye on a couple of Rolexes that'd make your
eyes pop out of your head...Fierolocchio, for you...pussy, cocaine and
champagne?’

‘Sure, it’s the finest life has to offer, right?’

More laughter. Libano was starting to get worked up. Even Bufalo was
beginning to show a glimmer of interest.

‘“What I'm trying to say is: we all have things we want, certain
ambitions...

‘We deserve what's fair; we want what we’ve got coming to us!” Satana
raised his voice.

Heads nodded.

Libano stated his agreement. “What we’ve got coming to us is just one
thing: the best there is’

‘Then what are we waiting for? Let’s divvy the take!

Satana would be the hardest one to win over, Libano could tell. For
now, he spoke to him alone, staring into his small, delirious eyes.

‘So we split the take today. And tomorrow or the next day, before you
know it, we’re back where we started. Cars get old, coke gets snorted,
pussy dries out from a shortage of liquidity — and when I say liquidity,
Fierolo, I mean cash. But what if we didn’t divvy up the two billion five?
What if we kept it all united? What if we all stayed united? Do you
have any idea what we could achieve? Instead of owning just a little, we
could own more — a lot more. And the more we have, the more we can
get...You remember the priest, Satana? To those who have much, much
will be given... That’s what we ought to do: take less today so we can have
everything tomorrow!

“Wait a second, let me get this straight... ventured Bufalo, definitely
intrigued.

Libano smiled at him, but his eyes sought out Freddo. But who could
say where Freddo was, lost in thought, standing there stiff, motionless,
his eyes a pair of narrow slits.

‘Bufalo, here’s how I see it: let’s stay a team. We'll take what little
money we need for petty expenses...let’s say fifty million lire apiece..’

‘Same for you?’ Bufalo’s jaw dropped.

‘Same for me. Even split all around!
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‘All around, same for everyone?’ Satana asked, a mocking note in his
voice, with a baffled glance in Freddo’s direction. Freddo was the other
lion in the pride. It was up to him to issue a verdict. But Freddo didn’t
move a muscle, his eyes roaming restlessly from the bust to the ugly
framed mirror with the figurine of the Madonna under a glass bell, to the
armchairs draped in black, to the stereo fenced in Via Sannio.

‘Fifty million lire times ten — that is, if we’re all in on this — means two
billion lire left over, Scrocchiazeppi pointed out.

‘Two billion lire is a nice, solid foundation, Libano persisted. ‘Were
going to need guns and a safe place to keep them. Let’s say that we could
invest a billion and a half, maybe a billion eight, for our little shared
enterprise...

‘So just what is this enterprise?’

“You still don’t get it, Satana? I want the same thing the rest of you
want!

“What'’s that?’

‘Rome!

‘Ba-boom! Mussolini has spoken! How the fuck do you think you're
going to take over Rome?’

‘By asking politely, and if that doesn’t work, we’ll just have to turn
nasty, you stupid shit. We'll use drugs. We'll use gambling...

Then all hell broke loose. Everyone wanted to have their say: words,
threats, outlandish gestures. Libano got slowly to his feet and went over
to stand next to Freddo. They exchanged an intense glance. A silence ran
between them that isolated them from the rest of those present. Freddo
extracted a revolver from his pocket and slammed it down hard on the
side table.

‘Shut up for a second’

He hadn’t even needed to raise his voice.

‘Libano has a point. If we split the money up, then it’s no good to
anyone. If we split up, we’re no good to each other. Victory comes from
unity. You've convinced me, Libano. An even split for everyone, and the
rest goes into a general fund. Maybe we put something aside for urgent
cases — say one of us winds up in jail, or has family problems...

‘That’s only reasonable, said Libano. “When times are lean, we can
finance our operation with this...let’s call it a strategic reserve. A couple
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of hundred thousand lire a month will come out of it anyway’

‘I'm with you, said Dandi. The Kawasaki could wait; the historic heart
of Rome, on the other hand...

‘Comrade, this is a great idea, snarled Bufalo, and went over and
planted a resounding smack on Libano’s back. ‘Money, after all, is only
good for one thing, and that’s to avoid problems. How can you compare
it to the street?’

Fierolocchio said yes: he could still afford a couple of weeks of wall-
to-wall sex, even if all he had was fifty million lire.

Scrocchiazeppi said yes: he'd find some other way of getting hold of
the Rolex. The usual way.

Botola said yes: he lived alone with his mama and he'd promised her
a washing machine, a dishwasher and a brand-new colour TV.

Aldo and Carlo said yes: Freddo’s word was law, as far as they were
concerned.

When his turn came, Satana stopped to count the two hundred
million lire, with a provocative manner.

‘I'm getting the impression you're not on-board, Libano challenged
him.

T'm getting the impression you've had a massive stroke’

‘Hey, Satana, Dandi waded in, ‘it’s not our fault if the last strokes you
remember involved the parish priest!

Cruel laughter. And a vicious glare from Satana.

‘First: we're talking about gambling. And everyone knows that
Terribile controls the gambling around here...

‘“We'll talk to him, Fierolocchio suggested, in a conciliatory tone of
voice.

‘So what if he tells us to go fuck ourselves?’

“We'll shoot him’ Bufalo liquidated the problem seraphically.

‘“We'll shoot Terribile? Exactly who here is going to shoot Terribile?
You?

‘Sure, I'll shoot him. And if you don'’t like it, I'll shoot you too, you
piece of shit!

Bufalo was scowling. And Satana already had his hand in his pocket.
Libano tried to calm the waters. The only thing missing now was a knife
fight out in the street with the money out for all to see. ‘Hold on, hold on.
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So Satana’s not in on it? Fine, we’ll do it without him. Satana, you take
your share and go where you like. We can still be friends’

But Satana wouldn’t drop the subject.

‘Second; he resumed, ignoring the suggestion, ‘we’re talking about
drugs. That’s the Neapolitans’ territory; they control that market. Now
what are you going to do, Bufalo — shoot the Neapolitans, too?’

“You're wrong there, Satana, Dandi broke in. Puma’s been importing
shit from China for years and no one ever said a word to him...

“What are you wasting your time on this animal for?” Bufalo muttered.

Satana didn’t hear him, or pretended he hadn’t heard him. Now he
had it in for Dandi.

‘Puma kicks back a share to the Calabrians. Or didn’t you know that?’

“We're not going to kick back a penny to anyone, Libano said very
clearly. ‘If anything, we can make deals between equals...

‘Aw, you want to take over Rome, Libano, but no one’s ever going
to take over this city. Anyway, what do you know about it? You're half
African...

All eyes darted from Satana to Libano. Libano sighed. Would he and
Freddo ever manage to get these boys’ feral nature under control? These
people could flare up over nothing, and what you needed to get ahead
in this world was a cold, clear mind. Satana was mocking him provoca-
tively. If Libano failed to pay him back for his insult, he’d lose the respect
of the others. He flashed a faint smile, shook his head, and let fly with a
straight-armed slap that left a bright red mark on Satana’s cheek.

Tl kill you, you bastard!

There was bound to be a reaction, but Satana had been lightning fast,
catching him off guard. Knocked off balance by a hip thrust worthy of
the viper that he was, Libano found himself with a pistol jammed against
his throat. Luckily, Freddo was on guard: a sharp knee to the kidneys
and Satana sprawled out like an empty sack. Bufalo had grabbed the
handgun, which slid out of Satana’s grasp as he fell.

‘Now let’s have a little fun with him!

But Freddo grabbed the gun out of his hands and helped Satana back
to his feet.

‘Now take your money and get lost, and just thank your lucky stars
that we're in such a good mood...
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Satana nodded, glowering. Before folding his tent and stealing
away, he took a look around the entire panorama of the newly founded
organization.

‘These two arseholes have set you up. You'll figure it out, sooner or
later!

The minute he walked out the door, Bufalo took off after him. Libano
stood in his way.

“Where do you think you're going?’

‘To deck that miserable turncoat, no?’

‘You're not going to deck anybody at all, Bufalo’ Freddo’s tone of voice
made it clear that the point wasn’t open for discussion.

“We're an association now, comrade, Dandi explained. “We make all
our decisions together and nobody’s an independent operator anymore’

Bufalo nodded in agreement.
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