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We were right on time Sunshine Tours informed its passengers
on the printed itinerary that their coach was due at the Hotel
Splendido, Rome, at approximately 1800 hours Glancing at my
watch, I saw that it wanted three minutes to the hour.

“You owe me five hundred lire,” I said to Beppo

The driver grinned ‘We’'ll see about that in Naples,” he said.
‘In Naples I shall present you with a bill for more than two
thousand hire.” -

Our bets were continuous throughout the tour We each kept
a book, checked the kilometres against the time, and then
settled up when either of us felt like paying. The latter generally
fell to me, no matter who had come out on top with the betting
As courier, I received the larger tips _ )

I turned round, smiling, to my load of merchandise ‘Wel-
come to Rome, ladies and gentlemen,’ I said, ‘the city of popes,
emperors, and Christians thrown to the lions, not to mention
movie stars’ g

A wave of laughter greeted me. Somebody in the back row
cheered. They lhked this sort of thing. Any facetious remark
made by the courser helped to establish the relationship be-
tween passengers and pilot Beppo, as drwere may have been
responsiblé for therr safety on the road, but I, as guide,
manager, mediator and shepherd of souls, held ther Iives
my hands. A courier can make or break a tour ILike the con-
ductor of a chorr he must, by force of personality, induce
his team to sing in harmony, subdue the raucous, encourage
the timid, conspire with the young, flatter the old

I chimbed down from my seat, fiinging wide the door, and
saw the porters and pages hurrying from the swing-doors of
the hotel to meet us I watched my flock descend, sausages
from a machine, fifty all told — no need to count the heads, for
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wehad not stopped between Assisi and Rome — and led the way
to the reception desk -

‘Sunshine Tours, Anglo-Amencan Friendship League) 1
said -

I shook hands with the reception clerk We were old
acquamtances. I had been on ths particular route for two
years now

‘Good trip?” he ashed

‘Pretty fair,” I replied, ‘apart from the weather. It was snow-
ing 1n Florence yesterday’

‘It’s still March,’ he said ‘What do vou expect? You people
start your season too soon’

“Tell them that at the head office in Genoa,’ I answered

Everything was m order We held block bookings, of course,
and because it was early in the season the management had
fixed my whole party on the second floor This would please
them Later 1n the year we should be lucky to get the fifth, and
tucked away in the rear of the building at that

The clerk watched my party file into the reception lounge.
‘What have you brought us?” he asked ‘The holy alliance?’

‘Don't ask me,” I shrugged ‘They jomed forces at Genoa on
Tuesday Some sort of club Beef and barbarians The usual
treatment in the restaurant at seven-thirty?’

‘It’s all laid on,” he said, ‘and the relief coach ordered for
nine I wish you joy.

We use certain code-words for our clients 1n the tourmg busi-
ness The English are beef to us, and the Americans barbarians.
It may not be complimentary, but it's apt. These people were
running wild on pasture Jand and prairte when we were ruling
the world from Rome No offence ntended.

I'turned to greet the respective leaders of my Anglo-American
group ‘Everything’s fine,” I said ‘Accommodation for all on
the second floor Telephones n every room Any queries
ring down to the desk and they’ll put you through to me.
Dinner at seven-thirty. I'll meet you here The reception
manager will now show vou to your rooms QK?’

Theoretically, this was where 1 laid off for an hour and
twenty munutes, found my own small lair, had a shower and -
collapsed, but it seldom worked that way. Nor did it today.
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My telephone -buzzed as soon as I'd taken off my jackf:t

‘Mr Fabbio?’

‘Speaking’
‘I's Mrs Taylor here Utter and complete disaster! I've

left every package I bought in Florence in that hotel in
Perugia’ -

I might have known She had 1éft a coat in Genoa and a pair
of overshoes 1n'Siena. She had imsisted that these things, al-
most certainly unnecessary south of Rome, must be telephoned
for and forwarded to Naples

‘Mrs Taylor, I'm so sorry What were mn the packages?’

‘Breakables, mostly There were two ‘pictures a statuette

‘ of Michelangelo’s David - some cigarette boxes ...

‘Don’t worry I'll take care of it I'll telephone Pérugla right
away and see that your packages get to our office in Genoa, and
are waiting there for your return’

It depenided on how busy they were at reception whether
I left them to put through the call and make the mqury, or
dealt with it myself Better do it myself It would save time n
the long run I had sized up the Taylor woman as a package-
leaver as soon as she joined us She trailed belongings. Spec-
tacles, head-scarves, picture postcards kept falling out of her
outsize handbag It 1s an Enghsh failing, a fault of the spectes
Apart from this, beef give very little trouble, though n their
desire to seek the sun they blister more readily than other
nationalities Bare-armed, bare-legged, they’re into cotton
frocks and shorts the first day of the tour, turmng brick-red m
the process Then I have to conduct them to the nearest
chemust’s shop for salves and lotions -

The telephone buzzed once more Not my call to Perugia,

but one of the barbarians A woman again, naturally The hus-

bands never bother me.

‘Mr Fabbio?’

‘Speaking’

‘Guess what. It’s a boy"”

I did a double-think Barbarians give you therr life history
the first evening 1n Genoa Which of them was it that was ex-
pecting her first grandchild, back in Denver, Colorado? Mrs

" Huram Bloom



‘Congratulations, Mrs Bloom. This calls for a specal cele-
bration’

‘I know 1t. I'm so excited I don’t know what I'm doing.’ The
scream of delight nearly broke my cardrum ‘Now, I want just
you, and one or two of the others, to meet Mr Bloom and my-
self in the bar before dinner, to drink the little boy’s health.
Shall we say seven-fifteen?’

It would cut down my free time to half-an-hour, and that
call from Perugia hadn’t yet come through Nothing to be done.
Courtesy first and foremost

“That’s very kind of you, Mrs Bloom I'll be there. All well
with your daughter-in-law?’

‘She’s fine Just fine’

I hung up before she could read me out the cable. Time for
a shave, anyway, and with luck a shower.

You have to be wary about accepting invitations from
clients A birthday or a wedding anmwversary is legitimate, or
the arrival of grandchild Nothing much else, or it tends to
make bad blood and you are half-way to ruinmg your tour.
Besides, where driking 1s concerned a courier has to watch
his intake Whatever happens to his party, he must remain
sober. So must the driver This is not always easy.

I dealt with the Perugia call while still dripping from the
shower, and after struggling into a clean shirt went downstairs
to mspect the arrangements made for us in the restaurant
Two long tables in the middle of the room, each seating twenty-
five, and in the centre of either table, dwarfing the flowers, the
bunched flags of both nations, the Stars and Stripes and the
Union Jack. This never fails to please — the clients feel that it
gives tone to the proceedings -

A word with the head waiter, promising him to have my
party seated by seven-thirty sharp. They liked us to have our
main course finished and the dessert served before the other
diners wandered 1n to ther tables, It was mmportant for us,
too We worked to a tight schedule, and were due to take off -
for our tour of ‘Rome By Night’ at nine o’clock.

A final check on time, and then the short celebration drink
in the bar There were only a handful of them gathered to toast
baby Bloom, but you could hear them from the entrance hall,
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where the excluded beef hung about m twos and threes, aloof,
disdamful, their faces buried 1n the English newspapers. The
extrovert barbarian roar had turned the Anglo-Saxons dumb.

Mrs Bloom glided towards me, a frigate m full sail. ‘Now,
Mr Fabbio, you'll not refuse champagne?’

‘Half a glass, Mrs Bloom Just to wish long life to your
grandson.’

There was something touching m her happiness Generosity
exuded from her person She placed her arm through mine
 and drew me forward into the gronp How kind they were,
dear God, how kind. . Epitomuzing, n their all-embracing
warmth, the barbarian hunger for love. I drew back,
suffocated, then, ashamed of, myself, let the wave engulf me:
Back 1n Genoa I had many tributes from Mrs Bloom’s com-
patriots Christmas cards by the score, letters, greetings Did
I remember the trip two years ago? When wouldT visit them
1n the States? They often thought of me They had named their
youngest son Armino. The simncerity of those messages shamed
me. I never answered them i

‘I hate to break this up, Mrs Bloom But it’s just on seven-
thirty.’ -

‘What you say goes, Mr Fabbio You're the boss.’

The two nations mingled in the entrance hall, halting momen- .
tarily as they greeted new acquaintances, the women appra:§;ng/
each other’s dresses Then through to the restaurant drifted my
fifty head of cattle, lowing, murmuring, myself the stockman
1 the rear There were cries of pleasure at the sight of the
flags. For a moment I feared a burst into national song, ‘The
Star-spangled Banner’, ‘God Save the Queen’ — it had happened
before — but I caught the head waiter’s eye and we managed to
seat them before patriotism could do its worst Then to my
own small table in the corner One lone male barbarian, muddle-
aged, swimmy-eyed, had placed himself at the corner of one of
the long tables, from where hé could watch me I had him
taped I knew hus kind. He would get no encouragement from
the courser, but we might have trouble with him m Naples.

While I ate I did the day’s accounts. This was my custom.
I shut my ears to the sound of voices and the clatter of plates,
If the accounts are not kept up to date you never get straight,
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and then there 1s hell to pay with hcad office Book-keeping
did not bother me T found it relaxing And then, when the
figures were totted up, the notebook put away, my plate re-
moved, I could sit back, fimsh my wine and smoke a cigarette
This was the real time of reckoning — no longer of sums to be
forwarded every day to Genoa, but of my own motives. How
tong would it continue? Why was I doing this? What urge drove
me, hkc a stupefied charioteer, on my eternal, useless course?

‘We get paid for it, don't we?” said Beppo ‘We make good
money ’

Beppo had a wife and three children in Genoa Milan ~
Florence — Rome — Naples — they were all the same to him. A
job was a job Three days off duty at the end of it, home, and
bed He was satisfied No smner demon broke his rest or asked
him questions .

The babble of voices, topped by the barbarans, rose to a
roar. My lhittle flock was in full cry. Replcte, at ease, ther
tongues loosened with whatever had filled therr glasses, ex-
pectant of what the night would bring them - and what could
it bring them but a bedding down beside their spouses after
peering at buildings old, remote and alien to them, falsely hit
for therr enjoyment, glimpsed briefly through the windows,
steamy with their breath, of a hired coach? - they spiit them-
selves, for a brief moment, of doubt and care Thcy were no
Jonger individuals They were one They were escaping from
all that bound and tied them ~ but to what?

The waiter bent over me ‘The coach 15 waiting,” he said
Ten minutes to mine. Time for them to fetch coats, hats, scarves
powder their faces and rehieve themselves It was not until 1
had counted the heads, as they chimbed into the coach at one
minute after nine, that I realized we mustered forty-eight Two
were mussing I checked with the driver - not Beppo, who was
free to spend the evening as he pleased, but a man native to the
city

“There were two signore 1n advance of the rest,” he told me
‘They walked off together, down the street *

I glanced over my shoulder towards the via Veneto The
Hotel Sp]endndo stands one street away; in comparative peace
and quiet, but from the pavement onc can see the bright lights
12
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and the gay shop-windows, and watch the traffic surge towards

the Porta Pinciana Here, for most women, Is greater jure than

the Colosseum we were bound for.

‘No,’ said the driver, ‘they went that way.’ He pointed left.
Then, from around the block, into the via Sicilia, came the
hurrymg figures I should have known it* The two retired
school-teachers from south London Forever inquiring, forever
critical, they were zealous for reform It was this couple who
had bade me stop the coach on the road to Siena because, they
insisted, a man was 1ll-treating his oxen It was this couple who,
finding a stray cat m Florence, made me waste half-an-hour of _
our precious time seeking its home A mother, admonishing
Jher’child in Perugia, had been in her turn admonished by the
school-teachers.-Now, bridling and outraged, they clattered
towards me ‘*

“‘Mr Fabbio . someone should do something. There’s a
poor old woman, very ill, humped 1n the doorway of a church
round the corner’

I-contamed myself with difficulty The churches of Rome
gwve sanctuary to all beggars, down-and-outs and drunks who
care to sprawl upon their steps untll such time as the police
- drive them away. -

‘Don’t concern yourselves, ladies. This 1s quite usnal The

- police will see to her. Now hurry, please The coach 1s waiting’
_‘But it’s absolutely scandalous . .In Englandwe. ’

- I took both women firmly by the arm and propelled them
-towards the coach “You are not in England, ladies, you are in
“ Rome In the city of the emperors oxen, cats, children and the

. aged receive their just reward. The old woman 1s Iucky 1n that
refuse 1s no longer fed to the hions’ -

The school-teachers were still choking with indignation as”
;he coach swept left, past the very church where the woman
ay

‘There, Mr Fabbio, look  there” ,

Obedient, I nudged the driver. He slowed déwn, co-
operative, to give me a better view Those passengers who were
seated on the right of the coach stared likewise. The street--
lamp showed the figure in relief I have had moments in my
life, as has everyone, when something in memory chcks, whe:



we are aware of a sensation of what the French call *d¢ja v,
Somewhere, some time, and God alone knew when, I had seen
that bowed posture, the ample drapery spread, the arms folded,
the head buried under the weight of shawls But not in Rome.
My vision lay elsewhere The memory was childhood’s, blotted
out by the years between As we swept forward to the flood-
lights and the tourist 1llusion, one of the lovers on the back scat
produced a mouth-organ and broke nto the strains of a song
long stale to the driver and myself, but popular with barbarian
and beef ~ ‘Arrivederct Roma’. -

It was some time after mudnight when we drew up at the
Hotel Splendido once again. My troupe of fifty, yawning,
stretching and I trust satisfied, rolled out of the coach one by
one and passed through the swing-doors of the hotel They
had by thus time as much individuality as machines mass-
produced off an assembly line.

I was dead, and longed above all things for bed Instructions
for the morning, last messages, thanks, good night from all
and 1t was over. Oblivion for seven hours The courier could
pass out When, as I thought, the ift doors had closed on the
last of them, I sighed, and Iit a cigarette It was the best
moment of the day Then, from behind a pillar where he must
have hovered unobserved, stalked the lone middle-aged bar-
barian He swung from the hips, as they all do when they walk,
mm unconscious identification with their coloured brethren

+How about a night-cap in my room?’ he said.

‘Sorry,” I answered curtly, ‘1t’s against regulations®

‘Ah, come off it,” he said, ‘1it’s after hours’

He rolled forward, and with a half-glance over his shoulder
slipped a note mto my hand ‘Room 244,” he murmured, and
went

I turned through the swing-doors into the street It had hap--
pened before, i1t would happen again, my rebuff and his conse-
quent hostility would be a factor to be rechoned with through-
out the tour It must be borne The courtesy Iowed to my
employers m Genoa forbade complamt But I was not pard by
Sunshine Tours to appease the lust or loneliness of chents

I walked to the end of the block and stood a moment, drink-
ing the cold arr A car or two passed by and vanished The
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traffic hummed behind me n the via Veneto, out of sight. 1
looked across to the church and the figure lay there still, im-
-mobile on the doorstep. .

I glanced down at the note in my hand. It was ten thousand
lire. A hunt, I supposed, of favours to come I went across the
street and bent over the sleeping woman The furtive odour of
stale wine, worn clothes, rose to my nostrils. I fumbled for the
hidden hand under the enveloping shawls and put the note
into 1t Suddenly she stirred. She lifted her head. The features
were aquiline and proud, the eyes, once large, were now sunken,
and the straggling grey hair fell in strands to her shoulders She |
must have travelled from some distance, for she had two
baskets beside her containing bread and wine, and vet a further

“woollen shawl Once again I was seized with that sense of recog-
nition, that link with the past which could not be explamed
Even the hand that, warm despite the cold air, held on to mine
m gratitude awakened an involuntary, reluctant response
She stared at me Her lips moved

I turned, I think I ran Back to the Hotel Splendido If she
called to me — and I could have sworn she called -~ then I would
not hear She had the ten thousand lire, and would find food
and shelter in the morning She had nothing to do with me, nor
I with her The draped figure, suppliant, as though 1n mourning,
was an 1llusion of my brain, and had no connexion with a
drunken peasant At all costs I must sleep. Be fresh for the
morning, the visit to St Peter’s the Vatican, the Sistine Chapel,
the Sant’ Angelo _

A courier, a charioteer, has no time No time

2

I awoke with a start Had someone called Beo? I turned on'
the light, got out of bed, drank a glass of water, looked at my
watch It was 2 am. I fell back into bed, but the dream was
with me still The bare impersonal hotel bedroom, my clothes
flung on the chair, the account book and the itierary of the
tour beside me on the table were part of a day-by-day existence
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belonging to another world, not the one into which my dream-

ing self had inadveriently stumbled. Beo ... Il Beato, the

blessed one Childhood’s name, given me by my parents and by

Marta, because, no doubt, I was an afterthought, a later addi--
tion to the family circle, there being eight years between my

elder brother Aldo and myself.

Beo . Beo . .Thecryrang inmy ears as it had done in my
dream, and T could not rid myself of the sense of oppression
and fear Sleeping, I had been a traveller n time, no longer a
courier, and hand-in-hand with Aldo I stood 1n the side-chapel
of the church of San Cipriano mn Ruffano, staring above me at
the altar-picce. The picture was of the Rasing of Lazarus, and
out of a gaping tomb came the figure of the dead man, still fear-
fully wrapped 1n his shroud - all save his face, from which the
bindings had somehow fallen away, revealing staring, suddenly
awakened eyes, that looked upon his Lord with terror The
Christ, m profile, summoned him with beckoning finger.
Before the tomb, 1n supplication and distress, her arms bowed,
her flowing garment spread, lay a woman, supposedly the Mary
of Bethany who, often confused with Mary Magdalena so
adored her Master, But to my childish mind she resembled
Marta Marta, the nurse who fed and dressed me every day,
who rode me upon her knece, who rocked me in her arms
and called me Beo.

This altar-piece haunted me at night, and Aldo knew it On
Sundays and feast-days, when we accompanied our parents
and Marta to church, and instead of going to the Duomo wor-
shipped at the parish-church of San Cipriano, it so happened
that we stood on the left of the nave, nearest to the chapel
Unconscious, like all parents, of the dread that possessed their
child, they never looked to see that my brother, clasping my
hand m his, urged me ever nearer to the wide-flung gates of
the side-chapel, until I was compelled to lift my head and
stare,

‘When we go home,” whispered Aldo, ‘I will dress you as
Lazarus, and I shall be the Christ and summon you’

This was the worst of all More full of terror even than the
altar-piece itself For Aldo, searching in the press where Marta
kept the sotled linen before putting 1t to the wash, would
16



drag out our father’s night-shurt, Iimp and crumpled, and drag
it over my head. To my fastidious mind there was, in this,
some touch of degradation, and to be wrapped m worn
clothes belonging to an adult turned my small stomach sour.
Nausea rose in me, but there was no time to rebel. I was thrust
into the closet above the stairs, and the door shut This, oddly
enough, I did not mind The closet was spacious, and on the
slatted shelves lay the clean, fresh linen, lavender-sweet. Herein
speit safety But not for long The handle of the closet
turned. The dépr softly opened Aldo cried, ‘Lazarus, come
forth!’

So great was my dread, so disciplined to his commands my
spirit, that I dared not disobey. I came forth, and the horror
was that I did not know whether I should meet with the Christ
or with the Devil, for according to Aldo’s ingenious theory the
two were one, and also, 1 some manner which he never ex-
plained, interchangeable.

Thus at times my brother, robed in a towel as Christ, bearing
a walking-stick for crook; beckoned me with a smile, fed me
with sweets, put his arms about me, was kind and loving But
at others, wearing the dark shurt of the Fascist Youth orgam-
zation to which he belonged and armed with a kitchen fork, he
would represent Satan, and proceed to jab me with his weapon.
I did not understand why Lazarus, the poor man raised from
the dead, should so have earned the Devil’s hate, and why his
friend, the Christ, should so basely have deserted him; but
Aldo, never at a loss, informed me that the play between God
and Satan was unending, they tossed for souls as men in the
world, and n the cafés of Ruffano, threw at dice. It was not a
comforting philosophy , ’

Back 1n bed, m the Hotel Splendido, mhaling a cigarette, I
wondered why I had been so suddenly transported to that
nightmare world where Aldo was my king It must have been
that, as I drank the health of the small newborn barbarian, un-
conscious memory confounded him with myself, the timid
Beato of a former world, and that, when I saw the woman
lymng on the church steps, the vision of the altar-piece 1n the
San Clpx:mno chapel, with the Mary who loved both Lazarus
and Christ prostrating herself in supplication before the open
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tomb, returned to me mn undiminished force, Whatever the
explanation, it was not welcome

After a while I fell asleep once more, only to plunge mto
further torment, The altar-piece became associated with
another picture, this time 1n the ducal palace at Ruffano, where
our father held the post of Superintendent, a much respected
office. This portrait, on display in the duke'’s bedchamber, and
accounted a masterpicce by all Jovers of art, had been painted
in the carly fifteenth century by a pupil of Picro della
Francesca. It had for subject the Temptation, and showed
Christ standing on the Temple pmnacle, The artist had com-
posed the Temple to resemble one of the twin towers of the
ducal palace, the most notable feature of the whole fagade that
rearcd 1itself sn beauty above the city of Ruffano. Furthermore,
the face of the Christ, gazing out from the portrait to the hills
beyond, had been drawn by the daring artist in the Itkeness of
Claudio, the mad duke, named the Falcon, who n a frenzy had
thrown himself from the tower, believing, so the story ran, that
he was the Son of God.

For centuries this picture had lain n the dusty cellars of the
palace, until it was discovered at some period after the Risorgs-
mento, when much reconstruction of the building took place.
Forever afterwards it graced — or, as some scandalized 1nhaby-
tants of Ruffano murmured, disgraced ~ the ducal apartment
The picture, hke the altar-picce 1in San Cipriano, both shocked
and fascinated me, as my brother Aldo was well aware. He
would force me to chimb with him, without our father’s know-
ledge, the dangerous twisting stairway of the tower, and open-
ing the ancient doorway leading directly to the turret would
Iift me, with what seemed superhuman strength, on to the en-
circling balustrade. -

‘This was where the Falcon stood,” Aldo would say “This
was where the Devil tempted him “If thou be the Son of God,
cast thyself down; for it 1s written He shall give his angels
charge concerning thee, and in their hands they shall bear thee
up, lest at any time thou dash thy foot against a stone”.’

Hundreds of feet below lay the city of Ruffano, the distant
p1azza de Mercato. The people, the moving vehicles, scurried
about thewr business like ants on some lowly, dusty plam, I
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would cling to the balustrade, trembling. I don’t know what
age I was -Six, perhaps, or seven -

‘Shalt I tell you what the Falcon did?’ asked Aldo. /

‘No,’ I pleaded, ‘no ... .

‘He spread out his arms,’ said Aldo, ‘and he flew, His arms
were wings, he had become a bird He soared over the roof-
tops and the city that was his, and the people stared up at him
1n wonder ’

‘It 1sn’t truel’ I cried “He couldn’t fly. He was not a bird, he
was not a falcon He was a man, and fell He fell and died.
Father told me so’ s -

‘He was a falcon,’ insisted Aldo, ‘he was a falcon, and he flew’

In my dream the scene of terror I remembered was repeated
once again I clung to the balustrade, Aldo behind me, Then,
with greater power than I had possessed as a child, I flung
myself backwards, breaking from hss grasp, and ran down,
down the narrow twisting stawr to where Marta waited, calling
‘Beo ... Beo . .” Her arms were there, ready to receive me,
and she wrapped herself round me, holding me close, soothing
me and comforting me. Marta, dear Marta. Why, though, m
the dream, the odour of old, worn clothes? The smell of
‘wine? -

This time, on waking, I could feel my heart thumping in my
breast, and I was sweating. The mightmare was too vivid to
risk a third encounter I switched on the light, sat up n béd,
took up my notebook, and went over the accounts until, dizzy
with exhaustion, I fell into a half-doze, and slept without
dreamng until the knock on the door at seven announced the
floor-waiter with my rolls and coffee

The routine of the day began The might, with all its horror,
was a world away. The telephone started buzzing, as‘it always
did, and withun ten muinutes I was mvolved in all the small tech-
nicalities of the hours ahead, the plans of those who wished to
spend the morning shopping and join the rest of us at lunch,
the queries of those who desired to see St Peter’s but did not
want to walk up and down the long galleries of the Vatican.,
Downstairs to the coach and the waiting Beppo, whose evening,

unhike mine, had been spent i the warmth and comfort of his
favourite trattoria.
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“You know what?” he said “You and I should change places
You drive the coach, and I make love to the chients’

This was a dig at my morning face, haggard from want of
sleep 1 told him he would be welcome

As our cargo mounted, refreshed and eager for the ‘Rome
By Day’ that offered herself for their pleasure, I noticed
that the lone barbarian, my sutor of last might, now cut
me dead

Our chariot swept left, past the church that had, n fearful
fashion, confounded itself with San Cipriano and turned 2
dream to mightmare The step was bare, the peasant woman
gone She was even now, I hoped, 1ndulging herself, renewing
mnward fires with the ten thousand lire I had given her The
retired schoolteachers had forgotten her existence They were
already thumbing a guide-book and reading to their neighbours
those contents of the Villa Borghese ~ first stop - that must on
no account be missed, I was not surprised to discover them,
some twenty munutes later, hurrymg past the more conven-
tional -statuary, to stare with avid eyes at the recliming her-
maphrodite

On, on, the peace of the Pincio behind us, and so down to
the prazza del Popolo, across the Tiber to Sant’ Angelo, and
thence to St Peter’s and the Vatican Then, God be thanked,
to lunch

Beppo, wise fellow, ate his mn the coach, read the newspaper,
slept, but my part was always that of the conductor, and in the
restaurant near St Peter’s there was little room or leisure to
relax Mrs Taylor had already lost her umbrella, left, she
thought, mn the cloakroom at the Vatican Would I please see

to it as soon as possible? We were due to leave for the Baths _

of Caracalla at 2 pm, then back on our tracks to the Forum
and a long afternoon amongst the rums Here it was my policy
to let my charges loose to their own devices

. This afternoon it turned out otherwise, I had rescued the
lost umbrella, and was crossing the viadella Conciliazione to
assemble my group, when I noticed that a handful-of them
had preceded me and were clustered about Beppo, who was
readmg to them from an open newspaper He winked at me,
_ emoymg his role of interpreter. His hsteners looked shocked.
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1 observed, with musgiving, that the two school-teachers were
n the van, . ‘
‘What's ‘the excitement?’T asked
‘“Murder off the via Sicilia,” said Beppo, ‘within a hundred
yards or so of the Hotel Splendido These ladies claxm fo have.
seen the victim.’

The most vocal of the school-teachers turned to me. out-
raged. ‘It’s that poor woman,’ she said, ‘it must be the same.
The driver says she was found stabbed on the church steps at
five o'clock this morning We could have saved her. It’s too
horrible for words.’ L

I was shocked to silence My aplomb deserted me. I snatched

the paper from Beppo and read for myself The notice was

brief ' -

The body of a woman was found at five o’clock this morning on the
steps of a church on the via Sicilla  She had been stabbed The woman
appeated to be a vagrant, and had been drinking. A few coins only
_ were found 1n her possession, and the crime would seem to be without
.motive The police are seeking anyone who saw the woman, or noticed
anything unusual in the vicimity during the hours of darkness, and who
may be able to help thetr inquiries

I returned the newspaper to Beppo The group watched for

my reaction. -

‘This 1s very regrettable,” I said, ‘but not, I'm afraid, al-
together unusual Crimes of violence occur m every city One
can only yope the criminal will soon be caught.’

‘But we saw her,” clamoured the school-teacher ‘Hilda and
I tried to speak to her, just before nine o’clock She was not
dead then. She was asleep, and breathing heavily You saw her
from the coach as we went by Everyone saw her I wanted
you to do something then ’ ’

Beppo caught my eye and shrugged He moved discreetly
to the coach and chimbed mto his driving- seat This was my
business to sort out, not his -

‘Madam,’ I said, ‘I don’t wish to be heartless, but as far as
we are concerned the incident 1s closed There was little we
could have done for the woman then There 1s nothmg now,

The police have her case 1n hand Now,'we are already behind ~

schedule . °

- -
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But argument had broken out amongst the group The re-
mainder of the party joined us, asking what had happened
Passers-by paused, and stared

“Into the coach,’ I said firmly ‘Into the coach; please, every-
body We are holding up the traffic’

Once seated, babel reigned The barbarians, Mr Hiram
Bloom their spokesman, were of the opinion that 1t never helped
to meddle in other people’s business You only got abuse
The Anglo-Saxons glowered, especially the two school-teachers
from south London A woman had died on the doorsteps of a
church, withim a few hundred yards of the Pope’s own
Vatican City, within earshot of British travellers asleep mn bed
at the Hotel Splendido, and if the Rome police did not know
how to do their job 1t was time a London bobby came to show
them

‘So what?’ murmured Beppo 1 my ear ‘The police station,
or the Baths of Caracalla?’

Beppo was fortunate He was not involved It was otherwise
for me No motive, the paper said, ignorant of the true facts
The woman had been murdered, not for the few comns found
in her possession, but for the ten thousand lire I had put into
her hand It was as simple as that Some roaming vagabond,
himself with an empty belly, had stumbled across her m the
small hours, pocketed the note, and perhaps arousing her, and
suddenly terrified for his own life, had silenced her forever Our
petty criminals have small respect for human life. Who would
shed tears over a vagrant, and a drunkard one at that? A hand
over her mouth, quick jab, and away

‘I 1nsist,” announced the school-teacher, a note of hysteria
n her voice, ‘in reporting to the police It’s my duty to tell them
what I know It may help them to learn that we saw her in
the church porch at nine o’clock If Mr Fabbio refuses'to go
with me, I shall go alone’

Mr Bloom touched me on the shoulder ‘What exactly
would it entail?” he said sotto voce ‘Any unpleasantness for the
rest of the party? Or just a routine statement from you on be-
half of these two ladies, and then finish?’

‘T don’t know,” I answered ‘Who can ever tell with the police,
once they start asking questions?’
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T told Beppo to drive on Dissentient voices rose and fell
behund me Indifferent traffic hemmed us 10 on either side Mine
must be the decision, for good or ill. One false move and the
harmony of my flock would dissolve, and a spint of ill-feeling
and resentment, so fatal to a tour, spring mto being )

I reached for my pocket-book and handed a roll of notes to
Mr Bloom. *

If you will be so good,’ I said, ‘as to take charge of the party,
both at the Baths of Caracalla and at the Forum. There are
guides who speak Enghsh 1n both places Beppo will mntesrpret
if there should be any difficulty You are du€ at the Enghsh
Tea Rooms near the piazza di Spagna at four-thirty. I
will meet you there.

The school-teacher leant forward ‘What are you going to
do?’ she demanded. i

‘Conduct you and your friend to the police, ’ I told her

We were for it There was no retreat I told Beppo to set
us down at the first taxi rank The two Samaritans and 1
watched the coach drive away to the Baths of Caracalla. I had"
seldom regretted a departure more - )

Driving to police headquarters my companions were
strangely silent. They had not expected so swift an acquiescence
to their plans. .

‘Will the police officers speak English?’ asked the more ner-
vous of the two women.

‘I doubt 1t, madam,’ I replied. ‘Would you expect your police
officers to speak Italian?’

They exchanged glances. I could sense the hostility that
froze them to their seats, Also a deep mustrust of Roman law™
Police headquarters are forbidding 1n any city, but I disliked the
mussion far more than they, to whom, no doubt, 1t could be
counted as an experience of tourtsm The sight of uniform,
any umform, makes me want to run The tramp of feet, the
brisk word of command, the cold speculative eye, have dis- i
ag;:reable associations, they remind me of my youth
- nvs:e ghgllged at our destination and I told the taxi to wait. I

, speaking clearly so that my companions could
understand, that we might be hours

Our feet sounded hollow as we crossed the courtyard to the
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police-station within. We were passed from the imquiry-desk
to a warting-room, {rom the waiting-1toom to an mner office,
where the officer on duty asked our names, addresses, and the
nature of our busmness On my mforming him that the English
ladies wished to give information about the woman found mur-
dered on the steps of the church in _the via Siciha, he stared
Then he struck a bell and snapped an order to the man who
entered The atmosphere was chill. After a moment two more
police officers entered Notebooks were produced All three
stared at the now subdued school-teachers I explained to
the officer behind the desk that neither spoke Italian. They
were English tourists, I the courter in charge of Sunshine Tours.
‘If you have any information material to Jast night’s murder,
please gwve 1t,” he said curtly. ‘We have no time to waste’
The elder of the two Englishwomen began to speak, paus-

g, between sentences, for me to act as her interpreter I used
my own discretion as to what to omit in her somewhat mcohe-
rent tale. The remark that 1t seemed to her and her friend dis-
graceful that in these modern times there was no hospital or
asylum 1n Rome for a starving woman to go to would hardly
mterest the police

- *You actually touched the woman?’ asked the officer

" ‘Yes, rephed the school-teacher ‘I touched her shoulder

and spoke. She grunted. I felt that she might be i, and so did

my friend. We hurried back to the coach and asked Mr Fabbio

here to do something. He said it was not our business, and we

were keeping the coach waiting’

The police officer questioned me with a glance I replied that
1t was true And that the ume was just after 9 p m.

‘And when you returned from the tour you did not notice
whether the woman was still there?’ he asked her through my
mterpretation

‘I’'m afraid not The coach did not pass that way, and we
were all very tired’

- ‘In fact, the subject was not mentioned again?’

‘No Actually, my friend and I did bring it up when we were
undressing We said what a disgraceful thing 1t was that Mr
Fabbio had not called an ambulance or informed the police.”

Once agam the officer glanced m my direction I thought I
24
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detected sympathy. ‘Will you please thank these ladies for
having come forward?” he said ‘Thewr tesumony has been help-
ful For the records, I must trouble them to identify the cloth-
ing worn by the murdered woman, if they can do so ’ ;

I had not expected this. Nor had my charges They turned a
liftle pale -

‘Is it necessary?’ faltered the younger of the two.

‘It appears so,’ I said

We followed one of the police officers down a corridor and
through to a small room. A white-coated attendant came for-
ward and after a moment’s explanation went to an mnner sanc-
tum and brought forth a bundle of clothing and two baskets.
My charges turned paler still.

‘Yes,” said the elder hurriedly, turning aside her head, ‘yes,
I feel sure those were the things How very dreadful 1t all
.. - '

The white-coated attendant, officious in his capacity as
shoul, asked if the ladies wished to view the body.

‘No," I said, ‘they are not required to do so. The clothes are
identification enough However, if 1t would help at all with
the inquiry, I am willing to do so on their behalf” - ’

The police agent with us shrugged hus shoulders It was up
to me Neither of the two school-teachers knew what was being
discussed I passed with the attendant into the mortuary. Drawn
by some pamful and disturbing fascination, 1 approached
the slab on which the body lay The attendant drew back the™
covering, revealing the face. It was noble in repose, and
younger than it had seemed last might. '

I turned away ‘Thank you,’ I said to the attendant.

I informed the officer 1n charge, on returning to the inter-
view room, that the ladies had recognized the clothes. He
thanked them once again

‘T assume,’ I said, ‘that these ladies will not be required for -
further questioning? We leave for Naples tomorrow after-
noon,’

Gravely the officer noted the fact i his report ‘I do not
anticipate,” he said, ‘that we shall need theiwr presence again.
We have their names and addresses I wish the Jadies and your-
self a pleasant resumption of your tour.’ -
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I could have sworn that after bowing to the school-teachers
his eyehd flickered for an instant 1n a wink, but not at them,
at me.

‘Any clue to the victim’s 1dentity?’ I asked.

He shrugged ‘There are-hundreds such, as you know, who
wander mto the city from outside. They are hard to check.
Nothing on her of value The murderer may have been a
fellow-vagrant with some motive of revenge, or clse a prowler,
doing 1t for kicks. We'll pick himup’

We were dismissed We walked back, across the courtyard,
to the waiting taxi. I handed the ladies mn. ‘The Enghsh Tea
Rooms,” I told the driver.

1 looked at my watch I had judged the time correctly My
charges could settle peacefully to a cup of tea together before
the remamnder of the party came When we arrived I paid the
taxi off and escorted the pair nside the English Tea Rooms, I
settled them at a corner table

‘Now, ladies,’ I said, ‘you can relax.’

My automatic smile brought no response, save a stiff inclina-
tion of the head

I went out, and walked down the via dei Condotti to a bar
I had to think I kept seeing the aquiline features, sharpened
by death, of the murdered woman Murdered because I had
put ten thousand lire into her hand.

I felt sure now I had not been mistaken There had been
recognition 1 her eyes the night before, and\she had called
Beo as I ran away across the street I had not seen her for over
twenty years, but it was Marta -

When the police officers were questioning the English school-
teachers — I should have spoken then The opportumty was
given me They had asked whether, when we returned from
our tour, we had noticed that the woman was still on the door-
step of the church This had been the moment. ‘Yes,’ I should
have said, ‘ves, I walked to the end of the street and she was
26



there, and I crossed over and put a note for ten thousand lire
in her hand.

I could imagine the look of surprise 1n the police officer’s
eyes. ‘A note for ten thousand lire?’

‘Yes.’ - i .

‘What time was this?’ ’

‘Shortly after mdright ’

‘Did any of the party see you?’

‘No.

‘Was the money your own, or-did it belong to Sunshine
Tours?’

‘It had just been given me. A mark of favour.’

‘You mean a tip?’

“Yes/’

‘By one of your clients?’

‘Yes. But if you ask him, he will deny it.’

Then the police officer would have asked for the two English
ladies to withdraw The interrogation would have contmued,
harder pressed. Not only could I never summon a witness to the
fact that the lone barbarian had given me the money and had
asked me to lus room, but I could not produce a motive for
giving away the money that would make sense to the police
officer. Nothing made sense. -

‘You say you were reminded of an altar-piece that
frightened you as a child?’

‘Yes” —

‘And because of that you decided to put ten' thousand lire
into an unknown woman’s hand?’ N

“It happened so quickly I did not have time to think.’

I suggest to you that you never did have a note for ten thou-
sand lire 1n your possession, and that you are now mventing
this story of putting such a note into the woman’s hand because

you jmagine 1t will give you an aliby.’
‘An alibi for what?’

‘An alib1 for the murder itself .’

I paid for my drink and went into the street. It had b\egun to
ram. Umbrellas sprouted hke mushrooms to nght/and left
Gurls with splashed legs bumped into me Tourists, taken by
surprise, stood huddled in doorways My school-tea::hers were

1
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safe in the Enghsh Tea Rooms, and with this weather, which-
had threatened all afternoon, Mr Hiram Bloom would have
mustered his party from the Forum and taken them back to
Beppo and the waiting coach

I turned up my coat collar, pulled my hat low and threaded
my way through side streets to the via del Tritone and the
Rome office of Sunshine Tours It was almost four, and with
any luck my comrade Giovanni might be back at his desh,
though he liked to spin out the afternoon break I was lucky
He was at his usual place in the far corner, speaking down the
inevitable telephone He saw me, raised his hand in greeting and
pointed to a chair The office was comparatively empty, save
for a handful of tourists pressing patiently against the centre
grille, demanding changes of reservations, hotel bookings, the
usual routine

Giovanni- hung up, shook hands with me, and smiled.
‘Shouldn’t you be 1n Naples?’ he said ‘No - what am I saymng —
Naples tomorrow, happily for you and your Iittle bunch Rome
becomes more impossible every day Good trip?®

‘So-so I can’t grumble Barbartan and beef, all very amlable

‘Grrls good-looking?’ -

‘Nothing to raise the blood-pressure Anyway, do we have

“time? You try a courier’s job’

Helaughedandshookhis head ‘Well, what can I do for you?’

‘Giovanni I want your help I'm n trouble’

He expressed sympathy

‘T want you to find a substitute for me to take the tour on to
Naples,’ I said

He exploded ‘Impossible! Quite impossible 1n the time I
have no one here in Rome Besides, head office .

‘Head office needn’t know At least, not immediately Gio-
vanny, sure you can rustle up someone? Supposing I had appen-
dicitis?’

‘Have you appendicitis?’

‘No, but I can mvent one if 1t will help’

‘It won’t help I tell you, Armuno, there 1s nothing I can do -
we don’t have substitutes hanging about 1n the office here just
because you want a vacation’

‘Listen to me, Giovanm I don’t want a vacation I want you
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to put me on a northern route. Work an exchange. Just a tem-
porary one, of course. I must go north.’

‘You mean Milan?’

‘No ... Any tour going towards the Adriatic will do/

“¢'s too early for the Adriatic, you know that Nobody goes”
to the Adriatic until May.’

“Well, then, not necessarily a coach, a tour, but a private

client, who nught consider Ravenna, Vemce.’

“Too early for Venice too’

‘It's never too early for Venice Giovanni, please.’ §

He began to ruffle through some papers on the desk
front of him ‘I can’t promise anything ‘Something may turn
up before tomorrow, but time 1s short You take off for Naples
at 1400 hours tomorrow, and unless I can arrange a double
switch 1t won't work’

‘Tknow, I know. But try’

It’s a woman, I suppose?’ -

‘Of course it's a2 woman.’ __—

‘And she can’t wait?’

‘Let us put it that I can’t wait.’

He sighed, and picked up his telephone. ‘If I have any news
I'll leave a message at the Splendido for you to ring me. The
things we do for our friends ...

Yleft him, and made my way back to the English Tea Rooms.
Tl.tc ramn had ceased and the sun ghttered on all of us pedes-
trians so suddenly reprieved. If Giovanm could not work the
transfer, that was that I had made the gesture. Gesture towards
_ what? T did not know. Appeasement of the dead, perhaps, or

my own conscience. I could stili be wrong, the murdered
woman not Marta If so, although 1n my own mind I was an
accessory to her death because'I had placed the ten thousand
llrc in her hand, T was absolved from heavier gwit. If Marta,
no. The cry of Beo made me a murderer too, in every sense as
guilty as the ?nmmal, as the thief who used the knife
, \;Vhen 1 arrived in the piazza di Spagna I saw that my flock
ha finished tea and were about to mount the coach 1 went to
join them. I could tell, by the inflated appearance of the school-

teachers, that they had reco
\ers, unted their tale. They were t
heroines of their brief hour. ’ e
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No message from Giovanni that evening at the hotel, and
after dinner, a replica of the preceding night, but this time with
speeches, we crossed over n the rehef coach to Trastevere,
so that my httle flock could glimpse for an hour or so the café
hife that 1t pleased them to think was native to the arca

“This 15 the real Rome,” breathed Mrs Hiram Bloom, scat-
ing herselfl at a cramped table in a side-street outside a taverna
brightly Iit with pseudo-lanterns for her innocent enjoyment
Six musicians, wearing breeches, stockings and Neapohtan
caps, appeared with beribboned gwitars as if by magic, and
my little party swayed 1n sympathy to therr rhythmic stramns
There was something endearing in their innocence and
pleasure [ felt almost sad that tomorrow, perhaps, they would
all be 1n Naples, no longer 1n my care. A shepherd has his
moments

No message from Giovanui at the hotel desk when we
returned Nevertheless I slept, and this night, God be thanked,
without a single drcam

A call came through from Giovanni a few minutes after mine.
‘Armino,’ he said quickly, ‘look, I think I've fined 1t. Two
Tedescht in a Volkswagen, gomng north They want an inter-
preter You speak German, don’t you?’

‘I do’

‘Seize on to it, then Herr Turtmann and his frau Ugly as
sin, both clutching maps and gude-books They don’t care
where they go, as long as 1t’s north. Sight-sceing fanatics’

‘What about my substitute?’

‘All arranged You know my brother-in-law?’

“You have several’

‘This one used to work in the American Express He knows
all the answers, and he’s raring to go to Naples He's all right.
We can trust lim.’

I had a moment’s doubt Would Giovannt’s brother-in-law
botch the trip? Did he know how to handle people? And even
if it worked, when the head office 1n Genoa learnt about the

.. transfer would I lose my job?

‘Listen Giovanny, are you sure?’

He sounded impatient ‘Look, take it or leave it I'm doing
you a favour, aren't I? 1 don't care either w ay My brother-1n-
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faw is all set, and he’s coming up to see you right away so that
you can brief hum And 1 must let Herr Turtmann know He
wants {o be off by ten-thirty. s

1 had just under an hour-and-a-half to hand over to my
replacement, get myself down to the office and meet my new
clients It would be a near thing

*‘Agreed,’ 1 told Giovanni, and hung up

I drank a second cup of cold coffee and threw my few things
mto their case. At twenty minutes to ten Giovannt’s brother-in-
law knocked on the door. I remembered um at once Eager,
with a fine show of talk, I doubted if he carried indigestion
tablets for queasy Anglo-Saxon stomachs, or would take an
mterest in the Bloom grandson. No matter A courier can’t
have everything We sat down side by side on my rumpled bed
and I showed him my notes and the itinerary of the tour, plus
the passenger-list, to which I added a short description of the
idiosyncrasies of each chent. s

We left the room together, and 1 let my replacement go over
to the reception desk and explam his status. T shook hands
and wished hum a good trip As I passed through the swing-
doors of the hotel into the street I felt like a nurse running out
on her charges The sensation was peculiar I had never ratted
on a tour before

A taxi dropped me at the office in the via de Tritone, and as
soon as I entered I saw Grovanmi wearing his official face, all
sn‘ules and courtesy, talking to what were clearly my future
clients There was no mistaking their nationality Both were
middie-aged Both carried ciné cameras, He was a large, square-
shouldered fellow, with stiff hair Iike the bristles of a clothes- .
brush and gold-rimmed spectacles She was sallow, with hair
piled-up under a hat-a size too small for her She wore, for no
good reason, long white socks that contrasted with her dark
to?-coat, I came forward He shook hands.

My wife and I are heen photographers,” announced Herr
Turtmann as soon as Giovanm had ntroduced us ‘We Iike to

photograph 1n motion, from the car. W.
photo . We understand you Tan

‘Certainly, 1f you wish 1t,” I said
Excellent Then we can be off at once
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Giovanni bowed at them both, all smiles Then he winked at
me. ‘I wish you a pleasant trip,” he said ~
We took a taxi to where they had parked the Volkswagen

The roof was piled high with luggage, as was half the rear seat.
The Tedescht never travel hight, and they accumulate posses-

sions as they go 3 -

‘You will drive,” commanded Herr Turtmann. ‘My wife and
I wish to take pictures as we leave Rome I leave the choice
of route to you, but we should like to pass through Spoleto
They give two stars in my guide-book to the cathedral square’

1 settled myself in the driving-seat, Herr Turtmann beside
me, his wife tucked away in the back As we crossed the Tiber
they both held ciné cameras to their eyes, moving them slowly
from side to side like a machine-gunner sweeping his field of
fire

When the shooting ceased, which 1t did from time to time,
they fed themselves copiously from paper bags and drank
. coffee from an outsize thermos flask. They talked little, and
the silence suited me It needed all my attention to pass the
lorriés on the road, and we had some two hundred and sixty
kilometres to cover before we reached the destination I had in
mind : ‘

‘And tonight?’ asked Herr Turtmann suddenly. ‘Wheré do -
we sleep tonight?’ B

‘We sleep at Ruffano,’ I said )

He rustled the pages of the guide-book on his lap. ‘There -
are several monuments with three stars, Gerda,’ he said over
his-shoulder to his wife ‘We can shoot them all Ruffano will
suit us well’

It was both fitting and ironic that, having left the city where
I was born and had spent the first eleven years of childhood 1n
the company of one German, I should return to 1t more than
twenty years later with another. Now, n March, the rolling
countryside was purple-grey, stark and uninviting, the sky
threatening the snow that had fallen Florence, then, in the
glazed, hot July of *44, the roads north of Ruffano had been
dusty white The army trucks and vehicles on our route
?ad given way to the Commandant’s Mercedes, the flag flutter-
ing from the bonnet At times, aware of the car’s importance,
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the weary drivers 1n the trucks would stiffen themselves nto a
salute, occasionally acknowledged by the Commandant. with-
in If he was too indolent, I saluted for him It helped to pass
the journey, prevented me from feeling sick, and spared me
the spectacle of watching my beautiful slut of a mother feed-
g her conqueror with grapes Her frequent rather sily
laughter, merged with his, offended my sense of what was due
to adalt dignity.

‘I-see,’ remarked-Herr Turtmann to his wife, ‘that m the
ducal palace in Ruffano they have the remarkable portrait of
the Temptation of Christ, considered blasphemous until quite
recently I always thought it had been removed by our people
i the war for safer housing.’ - B

I did not tell him that T had watched my father, thé Super-
intendent, and his assistants crate the picture with great care
and store it, with some others, in the cellars of the palace, for
fear of any such eventuahty '

My clients were amenable to a brief snack in Spoleto, with
a swift shooting of the piazza and the Duomo facade, and we
pressed on through Foligno and beyond, our road forever
curling, twisting, amongst the rolling hills, while ahead the
mountains, snow-covered, gave warning that my home, some
five hundred metres high, might be 1n the grip of winter still.

_The first snowflakes fell, or rather we ran into them as we came
up from the south, they must have been falling all day. The
sky became a pall. The rivers, swollen With the coursing moun-
tamn streams, roared through the ravines beside us. ‘

It was nearing seven when I had my first sight of home To
the traveller commg from Rome the city suddenly emerges
cresting the two hills, dwarfing the valleys below. I could no;:
remember ever seemng 1t under snow. It was magnificent For-
bidding also, as if to warn the intrepid traveller — enter at your
pertt How lttle changed, dear God,-how little changed
ca};:; Tturtmann and his wife, Tisking the drifting snow, held
" wells otthe open windows o.f the car, and for their ‘benefit,
e Z.s o satisfy my own pride, I circled the valley just be-
o e walls, to enter by the western gate, the porta del

! gue —'the Gate of Blood.

And rightly so,” my father used to say, ‘stnce it was through
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mother was not present Signora Longhi would flirt, though
mildly, with my proud father . X

Now, n answer to my summons, 2 little man appeared.
Fustered, she’said she thought we could have rooms, but she
must first ask the padrona A loud voice called from above
The padrona herself descended, slowly, because of excessive
woight, and wheezing as she came The eyes, darkly pouched,

cered out at me from flabby cheeks, her hair was the streaky
auburn of a poor provincial dye. I recognized, with a shock, a
middle-aged Signora Longhi.

‘You want rooms tomight?’ she asked, looking upon me with
ndifference. ~

1 explained the needs of the Turtmanns and myself and
turned away from her, disenchanted I went out into the snow
to fetch my chents and their luggage The flustered maid, the
only apparent porter, followed me It was out of season, of
course, and yet. ... Somehow the welcome had not_been aus-
pictous The Turtmanns, unmoved, checked m and tramped
upstairs, watched by the yawning padrona The little boy to
whom she had once fed sweetmeats was long forgotten

I saw the Turtmanns settled into a room on the second floor
and found the way to my own, a small room overlooking the
prazza Despite the falling snow I unfastened the shutters,
opsncd the windows and stood a moment, drinking the shaip
air

I felt as a phantom would, returning after death The in-
different buildings slumbered. Suddenly the campanile by the
Duomo tolled out the hour, The note, deep-toned, was echoed
M 2 moment by the varying notes from the other churches
San Cipriano, San Michele, San Martino, Sant’ Agata, I knew
them all, I recognized them all, with the thin high note of San
?onato on the lull below the ducal palace the last to sound
. tlll::j: hIa;i been the moment when I said my prayers at Marta’s

astened the window, closed the shutters, and found my

way to the dining-room below,
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Herr Turtmann and his wife were already eating They gave
no sign for me to join them, and thankfully I sat down at a
- small table near the serving screen. Another maid, less flustered
than her fellow, served as waitress, directed from timnie to time
by the padrona herself, who would come from behind the
screen to stare at us, rasp out an order, then disappear Every
mouthful that I ate, each draught of the rough local wine,
raisin-coloured, which filled my carafe induced nostalgia The
centre table, laid for a dozen through long custom, was where
Aldo had celebrated hus fifteenth birthday Handsome as a strip-
Iing god, he raised his glass to our parents, thanking them for-
the honour they had "done him, while the surrounding guests
applauded and I, the sibling, stared My father, fated to die of
pneumonia 1n an Allied prison-camp, toasted his first-born with
a smule My mother, radiant in a lime-green dress, preened her
maternal feathers, kissing her hand to husband and to son The
Commandant had not yet loomed on her horizon.

I poured out the last of the wine from my carafe, and as I
did so, Iike an echo to my thoughts, a Iittle white-haired old
man came hmping from behind the screen, bearing an
illustrated magazmne which he took to the Turtmanns’ table

) He pointed with pride to the leading feature, an article on
Ruffano, and to a photograph of himself, the proprietor, Signor
Longhi He left the supplement with the Turtmanns and Iimped
back to my corner -

‘Good evening, signore,’ he said ‘I hope evetything has been
to your satisfaction?’

He had a nervous tremor in his left hand, and this he tried to
hide by placing the hand behind his back It was, I supposed,
an ailment of old age, the eager, bright-eyed Signor Longhi
was no more I thanked him for his trouble, and he bowed
and disappeared behind the screen, his eyes sweeping over me

_ without recogmition I could not expect otherwise. Why should
anyone connect the msignificant courier of today with Signor
Donaty’s youngest of long ago, - ‘Il Beato’ whom adults patted
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on the head? We were all forgotten, we had all passed on ...

" Dinner finished, and the Turtmanns escorted to their room,
I fetched my coat, opened the front door of the Hotel det
Duchi, and went out mto the prazza Silence, white and still,
enveloped me, There were footsteps m the snow, at first clear
and firmly printed, the tracks of an individual which soon lost
themselves agamnst a drift and vanished The biting air pene-
trated my lightweight overcoat Winter’s invasion of spring
had caught me, like any other tourist, ill-prepared .

I looked to right and left forgetting, after more than twenty
years, how the main street divided 1nto two on either side of
the piazza, each branch to run, almost perpendicular it seemed,
to 1ts own summut I struck left, hazarding a guess, past the

*great bulk of San Cipriano which loomed at me out of the
snow, and immediately knew I-was at fault, for the street ran
broad and steep, and would emerge eventually on the north-
western_hill i front of the statue of Duke Carlo Carlo the
Good, the young brother of mad Claudio, who 1n lus reign
of forty years, loved and respected, rebwmlt his palace and
his city and made Ruffano famous I turned back to the piazza
and struck south up the narrow twisting street to where it )
opened, suddenly, into the piazza Maggiore, and there, in all
its majesty, stood the ducal palace of my boyhood, of my
drear.ns, the rose-pik walls touched by the falling snow. '
_Idiot tears pricked my eyes - I, the courier, moved like any
tourist by a picture-postcard print — and I moved forward,
still m a dream, and touched the walls I knew Here was the
:}?;rgx;;eer(li;;; dt:n:he quadrangle within, used by my father

and ourselves, Aldo and I, but never by
the visiting crowds There were the steps on which I used to
?:?Li’ltand here, beyond, the massive fagade of the Duomo,
: in the eighteenth century Icicles had formed on the
bil;ﬁiu; ﬁzr?ssg?izabhanimg }lke crystalsTrom the lips of the
e of Altre ;hat si htc;d f'llnk at this fountain, mspired by a
clear waters. if the\rle vfe all punity and many secrets In its -
hfted\my he’a i rle secrets, I learnt none of them I

_above the entsance des rpzttlace roof and saw brooding there,
emblem of the Moot , the great bronze ﬁgure of the Falcon,

alebranche, the ducal family, tus head snow-
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capped, his giant wings outsprcad Then I turned from the
palace and walked on, uphill, past the university, and turned

feft into the via der Sogni, the Street of Dreams No one stirred, |

not even a prowling cat Now i1t was my footprints only that
marhed the fallen snow, and when I came to the high walls that
enclosed my father's house, with the single tree crowning the
small garden, a cold wind hike a knife cut across the narrow
street, so that the snow, still featherlight, drifted in front of
me.

Once more I had the strange impression that I was a ghost
returned, or not even a ghost, some disembodied spirit of long
ago, and that there, 1 the darkened house, Aldo and I lay
sleeping We used to share a room, until he was promoted
to one of his own Not a chink of light showed tomght from the
fastened shutters I wondered who hived there now, if indeed
the house was mhabited at all. Somechow it seemed to me for-
lorn, reproachful And the garden wall I always thought so
high had shrunk I crept away like a furtive alley-cat, down
past the church of San Martino, and took the short cut of the
San Martino steps, descending abruptly to the piazza della Vita
once agamn, I had not on my reconnaissance, encountered a
single soul

I let myself in at the hotel and went up to my room, un-
dressed, and so to bed A hundred images raced through my
mind, crossing and re-crossing like routes converging on an
autostrada Some memorable, some dim The present inter-
mingled with the past, my father’s face became confused with
Aldo’s, the very uniforms they had worn when I had seen them
last The umform which had graced Aldo at nineteen, with the
pilot’s wings, merged into those of my mother’s lovers — the
German Commandant, the American Brigadier in Frankfurt
with whom we had lived for two years. Even the head waiter
at the Splendido, a passing acquaintance ghmpsed a dozen
times and never thought of, turned into the bank manager my
mother eventually married, my stepfather Enrico Fabbio of
Turm, who gave me an education and a name "Too many faces,
too many-passing strangers, too many hotel bedrooms, hired
apartments, none of them mune, nothing ¥ called home Life
an unending journey with no end, flight without purpose
38
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A shrill bell ringmg 10 the corridor awakened me, and’ when

1 furned on my light I saW that 1t was morning, eight 0 clock.
1 flung back my chutters The snow had ceased and the sun
was shining. Below me 1t the piazza della Vlta‘pe?ple were
going about their business Shops had opened up, the assistants
were sweeping away the snow, the familiar long-forgotien pat-
tern of morning n Ruffano had taken on its accustomed shape
The sharp clean smell of the piazza came to My nostrils, the

* smell T remembered A woman shook 2 mat out of 2 window.
A group of men, standing beneath me, argued. A dog, with
tail erect, chased a streaking cat, narrowly missed by a swerv-
ing car, More traffic than of old, or was it that m war only the '
military moved? I had no recollection of police on point duty,
but one of them stood there now with arm outstretched, direct-
ing the cars across the p1azza to the via Rossini and the ducal
palace The young were everywhere, on vespas or on foot, all
southward bound, up the tull, and it came to me, with surprise,
{hat the small university of my childhood must have expanded
and that the ducal palace, once Ruffano’s pride, perhaps no
longer reigned supreme i -

I turned from the window, dressed, anél went along to the ‘
dining-room for coffee, thinking to spare the flustered maid an
errand Signor Longhi brought me 2 tray himself, setting the
co{fl\e{c on the table with trembling hands '

‘My apologies; ’ ‘
staffed, ':fnd ire hz‘gi[:xogrilt:?:tllot:: tzlih?? e e
ceason 0 : 1tchgn before the

pens.
vollcle‘:gib\szf:&vgec ajlltl\;e l:vakmg of thuds and knocking, the
mortar. A g to one another, the smell of pamt, of

b s e
bered, ‘ox:er thirty year ’ Wlttl ek the?agernesssl remen
We had a staff hc;d s, with a break during the Occupation
went to Ancona. Th q&arters here for a time My wife and I

. The Hotel de1 Duchi was patronized by many

well-hnown peopl '
you ... people 1 old days, writers, politicians. I can show

He K ;
> rixgave% tow etrds a’bookcase in the far corner, opened it
ed 2 visitors’ book, which he carried back to my

t
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table as tenderly as he would a new-born infant It opened
automatically at a certain page. ; g .

‘The English Minsster, Stanley Baldwin, honoured us once,’
he said, pointing to the signature ‘He stayed one might, was
sorry not to stay more. The American film star Gary Cooper -
there, on the next page. He was to have made a film here, but
nothing came of 1t '

He turned the pages proudly for my inspection, '36, ’37, '38,
’39, °40, the ycars of my childhood, and an impulse rose 1n me
to say, ‘And Signor Donati, the Superintendent at the palace,
you remember him, and the signora? You remember Aldo at
fifteen? Do you remember Beo, the small Beato, so small for
his age that they took him for four, not seven? Well, here he 1s.
Still small, still insignificant’

I controlled the impulse and went on drinking coffee Sig-

1

i

nor Longhi continued to turn the pages of his visitors’ book —-

omitting, I noticed, the years of shame — and so on to the fifties
and the sixties, with no more munisters, no more film-stars, the
pages filled with the names of a hundred tourists, Enghsh,
American, German, Swiss, the passing clientéle who came and
went, the kind I took under my wing on Sunshine Tours

A rasping voice summoned him from behind the screen, and |

he Imped away to do his wife’s bidding Furtively, my eye on
the screen, I turned to 44, and there 1t was, bold, with a
flourish, the signature of the Commandant, and the months
when he made the hotel his staff headquarters The remaining
page was a blank The Longhis.had departed to Ancona . I
snapped the book to and carried it to the bookcase That was
the place for mementos of the past The Commandant, with his
arrogant step, his bullying voice that swiftly, all too swiftly,
thickened to sickly sentiment, he was better under lock and
key But for him and his symbolic presence — a conqueror con-
quered, a feather n her cap — my mother-and I, with my father
dead 1 a prison camp and Aldo shot down in flames, might
have gone to Ancona with the Longhis There had been talk of
1t And then? Fruitless speculation She would have picked

another lover on the coast and wand
. ered anyway, trailing her
Beato’ with her yway &

‘Are you ready?’ ' /
40 ” ‘
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I turned my head Herr Turtmann and his wife were standing
in the doorway, o_vercoated, booted, strung about with their
" camera impedimenta o

‘At your service, Herr Turtmann i

It was their mntention to see the ducal palace and then drive
out of Ruffano and pursue ther tour north "I helped them
stack the luggage and Herr Turtmann gave me the money to
pay the bill Signora Longhi counted the notes, returned the
change and yawned If my mother had not died of cancer ‘of
the womb in *56 she would have looked hike Rosa Longhi Her
figure too had spread Her hair was dyed also Whether from’
disillusion or because of her illness, she used to scold my step-
father Enrico Fabbio mn much the rasping way that the padrona
here scolded her lame husband ,

‘Do you have much competition i Ruffano?’ I asked,

. folding Herr Turtmann’s bill. '
. ‘The Hotel Panorama,” she answered shruggmg ‘Built three
years ago Everything modern On the other hill, near the -
prazza del Duca Carlo How can we hope to keep going in this
dump? My husband 1s old I'm tired The place is beyond us’

Her epitaph spoken, she slumped behind the desk I went out
to join the Turtmanns m the car, another shice of childhood
written off . - i

We left the piazza della Vita and drove up the narrow via
_ Rossimi to park outside the ducal palace Morning had brought
reality to my dream world of the preceding might Other cars
were stationed between our destmation and the Duomo, pedes-
trians came and went, vespas roared past us to the university-
beyond .

At the entrance, a uniformed attendant leant from a boxed-
in office ‘Do you want a guide?’ he called

Ishook my head ‘I know where I am,’ I said
tﬁrocllll; hfczst:;zps e%hoed on the stone floor I le_d the way .

quadrangle, once more a ghost, a wanderer n

time This was where I used to shout, my voice reverberating
to the arched colonnade T

‘Aldo? Aldo? Wait for me"’ . i -

Back would come the answering echo ‘I’'m here Follow
me ° .

- - .4
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I followed now, up the grand staircase to the gallery above,
while 1 every miche and vault stood the Malebranche falcon
and the letters ‘C M.’ for the two dukes, Claudio and Carlo. !
The Turtmanns stumped after me, We paused a moment in the
gallery for them to draw breath, and the bench was there, the
bench on which Marta used to sit and do her knitting, while I
ran backwards and forwards along the gallery m front of her,
or sometimes, greatly daring — if Aldo was not there to pounce
upon me — travelled the whole circuit, pausing now and again
to stare through the great windows that looked down upon the
quadrangle below.

*‘Well?® said Herr Turtmann, staring at me I withdrew my
eyes from the gallery, with its empty bench, and turned right,
into the throne room Oh, God . . that musty, sullen smell,
redolent of ages past, of ancient feuds, of dukes and duchesses
long dead, of courtiers, pages .. The smell of vaulted ceilings,
ochre walls, the heavy, dusty scent of tapestry. .

The dead were with me as I walked the familiar room Not
only the spectres of the history I had learnt, the mad Duke
Claudio, the beloved Carlo, the gracious duchess and her reti-
nue of ladies, my own dead were beside me too My father,
gracious as a duke himself, showing the palace to visiting
historians from Rome or Florence, Marta, shushing if I raised
my voice, coaxing me out of earshot of the distinguished guests,
Aldo, above all Aldo Advancing on tiptoe, his finger to his lips.

‘He’s waiting!’

‘Who’s waiting?’

‘The Falcon . To seize you in his claws, and carry you off’

A babble of sound came from behind me A party of young
people, students doubtless, escorted by a woman Ilecturer,
noised their way into the throné room with us, filling the whole
place with their presence Even the Turtmanns were disturbed
I beckoned them on to the reception rooms I;eyond A
uniformed guide, stifiing his yawn, approached my clients,
scenting the prospect of largesse He had a smattering of English
and took my Tedeschi for barbarians

‘Note-a the ceiling,” he said, ‘the cetling very fine Restored
by Tolmeo?

. I left him to it and shipped away Ignoring the duchess’s
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apartments I headed for the Room of the Cherubs and the
ducal bedchamber They were empty An attendant on a
‘window-seat slumbered 1n a far corner. .
- Little was changed. Palaces, unlike people, withstand the
years Only. the pictures had been moved, brought from their
war-time sojourn mm the cellars to be displayed now, so I
, grudgingly admitted to greater advantage than 1 my father’s
day. They were placéd more-correctly, where the light could
play upon them The Madonna and Child, my mother’s
favourite, nstead of hanging on the wall m comparative
obscurity, stood upon an easel, alone 1n tranquil grandeur. The
dull marble busts of a later age, which were in old days grouped
about the room, had been removed. There was nothing now -
to detrac} from the Madonna The attendant opened an eye
I went towards him

‘Who 1s the Superintendent here?’ I asked

“There 15 no Superintendent,” he replied ‘The palace 1s under
the supervision of the Arts Council of Ruffano ~ that 1s to say
the ducal apartments, the pictures, tapestries, and the rooms
above The lhibrary on the ground floor 1s used by.members of
the umversity * . ) -

‘Thank you,’ I said. X

I passed on before he could point out to me the dancing
cherubs on the chimney-piece. There was a time when I had
names for every one of them I entered the ducal bedchamber,
searc}}mg instinctively for the picture on the Qrvall, the ‘Tempta-
tion of Christ’ of which Herr Turtmann had spoken to his frau
:,; ;;as still there. No Arts Council could place this one on an

Unhappy Christ, or, as the artist with ingenious candc;ur had
painted hum, unhappy Claudio .. He stood n his'saffron shaft
one hand upon tus hip, staring at nothing — unless 1t was at thc;
roof-tops of his visionary world, the world that might be his
g.lould Temptation master him The Devil, in the guise of,
: olsencsikanfd counsellor, whispered his message. Behind him the

Y sKy foretold a trumphant dawn. The city of Ruffano slept

ready to stir and wake and do his bidding. ’

‘All th
worship ;lS:"thmgs will T give thee, if thou wilt fall down al:.ld

et

-~
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I had forgotten that his eyes were pallid Iike his golden
hatr, and that the hair itself, framing the pale face, resembled
thorns

A wave of voices sounded m the rear The Turtmanns and
their persuasive guide, the students and the lecturer were hard
upon me I slipped through to the audience chamber, knowing
that the pursuming babblers would not only dally before the
- picture T had left, but would turn aside to visit the ducal study,
the ducal chapel By shipping a few hundred lire into the guide’s
hand the Turtmanns might even be permitted a glimpse of the
spiral staircase Jeading to the tower above

Here 1n the audience chamber was the hidden entrance to the
second tower The spiral stairway of this one, though a replica
of the other, was never in my father’s day considered safe
Those tourists who were mtrepid enough to brace their muscles
and brave vertigo were conducted to the right-hand tower,
through the ducal dressing-room

I went to the wall and lifted the concealing tapestry. The
doorway was still there, the key within the lock I turned 1t,
the door opened Before me was the stair, curving ever upward
to the tower above, below me the descent, three hundred steps
or more, to the abyss below How long was 1t, I wondered, since
anyone had climbed this stair? Cobwebs smeared the lttle
leaded window, and dead flies The old fear, the old fascination
gripped me I put my hand upon the cold stone step, pre-
paratory to chimbing

‘Who 1s there? It is forbidden to mount the stair!”

I looked over my shoulder The guide I had left sleeping in
the Room of the Cherubs had followed and stood staring at
me, his beady eyes narrowed 1n suspicion

‘What are you doing? How did you get there?’ he asked

I felt the guilt of years For such an act my father would
have commanded bed, and bed without supper, unless it was
smuggled up to me by Marta

‘T'm sorry,’ I said ‘I chanced to look behind the tapestry and
saw the door’ . -

He waited for me to pass Then he shut the door, turned the”
key and replaced the tapestry I gave him five hundred lire
Mollified, he pointed to the room ahead ‘Room of the Popes,’
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he said Round the wall are busts of twenty popes All very
interesting’

I thanked hum, and passed on. The Room of the Popes had
always lacked allure.

I skirted the remaining rooms, the ceramics and the stone
reliefs Yn old days they had been good for hiding 1n, for the
echo came more clearly I walked down the great stairway
once again, traversed the gquadrangle and the entrance passage
and went out into the street. I lit a cigarette and leant against

the columans of the Duomo, waiting for my clents. A postcard -

vendor approached me with his wares I waved him away.

‘When does the invasion start?’ I asked

He shrugged ‘Any time now,’ he said, ‘if the weather mends.
" The mumcipality do their best to put Ruffano on the map, but
we're poorly placed Those who are heading for the coast pre-
fer to go direct. We depend mostly on the Students for selling
this stuff.”

He thumbed his postcards and the hittle bicycleflags bearmg
the insignia of the Malebranche Falcon.

‘Are there many of them?’

‘Students? Over five thousand, they say A lot of them come
m by day, the town can’t house them, It’s all happened in the
last three years. Plenty of opposition from the older folk, the
place getting spoilt and so on, the students rowdy Well, they’re
young, aren’t they? And it’s good for trade .

The mtake at the university must have doubled, possibly
trebled. I could not be sure The students gave httle trouble in
the past, as far as I remembered I had the impression then that
they were all studying to be teachers

My informant ambled off and as I waited for the Turtmanns,
smoking my cigarette, I became aware, for the first time for
month_s, for years, that thé hour no longer pressed I was work-
Ing to no schedule There was no SunshinéTouring coach drawn
up in the pi1azza 1n front.of me.

The snow was melting rapidly under the hot sun Children
were chasing one another round the fountain An old woman
came to the door of the baker’s opposite, her knitting in her

hands. More sfudent
groups of youths and you
into the ducal palace, young women passed

- 45 .
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I stared up at the Falcon above the palace door, his bronze
wings poised for flight Last mght, snow-covered, oblique -
aganst the sky, he had seemed menacing, a threat to all who
trespassed This morning, though still the guardian of the palace
walls, the spread wings hinted freedom

The deep-toned bell of the campanile by the Duomo struck
eleven Hardly had the last notes died away when the Turt-
manns, gesticulating, slammed the Volkswagen door. They
must have emerged without my seeing them, and were now
impatient to be gone. ‘

‘We have seen all we want to see,” barked my chent ‘We
proposed to leave the <city by the opposite hill, after photo-
graphing the statue of Duke Carlo This will give us longer in
Ravenna’ c o~

‘It’s up to you,” I said.

We climbed into the car, I 1n the driving seat, as yesterday.
We left the piazza Maggiore and went downhill to thé p1azza
della Vita, and so across the city’s centre and up the northern
hill to the piazza del Duca Carlo I realized now why the
Longhis had Jost business. The new hotel Panorama, with its
view of the city and surrounding country, its gaily-painted
balcontes, its grass verges and little orange trees, held more
glamour for the tourist than the poor hotel der Duchi

‘Hal’ sard Herr Turtmann, ‘Look, that is where we should
have stayed * He turned on me, angrily

‘Too late, my friend, too late,” I murmured in my own tongue

‘What? What 1s 1t you say?’

‘The hotel Panorama does not open until Easter,” I said
smoothly I stopped the car, and they got out to film the statue
of Duke Carlo and the surrounding view This used to be the
regulation walk on Sundays The local dignitaries, thewr wives
and children and dogs, would parade about the plateau, neatly
Iaid out with trees and shrubs, and bedding plants in summer
Here there was some change, 1f nowhere else New houses had
been bult below the summit, and the orphanage, that once had
stood alone 1n 1ts stark uglness, was now hemmed 1 by smarter
dwellings Thus, I took it, was the affluent quarter of Ruffano,
the modern challenge to the more famous southern hill I got
out of the Volkswagen, carrying my small grip, as my clients,
46 ’
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having finushed the mornings filming, came towards the car.

“This, Herr Turtmann,’ 1 said, holding out my hand, ‘1s where
I say good-bye. The road to the right out of the piazza will
take you downhili-to the Porta Malebranche, and so on your
way north Take the coast road to Ravenna, it’s very fast’

He and his wife stared at me, and he blinked behind his gold-
nmmed spectacles. “You are engaged as our courier ‘and
chauffeur,’ he said ‘It was arranged with the agent in Rome’

‘A misunderstanding ’ I bowed ‘I undertook to escort you
as far as Ruffano, no further. I regret the inconvenience.’

I have some respect for the Tedeschi. They know when they
are beaten Had my chient been a fellow-countryman, or a
Frenchman, he would have burst into a tirade of abuse. Not so
Hert Turtmann He looked at me a moment, his mouth
t)ghtened, then he ordered-his wife curtly mnto the car.

‘As you please,” he said ‘I have already paid in advance for
" your services. The Rome office must reimburse me’

He got n, slammed the door, and started up the engine Ina
moment the Volkswagen was on its way, across the piazza del
IDuca Carlo and out of sight Out of my life as well I was no
tgzggegoz fi’;ulr(let(': Nlo loPger a charioteer I turned my back on
o ttl:e eo aroo,t‘hxflg]huabove me on his pedestal, and stared
tranche, with ljép tfx (] tl The ducal palace of the Male-
B ixlreacro\ vin towers facing- westw?rd, adorned the,

< wvn I started to walk downhill mnto the city,

-

“

fl\lte :osr;lx; th‘e pazza della Vita earns its name. The women,
doy mealp);—;s}x))g done, have all gone home to prepare the md-
oAl Ie men take over Crowds of them were assembled _
oty o r;aghed the centre §h0pkeepers, clerks, loafers,
Standir;g e 0 . usmess., all talking, gossiping, some merely
M e and staring "It was the custom, it had always been .
o somé orpass-mg stranger might have thought them members
b s ganization about to take over the city, He would
en wrong These men were tlie city. This was Ruffano

‘ a7
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I bought a paper and leant against one of the pillars of the
colonnade. I searched the pages for the Roman news, and

found half-a-dozen lines about the murder 1n the via Siciha
d

“The 1dentity of the woman murdered two days ago in the via Siciha
has not yet been discovered It 1s believed that she came from the pro-
vinces A lorry-driver has stated that he gave a lift to 2 woman answering
to her description after leaving Termi The police are pursuing their
enquirses -

We had passed through Terni vesterday, before turning right
to Spoleto Traveling south from Ruffano to Rome, 2a
wanderer, a vagrant, would be glad to seize the chance of a
lorry-ride for the remaming distance” Doubtless the lorry-
driver had come forward and identified the body, but in any
case the description of the dead woman would by this time have
been circulated to every city in the country, so that the police
could check with their list of-mussing persons What, though, if
the dead woman was not upon the list? What if, filled with a
sudden wanderlust, she had simply left her home? I could not
remember if Marta possessed relatives Surely not Surely she
had devoted herself to my parents after Aldo had been born,
and had remained with us ever after She never talked of
brothers, sisters .. Her devotion, her whole hfe, had been
gven to us

I put the paper down and stared about me No faces that I
knew, not even amongst the old Hardly surprising, when I had
left Ruffano aged eleven The day we drove away, my mother
and I, in the staff car with the Commandant, Marta had been
at Mass She always went to Mass each morning Knowing her
custom, my mother had timed our exit deliberately.

Tl leave a note for Marta,’ she said, ‘and she can follow
later, with all our things There’s no time to bother with them
now The Commandant has to leave immediately’

I did not understand what 1t was all about Mihtary persons
were always coming and gomng. The war was apparently
over, yet there seemed to be more soldiers than ever before
Germans, not ours. It was beyond me.

‘Where are we going with the Commandant?’ I asked my
mother ’ - -
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She was evasive, ‘What does 1t matter?’ she answered mm-
patiently. ‘Anywhere, as long as it’s out of Ruffano. He'll take
care of us.’

I felt certatn Marta would be dismayed when she returned
from Mass She might not want to go She hated the Com-
mandant ‘You are sure Marta will follow?’

*Yes, yes, of course.” -

And so to leaning out of the staff car, saluting, watching the
passing country, thinking of Marta less often each day, bemg
fobbed off in the months to follow with more lhes, more
evasions And then forgetting, finally forgetting Until two days
ago .. -

I crossed the piazza to the church “of San Cipriano It was
shut Of course 1t was shut. All churches closed at noon Asa
courler 1t was part of my job to reconcile the tourists to this

-fact. I must bide my time as they did until the afternoon -

Then, suddenly, I saw a man I recognized. He was standing in
the piazza, arguing with a group of cronues, a cross-eyed fellow
with a long lean face, hardly altered in old age from what he
had been at forty-five. He was a cobbler i the via Rossin,
and he used to repair our shoes. His sister Maria had been our
cook aver a period, and a friend of Marta’s. This fellow, and
his sister if she hved, would surely have kept in touch with
her The question was, how could I approach him without
giving myself away? I lit another cigarette and kept my eyé
on him

Presently, the argument finished, he moved away Not up the
via Rossint but to the left out of the plazza, threading along the
via de1 Martiry, and so across it to a narrow street beyond Feel-
g like a detective out of a pdhce novel, I followed him Pro-
gress was slow, for he paused now and again to exchange a word
with an acquaintance, and I more furtive than ever, was obliged
;o stoop to tie a shoe-lace, or stare about me as if a tourist and
noxirt'f :c:fmld have done with the Turtmanns’ cameras to save
tu:::da;‘;?gei::l[;.a&ih :; tlhi :;lrltl};er enc} (;lf 1the narrow street
cnough to touch, Stand e o thg : up with him he was near
the small orator‘, g e top of the steep steps beside

1o of Ognissantt The steps descend abruptly,

~
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almost vertically, to the via der Martirt below. He stood aside
for me to pass

‘Excuse me, signore,’ he said

‘Pardon me, signore,” I countered, ‘I was simply following
my nose, a stranger in Ruffano’ ]

His gaze, cross-eyed, had always been disconcerting I did not -
know now whether he looked at me or not

‘The steps of Ognissants,” he said, pomting, ‘the oratorio of
Ognissant:’ -

“Yes,” Isaid, ‘so Isee’

“You wish to visit the oratorio, signore?’ he asked ‘My neigh-
bour has the key’

‘Another time,” I said ‘Please don’t trouble yourself ’

~ ‘No trouble at all,” he said ‘She 1s sure to_be at home Later

on, 1n the season, she opens the oratorio at regular hours At
the moment it 1sn’t worth her while > —~ )

Before I could prevent him he had called up at the window
of the small house adjoining the chapel It opened, and an
elderly woman thrust out her head

‘What is it, Signor Ghigi?’ she called

Ghigi, that was it That was the name above the cobbler’s
shop Our cook had been Marna Ghigi.

‘A visitor to see the oratorio,” he called, then waited for her
descent The window slammed I felt myself unwelcome

‘I'm sorry to make myself a nuisance,” I said.

‘At your service, signore,’ he said

The cross-eyes were surely searching me I turned my head
In a moment or two the door opened and the woman emerged,
fumbling for her keys She opened the door of the oratorio and
motioned to me to pass I stared about me, feigning interest
The attraction of the oratorio 1s a group of martyred sants,
modelled in wax I remembered having been brought here as a
child, and being reproved by the attendant for trymng to touch
the models .

‘Very fine,” T observed to the couple watching me

‘It 1s umique,’ said the cobbler, and then, as if 1n afterthought,
‘did the signore say he 1s a stranger to Ruffano?’ .

‘Yes,’ I said ‘I come from Turin ’ Instinct made me give my
stepfather’s city, where my mother had died
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‘A, Turin, he said, as though disappomtéd,” and added,
‘You have nothing like this in Turin® —

“We have the shroud,’” I told him, ‘the shroud that wrapped
the Saviour The marks ofthe sacred body are upon it st

1 did not know that,” he replied, rebuked .

We were all silent. The woman jangled her keys. I felt the
cobbler’s cross-eyes upon me, and grew restiess.

“Thank you,' I said to both ‘I have seen enough.’

I gave the woman two hundred lire, which she stowed away
1 her voluminous_.skirt, shook hands with the cobbler, and
thanked hum for his courtesy Then I walked down the steps of
Ognssanti, guessing they were staring after me. It was possible
that I had reminded him of something, someone, yet there was
nothing to connect me, a man from Turin, with a lad of ten

Iretraced my steps to the piazza della Vita and found a small
restaurant 1 the via San Cipriano, a few yards from the
church Ihad lunch and smoked a cigarette, my head still empt&
of plans The restaurant must have been popular — 1t was new
since my time — for it filled rapidly and customers were obliged
to share tables. Instinctive warmess made me bring out my
newspaper qnd prop it aganst the carafe Sf wine 1n front of me

Somebody said, ‘Excuse me, 1s this place free?’

I raised my eyes ‘By all means, signorina,” I said, making
ro?m, jarred by the sudden interruption to my thoughts
w (Ii believe I saw you m the ducal palace this morning,” she

1

I stared, then swiftly begged her pardon. I recogmzed the
woman lecturer who had been in charge of the crowd of
students r

‘S\;Z“S':lr"lggdtoaeSgap; us,’ §he said. ‘I can’t say I blame you
was tog largé I?Ie the smile was pleasing, though her mouth
Smoothly berte b r hair was parted 1n the centre and drawn

Yy back, her age a possible thirty-two. She had a Jarge

mole close to her left eye Some men find these marks attrac-
th‘E, enhancing sexual charm To each his own taste ...

i did not try to escape you,’ I said, ‘only your audience ’
o fter mxing so much with nationalities other than my
b, especially Americans and Anglo-Saxons, and bemg al-

waye i
Vays In a subservient position, I had lost touch with the women
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of my own country, who demand flirtation as a common
courtesy o

‘If you had wanted to know about the pictures n the palace,
she said, ‘yvou could have jomed us.’

‘I am mnot a student,” I said, ‘and I dishke to be one of many.

‘A private guide would be more to your choice, perhaps,’ she
murmured Gallantry, I saw, would be the order for the
remainder of the meal When I tired of 1t, I could always look
at my watch and make the excuse of time

‘The choice of most men,” I said. ‘Haven’t you found 1t
s0?’

She smiled, a conspiratorial smile, and gave her order to
the waiter “You are probably right,’ she said, ‘but as a lecturer
on the staff of the university I have a job to do T must make
myself agreeable to both boys and girls, and endeavour to
put facts into their reluctant heads.’

‘Is that a hard task?’,

‘With the majority of them, yes,” she answered,

Her hands were small, I like small hands in women She wore
no ring

‘What are your duties?’ I asked

‘I'm attached to the Faculty of Arts,” she sard ‘I lecture two
or three times a week 1n class to the second- and third-year
students, and escort the first-year batch to the palace, as I did
this morning, and to other places of importance It’s quite
mteresting, I've been here two years now ’ The waiter served
her, and after eating n silence for a few moments she glanced
at me and smiled ‘And you?’ she asked ‘Are you on a visit
here? You don’t look like a toufst” i

‘I'm a courter,’” I said. ‘I look after tourists, as you look after
students’

She grimaced. ‘Have you your charges with you in Ruffano?’

‘No I'wished the last god-speed this morning.’

‘And now?’

*You might say I'm open to offers ’

She said nothing for a moment. She was busy eating Then
she pushed aside her plate and turned to her salad

‘What sort of offers?’ she asked

‘You make them I'li tell you,’ I answered
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She Jooked at me n speéulatlon. ‘What are Siour languages?”
‘English, German and Fren@h But I've never given a lecture

in my bie,’ I told her. , -

1 didn’t suppose you had Any degree?’

‘Degree in modern languages, Turm’

‘Why, then, a courser?’ '

‘One sees the country The tips are good” ;

1 ordered more coflee for myself The conversation did not
commit me i - .

‘So you're on vacation?’ she said .

‘Self-imposed I've not been sacked I just wanted a few weeks
off from my regular work. As told you, P'm open to offers”’

She had finished her salad I offered her’a cigarette, which
she took o .

‘T might e able to help you,” she said ‘They’re temporarily
understaffed in the umwversity hbrary Half our stuff is still

N

-

housed in a room 1 the palace Later it will be moved mto new '

quarters between the university and the students’ hostel, but our
fine new building won’t be opened until after Easter For the
time being chaos reigns. The librarian, a good friend of mine,
could do with extra help And with a degree modern
languages .’ She left her sentence unfinished, but her gesture
implied that the rest was easy
‘It sounds interesting,” I said
T don’t know about the pay,’ she said’quickly ‘It wouldn’t

be much And the job is only temporary, as I said, but that
might suit you’ - ‘

‘It might ndeed’ -

- . {
She summoned the waiter in her turn for coffee, brought out

a card from‘ her bag and gave it to me I glanced at.it and read
the words, ‘Carla Raspa, 3, via San Michele, Ruffano’

Tulﬂl:l,nded mine 1n return ‘Armino-Fabbio, Sunshine Tours,

-

-

ToSul:-z ‘ra;sed Ironic eyel::rows and put 1t mn her bag ‘Sunshine
vory ({e : d1e tfnurmured, I could do with one -Ruffano can be
A s‘heii t:ler wo‘rknEg hours She drank her coffee, watching
A ﬂl S0 ’ Think 1t over I must leave you - I have a
voum wee I'll be in the hibrary myself after four, and if

want to take this up I can mtroduce you to the librarjan,
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Gruseppe Fossi He’ll do anything for me Eats out of my
hand.’ .

The look in her eye sug’i;éstcd that he did more than that,
Gallantly I returned the look. For courtesy’s sake we were
consprrators '

‘You have your credentials on you?’ she asked as she rose
from the table

1 patted my breast pocket, ‘I carry them everywhere,’ I said

‘Fine Good-bye for now’

‘Good-bye, signorma And thank you’

She disappeared through the restaurant entrance to the
street I glanced at the card once more Carla Raspa. The name
surted her Hard as nails, with a soft centrc, like a Neapohfan
ice I pitied the lhibrarran Giuseppe Fosst It might be my
answer, though, for the next two or three weeks Not her ~ the
job Possibly the one went with the other, but I should have to
take care of that when the moment came

I paid the bill and went out into the street, carrying my grip,
feeling like a snail with the world upon his back. I crossed
the street and tried the door of San Cipriano once agam This
time 1t was open I pushed my way mside and went into the
chancel N

The smell brought back the past, as it had done at the ducal
palace Here the memory, though less intense, was more
sombre, muted, connected with Sundays, feastdays, the necessity
of silence, and an inner restlessness that mirrored my longmg to
be outside I did not connect the church of San Cipriano with
devout feelings or with prayer, only with an intense awareness
of bemng small and hemmed 1n by adults, with impersonal
priestly intoning, the puff of incense, the touch of Aldo’s hand,
a desire to urinate

The church was empty, save for a sacristan who seemed to be
busy with candles at the hugh altar, and I made my way up the
nave on the left-hand side, tiptoeing as if by instinct, and so up
the single step to the chapel Hollow sounds came from the high
altar i the church, as the sacristan went about his business
I looked for a light in the chapel and switched 1t on The light
fell upon the altar-piece Small wonder I had been frightened
as a child at that figure i his shroud, the wrappings from the
54
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face hanging m strea}nérsj the eyes of terror staring out upon
- his Lord-I réalized now that the pamting was no masterpiece.
‘Executed-‘m the "days when tortured expression and
exaggerated form had been the vogue, the risen Lazarus, to my
maturer eyes, now seemed grotesque Yet the bowed figure of-
the supplicating Mary 1n the foreground was still Marta, still
the humped woman on the steps of the church in Rome

I switched off the light and left the chapel Two nights ago,
dreaming, I had been a child still, imagnation vivid Now there
was disenchantment; the risen Lazarus had lost his power

As I turned 1nto the nave the sacristan came pattering down
, to meét me¢” A sudden thought came to me ‘Excuse me,’ I said,
‘are the baptismal records kept here 1n the church?’

‘Yes, signore,” he answered, ‘the records are n the sacristy.
They go back a number of years, to approximately the be-
ginning of the century Earlier than that, they are kept m the”
presbytery’ .

‘Would 1t be possible for me to Iook up an entry for the
year 19339° ' '

He hesitated a moment, murmuring something about the
priest 1n charge of the records not being available I slipped a
note mnto hus hand and told him I was passing through Ruffano,

.~ unhikely to return, and-wished to consult a baptismal entry for

.a relative He protested no more, and led the way into the
sacristy,

I hovered while he searched for the book The odour of
sanctity was all about me Stoles and surplices hung from hooks
The faint scent of incense mingled with floor-polish pervaded
all The sacristan approached me with a book. _

‘We have the entries here from 1931 to 1935, he said ‘If
i:?r ‘relatxve was baptized 1n San Cipriano, his name should be

o >

I took the book and opened 1t It was like turning back the
Pages into the past. How many of my contemporaries must be
here, children born’ and baptized 1n Ruffano, now adult,
Scattered, or perhaps living in the city still, shopkeépers, clerks,
yet i this book only a few days old ..

I turned to July the 13th, the day of my birth Here was my
baptism, on a Sunday two.,weeks later ‘Armino. S6n of Aldo
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Donati and Francesca Rosst Godparents, Aldo Donat, brother,
Federico Ponenti, Edda Poncnti,' T had forpotten that Alde,
not then nine years old, had been my sponsor. He had written
his name in a round, childich hand, that yet already had more
character to 1t than the vnsform =craw! of the second cousins
who shared the responabihity They had hived, of T remembered
rightly, at Ancona Now it all came back The first communion

Aldo’s cyes upon me, hnting eternal pumshment should 1,
through fear of clumsiness, let {all the Host out of my open
mouth

‘Have you found the entry?* ashed the sacristan.

‘Yo, I sad, ‘yes, 1t's there’

I shut the book and pave it into his hands He took 4f, and
replaced 1t in the cupboard amongst 2 row of simtlar volumes.
‘Wait,' I sard ‘Have vou the entries for the “twenties too?’

“The "twenties, signore? Which vear?®

‘Let me see Ttwould be 1925, T suppose’

He took out another volume ‘Here is 21 to "25°

T took the book and turned to November November the 17th,
The date had always held significance for me because 1l was
Aldo’s birthday Esven in Genoa, un autumn mornings, when
I Toohed at the office calendar, the number 17 under the month
of November was somehow dedrcated

Curious . Aldo must have been a sicklv infant. for here
he was, baptized within a day of his burth *Aldo Son of Aldo
Donati and Francesca Rosst,” No mention of godparents

I turned the page, and to mv surprise the entry was repeated
a few days later ‘Aldo Son of Aldo Donati and Francesca
Rosst Godparents, Aldo Donati, father, Lwgi Speca, Fran-
cesca Rosst !

Who was Lugi Speca” T had never heard of tum Nor, I felt
sure, had Aldo And why the double entry?

“Tell me,” I said to the sacristan, *have you ever heard of an
nfant being baptized twice?’

He shook his head ‘No, signore Though if the child was
ailing, and the parents feared 1t might die, 1t is just conceivable
that it might be baptized on the day of birth and the ceremony
repeated later, when the child was stronger. Has the signore
finished with the book?*
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‘Yes! I said. ‘Take it A

I watched him replace the book amongst its fellows n the
cupboard, and turn the key. Then I came out into the sunlight,
crossed the piazza della Vita and walked up the via Rossini. It
was strange that Aldo should have been baptized twice. It was
the sort of story, had we known i, that he would have turned
to good advantage. ‘I was doubly blessed,” I could imagme him
tellmg me .-

Marta would have known about the baptism ... So think-
ing, I was reminded of the cross-eyed cobbler, and I locked
about me for his shop, situated, to the best of my récollection,
half-way up, on the left-hand side There it was. . But larger,
smartened, and with rows of shoes to sell No longer shoes with
tickets and upturned soles, advertising repamrs. A different
name, too, above the door My cross-eyed Ghigi of the mornmng
must have retired, to live beside the oratorio. He was the only
ikely link with Marta, or his sister 1if she lived, and short of
admitting my identity I did not see how I could approach him.

The same held good for the Longhis, at the hotel der Duchi
It would be so easy to go back, to say; ‘I meant to tell you last
night T am the younger son of Aldo Donati” You remember my
father, the Superinterident at the ducal palace?’ Even the
flabby face of the signora would have creased into a smile,
the first shock over. And then, “You remember Marta? What
happened to Marta?’ .

It was no good It would not work Anyone returming from
the past, as I was doing, must remam anonymous. Otherwise
It meant useless nvolvement Alone, 1n secret, I could unravel
the threads of the past, but not with identity known,

I passed the ducal palace once agan and then turned left,
coming, after a moment, mnto the via dei Sogru I wanted to
look at my old home by day The snow had melted, as 1t had
done elsewhere 1n Ruffano, and the sun must have filled the
house all morning, for behind the tree I could see the windows
?f the first floor, opened This had been my parents’ bedfoom
in early days a sort of sanctum m my eyes, but later shunned. "

Som‘cone was playing the prano. There had never been a
prano in our time The player had the touch of a professional, -
A torrent of sound rippled from the keys It was something I
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knew, heard probably on the radio, or more bihely still from the
music ronms m the unversity of Tunn when T used to hurry
past to lectures My Iips framed @ ailent ccho to the sound as it
rose and fell, half pay, half <ad, a timcles, melody, Debussy,
Yes, Debussy, The well-worn ‘Arabecque’, but with a master
touch

1 stood beneath the wall and hetened, The music ehbed and
flowed, changed mood and entered the more <olemn phrases,
and then agamn that first hpht-hearted npple, higher, ever
higher, confident and gay, but at Jast with a de.cending scale,
dissolving, vanishing. Tt scemed to say: All over, nevermore
The mmnocence of youth, the joy of chuldhood, Ieaping from bed
to welecome a new day ... alt gone, the fervour spent, The
repetition of the phrase was only a remindcer, an echio of what
had been. So swift to go, impossible to hold.

The music ceased before the closing bars, T could hear the
telephone Whoover played must have gone to answer it The
window was closed, then all was sull

The telephone used to stand in the hall, and f my mother
was upstairs she had to run to answer it, arriving breathless,
I wondered iof the player did the same | looked up at the tree
that shrouded the small garden hke a canopy, Somewhere
the branches should be a rubber ball that I had much prized,
¥icked aloft one day in an idle mood and never recovered 1
wondered if 1t lay there stll, and with the wonder came resent-
ment, a strange antagonism to the present owner of my home,
Therrs the right to wander through the rooms, oprn and shut
the windows, answer the telephone Iwas just a stranger, staring
at the wall,

The playing was resumed. This time a Chopin Prelude,
mournful, passionate The pianist’s mood had changed with the
telephone call, nerves were unleashed to sombre melancholy
And none of 1t my business,

1 went on walking up the via der Sogni, and so out into the
via dell'8 Settembre, in front of the ungversity, It was hike walk-
ing into another age, The young were everywhere, pouring out
of lecture rooms, Jaughing, talking, getting on to vespas, The
old buildings which had always been fnown as the Tousc of
Studies boasted new wings, the windows glowing not only with
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fresh pamt but with vitahty. There were new buildings too
across the way, and ‘yet another m construction — the new
jibrary, possibly — topping the il This university was not the
crumbling, rather faded seat of learning I remembered from
childhood days Austerity was banished. The young, with all
thert fine contempt for dusty ways: had taken over. Transistor
radios blared.

I stood, clutching my grip, a wanderer between two worlds.
The one the via der Sogmi of my past, “with all 1ts memories,
but no longer mine; and this other, active, noisy, equally
indifferent. The dead should not return. Lazarus was right to
feel foreboding Caught, as he must ‘have'been, betwixt past and
present,-he evaded both 1 horror, seeking the anonymity of
the tomb — but 1n vain - /

‘Hullo,’ said a voice m my ear, ‘have you made up your ~
mind?’ )

I turned, and saw Carla Raspa She looked cool, confident
and self-possessed No doubts for her. -

‘Yes, signorma. Thank you for your trouble. But I have )
dectded to leave Ruffano * This was my intention, but the words
were left unsaid. A youth, straddhing a vespa, swerved past us,
Jaughing. He had a small flag fixed to his machme which/
fluttered 1n the breeze, just as, years back, the staff car of my
mother’s Commandant carried his hated emblem. The student’s
flag was tourist junk, perhaps, bought for a few hundred lire 1n
the plazza Maggiore, but it had for design the Malebranche
Falcon and so was, to my nostalgic eye, a symbol.
mf;soptmg my habitual mask of courter, of courtier, I bowed

e signorina, sweeping her from head to foot in a caressing
glance that she knew, and I knew, meant precisely nothing. .

T was on my way to the ducal palace;>I told her ‘If 'you are
free, perhaps we could go together?’

1had reached the point of no return.



6. -

The umversity library was housed on the ground floor of the
ducal palace, 1n what had been the banqueting-hall of long ago
It had been used for manuscripts and documents when my
father was Supermtendent; and I gathered was so still, on
shelves separate from those temporarily loaned to the unr
versity. My new acquamntance led the way, with all the
_ assurance of someone on home ground, while I followed,
assuming a stranger’s ignorance

The room was vast, larger even than I remember, with the
musty smell mseparable from books, many of which were -
stacked high upon the floor A certain confusion prevailed One
clerk knelt upon the floor, mserting printed ships into some of
the volumes A second was half-way up a ladder, busy among
the higher shelves A third, a harassed female, was taking
notes, dictated by the individual whom I gathered, correctly,
to be the librarian, Giuseppe Fosst He was short, stout,
with an olive-green complexion and the wandering, bulging eye
I associate with clandestine appomtments He hurried for-
ward at the sight of my companion, leaving his minion m
mid-note

I've found you an assistant, Giuseppe,’ said Carla Raspa
‘Signor Fabbio has a degree 1n modern languages and would
be grateful for temporary work ’ -

The bulging ‘eyes of Gruseppe Fosst appraised me with some
hostility — was I perhaps a vival? — then, stalling for time, he
turned back to the object of his admiration. -

‘Signor Fabbio 1s a friend of yours?’

‘A friend of a friend,’ she answered promptly ‘Signor Fabbio
-has been working 1n Genoa for a touring agency I know the
manager ’ ’

The lie was unexpected, but 1t served The hibrarian turned,
back to me

‘I certamnly need help,” he admutted, ‘and anyone with
languages, who could catalogue the foreign books, would be
invgluable You see for yourself the mess we are 1n* He waved
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an apologetic™gesture about the room, and went on, ‘I warn
you, the remuneration 1s small, and I shall have to press a pomnt
with the university Registrar if I take youon’

I gestured a willingness to accept whatever was offered, and
he looked from me to Carla Raspa The response she gave him
with her eyes was similar to that already given me n the
restaurant 1n the via San Cipriano, but more compelling Excite-
ment filled him, - -

‘Well, now . I will see what I can do with the Regxstrér It
would naturally leave me freer if I had your help As it is; the
evening ..’ -

The same conspiratorial glance passed between them He
turned to the telephone I had understood what she meant
when she told me that Ruffano could be dead by might, never-
theless, she must be easily pleased - ‘

We feigned deafness while Giuseppe Fosst carried on a
rapid conversation.on the telephone The recewver clamped
‘All fixed,” he said ‘It’s the same throughout the umversity at
- the moment Nobody has any time to spare for other people’s
problems ~ we must all make our own decisions.’

I expressed my thanks with a certain wonder that even a
temporary increase in staff could be such an easy matter to
arrange*

‘The Rector 1s away sick,’ explamed Giuseppe Fossi “With-
out him, authority 1s non-existent. He is the umversity ’

‘Our beloved Rector,; murmured “the signorina,” and I
thought I detected irony i her voice, ‘suffered a thrombosis,
alas, after attending an assembly 1n Rome, and has been in
hospital there ever since. We are all lost without him. He has
been il for weeks’

‘Does nobody take over?’ I asked

‘Professor Rizzio, the Deputy Rector,” she answered, shrug-
ing, ‘who happens to be the Head of the Department of Educa-
tion, and spends his time arguing with Professor Elia, the Head
of the Department of Economics and Commerce ’

The hbrarian expostulated reprovingly ‘Come, Carla,” he -
said, ‘gossip, like smoking, 1s forbidden in the hibrary You
should know better.’ He patted her on the arm indulgently and
looked at me, shaking his head The head-shake suggested
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dissociation from her views, the pat on the arm possession I .
smiled, rematning silent

‘I must leave you,’ she said, and which of us she addressed
remained n doubt ‘I have another lecture at five’

She raised her hand to me, saying ‘Be seeing you,” and was
on her way to the door Signor Fossi hurried after her, calling,
‘One moment, Carla . I watted for instructions, while one of
the clerks glanced up at me and winked After a murmured
consultation with thie signorina, Gruseppe Fossi returned and
said briskly, ‘If you care to start work right away 1t will help us
all’

1 spent the next two hours learming my work under his direc-
tion Special care had to be taken because certain of the
volumes which were part of the umiversity hibrary had become
mixed up with others which, belonging to the ducal palace
proper, were 1n the care of the Arts Council of Ruffano

‘Gross inefficiency,” said Signor Fossi ‘It happened before
my time But there will be an end to these troubles when we
have all our own stuff 1n the new university library’ You have
seen the building? It’s almost fimshed. All due to the Rector,
Professor Butali He has achieved wonders for the umversity’ -
he lowered his tone, with an eye on the clerk within earshot -
‘against much opposition, The usual thing, 1n a small centre
such as ours There is rivalry amongst the Departments, and ™
jealousy too between the university and the Arts Council Some
want one thing, some another The Rector has the thankless
task of keeping the peace between them all. K

‘Was that the reason for his heart attack?’ I asked

‘T would think so,” he said, and then, with a knowing
look flickering an instant in his bulging eye, ‘he also had a
beautiful wife Signora Butaliis several years younger than her
husband *

I continued sorting books until, ata httle after six, Giuseppe
Fossi gave an exclamation and looked at his watch ‘I have an
appointment at seven,” he said. ‘Do you mind rematning here
for another hour? And when you leave, will you please go to
the Registrar’s office to sign in? They will, if you wish, give
“you a list of addresses where you can find lodgings — the uni-
versity has first call on a number of rooms and small penstom
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n the oty Signorma’ Gatn will assist you if there 1s anything
else you wish to know’

" The female clerk, some fifty odd, peered at me dourly

through her spectacles as Giuseppe Fosst bustled off, bidding
us all good mght Then she continued to make notes, her sour
expression unchanged, and the younger of the two clerks ~ I
had already heard him addressed as Tom moved across the
room to help me

- ‘He'll lose some weight this evening,’ he murmured.

‘With the lady who went out earher?’ -

‘They say she’s tireless. I've never tried my luck’ .

Signorina Gatti called him sharply to remove some books
from the desk m front of her. I lud my face in an enormous
ledger The hour ticked by At seven precisely I approached
her desk and, after qptau{mg her grudging admission that there
was nothing more I could do, made my way towards the
Registrar’s office The young clerk, Tom, followed ‘me, and
we walked through the silent quadrangle towards the outer
entrance.

I paused by the great stairrway leading to the ducal apart-
ments on the first floor The lights were on, and I could hear the
sound of voices -

« ‘What’s happening above? Don’t they close at four o'clotk
out of season?’

‘To the public, yes,’ said Toni, ‘but the Director of the
Arts Council comes and goes as he pleases Besides, he’s par-
ticularly mvolved just now with all the arrangements for the
Festival ’

There was an attendant on duty by the side door, We bade
hum good night and went out into the piazza Maggiore. _

‘The Festival?® I inquired

‘Why, yes, don’t you know about 1t? It’s our great day In-
augurated by the Rector, Professor-Butal, really to put the
unwversity on the map, but now the whole of' Ruffano takes a
pride 1n 1t and the people flock n from mmles around The -
students give a fine display Last year the performance took
place here n the ducal palace > He walked to a vespa leaning
against the wall and wound a scarf about his throat ‘Got a
date®’ he asked ‘If you haven’t, my Didi will fix you up She
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works 1n ceramics, down in the town, but she knows a lot of the
C and E students, and their girls are a hvely bunch.’ -

‘Cand E?’

‘Commerce and Economics. It only started three years ago,
but soon it’ll outnumber the other Faculties The C and E
students mostly_live in the town, or come 1n by day, hence the
fun' They aren’t stuck away in the students’ hostels like the rest’

He grinned, and started up his machine I shouted above the
dm that I had to go to the Registrar and sign 1n, as well as find
somewhere to sleecp He waved his hand, and was off. T watched
him swerve away, feeling about a hundred Anyone over thirty
appears a dotard to the young

1 walked up to the university building There was a door on
the left marked ‘Registrar, Private’, and beside 1t a shding
window-panel, with a clerk on duty belund it

‘The name 1s Fabbio,’ I said pushing through my credentials
‘The hibrarian, Signor Fossi, told me to call.’

‘Yes, yes. .

He seemed to know about me, and scribbled something 1n a
book He handed me out a pass and a form to sign Also a hst
of addresses. -

‘You ought to be able to find a room from one of these,” he
said ‘They make a special price for us’

I thanked him and turned to go, but paused a moment ‘By
the way,’ I asked, ‘can you tell me who hves at No 8, via dei
Sogm?’ ~

‘No 87’ herepeated

“Yes,” I said, ‘the house with the high wall, and the single tree
in the small garden’

‘That 1s the Rector’s house,” he said, staring ‘Professor
Butali But he's away sick He’s in hospital in Rome’

‘I knew that,’ I said, ‘but I had not realized that he lives 1n
the via de: Sogm b

‘Oh yes,” he rephed ‘The Rector and Signora Butali have
been there for some years’

‘“Who plays the prano there?’

‘The signora She teaches music But I doubt if she is at
home She’s been 1n Rome with the Rector during the past
weeks ’
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I thotight I heard music,’ I said, ‘when I passed the house

 this afternoon’

She must be back, then,’ he answered ‘I wouldn’t necessarily
know.’ .

I wished him good evening and left. So .. My home was
honoured by being the residence of the Rector himself In the
old days the head of the university had lived next door to the

-students’ hostel There had obviously been many changes, as

the fellow selling postcards and flags had told me, and what
with the boys and giris studying Commerce and Economics, -
many of them coming in by day, my quiet city of Ruffano
would soon begin to rival Perugia or Turnn

I walked back downhill past the ducal palace and stood for
a moment under the street lamp to study my list of addresses
Via Rossini, via dell’8 Settembre, via Lambetta ... no, too
close to the students Via San Cipriano perhaps. Via San
Michele . I smiled. Wasn’t that where Signorina Carla Raspa
had her miche? I took out her card. Her address was No. 5,
the address given me at the Registrar’s office was 24 It was
worth looking at I picked up my grip once more and walked
down to the prazza della Vita.

It must have been the snow of the preceding night that had
driven the world indoors. This evening 1t was cold, but the stars
glittered, the plazza was full, and unlike the midday session,
when from long custom the nuddle-aged males took over, youth
predominated. Girls, chattering and with arms interlocked,
paraded before the colonnade, while the boys, hands in pockets,
laughing, whistling, some of them straddling vespas, hung
about 1n groups. The cinema, beneath the colonnade, was due
to start The lurid poster gave promise of passion under
Caribbean skies. Across the way the Hotel Der Duchi looked
forlorn and out of date

I crossed the piazza, ignoring the glance of a little red-
haired beauty — Comimerce and Economucs, I wondered? — and,
turning right, found myself 1n the via San Michele I 16oked for
number 5. Discreet enough, with a small car parked outside.
Giuseppe Fosst’s? There were chinks of light coming from the
shutters on the first floor. Ah, well ... Good luck to him. I
continued down the street, looking for No. 24, It was on the
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opposite side, but from the windows one would have a farr
view of No. 5 Seized with sudden amusement, coupled with
schoolboy malice, I decided to inspect the house The door was
open Light flooded the hallway I looked at the name on the
Iist . . Signora Silvami I walked in and loohed about me It
was clean, newly decorated, and an enticing smell of {égato alla
salvia came from a hidden kitchen Someone ran down the
statrs, calling over her shoulder to the floor above It was a girl
of about twenty, with small clfin featurcs and cnormous cyes

‘Are you looking for Signora Stlvami?® she asked ‘She’s m
the kitchen - 'l tell her?

‘No, wait a moment.’ [ liked the atmosphere, I liked the girl
She mught tell me what I wanted to hnow. ‘They gave mc this
address at the university,” I said ‘I'm a temporary assistant at
the library, and 1 want a room for a week or two. Anything
going?’

‘There’s onc vacant on the top floor,” she answered, *but 1t
may be booked You'll have to ask Signora Silvani. I'm only a
student.’

‘Commerce and Economics?’ I ashed.

‘Why yes, how did you know?’

‘T'm told they enroll the best-looking girls’

She laughed, and arrived 1n the hall beside me It 1s alwaysa
gratification to me when a girl 1s smaller than myself Thus one
could have been a chuld

I don’t know about that,” she said ‘At least we're alive, and
let the others know 1t Isn’t that true, Paolo?’ A boy, cqually
handsome, had folowed her down the stairs, This 1s my
brother,’ she said ‘We're both C and E students We come from
San Marino”’

I held out my hand to ecach of them ‘Armino Fabbio,’ I said,
‘from Turin, though I work in Genoa usually’

‘They answered 1n one breath, ‘Caterina and Paolo Pasquale’

‘Look,” I said, ‘would you advise me to try for a room here?’

‘Certainly,” answered the boy ‘It's clean, comfortable, she
feeds you well,” he jerked lus head towards the kitchen, ‘and
she doesn’t bother you about time We come and go as
we like’

‘We're an easy crowd,’ said the girl. ‘Whoever wants to work
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can work, Whoever wants to play can play Paolo and I do a
hitof both Yes, you try for that room’

Her smile was comradely, inviting So was his Without
watting for my answer she went off down the hallway, calling
for the signora. The door of the kitchen opened and Signora
Silvani emerged She was a broad, middle-aged woman with a
high bosom and enormous hips, good-looking in an engaging,
friendly way

‘You want a, room?’ she said ‘Come and look at it/

She pushed past the boy Paolo and myself and began to chmb
the stairs.

‘You see?’ Jaughed Caterina. It’s all so simple. Well, I hope
you take 1t. Paolo and I are off to the cinema Be seeing you.’

They left the house together, chatting and Jaughing, and I
followed Signora Silvam up the stairs

We reached the top floor and she threw open the door of a
room, the’windows of which looked out on the street below
She switched on the light and I crossed the room to throw back
the shutters I like to know where I am, what I can see I looked
up the street, and saw the small car still parked before No. 5.

Then I glanced round the room. It was not Jarge, but 1t had the
essentials ~ -

Tiltake it, T sard,

‘Good Make yourself at home Board is optional Give
warning 1n the morming if you want to eat ont, but I'm not
particular 1f you forget We're serving dinner now, if you want
a meal tonight’

The casual greeting, the informal atmosphere with no
questions asked, this suited me exactly I unpacked my small
grip, washed, shaved, and went downstairs Voices led me to
the dining-room Signora Silvam had already installed herself
at the head of the table, and was ladling out the soup There
were four others present, a muddle-aged man whom she
immediately presented as her husband, as ample and well-fed
as herself, and three students, all of them male, harmless in
appearance, none of them as striking as young Paolo.

*Our new boarder, Signor Fabbio,” called my hostess, ‘and
these are Gino, Marto and Gerardo. Sit down, now, and make
yourself at home’
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‘No formality, please,” I said, ‘My name is Armino. It is not
so very long ago that I was studying for my own degree in
Turin’

‘Arts?’

‘Foreign Janguages. Do I look like Arts?’

There was an immediaté chorus of ‘Yes’ at this, and general
lfaughter, while Gino, next to me, explamed that it was a joke
of the houschold ~ anyone new was simmediately accused of
being Arts.,

‘Well, Pm a courier in the tourist business usually,” J told
them, ‘but bemng temporanly attached to the university ibrary
1 suppose I come under Arts?’

There was a universal shout of disapproval, all of 1t good-
natured.

“T'ake no notice of them,” smiled my host. *Just because these
Jads study Commerce and Economics they think they own
Ruffano.

‘But we do, signore,’ protested one of them -~ Gerardo, T
think it was. ‘We're the new life-blood of the university, None
of the others count’

‘So you say,” said Signora Silvam as she served my soup,
‘but I've heard differently. The Arts students, and most of the
others too, for that matter, Jook upon your Iot as a pack of
hooligans.’

She winked at me mischicvously as another howl greeted her
remark, and the whole table plunged into university politics,
all of 1t over my head. I ate, and was amused. This was a
Ruffano X had never known,

Gino, my neighbour, explamned to me that the new Faculty
of Commerce and Economics was alrcady a thriving concern.
Because of the additional fees which the students brought in
the university had more money to spend than ever before n its
long history ~ hence the additions to the various buildings, and
the new library.

‘They couldn’t have afforded any of it but for us.’ he said
passionately, ‘and then the rival Facultics, the Education saps,
and the Arts, look down their noses and treat us like dirt, or
try to do so. But we've nearly outnumbered them already, and
m another year we'll flood them out.’
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[ tell you,” said Mario, ‘one of these days 1t will come to a
fight, and I know who'll win’ .

My friend Toni 1n the library had called the C and E students
a hively crowd He was certainly right

‘You know what it 1s,’ observed Signor Silvani, when the
students were arguing amongst themselves, ‘these lads have
never known war They have to let off steam Inter-Faculty’
rivalry 1s one way of doing it. N

‘Perhaps,’ I said, ‘but doesn’t 1t suggest a want of tact amongst
the professors?’

He shook his head ‘The Rector is a fine man,’ he said ‘There
1s no one more respected in Ruffano than Professor Butali But
you know he’s sick ’

‘Yes, they told me so-at the library’

‘They say he nearly died; but he’s on the mend Signora
Butal, too, 1s a very gracious lady. Highly respected, both of
them. Thus silly rivalry has grown much worse while he’s been
away — once he’s back 1t will soon be squashed, I can tell you™
I agree with you, though. I blame much of 1t on the older pro-
fessors, or so the chat goes where I work, at the prefettura The
Head of the Department of Education, Professor Rizzio, and
lus sister, who is in charge of the hostel for women students —
they’re both narrow and set 1n their ways, and perhaps naturally
resentful of the Head of C and E, Professor Ehla, who 1s
what we call a thruster — rather too sure of himself, he comes
from Milan’

I thought, as I did justice to Signora Silvani’s excellent cook-
ing, that to be n charge of a coach-load of tourists, all of them
strangers, must be an easier matter than keeping the peace
amongst a group of students like these I had no recollection of -
such mtensity of feeling at Turin

Dinner over, our small party dispersed, the students to the
prazza della Vita while I excused myself from jommng the
Stlvanis in their parlour for coffee and cigarettes They were
affable and kindly, but I had had enough chatter for the even-
ng

I went to my room to fetch my coat, and then left the house..
The car had not moved from No 5

The young people of Ruffano were stil parading in the
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pilazza della Vita, but with numbers thinned Many must have
gone 1nto the cinema to watch the Caribbean film, and the
rest had wandered home to their lodgings, or to convenient
dark corners I passed the hotel der Duchi and walked down
nto the prazza del Mercato. High above me, on my left, loomed
the western facade of the ducal palace, the twin towers
thrusting to the sky. As a child I had always been 1n bed at this
hour Ihad never seen the towers so late at night, or understood
their beauty and thewr grace The silhouette might be that
of some fantastic backdrop at a theatre, revealed suddenly to
an amazed audience when the curtains parted. Fragile, ethereal
to first view, the true impact came later These walls were real,
forbidding, with all the mgenuity ‘of a fortress, concealing the
strength within The twin turrets above their encircling
balustrades pierced the darkness like sharpened blades Beauty
was paramount, menace lurked within -~

The via delle Mura surrounding the whole city of Ruffano

_stretched before me, curving gently, while immediately to my
left were the steps leading up to the palace and to the city
above I decided to chmb them My foot was on the first step
when I heard the sound of running Someone was coming down
the steps towards me, but in headlong flight The descent was
steep, and to run at speed was to court disaster.

‘Watch out,’ I called, ‘youw’ll fall’

The running figure emerged from the darkness, stumbled,
and I put out an arm to break the fall The runner was a lad,
a student possibly, and as he struggled in my hold, trying to
break away, his startled eyes stared up at me 1n terror.

‘No. *hesaid ‘No . Letmego’

Surprised, I relaxed my grip He ran from me, sobbing, down
the last of the steps The hollow ring of his clattering feet rose
to me where I stood

Watchful, Iistening, I continued my chmb The steps were
all ;n shadow, lighted only by one solitary lamp above I saw a
figure move back intg the shadows .

‘Anyone there?’ I called s

There was no answer. I went warily, and when I reached the
top paused and looked about me. The precincts of the ducal
palace were to the right of me, the nearest of the twin towers
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darkly omunous. I noticed then that the small door close to the
ever-barred portico between the towers was open Someone
was standing there. As I moved forward the figure vanished,
the door was softly shut. -

I continued up the rise, past the silent, shrouded palace, untl
I came out into the alley-way leading to the Duomo and the
piazza Maggiore The sight of the frightened boy had been
disturbing. He mught have broken his neck. The open door, the
motionless figure, were somehow simster I walked on across
the piazza Everything was stil I took the side street leading
into the via dei Sogm as I had the night before, seized with the
same desire to Iook at my old home.

There was no one about I stood for a moment under the wall
staring up at the house Light came from the chinks in the
shutters of the room on the first floor, but I could hear no
music ‘Then I heard footsteps coming down the street, follow-
g as 1t were 1n my wake, from the direction of the ducal
palace Some instinct made me hide myself-behind an angle of
the wall, and wait, The footsteps came on, purposeful and clear.
No furtiveness about this pursuit, if pursuit it were.

Behind me the sombre bell of the campanile sounded ten,
echoed a moment later by the other, more distant churches
The footsteps ceased They had come to a halt by the door n
the wall leading to the garden and to the house beyond. I leant
forward and saw the figure of a man He looked up at the house
as I had done, and then moved forward and turned the handle
of the door The Rector’s lady, Iike her predecessor in my home
some twenty years before, perhaps sought consolation

As the man paused a moment, opening the door, the street
lamp by the side of the wall shone fully upon his face. He passed
through, and closed the door betund hum I stood motionless,
dramed of all energy, all feeling. The man was surely no
stranger, but my brother Aldo. .



I brushed past the group of students who were hovering,
chatting, before No 24, via San Michele, the Pasquale brother
and sister amongst them, and went straight upstairs to my
room I sat down on the bed, staring 1n front of me It was
an 1lluston, of course, a trick of the light Unconscious associa-
tion with our home Aldo had been shot down 1n flames in "43.
My mother had recesved the telegram 1 remembered 1t coming,
and when 1t arrived she stared down at the envelope — for
1t must contain bad news of some kind - and then she went into
the kitchen and called Marta, and they stayed in there together,
the door closed.

Chuldren have an mnstnct for knowing when news 15 bad 1
sat on the stair and warted Presently my mother came out
apam, She was not crying, she had the bruised, stunned look
that adults wear when deeply moved or shocked. She said,
‘Aldo’s dead. Killed flying The Allies shot im down,” and went
upstairs to her room I crept into the kitchen and Marta was
sitting there, her hands in her lap. Unlike my mother she was
not mute 1n her grief, the tears were flowing freely down her
cheeks, and she held out her arms I burst into tears instantly
and ran to her, and the pair of us rocked together, crymg,
mourning our dead

‘My Iittle Beato,’ she said, ‘my lamb, my Beato You loved
him so, you loved your brother.’

‘It 1sn’t true,” T kept saying between sobs, ‘it 1sn’t true. They
can’t kill Aldo Nobody can kill Aldo’

‘Yes, it 1s true,’ she said, holding me close, ‘he had goneas he
would have wished. He had to fly, he had to fall Aldo, your
Aldo’

Memory 1s merciful There came a blank in time after that
first day, and I had no further feeling. The weeks must have
passed, and 1 must have gone daily to school with my com-
pamons, and worn a mourning armband, and have said to them,
even with pride, ‘Yes, my brother’s dead Shot down mn flames,’
as though to go thus added to his glory. I played I ran up and
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down the stairs. It was around then that I kicked the ball into
the tree Incidents, isolated at the time, merged into others of
wider mmphcation* the surrender, the Armustice, which I did
" not understand, the arnval in Ruffano of the Germans, and the
Commandant Life, as I had known i, had come to an end .

Now, sitting on the bed in the Pensione Silvani, I lived those
first moments once again, and told myself that he whom I had
just seen was indeed a living person, but wrongly identified
with 2 man long dead This was hallucination This was what
had happened to the disciples when they looked, as they
thought, upon their Lord, the risen Christ

There was a sudden knocking on the door Startled, I called
out, ‘Who’s there?’ I don’t know what I expected. Perhaps the
phantom stranger My shout was taken for permission to enter
the room The door opened and the Pasquale brother and sister
stood there, their faces concerned

‘Excuse us,” said the girl, Caterina, ‘but you looked so ili
when you came m just now We wondered if anything was
wrong.'

I sat up on the bed Made the supreme effort to appear at
ease,

‘It’s nothing,’ I said, ‘absolutely nothung I walked rather fast, -
. that's all®

My poor reply was met by silence I could see curjosity
struggle with courtesy in their expressions

‘Why did you walk so fast?’ asked Paolo.

I'thought his question odd It wasasif he guessed  buthow
could he guess? I was a stranger We were all strangers.

‘I happened to do so,’ I said. ‘I made a tour round the ducal
palace and the neighbouring streets and so back here It turned
out to be further than I had thought’

They exchanged glances Agamn, 1t was as though they
guessed, they hnew.

‘Don’t think we want to pry,” said Paolo, ‘but were you by
any chance followed?’

‘Followed?’ I echoed *‘Why  no Who would follow me?’

I felt asif I were on the defensive What could these children
know about the past, about my home? What could they know
of my dead brother Aldo?
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‘It’s like this,” said Caterina, and she spoke softly, shutting
the door ‘People do get followed, from time to time, if they
prowl round the palace at night. There are all sorts of rumours.
It never happens if you are 1n a group Only to individuals.’

I remembered then the running boy. The figure at the top of
the steps The softly closing door.

‘It could have been,’ I said, half to myself and half to them,
‘it could have been that I was followed ’

‘Why, what happened?’ asked Caterina quickly.

I told them about the boy and his headlong, breathless flight.
I told them about the shadowed figure, and the withdrawal
inside the palace door I did not tell them about my return
down the via de1 Sogni, and how I stood outside my home Once
more they looked at each other, nodding.

‘That’s 1t,” said Paolo decisively, ‘they were out’

‘Who?’ I asked.

‘You're new to Ruffano, you wouldn’t know,’ said Caterina
‘It’s a secret society within the university We none of us know
who the members are, They could be Arts, Education, C and
E, Law, or a mixture of them all, but 1t’s part of the oath they
take, never to split on one another.’

I handed them cigarettes Already I was feeling more at ease
The past receded, and I was back in the world of university
pranks

‘Don’t smile,” said Paolo ‘It isn’t amusing We thought as
you did, at first, that 1t was just ragging. It 1sn’t so. Students
have been hurt, and not only students but kids from the town.
Seized and blindfolded .. and, so rumour has it, even tortured
But nobody knows, that’s the pomnt The victims don’t tell.
Something will slip out days later, a student will say he’s sick,
not turn up at lectures, and then the rumour spreads, they’'ve
got at him.’ -

Brother and sister sat down on the bed on erther side of me,
their‘faces serious, yet eager I felt it a comphment that they
trusted me.

‘Can’t the authorities do somethmg?’ I asked ‘Surely it’s up
to the umversity to stamp it out?’

‘They can’t,” said Caterina. ‘You don’t understand the power
of these people It’s not ke an ordinary society within the
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university, with 1ts members known. This thung is secret. And
it’s evil too.’

‘For all we know,’ broke 1n Paolo, ‘it may include professors
as well as students And although all of us C and E students feel
it's directed against us, we can’t be sure — we have heard
there are members of our own group acting as spies for the
society ’

‘So you see,” said Caterina, ‘that’s why we were worried,
when you came in I said to Paolo ~1t’s them’

I patted each upon the shoulder and got up from the bed
‘No,” T said, if they were out, they weren’t after me.’ I crossed
to the window and opened the shutters The car had gone from
No 5 ‘Sometimes,” I said, addressing both brother and sister,
‘one can suffer from hallucinations I've done so myself You
think you see something which 1s, frankly, out of this world,
and then, later, it has an ordinary explanation, Your society
may exist, it obviously does, but its importance could have been
worked up m your minds, so that it appears more threatening
than itis’” ,

‘Exaétly?’ said Paolo, also rising to his feet ‘That’s what all
the scoffers say. But 1t isn’t so You wait and see. Come on,
Caterina.’

His sister shrugged, and followed her brother to the door
‘I know 1t sounds foolish,” she said to me, ‘like a trick to scare
children. But I'm sure of one thing. I would never walk about
Ruffano by night without at least half-a-dozen others It’s all
night round here, and in the piazza della Vita. Not up the hill,
not by the palace.’

‘Thank you,’ I said. ‘I accept the warning ’ ‘

I fimished my cigarette, undressed and went to bed. The tale
of the ‘secret society” had proved an antidote to -shock-~
Common sense told me that the encounter on the steps, the
withdrawal of the figure to the open door of the ducal palace,
had stimulated imagination already tensed because of the past,
and when I came to my old home the natural consequence of
this was to conjure, out of darkness into hight, a living Aldo The
experience was, I now believed, the second of two. The first
had been to confuse the murdered woman 1n the via Sicilia in
Rome with Marta No proof, hallucination The second experi-
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ence, the viston of my brother. Appeased, and 1n a strange way
self-absolved, I fell asleep. )

When I awoke 1n the morning, clear-headed, hungry, {ull of
energy for the day ahead, I told myself that it was time to kill
all phantoms, and put a final end to the shadows that had
haunted me I would search out the cross-eyed cobbler and ask
him 1f Marta hived I would even boldly ring the bell of my old
home 1n the via der Sogni and ask the Rector’s lady, Signora
Butali, the 1dentity of her late-might caller This last would, in
all probablility, produce a well-deserved rebuff, a complant
to the umiversity Registrar, and an end to my temporary job
No matter 1f 1t did. My ghosts would then be truly laid, and I
at hiberty

* My young friends the Pasquales and the other students had
dispersed to their various lectures before I left the house at a
quarter to mine and walked up the via Rossini to the ducal
palace Ruffano wore her shiming morning face, and the noise
and bustle of the day were all about me No shadowy figures
now to lurk 1n doorways and scare the passers-by I wondered
how much truth there was in the students’ story, whether the
half of 1t was not a myth born of mass hystersa. Rumour, like
infection, spreads rapidly

I checked 1n at the palace hibrary as the Duomo struck the
hour, and so beat my superior by about three munutes
Giuseppe Fossi looked, I thought, subdued, and it could be that
his activities of the preceding might had, in more ways than
one, deflated him He wished me and the others a brief good
morning, and I was put at once to sorting and separating those
volumes written 1 German and belonging to the university
which had, by error, become nuxed up with the palace pos-
sessions The task, because it was so different from checking
itineraries and figures, absorbed me, particularly so as one work
n four volumes called The History of the Dukes of Ruffano,
written 1n the early part of the nineteenth century by a German
scholar, was, according to Gruseppe Fosst, extremely rare

‘There 1s a dispute between the Arts Council and ourself as
to 1ts ownershup,’ he told me ‘Better put the books aside for
the time being and not pack them with the rest I shall have to

" check with the Rector ’

76 - -



T decided to stack the volumes carefully on a shelf by them-
selves, The leaves stuck together when I opened them. I doubt
if they had ever been read, The Aichbishop of Ruffano, who
must have possessed them before the Risorgimento, either
spoke no German or was too shocked by their contents to turn
the pages

‘Claudio Malebranche, first Duke of Ruffano, was known as
the Falcon,’ I read, ‘His brief life 1s shrouded in mystery, for
contemporary authorities do not enable us to pronounce with
certainty on the enormous vices wherewith tradition and
innuendo have blackened his memory. A youth of outstanding
promise, he became mtoxicated by good fortune, and casting
off his early disciphine he surrounded himself by a small band of
dissolute disciples, and dismayed the good citizens of Ruffano
by licentious outrages and revolting cruelties. No one could
walk by night for fear of the Falcon’s sudden descent into the
caty, when, aided by his followers, he would seize and
ravage : .

‘Signor Fabbio, a hand with these entries, if you please ’ My
superior’s voice, a hittle tired, a httle testy, summoned me from
the fascinating disclosure promised by the German scholar
‘If you want to read the books 1n the library,” he said, ‘you must
dosoin your own time, not in ours.’

I apologized. He brushed the matter aside, and we concen-
trated upon the ledgers Either the signorna’s cooking, or her
demands, had proved excessive I ignored the by-play of Toni,
who, behind our superior’s back, cradled his head upon his
hands 1n mock exhaustion, but I was not surprised when
Giuseppe Fossi, shortly before noon, pronounced himself un-
well.

‘I must have eaten something last night,” he said, ‘that dis-
agreed with me T shall have to go home and lie down. I'll return
later in the afternoon if I feel better In the meantime, I should
be extremely obliged 1f you would carry on’

He left hurriedly, tus handkerchief to his mouth Signorina
Cati remarked that 1t was well known that Signor Fossi
suffered from his stomach Also he was overworked He never
spared himself Once again the irrepressible Toni gestured,
once again I ignored the pantomime, this time more obvious,
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of an athlete at play. The telephone rang, and being closest to
it I answered, A womadn's voice, soft and pleasing, asked for
Signor Fossi

‘I'm sorry,” 1 replied, ‘Signor Fossi 1s not here Can I help
you?’

She asked how long he would be absent, and I said I was not
sure He had felt unwell, and had gone home The inquirer was
not Carla Raspa - the voice was pitched too low,

‘Who am I speaking to?’ came neat

‘Armino Fabbio, temporary assistant to Signor Fossy,” I re-
phed ‘May I ask who it 1s inquiring after him?’

‘Signora Butaly,' she answered. ‘I have a message for him
from the Rector about some books,’

My interest quickened The Rector’s lady in person, speaking
from my home, My courjer’s well-trained courtesy took over.

‘If there 15 anything I can do, signora, you have only to ask,’
I said smoothly ‘Signor Fosst left the hibrary in the charge of
Signorina Cattr and myself, Would you perhaps entrust your
message to me?’

There was a moment’s hesitation before she rephed. “The
Rector is in hospital 1n Rome, as you know,' she said, ‘and”
during a conversation on the telephone I had with him this
morming he asked me to request Signor Fossi for the loan of
some rather valuable books about which there is a tnfling
dispute between the umversity and the Arts Council He would
Iike to examine these books himself, with Signor Fosst’s
approval, and I could take them with me to Rome on my next
visit’ -

‘Of course, signora,’ I said ‘I am quite certain Signor Fossi
would raise no objection What books are they?’

‘The History of the Duhkes of Ruffano, in German,” she
answered.

The secretary was making signs to me I explained, my hand
over the mouthpiece, that I was speaking to the Rector’s lady
Her sour disapproval vamshed. She rushed forward and
snatched the receiver from me.

‘Good morning, signora,’ she exclaimed, her voice all sugar,
‘I had no 1dea you were back from Rome How is the Rector?’
She smiled and nodded, hushing me to silence ‘Naturally any-
o



thing the Rector asks for he shall be given,” she continued ‘I
will see that the boOks are delivered to you at the house today.
Either I, or one of our assistants, will hand them to you per-
sonally’ 7

Further assurances followed, with an added explanation that
Signor Fossi was, as usual, overworked, More smiles. More
nods Then, apparently thanked and dismissed, she replaced the
recetver

Quickly I said ‘T’li dehver the books to Signora Butali this
afternoon’ :

Signorina Catti stared, her sourness returned. ‘There 1s no
need to go yourself,” she said ‘If you will wrap the books for
me I can take them. It won’t be out of my way, and the signora
knows me’

‘Signor Fosst gave me mstructions,” I said, ‘not to let these ™
books out of my sight Also, I am more easily spared from the
library than you * _

Furious, but acknowledging defeat, she returned-to her desk
A falsetto cough from the high ladder told me that Toni had
been listening I smuled, and went on with my work Entry had
been secured to my home 1n the via der Sogni. For the moment
this was all that mattered

I did not return to the pensione for lunch I found a small
restaurant in the via Rossini which, though filled with students,
sufficed for my hasty meal I went back to the library while the
other assistants were still lunching, and packed up the books
for the Rector’s lady. It intrigued me that the very volumes that
had caught my fancy should be those demanded by the Rector
from his sick bed There was no time to linger over the life
hustory of the Falcon. This I regretted His madness I're-
membered, and his death The intervening details had been
glossed over by my father Certainly they were not mentioned
in the Ruffano guidebooks, nor in the printed pamphlets 1ssued
to tourists 1n the ducal palace

‘. The excesses were of so singular a nature that only the
Dewil could have inspired them. When accusations were made-
against hum by the outraged citizens of Ruffano, Duke Claudio
retaliated by declaring that he had been divinely appointed to
mete out to his subjects the pumishment they deserved The
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proud would be stripped, the haughty violated, the slanderer
silenced, the viper die 1n his own venom The scales of heavenly
justice would thus be balanced’

And so on for several pages The picture of ‘The Tempta-
tion’ 1n the ducal bedchamber above the library took on new
meaning for me

‘Duke Claudio was undoubtedly insane Excuses were thus
made for him, after his appalling death, by the good and gentle
brother who succeeded him, the great Duke Carlo No such
consideration can be afforded to the Falcon’s followers. This
small band of debauchees did not believe themselves to hold
divine appointment. Their mission was to sully and destroy. So
great was the hatred and fear which they inspired amongst the
populace of Ruffano that when the final massacre took place,
and the Falcon and his band were slaughtered, it 1s said that
the corridors and state rooms of the ducal palace ran with
blood, and that atrocities, impossible to name, were com-
mitted upon the fallen victims’

These pages would certainly while away the Rector’s hours
of lersure 1n a hospital bed,

I packed the books and left the hbrary as soon as the second
assistant returned from lunch Then I set forth for the via des
Sognt. My excitement increased as I approached the garden
wall No hovering 1n the shadows today I was going home As
. I drew near I could hear, as yesterday, the sound of piano-
playming It was a Chopin Impromptu The notes rang out, up
and down the scale, with almost savage intensity It was like an
argument, passionate and fierce, that would brook no nter-
ference but must sweep everything before it, then rippled
suddenly, to melting protestation No music for a sick bed But,
of course, the Rector was some hundred and fifty miles away
in Rome, ’

I put my hand on the garden door and entered Nothing
had changed The single tree dominated the small enclosure as
it had always done, though the grass was closer trimmed than
i our day I walked the short flagged pathway to the door
and rang the bell The music ceased A sense of schoolboy panic
came upon me. I nearly dropped the books before the door
and fled I heard, as I had heard a hundred, a thousand times
an



before, footsteps descending the stairs The door opened

‘Signora Butali?’ i

‘Yes’ -

‘Forgive me for dnsturbmg you, signora I have brought you
the books you asked for from the palace ibrary’

There 1s a picture m the audience room of the ducal palace
known officially as the ‘Portrait of the Gentlewoman though
my. father called her the Silent One The face 1s grave, with-
drawn, the dark eyes look out upon the man who painted her

with indifference, some say disapproval Aldo had 1t otherwise. -

I remember him arguing with my father that the Silent One
had hidden fires, and that the mouth, supposedly so pursed,
deceived the watcher. Signora Butali might have posed for that
same gentflewoman Her beauty was of the sixteenth century,
not ours

‘Was 1t you I spoke to on the telephone?’ she asked, and,
taking the answer for.granted, added, It’s good of you to come
s0 soon’

She put out her hand for the books, but I was looking past
her to the hall The four walls were the same, but that was all.
The alien shapes of chairs, not ours, and a tall mirror seemed to
alter the perspective My father, fond of reproductions of his
favourite pictures at the palace, used to display them i abun-
dance,doubtless a dated fashion,but because of this we came to
know them well Today there was but one picture hanging m

the hall, and that contemporary — glazed fruit, too large, '

splurging beside a sheet of music The staircase wall leading to
the floor above, white 1n our time, was now dove grey These
things I perceived 1n a single flash, and with 1t came unreason-
ing resentment that anyone should dare to walk into our home
and so despoil 1t to swit their taste, disturbing, as it were, the
layer of habit underneath Had the walls and ceilings that knew
us no feeling in the matter? Must they stay dumb?

‘Excuse me, signora,’ I said, ‘I did not come only at your re-
quest, but because I felt myself drawn to the house. I passed

here yesterday and heard the pxano Being fond of music I
- stayed to listen At that time I did not even know that this was

the Rector’s house — they told me later at the ibrary When

you askedkfor the books this morning . .
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Like the gentlewoman 1n the portrait, the mouth remained
unsmuling, but the eyes softened ‘You decided that this was
your chance,’ she interrupted.

‘Frankly, ves,’ I said.

I put the books into her hands Once again my eyes travelled
up the stairs The last time I descended them I was running. My
motherwas calling from the garden,holding her travelling-case,
which she handed to the Commandant’s orderly The staﬂ? -car
was warting in the via der Sogni.

‘Do you play yourself?’ asked the signora,

‘No No.I never had the gift But yesterday  yesterday you
were playing, I believe, the “Arabesque” of Debussy, which
“God knows can be heard often enough from any radio station,
but somehow 1t sounded different It brought back memories
of childhood and old forgotten things, why, I can’t say .
nobody played the piano n our famly ’

She looked at me gravely, as though considering a pros-
pective pupil, and then she said, ‘If you can spare the time,
come upstairs to the music-room and I’ll play the “Arabesque”
for you’

‘Spare the time?’ I repeated ‘It doesn’t concern me whether
I can spare the time or not Can you?’

Once again the eyes softened Even the mouth relaxed ‘I
would not invite you 1n if I could not,’ she answered ‘It’s early
anyway I don’t expect my next pupil until three’

She closed the door, and leaving the books on a chair 1n the
,hall led the way upstairs, and so directly into my mother’s bed-
room This was transformed I recognized nothing It was just
as well, because as I entered I expected to see the tumbled
double bed with all the sheets overturned, as they had been on
the day we left, the wardrobe with its doors opened and the
shelves awry, discarded clothes, unwanted by my mother, left
to hang, tissue paper on the floor, the breakfast-tray with the
cold dregs of coffee

‘I love this room,’ said the signora. ‘I find it peaceful As soon
as we came here I told my husband, “This 1s where I shall have
the piano”.’

The walls were green The chairs, stiff-backed, were padded
n some striped material The floor had a high polish Another .
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contemporary picture hung upon the wall, this time of mon-
strous sunflowers. The signora wandered to the piano, which
stood on the exact site of my mother's double bed

‘Smoke if you wish,” she said. ‘It doesn’t worry me. Now,
the “Arabesque”.’

I went and stood by the -window, looking down through the
branches of the tree to the garden below The tree had spread.
The branches stretched like wings, and nearly touched the
walls The ball, if 1t was still there, was deeply hidden.

The ripple of the music started, the rapture and the pathos
and the pain. The hot July sun baked the flagstone path, and
the orderly’s feet rang out as he marched backwards and for-
wards for the luggage Marta was at Mass in San Donato.
‘Hurry ... hurry ..’ called my mother, ‘the Commandant
won’t wait.’ I had to find the snapshot of Aldo. Aldo, before he
was shot down Aldo 1n tus umform, wearing hus pilot’s wings

‘Come without 1t Marta can send 1t on.

‘No Thaveit It will go m my pocket’

And so running down the stars And so also the signora,
ligher, higher up the scale, and down, repeating the phrase,
once more, again, carelessly, gaily There was nothing emo-
tional 1 an ‘Arabesque’. Unless, hke the hstener, you were a
courier, a charioteer, on and on, flying from the present to the
past, ,

She said, ‘I was playing Chopm when you rang the bell.

It could be that we get the death we deserve That my
mother, with her cancerous womb, paid for the doubtful plea-
sure of that double bed, and that the Commandant, yes, and
my {ather too, surfeited with what they had once had, doomed
themselves to ultimate starvation, the one in a Russian, the
other 1n an Alhed prison camp But why the knife for Marta?

1 sat down 1n a chair and stared at Signora Butali. Her piano
playing brought her to life, colour had come nto her too pale
face Here, I supposed, she found release, and was able to for-
get her sick husband I studied her dispassionately. My own
age, or a few years older Thurty-five to thirty-six. The age for
regret, for sudden love, for drama. The age for opening the
door to callers after ten

The music was interrupted, as yesterday, by the shrill sum-
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mons of the telephone She rose from the prano and went to
answer 1t, excusing herself with a glance I noticed that it was
1n this room now and that she did not have to run downstairs,
as my mother had done,

‘Yes,” she said, down the mouth-piece, ‘yes, I have them.

Something told me that she was referring to the books The
Rector must be anxious He also, T surmised, asked his wife
if she were alone, for she rephed, in the voice one uses when
others are present, ‘No, no, not just now. Call me later.’” She
replaced the receiver rather quickly.

Followmg my tram of thought, and foolishly, I asked her if
the Rector was better She Jooked confused, then nstantly
recovered

‘Ah, yes,’ she said, ‘very much better. I had many thimngs to
see to here at home, otherwise I should never have left Rome’

Did she think I was accusing her of neglect? Perhaps In any
cvent, I suspected that the brief telephone call just ended, had
not come from Rome.

The spell was broken, and she made no move back to the
piano I had stood up when the telephone rang Now I glanced
at my watch

“You've been very kind, signora,” I said. ‘You've given me
much pleasure Now I must not take up any more of your valu-
able time’

‘Nor 1 yours,” she answered. ‘You must come again. What
did you say your name was?’

‘Fabbio,’ I told her, ‘Armino Fabbio I'm working at the
Library on a temporary basis.’

‘T feel sure they are very glad to have you,” she said. ‘I hope
Signor Fosst will soon recover Please give my regards to him,
and to Signorina Catt1.’

Already she was walking to the door The telephone call had
destroyed all magic I followed her out to the lJanding She must
use for bedroom the room that we reserved for the occasional
guest. It looked south-east beyond the via der Sogni to the pre-
cncts of the old monastic buildings, used now as the city
hospital My room had lain beyond :

‘Thank you again, signora,’ I said

The smule she gave me was gracious but mechanical
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It’s nothing,” she answered. ‘I like to play to anyone who is
fond of music’ .

I followed her downstairs When we reached the hall she
picked up the books, the action suggesting that she would
take them back upstawrs with her after I had gone.

“You will find them interesting,’ I observed ‘That 1s, if you
can read German.’ ! ‘

‘T don’t,’ she said, leaving 1t at that. .

There was no further excuse for delay I was a stranger, she
had had enough of me. The house, my house, was equally in-
different I smuled, bowed over her outstretched hand, and left

The door closed. I walked down the flagged path to the garden
gate, and so into the street. An old. bent woman walking in the
distance, the vanishing skirts of a priest, a dog sniffing at the
wall, even the bright day, all of these belonged to the present
time, to the Ruffano that was not mine

They say, in English, that you should kill two birds with one -
stone I mught as well Jay my second ghost hard upon the first
Instead of returming immediately to the ducal palace and the
Iibrary, I walked downhill towards the oratorio of Ognissanti
The cross-eyed cobbler must be braved in his own domain.
Before I-reached the corner of the street I saw that a small
crowd had collected there People were leaning out of windows,
amongst them the dour guardian of the oratorio. A car was
drawn up short of the steps A police car. A man and a woman
were being bundled inside it. I drew back and waited for it to
turn and pass. My view of the car and of the couple within
became blocked by the chattering crowd in front of me The
crowd broke up, still talking, gesturing I turned to one of them
nearby, a round-eyed woman carrying a crymng child,

‘Were they arresting someone?’ I asked

She turned to me eagerly, desirous, ke all women in a
crowd, of mmparting information to a passer-by

Tt's Slgnor\Gblgl and hus sister,” she said ‘No, they are not
bemng arrested, mercifully for them, but the police have come
for them all the same, to 1dentify a body They say 1t’s the body
of that woman murdered in Rome, it was in the newspapers,
and it may be the body of the Ghigis’ lodger, that’s what they
say, a woman who had been lodging with them for some
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months. She used to drink, and she disappeared days ago, say-
ing nothing to etther of them, and now they wonder, the police
wonder, everybody 1n the quarter 1s wondering, can 1t be the
same, can 1t be poor Marta Zampim?’

She was still talking, the child was still crying, as I turned
away and walked back along the street, my heart pounding

I bought a newspaper i the prazza della Vita and stood a
moment under the colonnade, searching the pages There was
no mention of the murder The polce had obviously been
working on information about nussing persons in the provinces,
and now they were taking the Ghigis to Rome to identify the
body Or perhaps not even that Perhaps the police in Rome
had sent items of clothing to be recognized, the shawls, the
baskets These would probably be enough

And then? No nearer to a solution of the crime No motive
for robbery. The police would never find out that someone,
just after midnight, had put a note for ten thousand lire ito
the victim’s hand By now it was spent, by now 1t had passed
from the thief and murderer to a dozen other hands The thief
and murderer would not be caught Nor the planter of the note.
Both were gwity. Both must carry the-burden of that gult.

When I entered the hibrary the secretary and the clerks had
all long returned from lunch It was mid-afternoon. Everyone
stared at me It was as though they must know I had come
from the oratorio of Ognissanti, and my purpose in going
there

Taking no notice, T walked to the bookshelves and busied
myself with sorting the remaining German books, but this time
without interest The face of the dead Marta, allowed to lapse
mto darkness during the past three days, revealed itself once
more It could no longer be demed. The Marta of the past
would never torment me, only the huddled drunken figure she
had become Why the sour, stale smell? She who had been
clean, fashidious, forever washing, pressing, folding clothes and
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fresh Iinen and laying them away 1n closets? Only two people
could give me the answer now — the cobbler and his sister, our
ex-cook They would know They could recount for me, inter-
minably, with every sordid detail, the disintegration through
the years.

It was our fault, of course. My mother’s first, then mine.
Living at Turin we could have written I could have written.
Inquiries could have been made. Or later, from the agency 1n
Genoa, 1 could have contacted Ruffano by telephone, de-
manded information I did not do so. Twenty years had passed.
Marta had had to disintegrate through twenty years

Later in the afternoon the telephone rang. Signorma Catty
answered it She spoke for a few moments 1n a honeyed voice,
then put the receiver down

‘Signor Fossi 1s still unwell,” she announced to the rest of us -
abruptly. ‘He will not be back today. He has asked us to carry
on untl seven o’clock’ )

Expostulation came from Tom ‘It’s Saturday,” he protested
‘Signor Fossi always lets us go by six on Saturday.

‘Perhaps,’ replied the secretary, ‘but that is when he 1s here
himself’ Today 1s different Signor Fossi 1s at this moment 1n
bed’

She turned again to her ledger, and Tom clasped his hands
to hus belly in mock anguish ‘When a man 1s past forty,’ he
murmured, ‘he should restrain his appetite for bodily pleasure.’

‘When a man 1s under twenty-three,’ said the secretary, ‘he
should have some respect for his superiors *

Her ears were sharper than 1 thought, perhaps her wits too.
We returned to our business, but I think all four of us were
surprised when shortly before seven the cause of Gruseppe
Fossi’s ills walked through the library door She was wearing a
red suit that became her well Small gold earrings pierced her
ears. A dark coat swung from her shoulders Nodding
casually to the secretary, ignoring the two clerks, Carla Raspa
strolled across the room and made for me

‘Hullo,’ she said

‘Hullo,’ I answered. -

‘How are you doing?’

‘I'm doing well.’
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‘Like the work?’

‘It’s a change from tourists’ )

‘That’s what I thought. You can’t have everything’ She
glanced up at the bookshelves, hummung under her breath.
The secretary, bending over the desk, might have been made
of alabaster ‘What are you doing this eveming?’ asked Carla
Raspa . -

‘What am I doing?’

“That’s what I said’

The eyes, like bitter almonds, appraised my person I tried
to remember what 1t was, whether bird or reptile, whose love-
making ended always in the female devouring the male It was
an insect — the praying mantss

‘I have a date with a couple of students from the pensione
where I am staying,” I mvented promptly ‘We're all eating
and then going to the cinema ’

‘Which pensione 1s that?’

I hesitated. ‘Signora Silvam’s,’ I said.

‘At 24, via San Michele?’ she exclaimed ‘Why then, were
neighbours!’

‘I believe we are.”.

She smiled The smule suggested that we were both of us
engaged 1n some conspiratorial game ‘Are you comfortab]e?
she asked

‘Very comfortable The students are a pleasant bunch All
CandE’

‘C and E! I'm sorry for you, then. You won’t be able to sleep
for the noise They’re a rackety crowd.’

“They were quiet enough last night,” I told her

She continued to appraise me I could see Tont listening from
his ladder. ‘Where are you going to eat?’ she asked.

‘At the house,” I said ‘The food’s very good ’ And, to make
my alibi the more convineing, 1 added, ‘My young friends are
called Pasquale, Paolo and Caterina Pasquale’ -

She shrugged her shoulders ‘I mever come i contact with
the C and E students’

It was Toni who let me down. ‘Did you say the Pasquales?’
he asked, zealous to show camaraderie

“Yes’
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‘Then you must have got your date mixed up They always
go home to San Marmo on Saturdays. In fact, I saw them
depart this afternoon when I was returnihg from lunch Bad
Juck?” He grinned, and crossed the hibrary to fetch his coat,
believing he had done me a service

‘Good,’” said my pursuer, ‘that means you're free.’

I had a momentary vision of Giuseppe Fosst on his bed of
sickness, then remembered, with-relief, that he was my senior
by several years. And it could have been the cooking I flashed
my courier’s smile

‘Yes, I'm free,” I murmured ‘We'll eat at the Hotel dei
Duchi’ - -

. She raised her eyebrows ‘Why waste your money?’ she said.
‘Anyway, they’ll be closed down for the night by the time
we're ready to eat’

The remark was omnous It suggested an exhausting ses-
sion without even an aperitivo to give appetite I was not sure
I should be equal to the stramn But if the remark was a
pleasantry — well, I hke to choose my moment for such things,
and this was not one of them

‘S0?” I questioned

She allowed her eyes to drift towards the departing clerks
and the retreating Slgnorma Catti, who stli hovered by the
-door -

‘T have plans,’ she said, her voice guarded

We moved together towards the entrance Signorina Catti,
eyes averted, closed the door of the library behind us and
wished us a cold good eveming She disappeared along the quad-
rangle, her heels tap-tapping on the stone floor My com-
pamon watted until the last sound died away Then she turned
to me, smiling, and 1 became aware of a certain tense excite-
ment that extided not from her eyes and her mouth alone, but
from her whole person

‘We're 1n Iuck,” she said ‘I've got two passes admitting us to
the ducal apartments I begged them from the Director of the
Arts Council humself It's an honour He’s very particular’

I stared at her This was a strange volte-face Or perhaps I
had taken her choice of an evemng pastime too much for
granted
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“The ducal apartments?’ T repeated ‘But you can see them
any time you like. You take parties of students there cvery
day’

She laughed, and motioned me to give her a cigarette, T
obliged, and Iighted 1t for her

“The evenings are different,’ she said, ‘No general public, no
outside students, nobody from the town or from the umversity
whom the Director does not personally invite [ tell you, we're
honoured.’

T smiled Tt suited me What must scem to ber a great occa-
sjon was something my father had done in the past week after
week, T was gratified that one at Jeast of the forgotten customs
should be continued. As a chuld T had, now and then, accom-
panied Aldo or my mother, and watched my father display to
hi¢ friends the notable features of a room or a picture

‘What happens?’ I asked, ‘Do we stand about hushed,
groups, while the Director expounds some theory?’

‘T could not tell you,” she answered, “That is what I am in-
trigued to find out. T imagine that this evening he will give usa
preview of the Festival)?

She glanced down at the two passes in her hand ‘It says
scven-thirty,” she said, ‘but I think we might go up We can
always wait in the gallery if the doors arc not open.’

It amused me that an invitation from the Dircector of the
Arts Council of Ruffano should produce such an smpression
upon a Jecturer at the university, and so sophisticated a one as
Signorina Carla Raspa She must be lower in the ranks of the
hierarchy than I had thought She reminded me of those
tourists who obtain tickcts to a papal audience at the Vatican.
Only the vell was missing. We mounted the stairs to the gallery
above.

‘What exactly is this Festival?' T asked

“The Rector imitiated 1t a few years ago,’ she answered ‘The
Department of Arts in the umversity here 1s small and with no
titular head, and he keeps it under his own jurisdiction He
runs the Festival in conjunction with the Director of the Arts
Council. It has been a terrific success. Fach year they choose
an historical subject and the students act it out in the ducal
apartments, or in the quadrangle, or in the former theatre be-
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low the palace. This year, because of the Rector’s iilness, the
Festival 1s entirely the responsibility of the Director of the Arts
Council’

We had arrived at the head of the stairs There was already
a small group of people waiting outside the closed door lead-
g to the throne room They were all young — students, doubt-
less, hlostly male. They were chatting amongst themselves
quietly, even soberly, with none of the hilarious, rather forced
joculanty that I associated with a student body Carla Raspa
moved forward and shook hands with two or three. She intro-
duced me and explained their status fo me

‘All third- and fourth-year students,” she said ‘Nobody gets
an mvitation before the third year. How many of you will be ~
performing in the Festival?’

‘We've all volunteered,” replied one of them, a shock-headed
lad with the side-whiskers that my friends the Pasquales
would undoubtedly have dubbed Arts, ‘but the Director has
the final choice. If you don’t measure up to standard you're
out’

‘What’s the standard?’ I inquired

The shock-headed student looked at his companions They
all smiled

‘Tough,’ he answered ‘You have to be physically fit, for one
t!nng, and able to fence Why? Search me' It’s a new regula-
tion’

Carla Raspa mtervened ‘Last Festival, when the Rector was
m charge, 1t was really beautiful They enacted the visit of
Pope Clement to Ruffano, and Professor Butali himself played
“the Pope. They had the main door opened to the quadrangle
and the students, dressed as the Papal guard, had to bear the
Rector 1n, where he was received by, the Duke and Duchess.
Signora Butalh played the Duchess, and Professor Rizzio,
Director of the Department of Education, the Duke. Then
they went 1n procession through the apartments. The costumes
were magnificent ’ .

We all moved towards the door of the throne réom at the
sound of the key turning in the lock The double doors were
flung wide open A student — T supposed he was a student —
stood at the entrance to scrutimize our passes He must have
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passed the physical fitness test. He was Jean, hard-looking, and
reminded me of onc of our professional football players from
Turm Perhaps, if we did not behave ourselves, he would be
employed by the Arts Director as chucker-out

We passed into the throne room, and across it to the Room
of the Cherubs, whence came a murmur of voices Others were
before us. The atmosphere became more like that of a papal
audience than ever, and at the entrance to the Room of the
Cherubs there stood a second scrutineer, who this time took
our passes from us I felt bereft, for the passes were Iike badges,
giving status, Then, a lttle startled, I saw that the electric
lights in the Room of the Chcrubs had becn extinguished
The room was tHHuminated by flares and torches, which, throw-
g monstrous shadows upon the fluted cetling and saffron
walls, gave to the whole an cunie, ‘sombre flavour, medieval and
at thg same time strange, exciing A huge log-fire was burning
on the open-hearth beneath the priceless chimney-piece, sacro-
sanct in my father's time The leaping flames of the fire drew all
eyes ke 2a magnet

The torch-light and the flames, rcﬂcc(mg shadows on the
ceiling, threw Iittle ight upon our neighbours, and which of
them were fellow-guests and which were the hosts 1t was im-
possible to tell Al secemed to be young, and nearly all were
male The sprinkiing of young women present would appear to
be of the company on sufferance

Slowly the great room filled, yet never for one moment be-
coming crowded, and as my eyes grew accustomed fo the
torchlight I saw that we, and some of the rest of the company
who must also be newly admitted, stood about in groups, a
Iittle uncertain what to do, whereas others, moving more freely
and with an air of authonity, crossed and recrossed the vast
room, now and then turning to stare at the rest of us with the
mdifferent, shghtly contemptuous amusement of the habituated

Suddenly the scrutineer at the entrance closed the door He
stood agamst 1t, his arms folded, his face expressionless There
was an mstant silence. One of the women, nerves on edge,
broke into a half-laugh, which was immediately hushed by
her male companions I glanced at Carla Raspa. She put out
her hand to mune and held it, her fingers tense The muted
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atmosphere communicated itself from one to the other, and I
felt trapped Escape, for anyone with a tendency to claustro-
phobia, would be impossible

The door leading t{o the Duke’s bedroom, closed hitherto,
was flung open A.man entered, followed by six companions,
who ranged themselves about him like a bodyguard He ad-
vanced 1nto the room, and putting out his hand immediately
began to greet his guests, who, tension breaking, pressed
forward eagerly to be amongst the first Carla Raspa, her
eyes shining, forgetting me, jostled 1in the queue

‘Who1s1t?’ T asked.” -

" She did not hear me She had passed on But a young man
near to me, throwing me an astonished look, said, ‘Why, Pro-
fessor Donati, of course, the Director of the Arts Council.’

I stepped back out of the torchlight into the shadows The
figure with his bodygnard came on A word to one, a laugh to
another, a pat on the shoulder to a third — and there was no
way of breaking from the:line, no possible escape, the move-
ment of those behind me urged me forward Somehow I had
caught up with my _companion, and I heard her say, ‘This is
Signor Fabbio He 1s helping Signor Fosst in the Iibrary.’ I held
out my hand and he shook it, saymng, ‘Good, good I am very
pleased to see you,’ then, barely looking at me, passed on Carla
Raspa began talking excitedly to the neighbour on her left and
not, thank God, to me For me the tomb had opened The
heavens roared Christ had come agaimn 1n all his majesty The
stranger 1n the via dei Sogni the mght before had been no phan-
tom after all,and,if I still dared to doubt 1t,the name alone was
now conclusive -

The Director of the Arts Councﬂ Professor Donati Pro-
fessor Aldo Donati. Twenty-two years had brought maturity
to the broaderied figure, the assured step, the arrogant angle of
the head, but the high forehead, the full dark eyes, the mouth

~with the imperceptible droop at the right corner, and the voice,

deeper now but casual, always casual — these things belonged
to my brother “

Aldo lhived again Aldo had nisen from the dead, and my
world was rocking

I turned my face to the wall and began starmg at a tapestry
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I saw nothing, heard nothing People moved about the room
and talked, a thousand arrcraft could have hummed about me
in the air, 1t would not have signified One aircraft two-and-
twenty years ago had never crashed, this was all that mattered
Or 1f 1t crashed 1t had not burnt, or if 1t burnt the pilot had
come out of i1t unscathed. My brother lived My brother had
not died.

Someone touched my arm It was Carla Raspa She said to
me, ‘What do you think of him?’

Isaid, ‘T think he’s God’

She smiled, and putting up her hand she whispered, ‘So do
they all’

I drew back against the wall I did not want her to see that I
was shaking My dread was that I mught collapse, fall, draw
attention to myself and Aldo discover me here, before all these
people Later, of course, later. ... But not now It was im-
possible to think, to plan I must not give mysclf away. I must
stop shaking

‘Inspection over,” murmured Carla Raspa ‘He'’s going to
speak’

There was one chair in the room, the fifteenth century stool
with the narrow back that usually stood belore the fireplace
One of the bodyguard stepped forward and placed it mn the
centre of the room Aldo smiled, and gestured with his hand.
Everyone sat down upon the floor, some of us with our backs
to the wall, others huddled close together, nearer to the
speaker, The torchlight still threw shadows on the ceiling,
now more grotesque than ever because of the massed heads
How many of us there were I could not tell — eighty, perhaps a
hundred, perhaps more Aldo sat down in the chair, the firelight
flickered, and with a supreme effort I tried to still my shaking
hands '

‘Five hundred and twenty-five years ago this spring, the
people of Ruffano killed therr Duke,’ he said “You won't find
how they drove him to his death in the guide-books or 1n the
official history of the times, the censors, you see,.even then,
stepped m to hide the truth I am referring, of course, to
Claudio, first Dtke of Ruffano, known as the Falcon, despised
and rejected of men because they feared him Why did they
oA
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fear him? Because he had the ability to read their souls Their
petty lies, therr small deceits, their competition one with
another 1 the commerce of the day — for all the Ruffanes: ever
thought about was to enrich themselves at the expense of the
starving peasantry — were condemned by the Falconm, and
nghtly so They understood nothing of art, nothing of culture,
and this at a time when a new age was dawning, the age of the
Renaissance The bishop and his priests allied themselves with
the nobles and the merchants to keep the people ignorant, little
better than beasts, and to obstruct the Duke by every possible
means within their power.

‘It was his intention to gather around him at hus Court young
men of distinction — birth did not matter, 1f they had intell:-
gence and wit — who by their personal courage, force of arms,
and single-minded devotion to Art in all 1ts branches should
form themselves, as it were, 1to an élite — call them fanatics if
you will - who by their example would act as a torch, a fire to

every dukedom in the country Art would reign supreme, gal- .

leries filled with beautiful things be of more account than
banking houses, a bronzed statuette of greater price than bales
of cloth He raised for this purpose taxes, which the merchants
refused to pay He held tournaments and kmghtly exercises
at the Court, thereby to train his young courtiers, and the
people vilified him as a debauchee

‘Five hundred and twenty-five years have passed, and I be-
lieve the time has come to remstate the Duke Or rather, to
do honour to his memory That 1s why, since it has fallen to
me 1n the absence of the Rector of the umiversity, Professor
Butali; whom we all revere and honour, to arrange this year’s
Festival, I have decided to enact the uprising of the city of
Ruffano agamst therr much misunderstood lord and master,
Claudio, first duke, and called by all — the Falcon’

He paused. I knew this pause He had employed it n the
past when we were lymg beside one another mn the bedroom
that we shared and he was teling me a story

‘Some of you,’ he continued, ‘know about this already We
have had our rehearsals You must remember that the flight of -
the Falcon, which will be the name of this season’s celebration
— for such was the manner of Claudio’s passing — has never

95

.



before been acted, and probably never will be agam. I want it
50 to Iive in all your minds, and 1n the memories of everyone
who sces it, that it will endure for all ttme What has been cn-
acted up to the present m our Festival plays will be as noth-
ing compared to this. T want to stage the greatest production
that this city has ever seen Because of this, T am gomng to
ask for cven more voluntecrs than we have had in previous
years.'

A murmur rose from the seated ranks below him on the
floor. Every hand shot up into the air The faces, pale in the
flickering Iight, were turned to his.

‘Wait,” he sard *Not all will be chosen. I shall choose later
those whom I think fit The point 1s this.. .’ Once agam he
paused He leant forward in his chair, watching their faces
‘You know my methods,” he said ‘We used them last year,
and the year before. It 1s essential that every volunteer should
believe in the part he plays, should think himself into his
creation This year you will be the courtiers at the Falcon’s
palace. You will be that small body of dedicated men. You, the
Arts students of the umversity, will, by your very nature, be-
come the élite You are so already, For this you are here in
Ruffano, for this you have your reason for iving Yet you are
a minority 1n the university, your ranks are small, the immense
numbers swamping the other Faculties are barbarians and
Goths and Vandals who, like the merchants of five hundred
years ago, understand nothing of art, nothing of beauty. They
would, if they had the power, destroy all the treasures we
possess 1n the apartments here, perhaps even pull down the
palace 1tself, and put in its stead what? Factories, offices,
banks, commercial houses, not to give employment and an
easter life to the peasant who lives no better now than he did
five centuries ago, but to enrich themselves, to better them-
selves, to own more cars, morc television sets, more biscuit-
box villas on the Adratic, thus breeding ever greater discontent,
poverty and musery’

Suddenly he rose He held up his hand to silence the burst
of applause that echoed to the fluted celing.

‘That’s enough,’ he said, ‘no more from me tomght What
we are going to do now is to give you a short display of the
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_sort-of training we have already carried out with volunteers

Keep back from the square, or you may get hurt!’

The applause, checked, turned to instant silence. The crowd
leaned forward, intent on what was to follow Two of the body-
guard came and took away the chair Four more advanced,

- holding flares 1n either hand, and formed a square 1n the centre

of the room, It by the flames alone.

Aldo took his place beside one of the ﬁares As he did so
two figures leapt mto the square They wore white shirts, the
sleeves rolled to the elbow, and black jeans. Their faces were
masked, not for protection but to conceal their features Each
carried a naked sword. They fought as duellists fought in days
gone by, 1 earnest, not 1n play. There was no feint in parry or
thrust, no pretence 1n the crouching stance of the competitors.
The stec]l blades rang as they clashed and struck and dived,
and when one of the duelbists soon proved himself to have a
longer reach -than his adversary and in pursuit drove him to his
knee, pointing the blade at his throat, a gasp rose from the
huddled ranks as the half-fallen man, panting, stared through
the narrow shits of his mask and the sharpened tip drew blood
A scratch, no more, perhaps, than a razor’s shp mught do, but
the sword had done 1t, the drops of blood ran down his throat
and stained the white shirt below

‘Enought’ cried Aldo “You have shown what you can do.
Well fought, and thank you.’ .

He threw his handkerchief to the fallen man who, nising to
hus feet, staunched the wound Both men left the highted square
and disappeared through the door to the Duke’s bedchamber-

The spectators, stunned by the realism of the display, were
too shaken to applaud. They waited, breathless, for Aldo to
speak again Once more I was reminded of my boyhood days
and the effect he had had upon me then This was the same
power, but maturer dangerous

‘You have seen;” said Aldo, ‘that mock battles are not for
us Now, will the few women amongst us leave the room, and
any of the rest who do not wish to volunteer? It will not be
held against them Those who care to offer themselves as volun-
teers, remaimn ’ -

One girl rushed forward, protesting, but he shook his head.
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‘m sorry,” he said, ‘no women. Not for this. Go home and
learn how to bandage, yes, but fighting 1s for us’

The door leading from the throne room was flung open.
Stowly, reluctantly, the few women passed through it, fol-
lowed by some dozen men, no more 1 was amongst them The
scrutineer 1n the throne room waved us on, We walked stlently
to the gallery outside, and the door was closed behind us We
were, I suppose, about cighteen to twenty all told. The girls,
contemptuous, did not even wait for escorts. Those who knew
cach other well Iinked arms and clattered down the stairs The
men, shamefaced, defensive, offered cach other cigarettes,

‘T can’t swallow that stuff,” said one °‘It’s fascism all over
again, that’s what he’s driving at’

“You’re crazy,’” said another. ‘Didn’t you realize he was
pitching into the industrialists? He's a Communist, 1t’s obvious.
They say he’s a member of the Communist Party.’

‘I don’t think he cares onc hell for politics,” sard a third.
‘11¢%s just a magnificent hoaxer, that’s all, and that’s the way
he gets hus Festival company to work He did the same last
year, when he dressed up the Papal Guard I was ready to
volunteer until I saw that fight No Arts Director 1s going to
hack me to preces.’

Nobody rassed his voice They argued, but in fierce whispers.
We all tramped down the stairs in the wake of the girls

‘One thing's certamn,” observed somebody, ‘If this Jeaks out
to the Cand E crowd there’ll be murder.”

‘Whose murder?’

‘After the show we've just seen? Why, theirs 'The Cand E’

‘Then I shall volunteer Anything to have a go at that lot!’

‘Same here Up with the barricades!’

T.oss of face had been recovered They stood 1n the prazza,
still arguing, discussing, and 1t was plain that bitterness ran
dangerously high between the C and E students and the other
Faculties Then they drifted uphill towards the university and
the students’ hostel I waited until the figure I had noticed
standmg on the Duomo steps came to join me

‘Well?’ sard Carla Raspa.

‘Well?’ I answered

‘I never wanted to be a man until tomght,’ she said ‘Like the
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American song, I thought “Anything they can do Ican do
better”, Except, so 1t seems — fight.’ .

‘Pefhaps there will be parts for women, too,” I said ‘He'll
recrit you later There are always women 1n a crowd, to
scream and throw stones’

‘I don’t want to scream,’ she said, ‘I want to fight’ Then,
looking at me with no less contempt than the student girls, she
said, ‘Why didn’t you volunteer?’

‘Because,’ I answered, ‘I’'m a bird of passage’

‘That’s no reason,” she answered ‘So am I, if 1t comes to that
I can leave at any time, take my lectures elsewhere Get a trans-
fer Not now, though Not after what I've heard tomght It
could be ’she paused, while I lighted her cigarétte, ‘it could
be that this 1s what I'm looking for. A purpose A cause’

We started walking down the via Rossiu

‘Would actingn a Festival play give you a purpose?’ I asked

‘He wasn’t talking about acting,’ she said

It was still early, and because it was Saturday evening the
people were strolling up and down the street, in couples or
famuly parties Not many students, or so I judged They had
gone home until Sunday eveming The young who strolled
the streets came from the shops, the banks, the offices These
were the native Ruffanes

‘How long has he been here?’ I asked

‘Professor Donati? Oh, some years He was born here,
foughtin the war as a fighter-pilot, was given up for dead, then
returned and took a post-graduate course He stayed on as
lecturer and finally became adopted by the Ruffano Arts Coun-
cil as therr bright boy, until a few years ago they voted him
Director He’s the darling of some of the powers that be, and
bitterly resented by others Not by the Rector. Professor Butali
believes in him’

‘And the Rector’s lady?’

‘Lavia Butali? I wouldn’t know She’s a snob Keeps herself
to herself and thinks of nothing but music. She comes of an
old Florentine family and won’t let you forget 1t I hardly think
Professor Donati1 would have much time for her’

We had come to the piazza della Vita 1 had forgotten, until
that moment, my promise to take my companion out to dinner
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I wondered if she had forgotten i1t too We crossed over in the
direction of the via San Michele, and stopped outside the door
of Number 5

Then abruptly she held out her hand. ‘Don’t think I’'m un-
friendly,” she said ‘The truth 1s, I want to be alone I want to
think about what we saw tonight I shall heat myself some
soup and go to bed Have let you down?’

‘No,’ Isaid, ‘I feel exactly asyou do’

‘Another time, then,” she nodded ‘Perhaps tomorrow, it
all depends . Anyway, you're a neighbour, you're just down
the street We can always find each other’

‘Naturally,” I said ‘Good might And thank you’

She let herself 1 at the door of Number 5, and I continued
down the street to 24 I entered cautiously No one was about
I could hear the sound of television coming from the Silvanis’
hving-room

I took up theé telephone directory lying on a table in the hall
beside the telephone, and searched the pages Donati Pro-
fessor Aldo Donati The address, 2 via de1 Sogni”

I went out again mto the street -

9

7

My walk took me past our old home and nearly to the top of
the via der Sogni, before 1t curved to the right into the via dell’
8 Settembre above the umiversity Number 2 was a tall, narrow
house standing on 1ts own, looking down towards the church
of San Donato and the long via délle Mura that encircled the
city In former days thus had been our doctor’s house, good
Dr Mauri, who came and visited me whenever I coughed and
wheezed — I was said to suffer from a weak chest — and I remem-
ber that he never used a stethoscope for the purpose of histen-
ing to my breathing but always laid his ear flat against my naked
chest, gripping my small shoulders as he did so, a sudden
proximity which I found distasteful He was middle-aged even
then, and must now be dead, or long past practising his medi-
cine.
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- I came close to the house and saw the name-plate — Donati
= on the right-hand door beneath the double entrance This
double eftrance gave access both to the via der Sogni and,
through a half-passage, to the grassy slope beyond and the
stone steps descending to the church-of San Donato To the
left was the porter’s domain, ‘used in the old days by Dr
Mauri’s cook

I-stared at the nmame-plate We had had a similar plate at

Number 8 It had been Marta’s pride to keep 1t polished, and

it could, with a lLiftle 1magination, be the same There was a

bell beside it I put my finger on the button and pressed I could

hear the summons within No one answered Aldo must live
alone, or, if not alone, whoever lived with him was now 1n the
~ Room of the Cherubs at.the ducal palace in his company

I rang once again to-make sure, but there was nothing I
turned and looked opposite at the porter’s door I hesitated a
moment, and then rang that instead After a moment the door
opened, and a. man asked my business The bushy eyebrows,
the hair en brosse,.though grizzled, were familiar. Then I re-
membered He had-been a comrade-m-arms of my brother’s,
one of the ground-crew at the aircraft base He had attached
himself to Aldo, and once my brother had brought him
home on leave Save for turning grey, he had not changed I
had Nobody, looking upon a man of thirty-two, would remem-
ber the boy of ten

‘Professor Donati,’ he told me, ‘is not at home You will
find him at the ducal palace’

‘I know that,’-I answered ‘I’ve already seen him there but
not in prlvate My business is personal ’

‘I'm sorry,’ he said, ‘I cannot tell you when the professor
will be back He hasn’t ordered dmner If you care to leave
your name you could always telephone him for an appoint- —
ment’

‘The name 1s Fabblo,’ I said, ‘but he would not know 1t.’ 1
was not sure whether I cursed the anonymlty of my stepfather’s
heritage or blessed 1t

‘Signor Fabbio,’ answered the man ‘I will remember If I

do not see Professor Donati tomght I will tell him 1n the morn-
mg’

i
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‘Thank you,’ I said, ‘thank you. Good mght ?

‘Good night, signore’

He closed the door I stood by the double entrance look-
ing on to the via de1 Sognmt I had remembered his name Jacopo
He had been ill-at-ease when my brother brought hum home
on leave, behieving himself out of place Marta had sized up the
situation at a glance and taken him into the kitchen with her-
self and Maria Ghagi.

I wondered whether 1t would be any use going back to the
ducal palace and looking for my brother there. No sooner
thought than instantly dismissed. He would be attended by
his bodyguard, perhaps by the whole crowd of adulating
students

T was about to step out of the porched entrance when I heard
footsteps approaching I looked and saw that it was a woman,
and the woman Carla Raspa. I withdrew through the double
entrance andstood behind the open doorway on the eastern
side She could not see me, but I could see her When she came
to Aldo’s door she did as I had done and rang the bell She
waited a moment, glancing over her shoulder at Jacopo s en-
trance, but made no attempt to ring his bell Thén she felt m
her bag, and bringing out an envelope pushed it through the
letter-box to the floor within I could sense the disappointment
- her drooping shoulders She went out once more into the via
dei Sogmi and I heard the patter of her high heels die away. -
Getting rid of me had been an excuse No bowl of soup and
bed for Carla Raspa She must have had this in mind as soon
as we left the ducal palace Now, frustrated, she would find the_
soup more welcome, but she would have to drink 1t alone.

I waited until I judged her well ahead and out of sight and
then I, 1n turn, returned to the via San Michele This time I
penetrated to the Silvani sanctum and explained to the signora
that I had not eaten Anything would do Switching off the tele-
vision she got up, protesting hospitality, and pushed me into
the dining-room, her husband following to keep me company.
I told them I had been to the ducal palace by invitation. They
seemed 1mpressed

‘Are you going to take part in the Festival?’ inquired the
signora



‘No,’ I answered, ‘no, I think not’

“You should do so,’” she msisted. ‘It’s a great thing for Ruf-
fano, this Festival, People come for mules to see it Last
year many had to be turned away We were lucky My hus-
band managed to get seats in the piazza Maggiore and we
watched the procession of the Papal Guard It was so reahstic
that I said afterwards we might have been Iiving 1n those times
When the Rector blessed me, 1n his guise as Pope Clement, I
felt T had been blessed by the Holy Father himself.’ .

She bustled around, helping me to food and drink.

‘Yes,” agreed her husband, ‘it was magnificent They say this
year 1t will be even better, despite the Rector’s illness. Pro- -
fessor Donatt 1s a great artist Some feel he has missed his voca-
tion He ought to.be a film director, instead of giving up his
time to the Arts Council here. After all, Ruffano 1s only a
small city’

I ate, more from emptiess than hunger. Excitement and
emotion were still at fever-point.

‘What sort of a fellow 1s he, thts Professor Donat1?’ I asked.

The signora smiled and rolled her eyes ‘You saw hum tonight;
didn’t you?’ she said ‘Well, you can judge for yourself what a
woman thinks of him If I were half my age, I wouldn’t let him
alone’ I

Her husband laughed ‘It’s his dark eyes,” he said ‘He has a
way with him, not only with the women, but with the munici-
pality too Whatever he asks for, he gets Seriously, though,
he and the Rector between them, have done great things for
Ruffano Of course, he’s a native His father, Signor Donaty,
was Superintendent at the palace for many years, so he knew
what was wanted. Do you know that he came back here, after
the liberation, to find that his father had died 1n a prison camp,
and hus mother had run off with a German general, taking the
younger brother with her — his whole famuly, you may say,
wiped out? It takes guts to accept that He stayed Gave him-
self to Ruffano, has never looked elsewhere Now, you can’t
help admuring the man for that.’

Signora Silvani pushed fruit upon me I shook my head

‘No more,” I said. ‘Coffee only ’ I took one of the sxgnoras
cigarettes ‘Then he never married?’

~
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‘No You know what it 1s,” said the signora ‘When a young
man comes home m a state of shock — he was a pilot, and he
was shot down and joined the Resistance — and hopes to rejoin
his fanuly, it doesn’t make him love the opposite sex-better to
learn that his mother has decamped with 2 German My opinion
15 that 5t sickened him with women for good’

‘Ah, no,” said her husband, ‘he’s recovered After all, he was
only a boy at the time Professor Donati must be forty now
Give him time He'll find himself a wife when he’s ready for
marriage.’

I drank my coffee and stood up,

“You look tired,” said Signora Silvam with sympathy ‘They
are working you too hard at the library Never mind, 1t’s
Sunday tomorrow You can stay in bed all day 1f you feel like
it’ .
I thanked them and went upstairs I flung my things off, my
head still bursting, and lay down on the bed But not to sleep.
Only to see Aldo’s face in the flickering firelight of the Room
of the Cherubs, that pale, unforgettable face, and to hear agam
the loved, the feared, the well-remembered voice

After tossing for two hours I got out of bed, opened the
window and stood there, smoking a cigarette The last loiterer
had gone home, and all was still. I looked up the street and saw
that the shutters on the first floor of Number 5 were open, as
mine were A woman was leaning out, also wakeful, also smok-
g a cigarette If I could not sleep, neither could Carla Raspa.
We were wakeful for the same cause,

The church bells roused me next morning from the fitful
sleep into which I had cventually fallen First at seven, then at
eight The Duomo, San Cipriano, then the others Not the
chimes for the hours, but the summons to_Mass I lay in bed
and thought how we used to go, the four of us, my father, my
mother, Aldo and myself, to High Mass in San Cipriano Those
were the early days before the war We would set forth, dressed
for Sundays, Aldo resplendent in his uniform of the Fascist
Youth orgamzation. The girls had an eye for him even then.
We would walk down the hull to San Cipriano, and my martyr-
dom near the altar-piece of Lazarus would begin

I got up and threw wide the shutters I had closed last mght.
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It was raining Rivulets of water ran in the gutters A few
people hurried by bent under umbrellas Down the street the
shirtters on the first floor of Number 5 were, tightly closed. I
had not been to Mass since my schooldays i Turin At least,
not by intention Sometimés I would escort a flock of tourists
bent on sight-seeing, and, pausing near the high altar in which-
ever church we were visiting, be obliged to stand and stare
Now I would go of my own volition i - -

I was half-dressed when’ a knock on theé door announced
Signora Silvanr’s arrival with rolls and coffee ‘Don’t move,’
she said ‘Look at the weather. There’s nothing to get up
for. - .

I had said the same thing to myself over the years when
chance brought me a free Sunday, wet or fine Nothing to get
up for m Turm or in Genoa Now the world had changed

‘I’'m'going to Mass in San Cipriano,’ I said

She nearly dropped the tray Then she put it carefully on
the bed. ‘Amazing,” she sard ‘I thought nobody went to Mass
any more, except old people and the very young I'm glad to
hear it Do you always go?’ - -

‘No,’ I said, ‘but this 1s a special occasion ’

‘It’s Lént,” she said ‘I suppose all of us should go mn Lent’

‘My Lent 1s over,” I ssid ‘I'm going to celebrate the Resur-
rection” —_ -

‘You’d do better to stay in bed 'and wait for Easter,’ she told
me. T

-I drank the coffee and finished dressing "My head no longer
reeled Even my hands were still The rain did not matter, poor
Marta’s death did not matter despite the manner of it Later in
the day I would see Aldo For the first time 1n my Iife I held the
cards, I was prepared for 1t and he was not )

I went out of the house into the rain, the collar of my hght
overcoat that had to do duty for a raincoat turnéd hgh up to
my ears The shutters were still closed at Number 5 Crossing
the plazza were a few stragglers, bent on the same mussion as
- myself Others stood huddled under the colonnades waiting

for the bus that brought the Sunday papers, or _waiting for
_another bus to take them out of Ruffano A few young people,

braving the weather, were setting forth on vespas.

Y
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‘It won't last,” somebody shouted above the roar of his
machine, ‘They say the sun 1s shining on the coast.’

The summons from San Cipriano rang forth Not so deep as
the Duomo, but for me more solemn, more compelling, with a
sudden urgency before the hour struck as though to hurry
laggards to their knees.

Once inside, moved by the familiar sombre smell, T was
struck by the paucity of people. In childhood days we had
arrived early because my father wished to take his accustomed
place The church had been full, with the people standing in
the side asles Not so today The numbers were halved.
Mostly farly parties, women and young children I went and
stood near the side-chapel, feeling that I was fulfiling some
age-long rite. The gates of the chapel were open, but no
light above the altar-piece shone upon the face of Lazarus.
The picture was vetled by the dimness So were the other pic-
tures 1n the church, and the statues, and the crucifixes Then I
remembered that 1t must be Passion Sunday.

I heard the sung Mass through, letting the thin voice of the
boy choristers seep through me without pain. My mind was
empty. Or perbaps I dreamed A middle-aged priest I did not
recognize gave a twenty-minute sermon warning us of perils
past, of peris still to come, that the Lord, the Christ, still
suffered for our sins A child close to me yawned, his small
face white with fatigue, and a woman who might have been
my mother nudged him to attention Later, the few communi-
cants shuffled to the rails. They were mostly women One
woman, well-dressed, her head covered with a black Jace veil,
had knelt throughout the Mass. She did not go to the rails Her
head was bowed in her hands When 1t was all over, when the
priests and the choristers had gone, the people dispersing with
their faces solemn still yet somehow eased, their duty done,
she rose to her feet and turned, and I saw that it was Signora
Butal: I walked ahead, and waited for her outside the church
The boy on the vespa had been right The rain had stopped
The sun that had been shining on the coast had broken through
to Ruffano.

‘Signora?’ I said

She looked at me with the blank eyes of someone far away
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brought back unwillingly to a less pleasant world “Yes?’ she
answered ’

I saw that I meant nothing. I had left no trace . ‘Armno
Fabbio,” I said ‘I called at your house yesterday with some
books.’ -

Recognition dawned I could read the thought passing
through her mind Ah, yes, the assistant ltbrarian

‘Excuse me, of course,’ she sard ‘Forgive me Good morning,
Signor Fabbio’ - ’

‘You were in front of me at Mass,” I said. ‘At least, I
thought 1t was you 1 was not sure’

She walked down the steps at-my side. She looked up at the
sky and saw that the umbrella she carried was not necessary

‘I Iike to go to San Cipriano,” she said ‘It has more atmo-
sphere than the Duomo Is it going to be fine?’

Absently, she looked about her, and I felt a momentary
hurt that she should feel so hittle interest in the man who stood
by her side. A beautiful woman 1s usually aware of admiration,
whatever the source. Effort 1s made. There 1s 1mphicit under-
standing that homageis being paid. Signora Butali seemed un-
aware of these things

‘You have a car?’ I asked

‘No,’ she said. ‘They’re working on 1t at the garage over
the week-end. I -had trouble with it coming back from
Rome’ .

‘Would you object, then, 1f I walked with you up the hill?
That is, 1f you are going home?’

‘Not at all Please do’

We crossed the piazza della Vita and began walking up the
via Rossimt as far as the prefettura, when she turned left and
took the steps leading up to the via der Sogni, Here we paused
for breath, and for the first time she Iooked at me and smiled

‘The Ruffano hills,” she said ‘It takes time to get accustomed
to them Especially if, like me, you are a Florentine’

It made all the difference when she smiled The mouth that
seemed taut, disapproving, the mouth of the gentlewoman in
the portrait my father loved, relaxed to ferininity. There was
even humour behind the eyes

‘Are you homesick?’ I asked.

107



‘Sometimes,’ she rephed, ‘but what's the use? T knew what I
was 1n for when T came here My husband warned me’

She turned abruptly, and we set ourselves to climb the
steps,

‘It's not an easy hife then, signora,’ I saud, ‘to be wife of the
Rector of a unversity?' -

‘Far from casy.’ she answered. ‘There are so many jealoustes,
factions, to which I have to shut my eyes I am less patient than
my husband. He has given hus life, Iiterally, to his work here If
it were not s0 he would not be n hospital now’

She bowed and wished good morning to a couple descending
the steps, and from the gracious mclination of her head, with-
out a smile, I understood why Carla Raspa had spoken in femi-
ninc spite Signora Butah, consciously or not, exuded breeding
T wondered what effect she had upon the professors’ wives

‘Last might,” T said, ‘I was lucky enough to get a pass to the
ducal palace for a session given by the Director of the Arts
Council.’ . )

‘Indeed?’ she replied in sudden animation ‘Do tell me about
it Did it impress you?’

‘It impressed me very much,’ I answered, aware that she had
turned now to look at me ‘Not only the setting, Iit with flares
and torches for the occasion, but the duelling display that
followed, and above all Professor Donati’s address to the
students’

A spot of colour had come mto her cheeks, due, I felt, not
so much to her exertion m climbing the steps as to the turn in
the conversation,

‘T must go to onc of the sessions,’ she said, ‘T really must
Something always scems to prevent me’

‘Last year,” T said, ‘they were telling me you performed at
the Festival, Are you going to do the same this year?’

‘No, imposstble,” she answered, ‘with my husband in hospital
m Rome In any cvent, T doubt 1f there would be a part for
me’

“You know the subject?’

‘Poor Duke Claudio, 1sn’t 1t? I'm afraid I'm a httle vague I
just know there was an insurrection, and he was murdered’

We had reached the via der Sogni, and 1n the distance I could
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see the garden wall- Imperceptibly I slackened my steps

‘Professor Donat: seems to be a very remarkable man,’ 1
said ‘They told me at the pensione where I am lodging that he
is himself a Ruffanese ’

‘Very much so,” she said, ‘His father was Supermntendent at
the ducal palace, and 1n fact he was born and spent all his boy-
hood at the house we live in now It’s one of hus ambitions to
have i1t back from us That 1s not very hkely, unless my hus-
band’s health forces us to retire Professor Donati loves
every room 1n the house, as you can imagme I gather he was
immensely proud of his father, and his father of him. The
famuly history is quite a tragedy ’

“Yes, I said, ‘yes, so T heard”

‘He used to speak about 1t,” she said, ‘but not any longer I
hope he’s begmmng to forget After all, twenty years 1s a long
time.’

‘What became of his mother?’ I asked i

‘He never discovered She disappeared with the German
forces which. occupied Ruffano mn 44, and since there was’
fighting 1n the north shortly afterwards 1t 1s almost certamn that
she must have been killed 1n the bombing, she and the httle
brother’

‘There was a brother?’

“Yes, a small boy of ten or eleven They were very devoted.
I sometimes think that it 1s because of him that Professor
Donati gives so much thought to the students’

We had reached the garden wall I glanced furtlvely at my .
watch It was about twenty-five miutes after eleven. -

‘Thank you, signofa,” I said, ‘it was very good of you to let
me walk home with you’

‘No,” she said, ‘1t 1s for me to thank you ’ She paused, with
her hand on the garden door ‘Would you like to meet Pro-
fessor Donati personally"’ she sard ‘If so, I should be delhighted
to mntroduce you ’

Pamic seized me ‘Thank you, signora, ' I said, ‘but I wouldn’t
Inany way wish .

The smile returned ‘No trouble.’ She cut me short ‘It’s a
custom of the Rector’s to ask a few of his colleagues to the
house on Sunday mornings, and in his absence I do the: same.
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Two or three people may ‘call this morning, and Professor
Donati 1s sure to be one of them.’

I had not planned 1t thus I had planned to go alone to his
house 1n the via det Sogm Signora Butali took my pamc for
embarrassment, an assistant Iibrarian at the palace library feel-
ng humself out of place
> ‘Don’t be shy,’ she said, smiling. ‘It will be something to tell
the other assistants about tomorrow!’

I followed her into the garden and to the house door, still
thinking of an excuse to get away

‘Anna will be busy preparing lunch,’ she said “You can help
me set out the glasses’

She opened the door We entered the hall, and passed
through to the dining-room on the left. It was no longer a
dining-room It was lined with books from floor to ceiling, and
there was a large desk near the window

“This 1s my husband’s library,’ she said ‘When he 1s at home
he likes to entertain here, and when we are many we fling open
the double doors to the small diming-room beyond’

The small dining-room beyond had been my playroom She
opened the double doors and I saw, astonished, how the table
was set there in the centre, stiff-and formal, laid for one 1
thought of the mess I had left the room m, with my fleet of
small cars scattered over the floor and two tins, upturned, for
the garage

‘The vermouth 1s on the sideboard,’ said Signora Butali, ‘and
the Campar1 The glasses are on the trolley Wheel the trolley
into the library, will you?’

She had arranged things to her satisfaction and put out the
cigarettes when the bell rang

‘Probably the Rizzios,’ she said ‘I'm glad to have you here,
she’s so very formal Professor Rizzio 1s Head of the Depart-
ment of Education, and his sister 1s 1n charge of the hostel
where the women students live °

She looked suddenly vulnerable, and younger than her age
Perhaps when her husband was at home he shouldered the
burden of soc1a1 responsibility

I slipped into my courter guise and walted by the trolley,
ready to pour vermouth at her command She went to the door
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to greet the callers, and I heard the murmur of the usual com-
pliments. Then she ushered her guests into the room They were
middle-aged, grey-haired and angular He had the worn and
harassed appearance of one perpetually up to the eyes in work,
with n-trays piled upon a desk that never cleared I could
picture him baying ineffectual commands to streams of tired
subordmates His sister_had more authority, holding herself
like a matron of old Rome I pitied the luckless students who
hived under her rule I was introduced as Signor Fabbio, tem-
porary assistant at the library. The signorina bowed, turn-
mg immediately to her hostess to enquire after the Rector

Professor Rizzio peered at me with a puzzled air. ‘Forgive
me,’ he asked, ‘But I don’t recollect your name How long have
you been working at the library?’ )

‘Since Friday,” I told hum. ‘I was engaged by Signor Foss:’

‘Then your appointment went through him?’ he said

‘Yes, professor,” I answered. ‘I applied to Signor Foss: and
he spoke to the Registrar’

‘Really!l’ he commented ‘I am surprised he did not consult
me,’ -

‘I 1imagine he did not want to burden you with such a smali
matter,” I murmured

‘Any appointment, however small, 1s of interest to the
Deputy Rector,” he said. ‘Where are you from?’

‘I have been working in Genoa, professor,” I rephed, ‘but
my home 15 1n Tunn I graduated at the university there I hold
a degree in modern languages’

‘That, at least, 1s fortunate,” he said ‘It 1s more than the other
temporary assistants possess’ ™

I asked him what he would have to drink, and he said a small
glass of vermouth I poured 1t for him and he moved away.
His sister said she would take nothing, but when Signora
Butah protested Signorina Rizzio was pleased to accept a glass
of mineral water N

‘So you are working at the hibrary?’ she said, dwarfing me
with her presence

Tall women bring out the worst 1n me, as they do in most men
of less than average height ‘I pass the time there, signorma,’ 1
satd, ‘I am taking a vacation, and the job happens to suit me.’
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‘You are fortunate,” she replhed, staring ‘Many students in
thewr third or fourth year would be glad to avail themselves of
such an opportunity’

‘Possibly, signormna,’” I said i smoothly courtcous tones,
‘but I am not a student I am a courier who speaks several
languages, and I am accustomed to conducting parties of inter-
national repute through the more mmportant cities of our
country — Florence, Rome, Naples

Dislike of my impertinence formed upon her features She
sipped at the muneral water, and her throat quivered as the
liquid passed Another ring at the front door spared her from
further distress. My hostess, cars only for the bell, turned to-
wards me, a tell-tale spot of colour n her cheehs

‘Answer 1t for me, will you?’ she said ‘It’s probably Pro-
fessor Donatr’

She continued her rapid conversation with Professor Rizzio,
her unwonted amimation covering inward stress. A courier
seldom drinks He dares not Now, however, I quickly
swallowed a glass of vermouth under the disapproving eyes of
Signorma Rizzio and, excusing myself, made for the front door.
Aldo had opened it already, being, no doubt, persona grata
the house, and was frowning at the sight of Professor Rizzio's
ramcoat thrown down upon a chairr Then his eyes fell upon
me Without recogmtion Without even a flicker of interest

‘Signora Butali 1s expecting you,’ I stammered

‘So I believe,” he said. ‘Who are you?’

‘My name 1s Fabbio,” I said ‘I had the honour of meeting
you last mght at the ducal palace. I was with Signorina Raspa’

‘Oh, yes,” he said, ‘ves, I remember. I hope you enjoyed
yourself.’

He did not remember It mattered not at all what I thought
of the evening. He moved forward into the dining-room, or
rather the Iibrary, and at once the room became ahve Signora
Butali called ‘Hullo’, and he retorted with ‘Good morning’,
the morning a httle emphasized He bent over her hand and
kissed 1t, then turned immediately to Signormma Rizzio. Sig-
nora Butali, without asking him what he wanted, filled a-glass
half full of Campari and gave 1t to him. o

‘Thank you,’ he said, taking 1t from her. not looking at her
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The front-door bell rang once-more, and questioning my
hostess with a glance I went to open 1t. These memal duties
kept me occupied, and served to steady the threatening tremor -
of my hands Signor Fosst stood before me on the doorstep,
accompanied -by a lady He looked taken aback at the sight

_ of me, and immediately presented the lady as his wife. Some-
how I had not thought of him as married

‘Signor Fabbio 1s helping us temporanly in the hbrary, he
explained to her, and, on my asking how he did, told me-
quickly that he had quite recovered

I took up my stance once more behind the trolley, and
poured them drinks. The conversation turned to health, our
hostess todchmg upon her distress at the reason for Signor
Fosst's absence from the library the day before

‘Luckily,” she said, ‘Signor Fabbio was able to oblige me
with the books I asked for’ .

The hibrarian, anxious to turn discussion away from his own
past indisposition,-did not dwell upon the loan of books, but

" immediately enquired after the Rector Talk about Professor
Butali became general, everyone hoping that he would be able
to'leave hospital in time for the Festtval

Behind me I cqufd hear Signorina Rizzio complaining to
Aldo about the rowdy behaviour of the C and E students, who .
had taken to circling the city 1n the evenings on their vespas
_. ‘They even have the insolence to roar therr machines be-
neath the women students’ hostel,” she said, ‘as late sometimes
as ten o’clock at mght I have asked my brother to speak fo
Professor Ehia, and he assures me he has done so, but the Pro-
fessor takes no action. If it continues I shall briig the matter
up before the university Council.’ '

‘Perhaps,’” suggested Aldo, ‘your young women encourage'
the vespa enthusiasts from their windows?’

‘T assure you they do not,’ retorted Signorina Rizzio ‘My

~ young women, as you call them, are erther engaged in reading
up their notes for the next lecture or they are safely tucked up -
1n bed with the shutters closed > -

I poured myself out another glass of vermouth Then, look-
ing up, I perceived Aldo’s eye upon me, puzzled. I moved
away from the trolley and stood by the window, staring down
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mto the garden. The voices hummed The bell rang Somebody
else went to answer 1t. This time I did not bother to come for-
ward to be introduced, and I think my hostess had forgotten
me.

Presently, while I was still staring 1nto the garden, I felt a
hand on my shoulder ‘You’re an odd fellow,” said Aldo ‘I
keep asking myself what you are doing here Have 1 seen you
before somewhere?’

‘It’s possible,’ I said, ‘that if I disguised myself 1n a winding-
sheet and hid in the linen closet upstairs you mught recog-
mze me My name 1s Lazarus’

I turned and looked at him. His smile vamshed His features
dissolved I was aware of nothing but two enormous eyes
blazing from a pale face It was my supreme moment. For
the one and only time in his life the disciple had shocked his
master.

‘Beo  ’hesaid ‘Oh,myGod Beo’

He did not move The grip on my shoulder tightened. It
seemed to me that hus eyes engulfed his whole person Then,
with a terrible effort, he controlled himself His hand fell away

‘Make some excuse and go,” he said ‘Wait for me outside
I’ll follow you There’s a car there, an Alfa-Romeo, get mto 1t’

Like a sleepwalker I crossed the room and, murmuring an
apology to my hostess, thanked her for her kindness and said
good-bye I bowed to the rest of the company who might have
noticed me I left the house, and passed through the garden to
the street outside There were three cars parked by the garden
wall I got into the Alfa-Romeo as he had bidden me I sat there,
smoking a cigarette, and later watched the Rizzios depart,
then the Fossis, and others that I had not met Aldo came last
He got into the car without saymg a word and slammed the
door We drove away Not to his own house, but downhill and
so out of the city by the Porta Malebranche Still he said noth-
g, and 1t was not until Ruffano lay behind us, and he had
driven the car into the hills, that he pulled up suddenly,
switched off the engine, and turned and looked at me
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His eyes never'left my face It was the old mspection I remem-
bered. He used to do this when he took_me out, to sec if my
hair was brushed, my shoes were clean. Sometimes he sent me
back to change my shirt.

‘I always said you wouldn’t grow,” he said

‘I'm five foot five,’ I told him

‘As much as that? I don’t believe 1t.’

He gave me a cigarette and lit 1t for me His hands were
steady, mine were not ’

‘Your curls have gone I'd have known you otherwise,” he
satd

. He tugged at my hair, a savage gesture that mnvariably hurt
me 1n old days It hurt me still. I shook my head.

‘It was the Frankfurt barber,” I said ‘He started the rot, and 1t
grew straight ever after I wanted to look like the brigadier, and
succeeded for a time’

‘The brigadier?’

‘A Yankee We lived with him two years.’ !

‘T thought i1t was a German’

‘The German came first He only lasted six months after we
left Ruffano.’

I unwound the car window and looked out at the blue hump
of the mountain that lay ahead It was Monte Cappello We
could see 1t from the house at home.

‘Is she alive?”’ he asked

‘No. She died three years ago of cancer.’

‘'m glad,” he said

A bird, a hawk of some sort, came 1nto my line of vision and
poised, hovering, against the sky-line I thought he was going
to dive but he soared higher, 1n a widening circle, and hovered
once again

‘What set it off?” said Aldo '

He might have meant, how did the disease take her, but.

knowing my brother I understood him to be referring back to
44,
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‘I've often wondered,” T said ‘I don’t think it was father’s
death or the news of yours She accepted both as fate like any-
one else Perhaps she was lonely Perhaps she just liked men’

‘No,” said Aldo, ‘I'd have known that I can always tell.
He did not smoke He sat with his arm along the seat behind
me. ‘The spoils of victory,” he said, after a moment, ‘that’s
what she felt herself to be For a woman of her sort, basically
conventional and submuissive to her husband, it would act like
an aphrodisiac First the German Commandant, 1n her home
town, then the Yankee after the German myth exploded. Yes

yes .Iseethe pattern. Very interesting ’

I supposed 1t was, to him Like reading history Not if, Iike
myself, one had been involved

‘Why Fabbio?’ he asked

‘I was going to tell you That was later, in Turin, when the
Yankee brigadier left Frankfurt for the States We met Enrico
Fabbio 1n the train Hewas polite and helpful with our baggage
In three months — he was a bank employee — she had married
him He couldn’t have been kinder And it was all part of the
break with the past that I should take his name After all, he
paid”’

‘That’s right He paid’ _

I glanced at my brother Did he resent the advent of our
stepfather? The inflection 1n lus voice was strange

‘I'm grateful to him still,” I said ‘I continue to look hum up
1if I'm mn Turmm’

‘And that’s as deep as 1t goes?’

‘Why, yes What else? He never took the place of father
or of you He was just a kind Iittle man with a sense of famuly’

Aldo laughed I wondered why my description struck him
as funny

‘Anyway,’ I said, ‘we had nothing 1n common beyond sharing
a roof and eating the same food, and after I took my degree at
Turin I cut loose I didn’t fancy a job in the bank, which he
suggested, so with my languages I entered the tourst trade’

‘What as?’ .

‘Juntor clerk, clerk, guide, and ﬁnally courer’

‘Tout,” he said k

+ Well, yes Put lgluntly, I was a tout A supertor tout One
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. degreé higher than the fellow in the piazza Maggiore who
hawked his picture-postcards

‘What firm employs you?’ he-asked

‘Sunshine Tours, Genoa,’ I replied

‘Good God' he said .

He moved his arm from the back of the seat and started up
the car. It was as though my admussion had brought his interro-
gation to an end No further questions needed Case dismissed

‘They pay well,” I protested 1n self-defence, ‘and I meet all
sorts of people It’s experience, I'm travelling all the time ..

‘Where t0?’ he asked

I did not answer Where to, indeed . He let in the clutch
and thecar roared, ahead, ciimbing the surrounding heights,
the road twisting and turming upon itself like a serpent’s coils
The country spread out below us, the soil a patchwork quilt
of dun and olive, and away westward the city of Ruffano, poised
on her two hills, gleamed, a narrow circlet under the sun

‘And you?’ I asked

He smiled Used as I was to Beppo s handling of the coach
in Tuscany and the Umbrian undulations, where speed, of
necessity, was second choice to safety, my brother’s disrespect
for his native Marches seemed to me profound He courted
death at every hairpin bend -

‘You saw last might,” he said ‘I'm a puppeteer I pull the
strings, the puppets dance It requires great skill’

‘T believe you But I don’t’'see why All that training, and that
propaganda, for one day in the year, for a students’ Festival?’

‘Thetr day,” he said, ‘thus Festival It's a world in mumature’

He had not replied to my question, but I let it go Then

abruptly he put to me the enquiry for which I had no answer

‘Why didn’t you come home before?’
Attack 1s the best method of defence I forget who first
comned the phrase The German Commandant used to quote 1t.

‘What was the use of my coming when I thought you were
dead?’ I said."

‘Thank you, Beo, he rephied He seemed surprised ‘Any-

way,” he added, ‘now you’ve come home I can make use of
. you’ -

He might have put it differently, after two-and-twenty years.
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T wondered if this was the moment to tell him about Marta
I decided not

‘Hungry?’ he asked.

‘Yes’ .

“Then we’ll go back To my house, 2, via dei Sogni.’

‘T know 1t I called on you last night, but you were still out.’.

‘Probably >’ He was not mterested He was thinking of-some-
thing else

‘Aldo,’ I asked, ‘what are we going to say? Do we tell every-~
one the truth?’

‘What truth?’

‘Why, that we’re brothers’

‘I haven’t yet decided,” he replied ‘It might be better not
How long are you here for anyway? Did Sunshine Tours give
you the sack?’

‘No,’ I said, ‘not the sack. I've taken a vacation’

“That’s easy, then. We’'ll think of something’

The car turned from the hills to the valley below, and sped
like an arrow towards Ruffano We cntered the city from the
south, and climbed steeply to the via dell’8 Settembre, past the
students’ hostel, and then right He drew up before the double
entrance to his house

‘Out,” he said.

I glanced about me, half hoping we might be seen, but the
street was empty Everyone-was within doors having lunch.

‘I saw Jacopo last night,” I said as we entered the doorway
together, ‘but he didn’t recognize me.’

‘Why should he?’ asked Aldo.

He turned the key and pushed me through into the hall I
went back twenty years The furnishing, the decor, even the
pictures on the wall, were those we had had at home This
was what I had sought for and had not found at Number 8 I
looked up at Aldo, smiling

‘Yes,” he said, “it’s all here What was left of 1t”’

He stooped to pick up an evelope that was lying on the floor
The envelope that Carla Raspa must have pushed through the
slit the night before He glanced at the handwriting and threw
the envelope on a table, unopened

‘Goonn,” he said ‘I’ll call Jacopo’
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I passed through to what must be his living-room The
chairs, the desk, the stiff-backed divan on which my mother
used to sit, T recogmzed them all Our father’s portrait hung
upon the wall, next to the bookcase He seemed to have grown
younger, to have shrunk in stature, but his .air of bemign
authority was still there to humble me I sat down and looked
about me, my hands on my knees The only concessions to a
later age were pictures of amrcraft on another wall Aircraft m
battle Chmbing, diving, smoke pouring from the tail

‘Jacopo will bring lunch directly,” said Aldo, coming into the
room ‘It will be a few munutes Have a drink’ ’

He went to a table in the corner — I recogmzed that also ~
and poured out two Campari into glasses that were ours as
weil _ i
- ‘T never knew, Aldo,” I said, gesturing to the room, ‘That~
all this meant so much to you?’

He downed his Campari mn a draught ‘More, evidently,’
he replied, ‘than the surroundings of Signor Fabbio meant to
you’

Cryptic, but what of 1t? It did not worry me Nothing wor-
- ried me I was reahizing to the full the warmth of Easter-tide
Our own -

‘T've told Jacopo who you are,” said Aldo ‘I think it’s best.’

‘Just as you like,’ I answered - ,

‘Where are you lodging?® !

‘In~the via San Michele No. 24, with Signora Silvani She had
. a houseful of students, but not, I'm afraid, of your persuaston.
All Commerce and Economucs, very bigoted *

He smuled ‘That’s good’, he said, ‘m fact, 1t’s very good.’

I shrugged. The rivalry between the two factions was still
beyond me. v/

‘You can be a go-between,’ he added

I considered this, staring into my glass of Campari. I seemed
to remember simular errands in the past, not always successful,
when he was a scholar at the Ruffano liceo Messages smuggled

mnto schoolmates’ pockets that sometimes went astray The
role had disadvantages

‘I don’t know about that,’ I said.
‘I do,” said Aldo
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Jacopo came 1n to set the lunch I called ‘Hullo,” and he put
down his tray and stood to attention like an orderly

‘I apologize for not having recognized you yesterday, Signor
Armino,” hesaid ‘I am very glad to seeyou.’

‘Don’t be pompous,” said my brother ‘Beo is only five foot
five, Still small enough to put across your knee’

Which he had done in ’43 Egged on by Aldo. I had forgotten
that Marta had protested, and shut the kitchen door Marta

Jacopo produced our meal, and a large carafe of wine made
from the local grapes. Later I asked my brother 1f Jacopo did
everything for him

‘He manages,” said Aldo. ‘A woman comes to clean I em-
ployed Marta until she took to drink. Then 1t was hopeless
I had to send her packing’ )

The time had come I had fimshed Aldo was busy eating

‘I've something to tell you,” I said ‘I'd better tell you now
because I'm involved I believe Marta’s dead I believe she was
murdered.’

He put down his fork and stared at me across the table
‘What the hell do you mean by that?’ he said harshly

His eyes, accusing, never left my face I wiped my mouth,
pulled back my chair and began walking up and down the
room

‘I could still be wrong,’ I said, ‘But I think not I’m afraid not
And if 1it’s true, then 1t’s my fault It’s because of what I did.’

T told him the whole story From start to finish. The English
tourists, the lone barbarian and his ten thousand lire tip, my
nightmare m the small hours and its connexion with the altar-
ptece 1n San Cipriano The newspaper 1item the following day,
the visit to the police, my recognition, as I thought, of the
body, and the impulse that drove me to Ruffano Finally, the
sight of the cobbler Ghigi and his sister Maria disappearing
yesterday in the custody of the local police

Aldo heard me through to the end without a single inter-
ruption I did not look at him as I told my tale 1 just walked
up and down the room, speaking much too fast I could hear
myself stammering as I might stammer to a judge, and I kept
correcting myself in small particulars that did not matter

When I had fimished I sat down again in the chair I thought
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"his accusing eyes must be upon me still But he was peeling an
orange, unperturbed

‘You see?’ I said, exhausted. ‘You understand?’

He put a large segment of the orange into his mouth and
swallowed 1t. ‘Yes, I see,” he said ‘It’s easy enough o check.
I'm on very good terms with the Ruffano police All I have to
do 1s to lift the telephone and ask them if 1t’s true that the dead
woman 1s Marta ’ T

‘Andif 1t is7’ -

‘Well, 1t’s just too bad,” he said, reaching for another seg-
ment. ‘She’d have died anyway, mn the state she was in The
Ghigis couldn’t control her Nobody could You ask Jacopo.
She was a drunk’

He had not understood He had not seen that, if it was
Marta who had been murdered, she had been murdered be-
cause I had put ten thousand hire into her hand I explamned this
to hum for the second time He fimished his orange He dipped
his fingers 1n the bowl of water beside the plate ‘So what?’ he
said

‘Isn’t 1t something I ought to have told the police in Rome?
Wouldn't 1t explain the motive for murder?’ I repeated.

Aldo stood up He went to the door and shouted to Jacopo
to bring coffee After 1t had been brought and the door was
closed, he poured out coffee for us both and began stirring his
slowly, thoughtfully

‘A motwve for murder,’ he said. ‘It’s something we all have,
at some time or other You as much as anyone else. Run along
to the police if you like, and tell them what you’ve just told me
You saw an old woman lying on the doorstep of a church, and
_ it reminded you of an altar-piece that was your peculiar horror

asa child Fine So what do you do? You bend over the woman
and she hfts her head She recogmizes you, the child who fled
with the German army twenty years before. You recognize her,
-and something cracks n your brain You kill her, a blind 1m-
pulse to hill a mightmare memory that haunts you, and then,
;0 stc;ﬂe conscience, you put a note for ten thousand lire 1n her
and’
He swallowed his coffee and went across the room He
picked up the telephone ‘I’ll get on to the Commussioner,’ he
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said ‘He'll be at home on a Sunday, vEry probably. At least
he'll be able to give me the latest news’

‘No, wait, Aldo . wait,’ I burst out, 1n sudden panic

‘What for? You want to know, don’t you? So do I.” He asked
for a number. It was out of my hands It was no longer my
secret, my inner turmoil Aldo now shared 1t, but in sharing it
he made my confusion worse. I could have commutted the mur-
der as he described 1t I had not witnesses to prove an alibi,
The very motive he suggested made a desperate sense, Pro-
testations of mnocence would be 1n vamn, The police would not
believe me — why should they? I mught never be able to prove
that I was gultless

‘You’re not going to involve me, are you?’ I asked.

He raised his eyes to heaven 1n mock despair, and spoke nto
the mouthpiece, ‘Is 1t you Commissioner?’ he said ‘I hope I
haven’t dragged you from your lunch It’s Donati here, Aldo
Donati Very well, thank you. Commissioner, I've been very
disturbed by a rumour going round Ruffano, brought me by
my servant Jacopo, that my old family nurse Marta Zampin,
who has apparently been missing for some days, may turn out
to be this woman who was murdered n Rome . Yes  yes

.. No, I'm a very busy man, as you know. I rarely read a news-
paper, and in any event I saw nothing aboutit . The Ghigrs,
yes. She had lodged with them for some months . . I see .
Yes .. He looked across at me, nodding his head. My heart
sank It was gomng to be true, and I was still further enmeshed
‘So there’s no doubt about it, then? I'm very sorry *She had
completely gone to pieces, you know I used to employ her
until it became impossible The Ghigis can’t tell you anything,
I suppose? Why Rome? Yes, some impulse, perhaps . And
you hope to make an arrest soon Good Good Thank you,
Commissioner Yes, I shall be extremely obliged 1f you would
contact me as soon as you have more news Meanwhile, con-
fidential, naturally Thank you .thank you’

He replaced the receiver He took an unopened packet of
cigarettes from a box and threw them across to me

‘Calm down,” he said, ‘you’ll soon be out of the red They
expect to make an arrest within twenty-four hours’

His assumption that fear for my own skin was at the root of
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my distress was so remimscent of his attitude to me of old that
it was not worth denying Guulty, yes. Guilty of putting the
money mto her hands and not turning back. Guilty of pass-
ing by on the other side

Conscience, tortured, drove me to attack. ‘Why did she
drink?’I asked ‘Didn’t you look after her?’

His passionate reply startled me. ‘I fed her, clothed her,
cherished her, and she collapsed within,” he said ‘Why? Don’t
ask me why. A reversion to type, to her drunken peasant
ancestry When someone 1s bent on suicide you can’t prevent
them ® Once agamn he shouted for Jacopo. The man entered
and removed the coffee tray. ‘I’'m in to nobody,” Aldo said
‘Beo and I are missing twenty-two years. It will take more than
a few hours to wipe them out.’

He looked at me, then smiled. The room, familiar now and
personal because of its possessions, closed in upon me.
Responsibility for the world and all its ills was mune no
longer Aldo would take charge

11

We sat there talking, letting the day go by. Sometimes Jacopo
entered with a fresh brew of coffee, and went out again without
a word. The room filled with the smoke from my cigarettes,
mine, not Aldo’s. He had given 1t up, he said, he had long ago
lost the urge. I drew from him, indirectly, sparked off by
questions fired at random, the story of his immediate post-war
years. How, after the Armustice, he joined the partisans Even
then he knew nothing of the fateful telegram that had told us
of his death, and he assumed-that we believed him to be a
prisoner of war It was not until he found his way back to
Ruffano, some months after we ourselves had fled from it
with the Commandant, that he learnt the truth from Marta.
They, in their turn, heard the rumour that while travelhng
north to the Austrian border our convoy had been bombed, and
our mother and I killed So in our separate ways, our worlds
had disintegrated.

B
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He a young man of twenty, I a child of twelve, each had
to face a new existence Mine was to look, week after week,
upon a woman without roots who daily, mghtly became more
superficial, more lacking 1n discrimmation, faded, stale, his to
remember her as she had bidden him good-bye when last he
came on leave, warm-hcarted, loving, full of plans for future
meetings — and then to have this image crack when not only
Marta but all who knew her in Ruffano told him of her end
The gossip there had been, the shame, the scandal. One or two
had even seen her drive away, laughmg, beside her Comman-
dant, while I waved a swastika flag from the window of the
car,

‘That was the final thrust,’” said Aldo, ‘you, with your flag.’

I began to hve 1t once again, and through his eyes her shame
became my shame and I suffered for her I made excuses He
would have none of them

‘No use, Beo,” he said ‘I don’t want to hsten Whatever she
did in Frankfurt or Turin what lhife she made for the man
Fabbio whom you call your stepfather, whether she was 1ll or
unhappy or in pain, does not count. She died for me the day she
left Ruffano’
~ I asked him if he had seen our father’s grave He had He
had been to the prison-camp where he lay buried Once Never
again He did not want to discuss that either

‘He hangs there on the wall;’ said Aldo, gesturing towards
the portrait, ‘that’s all I need of him That and his possesstons,
here i this room Besides the legacy of all he had achieved at
the ducal palace I made 1t my business to carry on where he
left off, but, as you see, with more authonty than he ever had
That was my goal’

He spoke with a strange bitterness throughout as though,
despite his standig 1n Ruffano and his swift rise to his present
position, the years were wasted Something eluded him stiil
Not the satisfaction of personal ambition, nor money, nor fame
He spoke of himself continually in the past tense ‘I wanted this
I wanted that I determined to carry out such-and-such an
_undertaking *-Never once did he talk in the present, or in the
future Later, 1n one of the pauses in conversation, I said to
him, ‘Don’t you plan one day to marry? To start a family? So
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that you too will leave something behind you when you go?’
He laughed. He was standing by the window at the time, look-
ing out on the distant hills From the window one could sce
Monte Cappello, beneath which we had driven 1n the morning.
Now, with the approach of evening, 1t stood humped and clear
apamst the sky, blue like a mandarin’s coat.

‘Remember?’ he said ‘When you were very small, I some-.
times took mnfinite pains constructing a house of cards on the
dinmg-room table, the table we’ve been eating at today I would
have the whole space covered — I must have used half-a-dozen
packs Then came the moment of trjumph. When, with one
breath, I blew the whole edifice flat’ -

I remembered 1t well The fragile cards tremblingly balanced
like a mant pagoda, the effect, with the last card poised,
strangely awe-inspiring and beauttful to a staring child

‘Yes, I said ‘What's that to do with my question?’

‘Everytlung,’ he answered.

He crossed the room, took down one of the sketches of air-
craft that were hanging on the wall, and brought it over to
me The sketch was of a fighter plane falling to the ground n
flames. _

‘This wasn’t mme, but it could have been,’” he said ‘That’s
how I saw others go Comrades, whom I'd flown beside. Mine
wasn't a true flamer, I baled out before she flared, then she
scorched to earth like a sizzling kite. The point was that at the
moment of impact, when she was hit ~ I was climbing at the
time, and 1 knew what 1t was — the explosion and my release
m the sky. happened almost simultaneously, and the moment
of triumph, of ecstasy, was indescribable. It was death and
it was power Creation and destruction all 1n one I had hved
and I had died *

He replaced the picture on the wall 1 still did not see what 1t
had to do with marriage or with founding a family, unless it
was that the experience he had undergone, which I tried to
imagine and into which I followed him 1n vain, still staring at
the picture on the wall, made all things valueless, To have
known and rejoiced 1n death behttled hife.

Aldo glanced at the clock It was a quarter 10 seven ‘I must .
leave you,' he said ‘I have a meeting at the ducal palace It
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may nof take more than an hour Further discussions about the
Festival’ .

We had not touched on the Festival all day Nor any of his
present activities, The past had been ‘with us all the time.

‘Have you a date later?’ he asked

I smiled, and shook my head What should I want with a date
now we were together?

‘Good,” he said ‘Then I'll take you to dmner with Livia
Butal’

He went to the telephone and called a number Instantly I
stood in fancy outside our old home further-down the via dei
Sognt I heard the sound of the piano, Chopin again, and the
mustc suddenly stopping, and I saw the player cross the room
to arswer the telephone, the ring of which she had been wait-
ing for all day

Aldo spoke mto the mouthpiece ‘Two of us,” he said ‘Say a
quarter-past eight’

He cut short her query and hung up I could imagme her
standing there, frustrated, wondering, then returning to the
piano to burst mto a passionate Etude

‘Did you say you had a knowledge of German,” he asked me
suddenly, ‘amongst your other superficial expertise?’

‘Yes,” I said, ‘the legacy of the Commandant’

He 1gnored the thrust, and going to a chair behind the divan
picked up the volumes I had brought Signora Butali from the
library the day before

‘Take a look at these, then, while I'm away,” he said ‘I was
gong to give them to one of my boys, a German scholar, but
you’ll do even better Translate for me anything you consider
especially appropriate, and write it down * He threw the books
on the table beside my chair

‘1 think I should warn you,’ I said, ‘that what I've read
them already — only a rough glance, I admit — suggests that the
Falcon was not the misunderstood genius you described to
your éhte last might but something very different If Signora
Butali 1s really going to take them to Rome for her husband to
read he’ll have another heart attack’

‘Don’t worry,” said Aldo, ‘he won’t read them She got the
books for me, because I asked for them’
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I shrugged As Director of the Arts Council of Ruffano he
evidently had the right.—

“That German writer was prejudiced, of course,” Aldo con-
tinued ‘Those mmeteenth century scholars always were The
early Itaban manuscripts I read in Rome last week gave a
somewhat different angle to certain aspects of his life. Jacopo?’
He opened the door and shouted across the hall Jacopo
appeared ‘T’ll be gone for an hour,’ said Aldo ‘Let no one
Beo and I will be diming later at Number 8°

“Yes, signore,’ said Jacopo, and then he added, ‘A lady called
twice during the afternoon She gave her name Signorma
Raspa.’ i

‘What did she want?’

Jacopo’s poker face flickered to a smule. ‘Evidently sthe
signorina wanted you,’ he replied

I pointed to the envelope still lying unopened on the hall
table ‘That came last mght,’ I said. T watched her put it
through the door. I was standing beyond the double entrance’

Aldo picked up the envelope and threw it at me ‘You read
1t,” he said. ‘She’s as much your friend as mine ’

He went out of the house, slammung the doof behind him I
Heard him start up the Alfa-Romeo It was not more than four
minutes’ walk to the ducal palace, but he had to use the car

‘A pilot st111?” I asked Jacopo. -

‘Never anything else,” he replied emphatically ‘Arts Coun-
ail?’ He snapped his fingers in the air mm a superb gesture of
contempt, then, pourmg out a glass of vermouth, set 1t before
me with a flourish ‘May you dine well,” he said, and left me

I opened Carla Raspa’s letter without compunction. It began
formally, thanking Professor Donati: for his extreme kindness
m allowing her and her companion passes for the evenmng
session at the-ducal palace The expenience had affected her
profoundly She wanted to discuss the many implications of his
address to the students with the speaker himself She would be
n all evening should he return before midnight, and she was
free all Sunday, should he have an hour to spare at any time
throughout the day She would be delighted to call upon him,
or conversely, if he had nothing better to do, she would be
honoured to offer him a drink or a meal at her apartment at

127



No 35, via San Michele It ended with the same formality, offer-
ing salutations The signature, Carla Raspa, looped its way
across the page, the letters mntertwimed like amorous limbs I
replaced the letter 1n the envelope, wondering 1f the writer was
waiting still, and turned, not without relief, to the Falcon’s
ploys

‘Duke Claudio’s precocious gallantry,’ I read, ‘was a scandal
to the more staid of Ruffano’s citizens, and proved rumnous to
his own constitution His follles and his vices attamned a
dangerous height, so alarming the older members of the Court
that they feared greater excesses would threaten their ruler’s
bfe The Duke’s evil genius brought him into the company of
strolling players, and, delighting in their loose manners, he
threw himself among them without reserve, appomting the
younger of them to high places in his Court’

Well, Aldo had asked for 1t I found a piece of paper and a
pencil, and, sipping my vermouth, scribbled a translation of
the more forceful passages

‘The Falcon’s casual acquaintance with the comedians ripened
into intimacy, gradually monopolizing his time and thoughts
These persons, belonging to the vilest classes, became the
Duke’s associates in public and i private Conforming his
morals to thewrs, he defied decency,” advancing from one
extravagance to another, and producing spectacles of so shame-
less a nature before his subjects that ..

The German writer shuddering, turned to Greek My Turin
degree had not covered the classics Perhaps, from the point of
view of the Festival, it was just as well, but I felt frustrated I
flipped back over-the pages to those I had read n the hibrary
the day before Someone, Aldo’s young student doubtless, had .
forestalled me My brother must have called for the books soon
after I left them with Signora Butali, and brdughf them back
for his translator to skim through A shp had been inserted to
mark the passage I remembered

¢ When accusations were made against him by the out-
raged citizens of Ruffano, Duke Claudio retaliated by declar-
mg that he had been divinely appointed to mete out to his
subjects the pumishment they deserved The proud would be
stripped, the haughty violated, the slanderer silenced, the viper
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die 1n his own venom The scales of héavenly justice would thus
be balanced On one occasion a page neglected to provide lights
for the Duke’s evening repast. He was seized by the Falcon’s
bodyguard, who enveloped the wretched lad n sear-cloth
coated with combustibles, and after setting fire to his head
drove him through the rooms of the ducal palace to die mn
agony.’ - .

A pretty tale A little rough for heavenly justice I read on

‘The citizens, indignant at the dishonour which nightly
violated thewr-domestic circles, finally rose at the instigation
of the leading citizen, whose handsome wife had been profaned
by the Falcon himself. It was in the riot that followed that the
unhappy Duke met his end The buffoonery he had learnt upon
the stage with his low followers decided him to execute a feat,
hitherto unattempted, of driving eighteen horses from the fort
on the northern hill of Ruffano through the centre of the city
and up the further hill to the ducal palace He was set upon and
pursued by almost the entire populace, after having trampled
many of them to death beneath his horses’ hooves This last
ride, known-to the Ruffanesi in after years as the Fhight of the
Falcon, ended 1n the Duke’s massacre ’ .0

I poured myself another glass of vermouth I thought the
Duke had flung himself from the topmost pmnnacle of the tower,
declaring that he was the bird whose name he bore.The German
scholar said none of this Perhaps the Itallan manuscripts were
more explicit Laboriously I copied down the details for my
brother Somebody elsé would have to decipher the Greek

When he-returned a few minutes before eight, in excellent
spirits, having cast aside the more sombre mood of early after-
noon when together we revived the past, I handed him my
.notes and left him reading them while I washed my hands I
came back after a few minutes to find him smiling

‘This 15 good,” he said, ‘very good indeed. It tallies with what
Ihadread earlier’

I told him, in American fashion, that he was welcome He
stuffed the notes into his pocket Then he called goodbye to
Jacopo and we left the house This time, I noticed, he did not

ﬁse the car We walked down the via dei Sogm to our former
ome, A
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Beo. He's jealous because you see the world and he 1s stuck mn
a small university city.”

Beo came well from her I liked it And the teasing exchange
between them put me at my ease All the same ... 1 glanced at
my brother. He was walking about the room flipping at books,
picking up objects and putting them down agan, his restless
manner, which I remembered from the past, suggesting sup-
pressed excitement Something brewed

The double doors opened into, what was now the dimng-
room, revealing the table et for three, lighted by candles The
girl who had put the food on the sideboard withdrew for us to
help ourselves My old playroom, subtly transformed with the
curtamns drawn and the candlelight playing upon the pohshed
table and our three faces, had lost its morning strangeness It
was mine again, but warmer, mtimate, and I had the impresston
that I was my boyhood self, promoted out of due time to jomn
mone of Aldo’s adult games.

It was my fortune often 1n the past to play the third, the
arder and abetter of my brother’s whims, whether to foster
some budding friendship at the liceo where he spent his days, or
to damp one down He would prepare phrases for me, and at a
given sign I must out with them, to cause confusion, perhaps
a furrous argument, even a battle His methods had not changed
Only the fish he wanted to play was now a woman, and to
watch her rise to the flies he cast afforded him a double satis-
faction with me as witness I wondered how far he had gone,
whether the banter.that passed between them — myself fre-
quently a butt for her to defend — was a ritual flight before the
fina] act or if, already lovers, their secret increased in mtens:fy
and excitement by being flaunted before a supposedly mnocent

. third

T%lere was no talk of Signora Butali’s husband The sick man
in his hospital bed in Rome was no absent skeleton at the feast,
he might not have existed I wondered, had he been present,
how 1t would have altered the behaviour of all three of us, our
hostess withdrawing into her shell and becoming sumply the
doyenne of her dinner-table, whilst Aldo, flattering his host in
a way that only I might possibly discern - he had done 1t as a
boy with our father — would lead him on to self-disclosure, no
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matter whether interesting or tedious, as long as the under-
current of ntrigue remained unseen

Dinner over, Signora Butali led the way upstairs to the music-
room, and while we drank coffee and liqueurs the conversation
turned upon the Festival

‘Howmanyrehearsals?’sheasked my brother, ‘Or 1s the whole
thing to be as secret as last year to those who don’t take part?”

‘More s0,” he said, ‘but to the first part of your question, the
rehearsals are going well Some of us have been at it for
months’

She turned to me ‘You know, Beo,” she said, ‘last year I
played the Duchess Emiha, who received Pope Clement Pro-
fessor Rizzio, whom you met this morning, was the Duke. So
Iifelike were the rehearsals, and the coaxing methods of your
brother who directed us, that T truly believe Profcssor RIZZIO
has imagined himself a Duke of Ruffano ever since.’

‘His manner to me this morning was certainly royal,” I said,
‘T did not connect 5t with the Festival of a year ago T thought
perhaps that as Deputy Rector of the umversity and Head of
the Department of Education he was ssmply aware of the grcat
gulf between us”’

‘That’s his trouble too,’ she agreed, and to Aldo, ‘but 1sn’t
it hus sister’s even more? 1 often feel sorry for the resident
women students They might be mn a convent, shut up 1n that
hostel with Signorina Rizzio*

My brother laughed, pouring himself cognac.

‘Convents m old days were easier of access,” he said ‘An
underground passage between the men’s and women’s hostels
has yet to be constructed Perhaps we might consider 1t’

He pulled the notes I had translated for him out of his pocket
and, throwing humself in a chair, began to study them.

‘There are many problems,” I said to my hostess, ‘that have
to be surmounted before the launching of this year’s Festival’

‘Such as?’ she asked,

‘Whether Duke Claudio was a moralist or a monster,” I
answered ‘According to the historians he was a monster, and
mad at that Aldo thinks otherwise *

] ‘H’e would,” she said ‘He likes to be different from everyone
clse
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Her voice was mocking, but the look she gave in his direc-
tion stmulating' My hostess was ready poised for another
movement of the ritual flight I thought of the dead expression
on her face when I had walked with her from church, and the
comparison was not flattering to me, the third, ’ -

‘Anyway,’ I said, ‘the people of Ruffano believed him a
monster and rose 1n a bloody msurrection aganst um and his
Court”’

‘And are we to have this 1n the Festival?’ she demanded.

‘Don’t ask me, ask Aldo,’ I replied.

She strolled over to his char, her liqueur glass in her hand,
humming beneath her breath, and the way she moved, the way
- she bent over him sitting there in the chair, was, to me, some-
how evident of desire Only my presence there stopped her,
from touching him '

‘Well,” she said, ‘do we have an.insurrection, and if so who's
to lead 1t?° ) ’

‘Easy,’ he answered, without looking up ‘The C and E
students. They’re ripe for rebellion anyway.’ "

She raised her eyebrows at me and set her liqueur glass on
the pilano ‘An innovation,’ she said, throwing back the piano
Iid ‘I thought the acting 1n the Festival was meant for the Arfs
students alone ’ i —

‘Not this year,” he said ‘Thefe aren’t enough of them’

She took a final sip of her liqueur, nectar to the queen before
the flight, and sat down on the piano stool. ‘What shall I play
for you?’ she asked The question was for me, the smile for me.
The intonation in the‘vmé‘e, the whole poise of her person,
hands ready above the keys, were for my brother.

_“The “Arabesque”,’ I said “It’s sexless’

It had been the day before, with me, a stranger, an alien in
my own home, ghosts around me Then the rise and fall, the
nipple of descent, had spelt nostalgia, the shrugging reminder of
the fleeting moment. Now 1t was night, and Aldo was 1n the
house The pianist, who yesterday had played from courtesy,
now“sought to woo my brother in the way mstinctive to her.
The “Arabesque”, played throughout the country by a thousand
pupils, became a dance of love, sdggestlve, shameless I
wondered that she should give herself away 1n this fashion,
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and sitting upright 1in my chair stared at the ceiling, From where
she sat behind the raised hid of the piano she could not see the
man she hoped to charm I could. He had found a pencil and
was adding to my translated notes, oblivious of the music.
Debussy, Ravel, Chopin failed to rouse him Music had never
been onc of Aldo’ obscssions If his hostess played, to him
it was background sound, hardly more personal than traflic.

I could hardly bear it that her cfiorts should be so wasted,
- and highting a cigarettc began to weave a fantasy that I wasn
his shoes, and when the playing ceased I would get up from my
chair, and cross the room, and put my hands over her eyes and
she reach up to me The fantasy intensified as the tempo of the
music quickened. It became unendurable that I should sit there,
dumbly, and endure her message, whaich, alas, was not for me.
That Aldo, though indifferent to the music, was aware of its
message I never for a moment doubted, and I wished hum joy
and her fulfilment, but to share their intimacy thus was at best
doubtful pleasure

Perhaps she sensed my discomfort, for suddenly she slammed
the Iid and rose ‘Well,” she asked, ‘s the msurrection over and
done with? Can we all now relax?’

The rony, if mntended as such, was as much wasted upon
my brother as her music. He glanced at her, observed that she
had ceased playing and was addressing him, and laid aside s
notes.

‘What's the time? Is 1t late?’ he questioned

“Ten o’clock,’ she answered.

‘I thought we had only just fimished dinner,’ he sard

He yawned, stretched, and put his notes into his pocket

‘I hope,” she said, ‘that you've completed your opening
scene, 1f mndeed that is what you have been working on all
evening ’

She offered me more liqueur. I shook my head, and mur-
mured something about getting back to the via San Michele
Aldo smiled, whether at my discretion, or Signora Butalr’s
lightly-spoken gibe, I could not tell

‘My opeming scene,’ he said, ‘which 1n fact was devised weeks
ago, takes place off-stage, or should do, if we wish to be dis-
creet’
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“The thunder of horses’ hooves?’ I asked ‘The Jehu act?’

“No, no,” he frowned, ‘that won’t be until the end. We must
have the excitement first’ .

‘Meaning just what?’ inquired our hostess.

“The seduction of the lady,’” he replied, ‘what my German
translator calls “the profanation of the leading citizen’s wife”.’

Silence was prolonged Aldo’s quotation from my hastily
scribbled notes was embarrassingly ill-timed. I leapt to my feet,
my courier’s smile too evident, and told Signora Butali that I
had to be at the library next morning at nine It was, so 1
thought, the only way to break the pause that threatened to
turn oppressive, but after I had spoken I reabized that my
sudden departure was 1n itself a reflection on what had just
been said -~

‘Don’t let Signor Foss1 work you, or himself, too hard,” said
my hostess, offering me her hand ‘And come again whenever
you feel like music I don’t need reminding, you know, that
thus house used to be your home. I’d hike you to feel about it -
in the same way as your brother ’

I thanked her for her graciousness, assuring her that if there
were any books she wanted from the library at any time, either .
for herself or for her husband, she had only to reach for the
telephone.

‘It’s very good of you,’ she said ‘Later i the week I shall be
inRome. I'll let you know.’

‘T'll see you'down,’ said Aldo

See me down. Not leave, as I was doing. As we walked down-
stairs, with the door into the music-room still open, I chatted
gaily and nanely about the many times he had chased me to
the floor above. I did not want Signora Butah to think ...
exactly what she must be thinking That I, the little brother,
had my cue The party was over

Aldo came with me across the garden and opened the gate

The lamp above cast shadows down the street, The stars were
brilhant - \

\

How beautiful she 15}’ I said, ‘so sympathetic in every way,
So restrained and calm I don’t wonder that you ...

hg‘lio;)k,’ he said, touching my arm, ‘here they come. See therr
s ?
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He pointed across the valley far below, where the main roads,
entering Ruffano from east and north, were dotted with moving
hights. The spluttering burst of vespas filled the air.

‘What are they?’ I asked

‘The C and E students returning from their week-end break,’
he said. ‘In a moment you’ll hear them roaring up the via delle
Mura lhike a herd of runts They’ll keep 1t up for another
hour at least’

The city’s peace was shattered The Sunday quiet that 1n old
days closed 1n upon Ruffano hke a pall was interrupted.

‘You have authority here,” I said “You could put a stop to
it 1f 1t worried you so much’

Aldo smuled, and patted me on the shouider ‘It doesn’t
worry me,” he said ‘“They can fart away all night for all I care.
You're going straight back, aren’t you?’

‘Yes,’ I said

‘Don’t hang about,’ he said ‘Go there direct Be seeing you,
Beo, and thank you for today.

He went back into the garden and closed the gate A moment
later I heard him shut the door of the house I walked off down
the lull to my pensione, wondering what sort of reception he
would get when he had chmbed the stairs to the music-room
once more I wondered also if the girl who had brought 1n the
dinner slept on the premuses

As I descended the hill the returning students were already
converging upon the piazza della Vita Smali cars as well as
vespas hummed and throbbed. Two coaches choked to a stand-
still by the colonnade. I caught a glimpse of my young friends
the Pasquales laughing and chattering with a score of others
Tomorrow, possibly, but not tomight Tonight I wanted to
digest the day I walked fast, so as not to be overtaken, and
shipping through the open doorway of No. 24 ran upstawrs and
entered my own room As I undressed I kept secing Aldo
standing m our mother’s old bedroom with Signora Butah
I wondered 1f, being so uscd to the change in the room by now,
the prano, the other furnishings, he no longer saw it as we had
known 1t once, and as I saw 1t st1ll

The students were laughing and singing in the street outside,
and at the far end, near the city centre, the gasp and splutter
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of the homing vespas warned the native Ruffanes: that the
phibistines had returned. ) “

12 ’

- ! t 4

When I went down for breakfast the next morning I was grven -
a rousing reception by the students. They were standing round
the table drinking coffee and exchanging gossip about the pre-
ceding day At sight of me there was a general uproar and
Mario, whom I remembered from that first evening as bemg
the most obstreperous, waved his roll of bread in the air and .~
demanded how the Arts graduate had spent the week-end
break. - :

‘First,’ I said, ‘we hibrarians don’t get a half-day on Saturday.
I'was hept sorting books until after seven’

A groan, half-ironic, half-sympathetic, greeted my remark.
“Slaves, all slaves,” said Gino, ‘tied to an out-worn system. It’s
typical of the way they run things up the lll. Now our chief,
Elia, has some sense. He knows we put all we’ve got into a five-
day week, and sets us free for forty-eight hours.to do what we
please. Most of us go home. He does the same He has a villa
on the coast and shakes the dead dust of Ruffano off his feet.’

Signora Stlvanmi, attending to the coffee-pot, handed me'a
cup with a morning smule ‘Did you get to Mass?’ she asked
‘When you didn’t come back for lunch my husband and I -
wondered what had happened to you.” )

‘I'met a friend,’ I said, ‘and was invited home to lunch and to’
spend the day’ -

‘That remuinds me,’ she added, ‘a lady called during the late
afternoon A Signorma Raspa She said, 1f you returned, to
look her up at Number 5.

Poor Carla Raspa! Having failed twice _Wlth Aldo she had
turned in exasperation back to me

(D bl
1d somcone mention Mass? asked Gino ‘Did I hear aright
Or were my cars decerving me?* -

‘I'went to Mass," I said ‘The bells of S ipri :
e, et an Cipriano summoned/
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‘It’s all superstition, you know,” said Gino ‘The priests get
fat on 1t, but no one else’

‘In old days,” said Caterina Pasquale, coming to jomn the
group, ‘there was nothing else to do but go to Mass. It was the
morning’s entertamnment You met your friends Now there 1s
so much more Guess what we did, Paolo and 1?7’ She smiled at
me with her enormous eyes, biting a chunk out of her roll as
she did so

“You tell me,’ I said, smiling back.

‘Borrowed our brother’s car and drove to Benine,” she said.
‘We went like stink and made 1t in four and a quarter hours.
That’s iving, 1sn’t 1t?°

‘It could be dying too,’ I answered

‘Ah well, that’s half the fun, taking the risk,’ she said

Mario mimicked the action of Caterina at the wheel, bank-
ng, swerving, roaring the engine before a sudden crash ‘You
should do as I do,’ he said to me ‘Run a vespa with a hotted-up
engine’

‘Yes,” retorted Signora Sivani, ‘and wake us all with your
noise No one can sleep any longer on a Sunday nmight’

‘Did you hear us?’ laughed the student A whole crowd of us
were comung back from Fano. Zup . .zup .zup. We
" hoped we’d enliven you all with our orchestrations. Frankly, 1t’s

what you Ruffanes! need, a touch of exhaust music to melt the
wax in your ears’

“You should have seen us,’ said Gerardo, ‘circling the city,
up and round the via delle Mura, flashing our lights at the
women’s hostel to make them open their shutters’

‘And did they?’ asked Caterina.

‘Not they They were all tied down to thewr mattresses by
nine o’clock’

Laughing, arguing, they scrambled off, but not before young
Caterina, looking back over her shoulder, called ‘See you this
everung The three of us might make a date’

Signora Silvanm smiled after them, shaking an imndulgent head
‘What children!” she satd ‘No more sense of responsibility than
babes 1n arms And brilkiant, every one of them You’ll see, n
a year they’ll all take Honours degrees, and then end up in some
_out-of-the-way provincial bank
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I left the house en route for the ducal palace, and saw that
somebody was waiting for me higher up the street in the
entrance of No 5.

‘Good morning, stranger,’ said Carla Raspa.

‘Good morning, signorina,’ I replied.

‘I thought,’ she said, turning with me towards the prazza della
Vita, ‘that we had discussed the possibihity of a Sunday date?’

‘Wedid,”Isaid ‘What became of 1t?’

‘T was 1n all day,” she shrugged ‘You had only to come for
me.’

‘Twas out.” I said ‘An 1mpulse drove me to Mass at San
Cipriano, where I bumped into no less a person than the
Rector’s lady, to whom I had taken some books the day before.
I walked home with her and she invited me 1n for a drink ’ )

Carla Raspa stopped and stared ‘Which of course you
accepted,” she explained, ‘and I don’t blame you for it One
gracious nod from Livia Butal: and you’re there. No wonder
you didn’t bother to call on me after being given the entrée to
her house, Who was there?’ -

‘A flurry of professors,” I said, ‘and amongst them my
superior, Signor Fossi, with his wife ’

I emphasized the wife She laughed, and resumed walking

\

‘Poor Giuseppe,” she said ‘I can imagine him on his dignity,”

puffed up like'a pigeon because of the invitation What did you
think of our Livia?’ , .
‘T found her beautiful And charming Very much more so
_than Signorina Rizzio.’

‘Heavens above! Was she there too?’

‘Yes, with her brother. Both a little formal for my taste’

‘Too formal for us all' You’ve done well for a newcomer,
Armino Fabbio There’ll be no stopping you now Congratula-
tions I haven’t achueved as much 1n a couple of years’

We turned up the via Rossimi The pavement was crowded
with morning shoppers and belated students hurrying to early
lectures ’

‘I suppose,’ she said, ‘the Director of the Arts Council wasn’t
there by any chance?’

I had cut a good enough figure 1n her eyes without adding to
my stature. Besides, 1t was better to be discreet ‘He looked in
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for a moment, yes,” I said ‘T left before he did. I had a word

with him while he drank Campari He seemed amicable, and

less imposing without his bodyguard ’

Once again she paused and stared. ‘Incredible!” she exclaimed.
‘Only three days in Ruffano, and you have this sort of luck.
You must be charmed Did he mention me?’

‘No,’-I said, ‘there was hardly time. I don’t think he realized
who I was’

‘What an opportunity missed,’ she said ‘If only I had known
You could have given him a message ’

‘Don’t forget,” I reminded her, ‘the whole morning was a
fluke If I hadn’t goneto Mass.. ’

‘It’s your baby face,” she said ‘Don’t tell me that if I had

,~fone to Mass and met Livia Butali she’d have bothered to
" *invite me to an aperitivo I suppose she likes to act the hostess
" _‘amongst the university staffl with her husband safe 1n hospital

in Rome Was Aldo Donati paying court to her?’

‘Not that I noticed,’ I answered ‘She seemed to have more to
say to Professor Rizzio ’

We parted, I to enter the ducal palace, she to continue up the
hill to the university A {uture date between us had not been
mentioned I felt, however, that 1t would come

My easy Sunday had made me slow on schedule When 1
arrived at the library I found that the others had arrived before
me, including my boss, Giuseppe Fossi They were standing
in a group, talking excitedly For some reason Signorina Catt
was the centre of attention

‘There’s no doubt about 1t,” she was saymg ‘I had 1t from one
of the students themselves, Marna Cavallini — she was Jocked
in her room with four companions It wasn’t until the janitor
came this morning to attend to the central heating that they, or
any of the others, were released.’

. ‘It’s outrageous, fantastic There’ll be a colossal row,’ said

Giuseppe Fosst ‘Have they informed the police?’

‘No one could tell me that I couldn’t stay talking I should
have been late here’

Toni, his cyes on sticks, rushed across the room at sight of
me ‘You haven’t heard the news?’ he asked

‘No,’ Ireplied ‘What news?’
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“The women’s hostel broken 1nto last night,” he said, ‘and the
students locked 1n therr rooms No one knows what happened
or who it was The men were masked How many of them,
signorina?’ He turned mn excitement to the pallid secretary,
who found herself so unexpectedly the bearer of strange
tidings.

‘A dozen or more, they say,” she answered. ‘How they broke
n nobody knows It happened suddenly, just as all the Cand B

students were returming home You know the appalling noise
they create with their machines? They served as cover, of
course, to let therr fellows . Well, you may call it a rag I call
it an outrage’

" ‘Come now,’ said Giuseppe Fossi, his eyes still bulging with
excitement, ‘as far as we know none of the girls was hurt To
be locked in their rooms is no great hardship —~ I'm told it
happens all the time. But if the place was burgled well,
that’s another matter They’ll have to call in the police In any
event, Professor Elia will have to answer for it. Now, shall we
get to work?’

He bustled towards the desk, with a nod to his secretary. She
followed with notebook and pencil, her chin held high

‘Why blame Professor Elia?’ murmured Tom ‘It’s not his
fault 1f his C and E students enjoy a rag I shall get the truth
from my girlsfriend later today. She’ll know what really
happened from her chums.’

We settled to the morming’s labours with lack of concentra~ ‘
tion Whenever the telephone rang we lifted our heads and
Listened, but Signor Fosst’s ‘yes’ and °‘no’ revealed no
secrets Invasion of the women’s hostel was not the library’s
business.

Half-way through the morning he sent Toni and me up to
the new library with several crates of books We took them m
the small van which was used for the purpose It was my first
v151t to the new Library beyond the university, standing at the
summit of the hill, close to the other recent buildings, the com-
mercial schools and the physics lab They had not the grace of
the old House of Studies, but their lines were not unpleasing,

and the big windows gave light and air to the students who
would work within their walls.
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‘All thanks to Professor Butall,” said Toni, ‘and the younger
members of the university Council. Old Rizzio fought 1t tooth
and nail’

‘Why so?’ I asked

‘Degrading the scholastic atmosphere,” grinned Toni, ‘turn-
mg his scholars into factory hands According to him the Uni-
versity of Ruffano was intended as a teaching umversity, pure
and simple, where serious-minded young men and women
would go out mto the world after graduation to impart their
classical learning to the boys and girls at school’

‘They can do so still.’

‘They can, but what a grind! Why, a fellow with an

economics degree can get a job 1n a big firm overmght, and
make in three months what a teacher carns 1in a year No future
there!”’ _
- We heaved the crates out of the van and bore them into the
new library. The decorators, Toni told me, had only been
out of the place a week High, hght, with a raised gallery
above hined with shelves throughout and a reading-room be-
yond, the building would offer many more facilities than the
old banqueting-hall in the ducal palace.

‘Where did they raise the money?’ I asked

‘The C and E intake Where else?’ Tom rephied

We dumped the crates, which were to be unpacked by the
assistant staff under the supervision of one of Giuseppe Fossi’s
colleagues, but not before the irrepressible Tomi1 had gleaned
further news of the women’s hostel break-in.

‘They say Ruizzio’s gomng to resign unless Professor Ela
makes a public apology 1n the name of the C and E students,
he said eagerly, following me from the building. “This will be a
fight to a finish, I warn you. I don’t think Elia will stand for 1t
for a moment’

‘T was told I'd come to a dead city,’ I replied ‘Do you have
this sort of excitement every day?’

‘No such luck,” he said, ‘but I tell you what 1t 1s. With the
Rector away Rizzio and Elia will seize the opportunity to cut
each other’s throats They detest one another, and this 1s their
chance’

As we were parking the van outside the ducal palace, at
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about a quarter to one, I saw Carla Raspa come out of the
side entrance with a bevy of art stodents She saw me and
waved her hand I waved back She sent the students ahead
and warted for me to join her

‘Doing anything for lunch?’ she asked

‘No,’ I said.

‘Go down to-the restaurant where we first met,” she said
quickly ‘Book a table for two. I can’t stop now, I have to get
my party home. No loitering allowed after what happened-
last night You heard the news?’

‘The break-in? Yes,” I answered

‘T’ll tell you more,” she said ‘It’s unbelievable!”

She hurried after her flock, and I strolled off down the via
Rossii The restaurant, as before, was crowded, but I man-
aged to get a table There were no students, The place seemed
to be the favourite rendezvous of those business-men of
Ruffano who did not go home to lunch Carla Raspa arrived
soon after She snapped her fingers at the waiter and we or-
dered lunch, then she looked at me and smiled

‘Out with 1t,” I said ‘I’m good at keeping secrets’

‘No secret this,” she answered, glancing, despite her words,
over her shoulder ‘It will be right through the university by
now. Signorina Rizzio has been raped.’

Istared in disbelief .

‘It’s true,” she insisted,/leaming forward ‘I had it from one
of her staff. These lads, whoever they were, didn’t touch the
girls, They locked the whole bunch in their rooms and set to
work on the high and mighty one herself Isn’t it glorious?’

She was choking with laughter. I was not so much amused
The plateful of pasta placed m front of me by the wWaitter
turned the edge off appetite. It lIooked like entrails

‘That’s common assault,” I said abruptly. ‘A matter for the
police Whoever did 1t will get ten years’

‘No,’ she said, ‘that’s it. They say the signorina’s 1n a state of
high hysteria and wants 1t all hushed up ’

‘Can’t be done,’ I said, ‘the law won’t allow 1t ’

She attacked her own full plate with relish, covering the
mashed-up brew with grated cheese ‘The law can’t take
any, action 1f nobody complains,’ she said. ‘The lads must have
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risked it, and guessed the reaction Of course there’ll be a row
about the break-m, a ternfic row But what happened to
Signorina Rizzio 1s her own affair If she refuses to bring 1n a
charge of assault, and her brother supports her, there’s nothing
anyone can do Have you ordered wine?’

I had I poured it out for her She swallowed i1t down as
though her throat was parched

‘It’s not as though she had been knocked about,” she con-
tinued ‘I understand there was no question of that No beating

.up Just gently and persuasively shown what’s what’

‘How do you kndw?’ I asked

‘Well, that’s the tale What the gifls say at the hoste] Now
that they have recovered from the fright of the masked men,
and are themselves intact — those that were already, anyway —
they can hardly contain themselves That it should happen to
her, the signorma'! You have to hand it to those C and E boys
Imagine the nerve!”

‘T still don’t credit it,” I said

‘I do,” she answered, ‘and if the police are nor summoned,
and we’re told the signorina 1s indisposed, you can bet your
life it’s true Do you suppose she enjoyed 1t?-

Her eyes were gleaming I felt shightly sick Brutality in any
form revolts me, and to commut violence upon the old or the
very young was something I have never understood I did not
answer

‘She asked for 1t, you know,’ Carla Raspa continued, ‘treat-
ing her women students like novices taking thewrr vows No
visits, even 1n the common room, from boys in the students’
hostel, doors locked by ten I know, because so many of the
girls attend my lectures They’d reached a breaking-pomnt of
exasperation Of course one of the girls must have let the boys

- 1n, that’s obvious Then listened at the keyhole and spread the
tale?’ .

I thought of the stately, formudable figure I had met the
day before, sipping with muld distaste her mineral water Im-
agmation baulked - )

_Carla Raspa, facing the door of the restaurant, bent for-
ward, touching my hand ‘Don’t turn now,” she said. ‘Professor
Elia has just come in The Head of C and E himself With a
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bunch of colleagues What I ask myself 1s, will he have to re-.
sign?’

g‘Remgn? Why should he?’ I mnquired. ‘How can anyone pin
the break-1n on his boys?’

‘Because 1t's obvious,” she said ‘Signorina RIZZIO has com-
plamed about the behaviour of the C and E students time
after time. It was reported in the university journal Last might
was their answer ’

I waited a moment for the party to settle at a table to the
left of me, then half-turned in my seat to glance at them.

‘The big man,” murmured my companion, ‘with the shock of
hair More pleased with himself than anyone in Ruffano, and
more self-opinionated, but he gets things done. He’s a Milan-
ese. He would be ’

Professor Elia, eyes screened by thick-rimmed spectacles,
black hair en brosse, had the large frame of one who can never
fit into any sort of suit Creases abounded in the impeccable” -
cloth He was talking rapidly, hunched over the table, allowing
no one else to mterrupt. Suddenly he threw back his um-
doubtedly fine head and uttered a thunderclap of laughter.

‘Five of them,’ he said, ‘one after the other That’s what I'm
told. And not a squeak 1n protest Not a whimper.’

The table rocked His laughter filled the restaurant Other
people eating turned to stare. One of Professor Elia’s com-
panions motioned him to silence The big man looked about
hum with contempt and caught my eye

‘Nobody here,” he said ‘They don’t know what I'm: dis-
cussing. But I tell you this, If anything’s said officially against
our crowd I'll not only make the lady the laughing stock of
Ruffano but .. * he lowered his voice, and we could hear no
more

‘You see,” murmured Carla Raspa, ‘the poor old Rizzios
won’t get much change out of him They’d be well advised to
let it go, or, better still, clear out Anyway, after thus shock-
the signorina can never show her face again If she does, she’ll
only be greeted with the sort of guffaw we’ve heard at the next
table * She accepted a cigarette, fimshed her wine, and sum
moned the waiter ‘My treat,’” she said. ‘We both of us work
for our living You'’ve still to take me out to dinner. When?"
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‘Not tonight,” I answered, remembering the Pasquales ‘Per-
haps tomorrow?’

‘Tomorrow it 1s’

We rose from the table and left the restaurant, resuming
our walk together up the hill

‘Heard the latest?’ whispered Tom from his ladder as I
entered the hibrary.

‘What?’ I asked guardedly

‘There’s talk of the women’s hostel being closed down and
the students sent home,” he said. ‘“They’ll have to take thar
exammations by post They’re saying there was another break-
in three months ago and all the girls are pregnant’

Guuseppe Fossi, dictating letters to his secretary, looked up
at the offender from his desk. ‘Would you please observe the
rules?’ he said icily, pointing to the notice SILENCE that hung
upon the hibrary walls

Twice during the afternoon we drove to the new building
with further crates Each time we ran into fresh rumours
Students gossiped 1n droves, and Tont knew a dozen of them.
The break-in was the subject of the day, the assault upon
~ Signorina Rizzio common knowledge Some said it had noth-
‘ing to do with the C and E crowd at all, that there was, un-
"known to all save a favoured few, a passage between the men’s
and women’s hostels which had been in use for-years The
signormma had entertained nights without number every pro-
fessor 1n the university, with preference given to the more
muscular. Others, defending the lady's honour, declared that
Professor Elia 1n‘person had led the masked band of marauders
mto her sanctum, and that he had in his possession a captured
nightdress belonging to the sngnorma which would bear wit-
ness to hus feat

Laughter was paramount then, but later 1 the day the mood
changed Word spread that the Authorities — whoever they
might be —~ definstely put the blame for the break-in upon the
C and E students, who, it was said, had returned from Sunday
leave upon their vespas in a state of riot, and circling beneath
the windows of the women’s hostel with songs and cat-calls,
had fired the bolder amongst them to invasion

Tom, Jooking over his shoulder, pointed out the first batch
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of angry C and E boys and girls emerging from the lecture-
rooms allotted to them across the via dell’8 Settembre, not far
from where we stood

‘Watch out,” he called to me, ‘there’s going to be trouble.’

Somebody threw a stone It shattered the windscreen of our
van and the glass splintered Another stone caught Toni on
the side of the head A shout went up from the small group of
Arts students and others who were walking up the hill from
the unversity proper. Some of them started running towards
therr supposed antagonists In a moment there was shouting,
yelling, more stones, more runmng, and two more boys, riding
vespas, swerved into the mudst of all of them, scattering
students right and left.

‘Come on,’ I said to Tont, ‘out of it It’s not our battle’

I pulled him 1nto the van and started the engine He did not
say anything He was mopping the side of his head, the blood
flowing. We roared across the street, and avoiding the skirmish
which students were running to join from all directions drove
downhill past the umiversity to the ducal palace

I parked i our usual place and switched off the engine ‘So
much for umversity politics,’ I said.

Ton: looked very white. I examined the cut Not deep, but
deep enough

‘Got a doctor you know?’ I asked. He nodded. ‘Well, get
along and see him I'll make your excuses’ -

We climbed together from the van. He walked slowly to
his vespa and straddled it, one hand still dabbing at his
wound .

‘You saw that fellow who threw the stone?’ he said ‘No
ragging there, he did it deliberately, to start a fight I'll get him
later Or my pals will.’

He coasted slowly down the hill I went into the hbrary and
reported the incident bneﬂy to Giuseppe Fossi He went off
hike a rocket

‘You had no business, either of you, to hang about the uni-
versity buildings when the students are coming out of the
lecture rooms,” he exploded. ‘On a day ke thss, * with
rumours flying, 1t 1s asking for trouble Now I shall have to
put in a claim for the van, the matter will be reported back at
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the Registrar’s office, Professor Rizzio may himself see the
report . )’

‘Of a bust wind-screen?’ I interrupted. ‘Look, Signhor Fossi,
I'll get 1t seen to at some garage down the hill.’

‘There will be talk,” he flustcred, ‘Everyone knows the van,
someone will have seen the ncident. Trust Tomr to tell all
Ruffano’

T let him exhaust himself, then, when he quietened down,
resumed my work This was his problem, not mune 1 had
something else to think about The feeling of disquiet that had
nagged at me all day had increased If students cared to break
in at the women’s Hostel it was therr affair, and what they did
there too. They would be either rounded up and pumshed, or
permitted to go free It was none of my busmess. But the
timing bothered me And my own translation from the Ger-
man volumes,

... The citizens . finally rose at the nstigation of the leading citizen
whose wife had been profaned

I was not the only one to handle the books and to read Ger-
man. Aldo had shown them to onc of his Arts students, a
German scholar. The pages had been marked Once again 1
heard my brother say, ‘We¢ must have the excitement first. The
profanation of the leading citizen’s wife’

In retrospect T left the Butalis’ housc agam, looked down
from the street to the valley roads below, heard the throb of
the returning vespas Was 1t coincidence? Had the attack been
planned? .

It was difficult to keep my mind on sorting the more tedious
works of German and Enghsh philosophers, and when the
time came to close up for the evening I 'was the first to leave.
Outside, I found the piazza Maggiore full of students They
were parading up and down 1n groups, some of them hnking
arms and all belligerent What Faculties they represented I
neither knew nor cared, but I realized they were stopping and
challenging the casual passers-by I hoped to escape notice,
and had reached the steps of the Duomo when one big fellow
happened to turn hus head 1 my direction and swooped upon
me
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‘Hold on, shrimp;’ he cried, twisting my arm behind me
‘Where are you sneaking off to?’

“Via San Michele,’ I said. ‘I Jodge there ’

‘You lodge there, do you? And where do you work"’

‘I'm an employee 1n the hibrary.’

‘An employee 1n the hibrary!” He mimicked my tone ‘Well,
that’s a pretty dirty job, isn’t 1t? Hands and face smothered 1n
dust all day.’ He shouted down to others below the steps
‘Here’s a hittle Arts boy needs a wash. Shall we give him the
water-treatment? What about dousing him in the fountain?’

A roar of laughter greeted the remark, some of it good-
natured, but not all. ‘Hand him over! Clean him up!’

The fountain 1n the centre of the piazza was surrounded.
Some of the students had already climbed the basin and were
balancing, laughing and singing, upon the edge There were
many of them, fifty, a hundred I felt very small, and very
much alone. Suddenly a car, hooting lugh and long, swung 1nto
view from the direction of the umversity. The students fell
back on erther side of the piazza to let it pass One fellow,
losing his balance, stumbled mto the fountain basin There
was a yell of laughter from the crowd, and as my captor, join-
mg m the mrth, loosened his hold on me I ducked and shipped
out of his hands The car moved slowly on. It was the-Alfa-
Romeo, with Aldo at the wheel. Sitting beside him, waving his
hand and smiling to the scattering students who shouted and
cheered at sight of him, was the Head of the Department ‘of
Commerce and Economucs, Professor Elia

I cut through the crowd of students to the passage leading
from the via Rossint to the via der Sogni Here all was quiet
It might have been another world No one roamed the street
except for one lone cat that leapt on to the garden wall at
sight of me I opened the gate, walked up the pathway to the
house and rang the bell It was opened, after a while, by the
girl who had broughtin the dinner the night before

_Signora Butahi?’ I inquired

‘I'm sorry, signore,” she said, ‘the signora i1sn’t home She

left for Rome early this morning ’

I stared at her blankly. ‘Left for Rome? I didn’t think she
was going until later in the week?’ ) -
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‘No, ngnore, nor did 1. T found her gone when § came first
thing this mornmyg. She left a notc for me, saying she had
decided to go suddenly. She must have been away by seven’

‘Is Professor Butali worse, then?’

*T know nothing about that, signore. She didn't say.’

T looved past her to the umpty house, Alrcady, bucaus<e of
the signora’s absence, it Jacted warmth and charm

*Thank you.” I said, ‘there is no message,

I walked the long way down to the pensione, avording the
piazza della Vita, This way the streets were free of students,
and the people T met were ordinary eutizens going about their
busincss, When I came to the via San Michcle I caw that the
catrance to No. 24 was blocked by Gino, Mario, and onc or
two others, and with them Paole Pacquale and his sister. At sight
of me she ran forward and, glancing up o me, took hold of
me by the hand.

‘Have you heard the nevw?’ she asked,

I sighed. It was with mc oncc agamn There was no ewcaping
it ‘T've heard nothing clce all day,” T «aid, ‘even the books on
the hbrary shelves were full of it. There’s been a break-n at
the women's hostel All the girls are pregnant?

‘Oh, that,” <he said impatiently ‘Who cares about that? [
hope Signonina Rizzio has twins . . No, the Director of the
Arts Council has invited as many of the C and E students as
care to do =0 to take part in the Festival, as a gesture to show
his faith in all of us and that we were not responsible for Jast
nmipht’s affair, Professor Elia has accepted on our behaif, and
there's to be & mecting this evening, held in the old theatre
above the piazza del Mercato. We're all going from here, and
you must come with us.’

She looked at me, smiling. Her brother jomed her, ‘Do come,’
he =aid. ‘Nobody knows who vou are. It's an erpericnce no-
body should miss, We're all mad to know what Profescor Donati
15 going to tay.’

I'had an inturtion that I already knew,
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The doors of the theatre were to be opened at nine We had.
dinner first with the Stlvams, and set out at a quarter to the
hour. The piazza della Vita was already crammed with
students, convergimg upon the square from their various lodg-
mgs up and down the city, and now turniag in a body down the
narrow via del Teatro to the theatre itself. I soon lost sight of
Gmo and his compamons, but the Pasquales held on to me
firmly, one on exther side, and I felt hike a puppet, almost swung
from my feet The theatre 1n my father’s day had never been
much used Concerts and oratorios were given at certan times,
and occasionally there was a recitation by a visiting hiterary
celebrity, otherwise it remained an edifice of architectural
splendour, hittle known to the passing tourist or indeed to the
ctizens of Ruffano themselves. Today, so the Pasquales told
_me, all was changed Thanks to the Rector of the umiversity
and the Director of the Arts Council, the theatre was in use
throughout the year Lectures, plays, concerts, films, exhibi-
tions, even dances, all took place within its august walls

- We arrnived to find a solid block of students waiting to pass
mn Paolo, with a determined face, pushed and. squeezed his
way amongst them, Catermma and I hanging on behind They
were a good-natured crowd, laughing and chattering, pushing
us i turn, and I wondered why the ugly mood of earlier on
had changed, until I remembered that here there were no
opponents — the students i this mulling crowd were all C
and E.

A great shout went up as the doors were opened, and Paolo,
tightening his grip upon my arm, dragged little Caterina and
me bodily through the entrance ‘First come, first served;’
called some fellow at the door ‘Those who are 1n first seize a
seat and cling to 1t ”

The auditorrum was already filling rapidly, the crashing of
seats as the flaps went down ricocheting to the roof, but this
was drowned 1n turn by a group of students on the stage
Equipped with guitars, drums, and every concejvable form of
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rattle, they were singing the hit songs of the day, to tremen-
dous applausc from the surprised and delighted audience

‘What’s on?’ Paolo inquired of a student who was jiving in
the asle beside us “Isn’t anyone going to speak?’

‘Don’t ask me,” replied the youth, shaking happily. ‘We're
mvited, that’s all T know.’

_ ‘Who cares? -Let’s make the most of 1t,” laughed Caterina,
and, taking up her stance 1n front of me, tapped and twisted
with unexpected grace.

I should be thirty-two next birthday and I felt my age Asa
student 1n Turin I had samba’d to perfection, but that was over
eleven years ago A courier gets no practice in the finer arts.
I swayed to and fro, not to lose face before the present com-
pany, but I knew the figure that I cut was tame. The uproar
was tremendous Nobody seemed to care I thought, with
amusement, that Carla Raspa would have enjoyed 1t too, for
all her scorn of the C and E students, but I could sce no one
in the auditorium who could even remotely come from the
staff. All were students, all were impossibly young

‘Look,” said Paolo suddenly, ‘that’s surely Donatt himself?
There, taking over the drums.’

I had my back to the stage, in an endeavour to follow the
whirling of his sister. but at Paolo’s exclamation T turned It
was as he said. Aldo, apparently unnoticed, had come on to
the stage and taken the place of the student at the drums, and

« was now executing a fine performance on his own The
guitarists and the rattlers turned towards him, the singing and
shouting grew louder still, the sound was deafening, and the
audicnee, realizing his dentity with delighted clapping, pressed
nearer to the stage Nothing could have been more in contrast
to the entry at the ducal palace which I had witnessed on
Saturday Tonight no flares, no silence, no body-guard, no ele-
ment of mystery Aldo, with a total disregard for status, had
chosen to identify humself with the student throng The ges-
ture and timing were superb. I wondered when and how he
had planned it

*You know,” said Caterina, ‘we've all misjudged him. I
thought he was high and mighty hike the rest of the professors.
But look 'flt him, just look] He might be one of us’
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‘I knew he wasn’t really old,” objected Paolo. ‘After all, he’s
barely forty yet It’s just that we’ve never had any contact with
him, he doesn’t belong to our crowd ’

‘He belongs now,’ said Caterina ‘I don’t care what anyone
says’

The tempo increased The whole audience swayed and
shook to the throbbing of the guitars and the beating of the
drums Then suddenly, when exhaustion pitch was reached,
came the final flourish The sound went dead Aldo came to
the front of the stage and a student. one of the guitarsts,
pushed forward a chair from nowhere

‘Come on, all of you,” said Aldo ‘I’'m through. Let s talk®

He collapsed mto the chair, wiping his forehead There was
a burst of laughter and sympathy from the audience He smiled
and lifted his head, then beckoned those .who were standing,
or sitting in the front rows, to come nearer and gather round
him I noticed that the auditorium hghts had dimmed, and an
unseen hght to the side of the stage threw his face and the
group nearest to hum mto relief Aldo had no microphone He
spoke clearly and distinctly, but in no sense did he declaim
It was as though he was chatting casually to the students
closest to him.

‘We ought to do that more often,” he said, still mopping his
forehead “The trouble 1s that I don’t get time It’s all right for
you, you can work off steam any evening you care to, or at
week-ends — I'm not referring to last night, I’Il discuss that
later — but for an ulcer-ridden person like myself, spending
half his days arguing with professors twenty years his senior,
who steadfastly refuse to make one move that would bring
Ruffano and the umversity up to date, 1t’s just not on. Some-
body has to wage war in this dust-ridden academy, and I'll
continue to do so until I'm sacked ’

A gulf of laughter greeted this remark, at which he stared
about him, supposedly astomshed

‘No, no, I'm serious,” he said ‘If they could get rid of me
they would Just as they would get rid of you, the-whole fifteen
hundred of you, if that’s what you muster ~ I haven’t the
figures before me, but 1t’s near enough Why do they want to
get rid of you? Because they're frightened The old are always
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frightened of the young, but you represent a threat to their
whole way of life Any one of you who passes out of this
university with a degree 1n Commerce and Economics 1s a
potential mullionaire, and, more than that, he will have a
chance of helping to run the economy not only of this country
but of Europe, possibly the world You are the masters, my
young friends, and everyone knows 1t That’s why you're
hated Hatred 1s bred of fear, and your contemporaries who
haven’t your brains and your technical knowledge and your
enthusiasm for life as 1t will and must be hived tomorrow are
frightened of you Frightened blue! No school-teacher, no
grubby lawyer, no chicken-livered so-called poet or pamnter —
and that’s what the students of the other faculties are trying
to become — will stand a chance beside you The future’s yours,
and don’t let any half-baked set of decaying professors and
their pathetic dwindling band of followers stand m your way
Ruffano 1s for the living Not the dead’

Tumultuous applause followed the gesture of contempt with
which he dismissed all, apparently, but his present audience
He wazited for it to cease, then leant forward in his chair

‘I've no business to talk to you like this. As Director of the
city Arts Council I don’t mix myself up with umversity poh-
tics My job is to look after the possessions in the ducal palace,
which belong to all of you, and not to a muinority, as some
people choose to think The reason I've got you here is be-
cause a clhique — I’'m naming no names — wants to destroy you.
They want to make your Faculty, and all you stand for, so
stink 1n the nostrils of the authorities that you will be chucked
out, you, the Head of your Department, Professor Elia, the
whole bag of tricks Then, so they think, patrician rule will be
resumed, and Ruffano fall asleep once more. The budding
school-teachers, lawyers, poets, will have 1t their own way’

I flicked my eyes to Paolo on my right. He was watching
Aldo attentively, his chin on his clenched fist Catertna, on my
left, was equally impressed The mass of students with their
upturned faces listened to him with as much intensity as the
small élite in the ducal palace had done two nights before But
to a very different speech ’

‘Last nmight’s break-mn, and the outrage that followed,” said
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Aldo softly, 4f 1t was an outrage and not merely a trumped-up
story, was a deliberate attempt to discredit you This 1s the
sort of game unscrupulous guerillas play m wartime. Commut
an atrocxty on your own people, and blame it on the enemy
Fine. Even admurable It starts the bullets flying. Now, the
unwversity of Ruffano usn’t geared to war at the present time,
but, as you know, I run something called the Festival, which —
if we like to make 1t so — can be used as your opportunity to
take your revenge and show the enemy that you’re as powerful
and determuned as they are. The display this year will be the
insurrection of the hively up-and-coming young citizens of
Ruffano agamnst the decadent Duke Claudio and his band of
sycophants five hundred years ago The merchants and the
working people of the city outnumbered the courtiers by thou-
sands, but the Duke had the law behind hum, and the weapons
He destroyed by night, stealing into the streets jn disguise and
maltreating harmless individuals, just as — so they tell me — a
certain nameless chique sometimes does today ’

Caterina, gripping my hand, whispered under her breath,
‘The secret society!’

‘Now,” said Aldo, standing up, ‘I want you, the hfe-blood of
the umversity, to play the citizens of Ruffano in the coming
Festival You won’t need elaborate rehearsals, but I warn you
1t may be dangerous. The lads playing the courtiers will be
armed -~ 1t’s got to be authentic I want you to get out into the
streets with sticks and stones and any home-made weapon you
can find. There’ll be fighting 1n the streets and fighting up the
hill and fighting 1n the ducal palace. Anyone who’s scared can
stay at home, and I for one won’t blame him But whoever is
itching for a chance to get his own back upon the high and
mughty, the snobbish inner circle who think they run the uni-
versity and alt Ruffano too — here’s your chance Come up
and volunteer I'll guarantee your victory’ .

He beckoned, laughing, and someone behind him on the
stage started beating a tattoo upon the drum The combina-
tion of this sound and the cheers from the audience and the
crashing of seats as the students scrambled forward towards
the stage where Aldo, still laughing, waited for them rang 1n
my ears hike the discords of hell

155



I left Caterina and Paolo cheering and shotuiting amongst the
others, and turned through the pushing crowd to the nearest
exit I was the only one amongst the packed and cheering
students to attempt to leave The guard at the door — I thought
I recogmzed one of the scrutineers who had exanmned the
passes on the Saturday evemung at the ducal palace —~-put out
a hand to stop me, but I managed to slip by. I walked up the
street to the piazza della Vita, which by now was practically
deserted save for the few city folk who promenaded still, and
so back to my room.,

It was no use domg anything tonight. The session i the
theatre might continue until midmght, for all I knew, or even
later There mught be more pop music, more dancing, more
talking, intermingled with another performance upon the
drums Aldo would gather 1n his volunteers Tomorrow I would
go to his house and get at the truth My brother had not
changed 1n two-and-twenty years His technique was the same
now as then The only difference was that, where he had once
played upon the imagiation of a sibling and devoted ally, he
was now playing upon the raw and feverish emotions of fifteen
hundred students To tramn actors for a Festival did not neces-
sitate whipping them nto rival factions with all the risk of
precipitating a real catastrophe Or did it? Was 1t Aldo’s inten-
tion to launch his opposing teams into conflagration so that the
air should finally be cleansed? This had been the theory of war-
lords of the past It had not worked Spilt blood, like compost,
fertilizes the soil, brewing further strife I wished Signora
Butali had not gone to Rome I could have talked to her. I
could have warned her about Aldo and his multitudinous
schemes, his magnetic power over the unsuspecting, the vulner-
able, the young She might have reasoned with him, or laughed
him out of 1t

When the students returned to the pensione, shortly after
midnight, I turned out my light I heard the light step of
Caterina climb the stairs, and she opened my door, calling

softly I did not reply After a moment she went away. I was in”

no mood to listen to the converted, or give an explanation of
my own behaviour.

The next morning, purposely, I waited until I had heard
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the whole batch leave the house before I descended to the
diming-room Signora Silvam was sitting at the table reading
the newspaper.

‘Here you are,” she said. ‘I wondered if you had gone out
early, but the children thought not. Here's your coffee Were
you as much impressed by the Director of the Arts Council
as they were?’

‘He has a way with hum,’ I said “He’s very persuasive.’

‘So I believe,” she answered ‘He’s certainly persuaded our
lot, and I mmagine most of the others They’re all to-become
citizens of Ruffano for the Festival® She pushed the paper
towards me as I drank my coffee ‘Here’s the local paper,” she
satd ‘There’s a small piece about the break-in at the women’s

* hostel, but they say nothung was taken, and 1t was a simple
student rag. Signorina Rizzio has an attack of asthma - noth-
g to do with the break-in — and has gone away for a fort-
night for some mountain ar.’

I buttered my roll m silence and read the passage. Carla
Raspa had been right Poor Signorma Rizzio was unable to
face her mocking world True or untrue, to carry the stigma
of an old maid deflowered brought the finger of scorn .

‘Ruffano s 1n the headlines,” went on Signora Silvani ‘See
at the top there, about the woman murdered in Rome? She
came from Ruffano all the time, and the body’s to be brought
back for burral They’ve caught the lad that did it One of the
underworld ’

My eyes ran swiftly to the large type at the top

Last sught the Rome police arrested Giovanm Stampy, a day-labouret,
at present without employment, who has already served mine months for
theft He admutted stealing a note for ten thousand lire from the dead
woman, but demies the murder

I finished my coffee and pushed the newspaper aside, ‘He
says he’s innocent’ ~ -

‘Wouldn’t you?’ retaliated Signora Silvam

I left the house and walked to work up the via Rossnm It
was a week ago today that I had driven into Rome with my
coach-party and that night had seen the woman, now proved
to be Marta, sleeping in the doorway of the church. Only a
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week. A moment’s impulse on my part had brought about her
murder, my own flight home, and the encounter with my living
brother Chance or predestination? The scientists could not tell
us Nor could the psychologists; or the priests. But for that
stroll into the street I should now be on the homeward route
from Naples to Genoa, the shepherd of my flock As it was,
I had probably lost my courier’s status for ever, exchanging it
for what? A temporary job as an assistant librarian which 1
could not, dared not quit because of Aldo He, returned from
the dead, was my reason for hiving We, my mother and I, had
deserted him once, contributing, doubtless, to his present
ambivalent mood Never again Whatever ‘my brother chose
to do, I must stand by him Poor Marta’s murder was no
longer my concern, with the murderer caught, Aldo was my
problem

As yesterday, I found my fellow assistants in the library buzz-
mg with rumour The secretary, Signorina Catti, was busy
denying the story spread by Tomi that the unfortunate Sig-
norina Rizzio had, after an X-ray at the local hospital, left
Ruffano for an operation elsewhete

‘The story 1s malicious and entirely unfounded,” she
declared ‘Signorma Rizzio was suffering from a bad cold any-
way, and 1s asthmatic She has gone with friends to Cortina’

Guuseppe Fossi dismissed the tale as students’ gossip. ‘In any
case,’ he said, ‘the whole unfortunate event will die a natural
death, thanks to Professor Donati, who has brought about a
reconciliation between Professor Rizzio and Professor Ela
He 1s giving a big dinner tomight at the Hotel Panorama for
both of them My wife and I have been invited, and all the~
professors It will be an important affair, as you may imagine
Now, shall we stop all this nonsense and get to work?’

As I plodded away under his direction I felt easier in mund
A reconciliation between the Heads of the opposing Depart-
ments could do nothing but good If this was Aldo’s movye,
then I had musjndged him. Perhaps his address to the C and E
students at the theatre had only been what i1t seemed to be on
the surface — a wily bid for Festival volunteers and nothing
more Sensitive and mntuitive to his every word and gesture I
certainly was, but ignorant as to his achievements for the
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Festival up to date. Both Signora Silvani and Carla Raspa had
been enthusiastic about the realism of previous occasions. The -
Butahis had taken part in last year’s production, along with
Professor Ruzzio. Would this year’s display be so very different
after all?

I went back to the pensione for lunch, and was at once %et
upon by my companions of last night

‘Deserter . coward .. traitor!’ shouted Gmo and his
friends, until Signor Silvami, holding-up his hand for silence,
protested that he and his wife would put the whole lot out of
the house )

‘Shout yourselves hoarse at the Festival if you Iike,” he said,
‘but not under my roof Here I am master Sit down and fake
no notice of them,” he added for my benefit, and to his wife,
‘Serve Signor Fabbio first’

‘If you want the truth,’” I said, addressing the table at large,
‘I came back early last night because I had a stomach ache’
This was received with groans of disbelief ‘Nor can I do the
twist ° I said, ‘or possibly 1t was that trymg to do so made me
ar’

‘Forgiven,” called Caterina, ‘and shut up, everybody. After
all, we forget he isn’t a student. Why should be commit him-
self?’

‘Because who 1sn’t for us 1s against us,” put in Gerardo

‘No,’ said Paolo, ‘that doesn’t go for strangers And Armino
is a stranger to Ruffano ’

He turned to me, his young face serious. ‘We won’t let them
bully you,” he said, ‘but, all the same, you do see what a fine
thing Professor Donati 1s domng by including every one of us
1 the Festival?’

‘He wants performers ’ I answered, ‘that’s all there is to 1t ’

- ‘No,’ said Paolo, ‘that 1sn’t all He wants to show in public
that he’s on our side It amounts to a vote of confidence n
every C and E student in the umwversity, and from a disinter-
ested observer like the Director of the Arts Council of Ruffano
that puts us on top ’

A chorus-of approval rose from the whole table. Signor
Silvam wiped his mouth and pushed back his chair

‘You know what they are saymng at the prefettura?’ he
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observed. ‘That the whole university 1s getting too big for its
boots A plague on all your Faculties, and we'd do better to
be shot of the lot of you and turn the city into a nice big
tourist centre with spas and swimming-pools on either hill’

This put an end to the argument. I was permutted to finish
my lunch without drawing further fire Before returmmng to the
Iibrary I found that a note had been left for me 1n the entrance
of No. 24, and I recognized the looped handwriting of Carla
Raspa

‘I have not forgotten our date this evening,” I read, ‘and I
suggest that nstead of your taking me to the Hotel der Duchi
we pool our resources and try out the magnificence of the
Hotel Panorama A big dinner is being given there by the
Director of the Arts Council, and we can tuck ourselves away
in a corner and watch the splendour. Call for me at seven’

Her persistence was untiring, but I doubted if 1t would win
her admussion to No 2, via der Sogni The nearest she could
get to Aldo was 1n the public restaurant of a hotel. I scribbled
a note in answer, accepting the challenge and left it in the
doorway of her house

The afternoon at the library passed without incident, and
strangely enough without gossip either, The C and E bully
who had sought to douse me in the fountain the day before
had been right about the dust in the library. The shelves that
Tom: and I were now engaged upon were coated with it, and
the books we removed could not have been taken out for
years One collection, right at the top, bore a name upon 1t that
struck a chord in memory Luigt Speca Where had I lately
heard or seen the name Luigi Speca? . . I paused, and shrugged
my shoulders I could.not remember Anyway, the colfection
proved uninteresting Umform editions of Dante’s Divina
Commedia, Poems of Leopardi, Sonnets of Petrarca, all
lumped together with other miscellaneous works. ‘Donated to
the University of Ruffano by Luigi Speca ° This proved posses-
sion, and they could go to the new university Iibrary. I packed
them 1n one of the crates and left the box of papers for another
time Gruseppe Fosst was already becoming restive, with one
eye on the clock

‘I can’t afford to be Jate,” he said shortly after six ‘The
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dinner at the Panorama 1s at eight-fifteen for a quarter to nmne
Dinner-jacket optional, but I shall dress, of course.’

Y doubt whether, if he could have exchanged his date with
mine, he would have done so. He stalked from the library
with all the bombast of a minor cleric bidden to partake of a
papal feast I followed him about twenty minutes later. Since
1 had no tuxedo with which to impress Carla Raspa, my one
and only dark suit must suffice - -

‘Going to watch the fun at the Panorama?’ asked Toni.
‘All Ruffano will turn out, so the boys are saying down in the
town’.

I might do just that,’ I answered ‘Look out for me’

Washed, changed and sleek, I arrived at No 5 as the campa-
mle struck seven. I chmbed the stairs to the first floor and,
seeing the card ‘Carla Raspa’ mserted neatly in a slot beside
the door, knocked upon 1t It was opened immediately and
my date for the evening stood there; immaculate in black and
white —~ white ‘top, low-cut, contrasting with the stiff black
skirt — hair shuning, drawn smoothly back behind her ears, -
lips bloodless. A vampire, before swooping to feed upon 1ts
victim, could not have looked more dangérous

‘I'm overwhelmed,’ I said, bowing ‘The trouble 1s, if you set
foot in the streets you’ll be mobbed. We'll never get as
far as the Hotel Panorama ’

‘Don’t worry,” she answered, drawing me inside .the apart-
ment. ‘I've looked after that Did you see the car outside?’

I had noticed a Fiat 600 parked by the kerbside as I entered
the building. ‘Yes,’ I said “Isityours?’

‘Mmme for the eveming,’ she smuiled, ‘borrowed from an
obliging neighbour on the floor above. Have a drink Cinzano
from your home-town of Turmn *

She handed me a glass and took one for herself I glanced
about me“The furrushings, which I supposed were standard, °
the apartment being et furmished, had been embellished with
accessories of the tenant’s choice Bright and enormous
“cushions splayed upon the divan-bed. A wrought-iron lamp-
stand — made m Ruffano? - stood beside it, the hight subdued
by a deep parchment shade. The small kitchenette beyond had
a scarlet floor, and a corner of the room was set for dining,
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with a table and two chairs, all black This was where Giuseppe
Fossi must mndulge himself before seeking satiation on the
divan-bed

‘You seem very well mstalled,” I said. ‘My congratulations,
signorina ’

‘I like my comforts,’ she replied, ‘and so do the few friends
who visit me If you count yourself one, call me Carla’

I lifted my glass and drank to this distinction She lit a cigar-
ette and moved about the room, the aromatic perfume that
exuded from her person too pungent for my taste No doubt
1t was tended to whet the appetite and heat the blood. My
vitals remained unmoved She caught sight of herself in the
murror on the wall and pouted It was a reflex action, signi-
fying pleasure

‘What's the excitement,’ I asked, ‘of watching a formal party
of professors and their wives?’

“You don’t realize,” she said ‘It will be a sight 1in a million
They say Professor Rizzio and Professor Elia haven’t spoken
for a year I want to see the impact Besides, any party given
by Aldo Donati 1s worth watching. Just to hover on the fringe
will be a stimulant ’

Her nostrils quivered in antictpation like a brood mare prior
to stud I expected her at any moment to paw the ground

‘You know,” I told her, ‘that Giuseppe Fosst and his wife
have been invited What if he sees us? Wil 1t spoil your
dehghtful friendship?’

She laughed, shrugging her shoulders. ‘He must take what’s
offered,” she sard ‘Besides, he’ll be so blown-up with pride
that he won’t have eyés for us Shall we be going?’

It was barely a quarter-past seven Gruseppe Fosst had said
something 1 the library about the party assembling at a
quarter-past eight I told this to Carla Raspa

‘T know,’” she said, ‘but my 1dea 1s thus That we ourselves
should feed early, and then, when Donati’s party assembles 1n
the hall for drinks, slip out of the restaurant and join them
No one will realize we aren’t amongst the mvited until after-
wards, when they go m to dinner’ -

It had been my function before now to arrange similar small
deceptions for the pleasure of my touring chients It made their
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entire cvening if they could stand about in the proximity of
film actors or diplomats and indulge, even for five munutes,
the fantasy of belonging to another stratum “

‘Anything you wish,” I said to my companion. ‘My only
supulation is that we do not follow the mvited into the
restaurant and then endure the humihation of being turned.
from the big table’ ™

‘I promise to behave,” she saxd ‘But you never know The
numbers might be wrong, and if there should be vacant places
I"d seize one without a qualm.’

1 doubted Aldo’s party being so disorgamized, but left her
hope unchallenged We descended to the street, and at Carla
Raspa’s suggestion I took the wheel of the borrowed car We
shot away down the street, and passing the church of San Cipri-
ano chmbed the northern hill towards the prazza del Duca
Carlo, drawing up some two hundred yards short of it before
the imposing Hotel Panorama

We were too early for the city sightseers promised by Tom,
but our arrival did not pass unnoticed. A doorman 1n uniform
rushed to help us out of the car Another, equally resplendent,
swung the revolving doors. I thought with compassion of my
old friend Signor Longh1 at the Hotel dei Duchu.

The vestibule was large, stone-floored and pillared, set
about with orange-trees 1n tubs and dripping fountains Win-
dows in the rear gave on to a terrace where during the hot
weather, so my companion told me, the chentéle would lounge
and also dine The hotel, now m its second season, was run by
a syndicate. Professor Elia, Director of Commerce and
Economics, was said to be a member. I was not surprised.

‘Don’t worry,” murmured Carla Raspa, ‘about the bill I've
plenty if you run short The charges are staggering. It’s in-
tended, of course, for American and German tourists No on
clse can afford it, except the Milanese ’ '

We passed through to the restaurant, empty at the moment
except for ourselves The enormous table in the centre, ready
for the dinner-party later, reminded me of the set-up so
[requently ordered by myself for Sunshine Tours Only the
flags were missing The head waiter, with minions at his elbow,
bowed us to the table which Carla Raspa had reserved before-
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hand, and handed us menus the size of proclamations I
studied mine in silence, thinking of my pocket. Carla Raspa,
showing bravado, ordered for us both, the dish, a marriage-
after-death of ecl and octopus, presaged insomnia Perhaps
this was her intention -

‘I should like,” she said, ‘to Iive hike this always It won’t
happen as long as I remain a lecturer on the staff here.’

I asked her the alternative She shrugged her shoulders

‘A rich man <omewhere,’ she answered, ‘preferably with a
wife at home Unmarried men tire sooner. They have so Jarge
a choice’

*You won't find one 1in Ruffano,’ I told her. -

‘T don’t know,” she said, ‘I live i hopes Professor Elia has a
wife who never emerges from Ancona She won’t be here
tonight’

‘I thought,” I said, nodding at her ensemble, ‘all this was to
attract Donat1?’

‘What’s wrong with catching both?’ she answered. ‘Donati
1s the more elusive. But they tell me Ella has a larger
appetite.’

Hcr frankness was disarming, and 1 felt myself secure The
table for two 1n the kitchenette and the divan-bed were not for
me

‘Of course,’ she continued, “f a shrimp came along and
offered marriage I'd accept him But only if his bank balance
were constderable.’ T got the message and affected a deep sigh.
She patted my hand kindly. ‘As an escort you couldn’t be
better,” she said ‘Should I catch my fish and you stay on in
Ruffano, you can share the pickings.’

T profecsed myself obliged. We both of us became a little Iit
with a bottle of Verdicchio to smooth the passage of the eel
and octopus I found myself smiling for no reason The walls
of the hotel Panorama receded The head waiter became less
attentive, and kept peering out of the door towards the pil-
lared vestibuie

‘Have you had enough?’ asked Carla Raspa ‘If so, I think
we'd better move They’re beginning to arrive — I can tell from
the noise outstde. Ask for the bill.’

The bill was ready, folded upon a plate We had caten the’
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- one dish only, but from thé figures I could tell we needed the
support of that bank balance already discussed. I drew out my
pocket-book, while my companion shpped assistance on to my _
knee beneath the cover of the tablecloth.

Haughtily, ike a god who has eaten,hus fill before the arrival
of lesser mortals, I paid, and escorted my companion from the
restaurant We entered the vestibule to find it already filling
with the invited guests Waiters were buzzing about proffering
trays laden with glasses The men, as Giuseppe had warned
me, were 1n dinner-jackets, the women 1n every variety of
evenung dress The hairdressers of Ruffano had been working
overtime. ’

Carla Raspa unblushingly seized a glass from the tray that
the nearest waiter offered her I did the same

‘There he is,” said my companion in dishonour ‘He looks
even more alluring in a tuxedo. I'd like to eat him!"

Aldo was standing with hus back to us, but despite the babble
of voices the rather clear tone of Carla Raspa, pitched in a
key more suitable to the lecture-rooms she was used to than
thus formal gathering, reached his ears He turned, “and saw
us both. For a moment he looked nonplussed, a rare thing for
my brother. I imagined his hightning thought — had two of the
invitations gone astray? My look of embarrassment must have
reassured him, and my attempt to back away. He cut me dead,
but nodded civilly enough to my compamion. Then he moved
forward to greet another arrival, Professor Rizzio, alone, with
out his sister The Deputy Rector of the umversity looked
weary and very strained He shook hands with Aldo, and mur-
mured something I could not catch-in answer to my brother’s
solicitous mquiry as to hus sister’s health Fis haggard appear-
ance troubled me, and I could barely look at him Discreedy I
moved out of earshot and watched the other new arrivals,
none of them known to me Only Giuseppe Fossi, bursting
out of his over-tight dinner-jacket, was recognizable amidst
a hub of strangers, with his wife, more like an eager hén than
ever, pecking and clucking at his side

I squinted through the entrance to the line of cars outsxde,
and beyond them to the chattering, gaping crowd Not “all
Ruffano, certainly, but a fair proportion strolling to take the
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air, both city folk and students. I turned back to the hall
Giuseppe Fosst had noticed Carla Raspa, and was busy direct-
ing his wife in the opposite direction. Aldo, still engaged with
Professor Rizzio, glanced frowmng at his watch My com-
panion edged towards me,

‘The other guest of honour 1s late,” she said. ‘It’s almost ten
to mine. He's done it on purpose, naturaily To make a greater
stir than Rizzio.’

I had forgotten Professor Ella The purpose of the party,
of course, was to effect a public reconcithiation Aldo’s tiumph
was to bring the two men together

The voices rose deafeningly. Glasses chnked. I shook my
head when offered a third martinu.

‘Can’t we go?’ I whispered to Carla Raspa.

‘And muss the meeting of the giants? Not on yvour life,” she
answered.

The munutes dragged Iike hours The hands of the hotel
clock stood at three minutes to nine Aldo had ceased talking
to Professor Rizzio and was tappmg an impatient foot

‘Does he have far to come?’ I asked my companion

‘Three minutes 1in a car,” she said, ‘You know the big house
at the corner of the mazza del Duca Carlo? Oh no, 1t’s obvious
This 1s his method of making the rest look small’

The telephone rang at the reception desk I happened to
hear 1t because I stood between it and the guests I saw the
reception clerk answer, listen, then reach for a memo pad
and scribble a message. He looked bewildered. Waving aside
the page who stood beside him, he hurried from the desk
across the crowded floor towards my brother, and handed
him the message. I watched Aldo’s face He read the message,
then turned rapidly to the receptiomist and questioned him
The man, troubled, obviously repeated what he had just heard
on the telephone Aldo raised both his hands and called for
sifence There was an immediate hush Faces swung towards
him

‘I'm afraid something has happened to Professor Elia,” he
said ‘A message had just come over the telephone from an
anonymous caller suggesting that I should go to the Professor’s
house immediately It could be a hoax, but very possibly not
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If you'll all excuse me I’ll drive there instantly. If all is well,
I'll report back at once.’

A gasp of consternation came from the assembled guests.
Professor Rizzio, looking more drawn than ever, plucked Aldo
by the sleeve. He was evidently asking to go with him, Aldo

. nodded, already moving swiftly through the crowded room.
Professor Rizzio followed. Others also broke away from therr
wives and turned towards the entrance. Carla Raspa, taking
my hand, pulled me after them.- -

‘Come on,” she said. ‘It may be serious, it may be nothing.
But whatever 1tis, we're not going to miss 1t.’

I followed her through the swing-doors of the hotel. Al-
ready I could hear the roar of Aldo’s Alfa-Romeo as 1t turned
and spun away uphill towards the piazza del Duca Carlo.

14

We followed closely in our borrowed car, but others had the
same idea. Those guests whose cars, like ours and Aldo’s, had
been parked 1n the space reserved for the hotel were soonest
off. The crowd of watching students and city-folk, realizing
from the confusion that something was wrong, started running
up the hill in therr turn. Horns hooted wildly and there was
a grinding and clashing of gears and much excited jabbering.

‘That’s Elia’s house, there at the corner,’ pointed Carla
Raspa. ‘The lights are on. -

The Alfa-Romeo had already drawn up beside the house,
which stood in its own garden on the right of the piazza del
Duca Carlo I saw Aldo spring from the car and dash inside,
followed more slowly by Professor Rizzio. I slowed down,
wondering what to do. We could not very well draw up be-
hind Aldo’s car. Cars haoted impatiently behind me.

- ‘Pl circle the prazza,’ I said, ‘and come round again.’

I shot ahead, but Carla Raspa, craning to look out of
?tlle window, said, ‘They’re coming out again. He can’t be

ere)

Chaos was piling up 1n my mmmediate rear, close to the
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fiouse T could see the hights of cars flashung in my mirror.
People shouted

‘Donats’s getting back into his car,” sard Carla Raspa. ‘No,
he’s not Wait, Armino, wait Park across to the right there,
by the public gardens.’

The mazza del Duca Carlo terminated in the formal muni-
cipal pardens laid out with gravel paths and trees and shrubs,
with the statue of Duke Carlo dominating the scene. I parked
the car close to some trees and we got out

‘Why the floodhights?’ I asked

‘They are always switched on for the week of the Festival,
said my compamon ‘Didn’t you notice them Jast mght? My
God ..

She clutched my arm and pomnted to the statue of Duke
Carlo, who, serene and magnificent on his marble pedestal,
gazed benignly down upon the gravel path below Flood-
ht, he was an imposing figure, but not so imposing was the
man who sat immediately beneath him on the stone steps lead-
g to the base Sat, or rather straddled, for his hands and
widely separated feet were bound to heavy wesghts, prevent-
ing movement. He was stark naked Even from the distance
where I stood, about twenty-five yards, T had no difficulty in
recognizing the powerful build, the shock of black hair, of
Professor Eha

As we stared, my companton choking back a cry half-
frightened, half-hysterical, we saw Aldo, followed by some
half-dozen men, run across the piazza towards the statue In
a moment the wretched victim was surrounded, masked from
view by those who bent over him to set him free I saw Aldo
break away and wave his hand, shouting for a car. Another
figure darted back across the piazza Meanwhile more cars
were approaching, drawing up, parking The first of the run-
ning students swarmed up the hill Everywhere people were
calling, ‘What 1s 1t? Who 1s1t? What's happened?’

We moved closer, drawn by the terrible instinct that per-
vades all humanity when witness to disaster The mstinct to be
there The desire to know Being first upon the scene we had
the advantage over our equally curious neighbours, although
Aldo and the guests from the hotel who had followed hard
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upon—hlm partially screened the unfortunate professor from
our view.

Someone cut the thongs, the arms and legs sagged forward
The whole body drooped as though.about to fall. The victim
raised his head He was not gagged. He could, had he so
desired, have shouted for help before, and been freed the
sooner Why had he not done so? His eyes, without spectacles,
searching the faces of those who in sympathy and consterna-
tion sought to screen hum from the public gaze, gave me the
answer Professor Eha lad not -called for help because -of
shame Shame at the lamentable, -shocking and ridiculous
‘figure he would cut before the mevitable strangers who must
set eyes upon hum first As it happened, the man who stood
before him, who looked down upon hum with pity, even with
angwish, and was the first to hand down the car rug that an
eager helper thrust forward to envelop the naked frame, was
his rival, the Deputy Rector of the umwversity, Professor
Rizzio, whose sister had been maltreated some forty-eight
hours before )

‘Help him to the car,’ called Aldo ‘Screen him completely
-And get all that rabble out of the way’

He and Professor Rizzio helped the victim to his feet For
a moment we caught a glimpse of him 1 all hus drab dis-
order, his ugly white limbs contrasting with his coarse hair,
then the meraiful rug cloaked him, the protecting arms en-
veloped him Hus friends led him to the shelter of the car, and
the bewildered watchers fell back on either side I left Carla
Raspa staring after the rescue party I went behind one of the
newly-planted municipal trees and vomited When I returned,
my companion was standing by the car

‘Come on,” she called impatiently ‘Well go after them*

I looked across the piazza The summoned car, pushing
through the assembhing crowd, had stopped once more before
Professor Elia’s entrance

‘We can’t go to hus house,” 1 said, ‘we’ve no business there ’

‘Not after him,’ she said, swiftly getting into the car, ‘after
the gang. The thugs who did 1t They can’t be far away. Hurry

. hurry.,
Once again, those who had cars shared her 1dea The victim
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could safely be left to the ministrations of his friends and a
hastily summoned doctor, but for the perpetrators of the out-
rage the hunt was on

Four roads led from the piazza del Duca Carlo, so the
‘choice of route was varied, Those running left swung west and
out of the city To turn to the right would bring us downhili
to the Porta Malebranche and the via delle Mura. Another |
street, running south from the gate, would take us uphill once
more to the prazza della Vita and the city centre I chose the
route to the right, and heard a second car behind me We
crutsed downhill to the gate and then I let the other car pass
It shot east along the via delle Mura. Two students, stradd-
ling a vespa, followed 1t. I had no doubt that other pursuers had
gone westward from the piazza del Duca Carlo, and all would
eventually meet up on the southern hill beyond the students’
hostels.

I halted the car on one of the ramparts in the via delle Mura
overlooking the valley below, and turned to my companion
‘It’s a useless chase,” I said ‘Whoever did 1t has gone to ground
They had only to dive into the side streets and get lost, then
saunter out into the piazza della Vita like anybody else’

‘How would they have taken Elia from the house and to
the statue if they hadn’t a car?’ she asked .

‘Covered him with rugs and carried him,” I answered
‘Everybody was so busy watching the guests arrive at the Hotel
Panorama that the piazza del Duca Carlo at the top of the
hill was deserted The culprits knew this, and took a chance
Then they telephoned the hotel from Professor Elia’s house
and scampered.” I reached for a packet of cigarettes and
Iighted one for her and for myself ‘Anyway,’ I said, ‘they’ll
find them 1n the end. Donati will have to send for the police’

‘Don’t be too sure,” said Carla Raspa.

‘Why not?’

‘He'll have to get Professor Elta’s authority first,’ she repled,
‘and he won’t want his nudity blazoned 1n the press and every-
where else any more than Rizzio wanted the world to know
about the assault upon his sister I'm willing to bet you a thou-
sand Iire that this second rag 1s hushed up hke the first’

‘Impossible! Too many people saw ’
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‘A lot of people saw nothing at all Only a group of men
huddled round a figure covered with rugs. If the powers-that-
be want to hush 1t up, they will You realize that Friday is
Festival day, when the students’ relatives and outsiders come
10 Ruffano? What a moment 1o announce a scandall’

I was silent The incident had been well-timed Short of
eapelling the students en masse, there was little the authorities
could do. -

‘It could be one of two things,” continued Carla Raspa
‘Either a pay-back from the Arts and Education lads for the
insult to the Rizzios, or a double-bluff {from the boys in C and
E to throw the blame on their opponents. I don’t know that it
matters much either way As a rag, it was superlative’

,‘You think so?’ I said

‘Yes,’ she said, ‘don’t you?’

I was not sure which had distressed me most — the stramned
face of Professor Rizzio burying his pride and shaking hands
with my brother at the Hotel Panorama, or the tortured,
haunted eyes of Professor Ella when his nakedness had been
revealed, Both were pathetic figures, shorn of lustre

‘No,’ I answered ‘I’m a stranger 1n Ruffano Both incidents
revolt me. - '

She opened the window of the car, laughing, and threw out
her cigarette, She seized mine from my hps and threw it out as
well, Then she turned and, faking my face in her hands, kissed
my mouth !

+ ‘The trouble with you is that you need firm handhng,’ she
said.

The sudden display of passion caught me ofi-guard The
thrusting lips, the entwining legs, the fumbling hands, were
unexpected The approach that doubtless delighted Giuseppe
Fossi repelled me If this was her moment 1t” wasn’t mme I
pushed her back agamnst the handle of the door and slapped
her face. She looked surprised.

‘Why so violent?’ she asked, not in the least annoyed

‘Love-making 1n a car offends my taste,’ I told her

‘Very well, then. Let’s go home,’ she answered

I started up the car once more, and we drove along the via
della Mura and into the city, and so by a side-street to the via
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San Michele At any time I mught have been amused, even
withing, to follow her lead Not so tonight Her advances
sprang, not from our casual acquamntance and the hight-hearted
mtimacy of an evemng spent in each other’s company, but
from another cause — the scenc we had just witnessed, I drew
the car up with a jerk 1n front of No 5 She got out and went
into the house, leaving the door open for me But I did not
follow Instead 1 got out of the car and made my way uphill
to the via dei Sogni

I wondered how long she would wait for me Whether she
would go to the window and look down at the parked car, and
then, possibly unbelieving still, descend the stairs once more
and peer tn to sce if I were still there She might cven cross
the street to No 24 and inquire of the Silvams if by any chance
Signor Fabbio had entered and gone to his room

Then I dismissed her from my mind I walked past my old
home, darkly shuttered, and arrived at my brother’s house I
rang the bell of the porter's entrance on the left, and after a
moment or two Jacopo emerged He broke mnto a smile at the
sight of me

‘Could you Jet me in to wait for Aldo?’ I asked ‘He’s out,
I know, but I want to see him when he returns ’

‘Of course, Stgnor Beo,” he said, and then, possibly guessing
something from my heated appearance, for I had walked fast,
he added, ‘Is anything wrong?’

‘There was a disturbance,” I said, ‘up in the piazza del Duca
Carlo It broke up the party at the hotel. Aldo’s dealing with
it’

He looked concerned, and leading the way across the pas-
sage opened Aldo’s door He switched on the lights ‘The
students, I suppose,” he said ‘They are always excited this
week, with the Festival And then the break-m on the Sunday
night Was 1t something similar?’

‘Yes,” I said ‘Aldo will explain’

He opened the door to the hving-room and asked 1f I would
like something to drink I told him no I could pour myself a
drimmk if I needed one He waited a moment, uncertain whether
I was going to gossip with him or not, then, with the tact in-
duced through long years with my brother, decided that I
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wished to be alone He withdrew, and I heard him close the
front door and return to his own domain

1 prowled about the room Looked out of the window.
Stared at the portrait of my father Flung myself in a chair.
The peace and the famiharity of home possessions were all
about me, but I felt uneasy, sick, I got up again, and crossing
to a table picked up the German volume of the Lives of the
Dukes of Ruffano It opened at the marked page, and I ran
my eyes over it until I came updn the passage I remembered

.. When accusations were made agamst him by the outraged citizens
of Ruffano, Duke Claudio retahated by declaring that he had been
divinely appointed to mete out to his subjects the punishment they
deserved The proud would be strlpped the haughty violated, the
slanderer silenced, the viper die in lus venom The scales of heavenly
Justice would thus be balanced

I closed the book and sat down again in another chair. Two
faces were before me That of Signorina Rizzio, haughty, un-
bending, hardly deigning to speak to me over her mineral
water, and that of Professor Ehba, lunching with his friends
in the small restaurant off the via San Cipniano, guffawing at
the rumour of assault, dehghted, self-opimionated, proud. I
had not seen Signorina Rizzio since Sunday morning Whether
she was with friends in Cortina or elsewhere hardly mattered
She had carried her shame with her Professor Eha I had seen
less than an hour ago His shame was with lum still.

The telephone started ringing I stared at it, doing nothing
The persistent sound continued, and I got up and lifted the
receiver The operator said, ‘Will you take a call from Rome?’
I answered, ‘Yes,” mechanically After a moment I heard a
woman say, ‘Aldo, 1s 1t you?’

It was Signora Butali I recogmized her voice. I was about to
tell her that my biother was out but she went on speaking,
tahing my silence for assent, or perhaps indifference She
sounded desperate

‘T've been trying to get you all the evening,’ she said ‘Gas-
pare 1s adamant He insists on coming home Ever since Pro-
fessor Rizzio telephoned him yesterday and told him what
happened, he hasn’t rested The doctors say 1t would be better
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¢ fum te retvrn than w He Giere, in hospital, working hime-
':ff min a foser Deoarest for God's sake, telf me what to do.
Atdo, aresou there?'

Iy dor o the recennver In about five nenutes it rang again
1¢id antanswer T just went an sitting in Aldo’s charr,

T was after midmight when T heard the hey turn in the lock
wnd tihe front door slam Jacopo may have heard the car arrive
and pene to warn my brother that T was wairting for him, and
then withdrown to his own quarters, for there was no sound of
voices Soon Aldo came wnto the room e looked at me, saymy
nothing, then went across to the trayv of glasses and poured
miseli o drind.,

‘Were vou up at the prazza del Duca Carlo too?" he ashed

Yes," T sud

‘How much did you see?”

The same as you. Professor Elia naked’

e corned his glass to a char and sprawled across it one
lez over the arm “He wasn’t cven bruised,” he «aid, ‘I called a
doctor to examine fum, Luckily the mght was mild He won't
tiave causht pneumoma. Besides, he's as strong as an ox.

! did not comment Aldo drank, then set down his glass and

sprang to his feet "I'm hungry,’ he said ‘I haven't had any
damner ¥ wonder if Jacopo has left sandwiches Be back ina
mimuste”’

tie was gone about five minutes, and returned with a tray
of proscautto, salad and fruit, which he placed on the table

boade the charr.,

1 don't Fnow what they cid at the Panorama,’ he sad,
atiacking the feod, 1 telephoned the manager to say that Pro
fuccor ha was unwell, that Professor Rizzio and 1 were stay-
e sath him, and would the others carry on without us? No
doubt they did, or some of them Most of the professors don't
et o chance (o eat up there on therr salary, nor thewr wives
Weatin the world were you doing?’

“Watchung the pussts arrive,' I said,

Natyourder, Limagine?’

u\: -

*Ah, well, <hie pot her bellyful - that oupht to keep her
et i nocoupl of pights Did she molest you??
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1ignored the question He smiled, and continued eating

‘My little Beo,” he said, ‘your homecomng hasn’t been that
easy Who would think Ruffano could turn out to be so hvely?
You’d have a smoother passage in one of your touring coaches
Here, keep me company > He picked up an orange from his
tray and threw it at me. i

‘I was at the theatre yesterday,” I said, slowly peeling the
ofange. ‘You are quite a performer upon the drums’

He had not expected thus I could tell by the hardly im-
perceptible pause between his cutting a slice of ham and fork-
g 1t to his mouth

‘You get around,’ he said “Who took you there?’

‘The C and E students from my lodgings,” I answered, ‘who,
Iike the mass of your audience, appeared as impressed by all
you said as the élite on Saturday mght at the ducal palace’

He waited a moment before answering Then, pushing aside
his plate and reaching for his salad, he observed, ‘The young
are phable’

I finished peeling the orange and offered him half We ate in
silence I saw his eye fall upon the volume of the Lives of the
Dukes of Ruffano lying on the further table where I had placed
1t Then he looked at me ‘“The proud would be stripped, the
haughty violated”,” I quoted ‘What exactly are you trymg
to do? Mete out heavenly justice hke Duke Claudio?’

Appetite satisfied, he got up, removed the tray to a table in
the corner, poured himself half a glass of wine, and stood with
1t beneath our father’s portrait

‘My mmmediate job 1s to train actors,’ he said “If they choose
to ident:fy themselves with the parts allotted to them, so much
the better. We shall get an even finer performance on the day
of the Festival’

The smule, disarming to the world, did not deceive me I
knew 1t of old. Too often 1n days gone by he had employed 1t
to get hus way

‘There have been two incidents,’ I said, ‘both highly organ-
1zed Don’t tell me a bunch of students could, or d1d plan
either of them’

‘You underestimate this generation,’ he rephed. ‘They have
great powers of orgamization, if they care to develop them
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Hooudes, they ore hunery for ideas. Give tham a suggestion,
and they're anav,”

He neither admitted nor dented assomation with what had
happened en Sunday everming and tonight. T had no doubt
that he had indtigated both events.

Tt daean™ dinturb you " I oashed, ‘to humiliate two peaple ~
three, counting Professor Rizzie — to such an extent that they

re bound to lose authority forever?’

*Authority 1s bogus,” he <aid, ‘unless it comes from within,
Then it snspiration and comes from God!”

I stered Aldo had never been rehigious Our bovhood
atendance at Mass on Sundays and feast days had been a
routine affair, commanded by our parents, though frequently
cmployed by my brother as a means to frighten me, the altar-

reee i San Cipriano being an example of his powers to dis-
tort imagmation to breaking point.

‘Keep that for vour students,” T sard. 'It’s the sort of thing
the Falcon told ns élite !

*And they believed him,” he ansaered.

The smile, the tongue-in chedh, were suddenly absent The
ryes, blwzing in the pale face, were disturbing 1 moved i my
charr restlessly, and reached for a cigarette When I glanced
at tum again the tenston was over He was finishung hus glass
of wine

"You know the ane thing that nobody in our country can
endure?® he ashed hghtly, holding his glass apainst the hght
‘Wt ondy our country but throughout the world, and nght
tiroueh hivtory? Loss of face We create an image of ourselves,
nnd someonne destroys the image We are made to look nidicu-
Tous You talhed just now about hunuhation, which is the same
thane The man, or the nation, who Joses face cither never
ricovers and <o diunteprates, or learns humility, wluch 18 a
veny defferent thing from hunubation, Time will show how
the Ryzsios develop, and Ela, with the rest of the fry that make
4p s minature Ruffano world,

I therielr of someone who must have been losing face for
the p ot three hours, and that was my compamon of the cven-
e, Cardy Raspr Perbizps <hic was too thick skinned to admt
iU Fadssre to come up to scrateh would be blamed on me, not
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her. I did not care She was welcome to whatever inference
she chose to put upon my lack of gallantry.
‘By the way,’ I said, ‘you had a telephone call from Rome at
about ten-thirty ’
‘Oh?’ said Aldo
‘Signora Butali and she sounded anxious The Rector insists
on coming home, in connexion, so I gathered, with Sunday
might’s incident.’
‘When?’ asked Aldo
‘She didn’t say. To tell you the truth, I hung up when she
was still talking She thought I was you, and I left if at that’
‘Which was stupld of you,” said Aldo ‘I thought you had
more 1ntell: gence .
‘I'm sorry’
The information had disturbed him I saw him eye the tele-
phone I took the hint and rose
‘Anyway,” I said, ‘when- Professor Butali hears about to-
mght °’ ’
‘He won’t,’ interrupted Aldo ‘What do you suppose Rizzio
and Elia and I were discussing until midnight?’ )
-‘He may not hear officially,” I said, ‘but don’t tell me some-
one won’t pass the word.’
My brother shrugged. “That’s a risk we have to take,” he
said I
I moved towards the door I had achieved precisely nothing
by coming to the via der Sogmi and waiting for Aldo, except
confirmation of the suspicion nagging me And to let him know
I knew
‘If the Rector does come back,’ I asked, ‘what will he do?’
‘He won’t do anything,” said Aldo, ‘there 1sn’t time -
“Time?’ ) .
Aldo smiled ‘Rectors are also vulnerable,’ he said, ‘they can
lose face Iike other mortals Beo  ’
“Yes?’ : .
He picked up a newspaper that was lying on the chair by the
door ‘Did you see this?’
He showed me the passage I had read at breakfast. The
events of the day had put 1t completely from my mind ’
‘They’ve caught the murderer,’ I said ‘Thank God for that’
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Ley've caurht the thuel! he interposed, “which apper.
ertly pn't the some thine T had a call from the commisttons
of poble this morping The felleow vwho ook the ten thou
cired Drre enighs to hye cdary He fnuste that BMarta was already
doad whien bie ool the nate from her, and the police have o
fosnch b’ tedbng the truth *

‘Aldresdy dead? Texelaimed, ‘But then , . *

They're stll Iooking for the murderer,” he sad, *which, for
;mione hanemy about the via Sialin between midnight and
the vor <l howrs Last Toesday mpht, mipht be unhealthy, or at
oot inconveniunt ' He pat hic hand on my head and rumplod
my hedrs ‘Don’t worry, my Beato,” he caid, ‘they won't ¢atch
vi 5 And of they did they'd coon acquit you. Innocence shines
Heeun Your cyes)

VWhat be had juet told me }nocked my composure sideways
The whole sich horror of the murder wag with me sull 1 had
thruehit it huricd

Whit <hudl T do?’ T ushed desperatcdy, Shall T go to the
polee?’

P Be ad, forpat the whole thung, Come to my mecting
wmarrove mipht and become one of the Ehte, Here's your pas’
e £t an s pocd et and broupht out a small disk, beaeing
upon ste fuee a falcon’™ hicad, *The bays will let you n with
e hoe <md, ‘Entranec to the throne room at nine o'cloct,
/'md come alone, § don't propose entortainimg Sipnorma Raspa

i your playmates from 24, via San Michele Steep welll!

He prhicd o fram the door and out into the street Jt was

Ater one, and eviorywhere was dary and <4l I omet no onc
brnveen Alde® houee and the via San Midhcle, No, 24 was as
¢ tnt s the other shuttored hauses The door was unlocked
atrd [ eent to my raom without disturbing anyone, but judy-
e fromy the enund of vorces from Paoly Pasquade’™ room the
v hab comprany of «tudents had guhered there, and were en-
et a oo dearewon Tomorrow §oamspht hoar of they
Vod boon muar the plazzs del Ducs Carlo,

Poonobe gbut five & m, not wyth any dream or mphtmare,
=3 vt the svid pretisre of the Head of the Department of
Torangeiee andd Laoeome xeded inoenonmons nudity be
Hoatt the eaoarble pudestsd braning the branse statue of Dule
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Carlo, but with the sudden recollection of where 1t was that I
had read the name Luigi Speca — the problem which had
puzzled me in the hibrary during the afternoon Luwigt Speca
had signed his name alongside my father’s at Aldo’s baptism
I had seen 1t written in the books of records kept at the sacristy
of San Cipriano

15

At eight o’clock there was a knock on my door, and before
I could answer Paolo burst in, closely followed by Caterina

‘’'m sorry,” he said, seeing I was in the midst of shaving, ‘but
we want to know if you’re coming with us The whole of C
and E are cutting lectures, and we’re going to demonstrate
outside the house of Professor Elia.’

‘What about?’ I asked.

‘You know. We saw you,’ broke i Catermma ‘You were 1n
a car, with the Raspa woman We saw you leave the hotel and
drive up to the piazza del Duca Carlo You were in the thick
of it’

‘That’s right,” chimed in Gino, whose head appeared over
Caterina’s, ‘and later we saw the same car parked by the muni-
cipal gardens. You must have seen what happened. You were
much nearer than any of us’

I Jaid down my razor and reached for a towel. ‘I saw noth-
mng,’” I said, ‘except a crowd of professors around the statue.
There was a lot of movement and excited talk, and then they
carried someone, or something, away Perhaps 1t was a bomb.’

‘A bomb!’ everyone shouted

‘That’s the best yet,’ said Caterina, ‘and do you know, he
could be right They could have tied Ela to a bomb timed to
explode within a certain number of minutes *

‘Well, what happened to 1t?’

‘What sort of bomb?’ b

l'lThc pomt 15, was he wounded or cut about? No one will
telius)

The passionate discussion that must have been gomg on half
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the night promised resumption once agamn, and 1 my bed-
room

‘Look here,” I said, ‘clear out, the lot of you Go and demon-
strate 1f you want to I'm not a student I'm an employee’

‘A spy?’ suggested Gino ‘You haven’t been here a week,
and look what’s happened!’

The laughter from the rest was not spontancous. It held an
element of doubt Caterina turned mmpatiently, puslung the
others from the room

‘Ah, leave him alone,” she said ‘What's the use? He doesn’t
care’ Then, to give me a final chance, she said to me over her
shoulder, ‘The idea 1s to demonstrate in a body outside Pro-
fessor Eha’s house and get him to appear If we’re satisfied
he’s all right, and unhurt, that’s good enough, we’ll turn up
for the morning sessions ’

A few minutes later ] heard them leave the house The n-
evitable splutter of vespas followed, belonging, I thought, to
Gino and Gerardo T stood by the window and watched them
disappear down the street, Then I looked across at the first
floor of No 5. The shutters were thrown back, the windows
open Carla Raspa had begun her day

Signor Silvani was finishing breakfast when T descended for
coffee, and he immediately asked me if T knew anything of the
events of the night before I told him I had been near the piazza
del Duca Carlo and had scen the crowd

‘We only know what our young people here told us,” he said,
‘but I don’t Iike the sound of it We've had ragging before, you
get 1t 1n every university, but this sounds vicious Is 1t true they
tarred and feathered Professor Ela?’

‘I don’t know,” Isaid ‘I didn’t see’ ’

‘I shall hear the truth at the prefettura,’ he said ‘If anything
serious was done last might, it will mean drafting extra police
mto Ruffano for the next few days It’s chaotic enough any-
way on Festival day, without adding demonstrations to all our
problems’

I looked about for a morning paper, but saw none Perhaps
1t was 1n the kitchen, or had not arrived 1 finished my coffee
and walked up the piazza della Vita to buy one. Unrest stirred
i the air, The piazza was crowded with mornng shoppers,
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and with the mevitable group of workless individuals who,
1dle not from choice but from necessity, came to the city centre
to stand and stare Students were everywhere, arguing, lo-
quacious, most of them streaming out of the piazza up the
northern hill to the piazza del Duca Carlo Rumour, floating
from one hill to the other, and then converging from all cor-
ners to the plazza della Vita, emerged in the small space like
smoke from a steamng cauldron.

There was a Commurust plot to blow up the university. ...
There was a Fascist plot to take over the municipality
Guests at the dinner-party at the Hotel Panorama had been
poisoned ., The private residences of the Heads of Depart-
ments had been burgled ... A maniac from Rome, having
murdered one of Ruffano’s mhabitants, poor Marta Zampini,
n the capital, was now loose 1n Ruffano itself, and had made
an attempt on the life of Professor Elia .

I bought a paper There was nothing in 1t about last night’s
event, and only a brief statement about the murder The police
still held the thief 1n Rome pending further inquirtes elsewhere.
Elsewhere Did this mean Ruffano?

There was a sudden movement 1n the crowd from the direc-
tron of the via dei Martir1 People fell back on either side to
allow the passage of a priest and acolyte, and behind them
four men bearing a coffin covered with a pall In the rear came
the mourners, a2 man with cross-eyes and a woman, heavily
veiled, upon his arm They made their way across the piazza
to the church of San Cipriano The gaping crowd closed m
upon them I followed, as in a dream, and stood within the
precincts of the church in the midst of staring townsfolk, who
participated out of curiosity. I histened for the opemng words*
‘Requiem aeternam dona eis Domimne et lux perpetua luceat
e1s ' Then I turned, and left the church.

As 1 pushed through the door I saw a man standing near the
table where they sold candles He was watching the crowd, and
his eyes fell upon me I thought I recogmzed him, and, from
the momentary question 1n his eye, that he knew me too It was
one of the police agents who had been 1n the room taking notes
when the Enghsh tourists made their statement at the police
station in Rome Today he wore plain clothes
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I ran down the steps and plunged into the piazza della Vita.
Then darted along the via del Teatro and chmbed the long
ascending slope under the walls of the ducal palace Instinct
had made me run, Instinct had told me to take this devious
way If the agent had recognized me as the courier n Rome
who had volunteered the statement about the murdered
woman, he would remember that this same courier had been
en route for Naples with his touring party, and he would ask -
himself, what was the courier domg in Ruffano? A word on
the telephone to Sunshine Tours, a quick check-up with either
the Rome or the Genoa office, would tell the agent that Ar-
mino Fabbio had asked to be released from the Naples tour
and had gone north with a Herr Turtmann and his wife. Little
doubt that further news would be elicited that the courier had
deserted Herr Turtmann in Ruffano, and nothing had been
heard of hum since.

I looked about me. The agent could not have followed me
Or, if he had, I had thrown him off, Strollers, shoppers, students,
were walking past the piazza Maggiore on their lawful busi-
ness. I went into the Duomo by the side-entrance, crossed the
chancel and emerged at the further side, simmediately opposite
the ducal palace In a moment I was inside the walls, and cross-
ing the quadrangle to the ibrary It was only then, as I paused
a moment to recover my breath, that I realized I had acted in
foolish panic It might not have been the police agent If it had,
there was no reason to suppose he had recogmized me My
action, 1n fact, had been a classic example of the behaviour of a
guilty man I stood mopping my forehead, and at that moment
the library doors opened and Tom: and the other assistant
staggered forth, bearing a crate of books

‘Hullo! Who’s been chasing you?’ asked Tom

The question was apt. Stung by his mqury, I thrust my
handkerchief into my pocket.

‘No one,’ I said ‘I gotheld up in the town.’ .

‘What’s happening, then? Have they gone on strike? Are
they demonstrating?’ they asked simultaneously.

I was so preoccupied with my own endeavours 1n eludmg the
possible police agent that I was slow to seize their meaning.

‘On strike? Who?’ I said
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Toni raised despairing €yes to heaven. ‘Do you hive m this
world?’ he inquired. ‘Don’t you know that all Ruffano s in a
ferment because of what happened last night in the pxazza del
Duca Carlo?’

“They say the Communists got hold of Professor Eha,’ said
his companion, ‘and tried to bash his head in Fosst’s given
orders to shift everything we can from here to the new build-
g 1 case an attempt 1s made to set fire to the ducal palace’

They staggered off along the quadrangle with the crate, I
went 1nto the Iibrary to find chaos Books were piled high upon
the floor, and Guuseppe Fossi, with Signorma Catt: at his
side, was lumping volume after volume pell-mell into another
groaning crate, He raised his perspiring face at sight of me and
burst mto a torrent of reproaches Then, sending the secretary
off to the other end of the Iibrary with a pile of books, he whis-
pered 1n my ear, “You have heard what they did to Professor
Ela?’

‘No,’ I replied.

‘Emasculated” he hissed ‘T had it first-hand from one of the
. guests at last might’s dmner They say the doctors were with
him throughout the mght to save his life. There may be other
victims ’

‘Signor Fossy,* I began, ‘I’'m sure nothing of the sort .. *

He frowned me to silence, jerking his head towards the sec-
retary. “They’ll stop at nothing, nothing,” he said ‘Anyone m a
posttion of authority may be threatened’

I murmured something about police protection

‘Police?’ he almost screamed ‘Useless! They’ll be looking
after the senior members of the staff The backbone of the uni-
versity, the men who do all the work, will have to fend for
themselves °

Attempts to calm him were wasted Green with fatigue
after his sleepless night, he sat on one of the empty crates and
watched me pack the books mto another I wondered which
of us was the greater coward — he, who had turned to jelly
through false rumour, or myself, because of the encounter in
San Cipriano.

We did not break for lunch Tom brought us sandwiches
and coffee from the umversity canteen The news was reassur-
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g The C and E students had called off the strike and atten-
ded the late morning sessions Professor Elia had admutted a
deputation to his house and received them n his dressing-
gown He had assured them that all was well, He had not been
hurt. He refused to make any other comment, but mmplored
the students, for his sake, to attend therr lectures as usual
They must not think of taking revenge upon other students
m the university

‘The lads agreed,’” murmured Tont in my ear, ‘qust to keep
him quiet, But it's not blown over They're secthing, every one
of them '

Giuseppe Fossi Ieft during the afternoon to attend a meet-
ing of the umiversity Couneil called for three o'cloch, and I
went up with Tom to the new building to help supervise the
unpacking of the crates at that end

It was as well for Giuseppe Fossi™s reputation that I did so’
The books had been stowed mnto the boxes with a total ds-
regard for order, which meant double work not only for our-
selves but for the clerks in the new hibrary I put Toni 1
charge of the van (in action agam with a new windscreen), and
stayed myself in the new hibrary directing operations. One of
the clerks, more thorough than the rest, soon had cvery volume
dusted, sorted, and put in its allotted place in the bookshelves
while I busied myself with the catalogue.

The blowmg and shaking of the dust by the energetic clerk
brought various items to hght which, after consultation with
mec he disposed of in the waste-paper bin TFaded flowers.,
loose nameplates, forgotten letters, bills, It was almost time to
knock off, and still no sign of Gruseppe Tossi, when the clerk
brought me another letter to dispose of

‘Found this in a book of poems,” he said, ‘but as it’s signed
by the Director of Arts, Professor Donaty, perhaps it shouldn't
be thrown away?’

He handed me the letter. 1 glanced at the signature Aldo
Donati It was not my brother’s handwriting, but my father’s

‘All ight,” I'said, ‘'l take care of 1t

As the clerk went back to his sorting I called, “Where did you
say you found the letter?’

‘In a collected edition of Leopards,” he replied, ‘belonging to
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someone called Luig1 Speca Or that at least was the name on
the book-plate.’

The letter was brief The heading at the top of the page said
8, via_der Sogmi, Ruffano The date, November 30th, 1925 The
faded black ink, the grey writing-paper, and my father’s hand-
writing moved me strangely The letter must have lain between
the pages of Leopardi’s poems for nearly forty years.

Dear Speca, - -

All 1s well We are remarkably proud of our young fellow He 1s
putting on weight fast and has a terrific appetite He also promises to be
extremely handsome! My wife and I can never thank you enough for
vour great kindness, sympathy and friendship 1 our moment of
trouble, now happily behind us We both of us look to the future with
confidence Please drop in on us and see the boy when you can spare the
time

Your sincere friend,

- Aldo Donati

PS ~ Marta proves to be not only a devoted nurse but an excellent
cook She sends her respects -

I read the letter three times, then put 1t in my pocket, The
handwniting might be faded, but the message was as fresh as
if it had been written yesterday I could hear my father’s voice,
strong and clear, full of pride 1n his young son, now apparently
restored to health after a dangerous illness The baptismal
entry was now plain Luigt Speca must have been the doctor
who attended him, a predecessor of our Doctor Mauri. Even
the postscript about Marta was somehow poignant. She had
entered our parent’s service at this ttme and remained faithful
to the end The end ... I bad seen this morning in the church
of San Cipriano. Requxem aeternam dona eis Domine

The doors of the new Iibrary opened and Giuseppe Fossi
entered, followed by Tom looking sullen. My supertor had lost
his haunted look, he was assured once more, and rubbing his
hands briskly

‘All 1n order? Everything sorted?’ he demanded ‘What are
those crates domng there? Ah, I see, all empty Good’ He
cleared hus throat, drew himself up, and bustled to the desk I
had just quitted, ‘There will be no further trouble tomght,” he
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announced ‘The umversity Council has ordered a nine o’clock
curfew for all the students. Any of them seen on the streets
after that time will be reported and automatically cxpelled
This applies equally to employees on the university staff who
may live 1n lodgings Instead of expulsion they will lose their
jobs’ He looked pointedly at Toni, the other assistants and
myself ‘Special passes for those engaged on essential business
can be obtained from the Registrar on application,’” he added,
‘and 1t will be easy enough for the authorities to check up,
should they be abused In any event, it will hurt nobody to
spend an evening within doors Naturally, the regulations wiil
be relaxed tomorrow, the eve of the Festival’

I understood the reason for Tonr’s despondency. No encoun-
ter with his girl-friend in the piazza della Vita, or a trp
round the via delle Mura on the vespa.

‘What about the cinema?’ asked Toni sullenly.

‘The cinema by all means,” answered Giuseppe Fossi, ‘pro-
vided you are back home by nine o’clock ’

Toni shrugged, and muttering under his breath lifted one of
the empty crates to bear it back to the van, Should I say any-
thing to my superior about Aldo’s invitation to the meeting at
the ducal palace? I warted for the other assistants to move out
of earshot, and then approached him.

‘Professor Donati was good enough to give me a pass this
evening for the ducal palace,” I said ‘There is to be a meeting
to discuss the Festival’

He looked surprised. ‘Then that is the responsibility of
Professor Donati,” he replied ‘As Director of the Arts Coun-
cil of Ruffano he will be well aware of tomght’s regulations If
he chooses to 1ssue invitations to comparative strangers to the
community it 1s his own affair.’

He turned his back on me, obviously grudging the supposed
honour done to me. I felt for the disk my brother had given
me. It was safe ;n my pocket, alongside the forty-year-old
letter from my father to Luigi Speca. I looked forward to
showing this to Aldo Meanwhile, I supposed that I too must
obtain the late pass from the Registrar if I wanted to go to the
ducal palace It would not matter to my brother if I turned
up or not, but my own curiosity was strong.
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We closed down at the new building at seven o’clock and I
_walked across to the Registrar’s office, which was already be-
steged by students applying for late passes Most of them, ac-
companied by anxious relatives, had made plans for dmnner
which were now threatened with cancellation The pre-celebra-
tion of the Festival would go by the board if the passes were not
forthcoming, and the relatives would be left to langwsh in
their lodgings and hotels. ‘It 1s completely childish,” was the
comment of one angry father. ‘My son 1s 1n his fourth year, and
the authorities take 1t into their heads to treat him as an infant’

The patient clerk repeated for the second time that these
were the orders of the university Council The students had
brought it upon themselves by disorderly behaviour

The disgusted parent snorted i contempt ‘Disorderly
behaviour?’ he said, ‘A little healthy fun' Haven't we all
done the same 1n our time?’

He looked about him for approval, finding it The parents
and relatives queuing for passes were unanimous In blaming
the authorities for being some twenty-five years behind the
times

‘Take your son to dnner, signore,” said the harassed clerk,
‘but have him back at the students’ hostel by mine o’clock Or
in his lodgings, if he 1s quartered 1n the town You will have all
the opportunity you require for celebrations tomorrow and
the day after’ , .

One by one they turned away rejected, followed by their dis-
gruntled and protesting young I put my head in at the window
of the Registrar with small hope of success

‘The name 1s Fabbio,’ I said, ‘Armino Fabbio I'm an assis-
tant at the library, and have an invitation from Professor Do-
natt for a meeting at the ducal palace this evening at mine
o'clock.

To my surprise, instead of instantly rejecting me the clerk
consulted a list at his side -

‘Armino Fabbio,” he said ‘That’s quite mn order. We have
your name on the hist’ He handed me a shp of paper ‘Signed
by the Director of the Arts Council himself * The clerk even
had the courtesy to smile -

I took the slip and edged out of the queue before the parent
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behind me had time to protest Next problem, where to eat?
I had no intention of pushing my way into the already crowded
restaurants 1 the town — what few there were ~ or of joining
the Silvam: dining-table I decided to try my luck at the umver-
sity canteen Here there was standing-roaom only, but I did not
mind A bowl of soup and a plate of salami, a pleasant con-
trast to the octopus of the night before, soon took the edge off
appetite The mass of students were so busy eating and de-
claiming at the same time against the detested curfew that I
passed unnoticed; or at any rate was taken for granted as a
lesser member of the umversity staff.

The general intention, so I gathered, both ears alert, was to_
make up for this evening’s treatment by painting the town red
on the Thursday and the Friday mghts. All hell would be let
loose.

“They can’t stop us"’

‘We can’t all be expelled’

‘I’ve got my degree anyway, so shit to the lot of them’

One of the big-mouthed students was standing at the far end
of the counter with his back to me. This was lucky, because
it was the fellow who had wanted to douse me in the fountamn
on the Monday afternoon

‘I'm just not standing for it,” he said ‘My father can pull
strings, and 1if there’s any trouble he'll get some of these pro-
fessors on the umversity Council sacked I'm twenty-one, and
they can’t treat me Iike a child of ten I shall ignore the curfew
and stay on the streets until midnight if I feel like it Anyway,
the curfew isn’t intended for the C and E students It's for all
these httle teachers who study Latin and Greek and go bye-
byes at the students’ hoste] *

He looked about him, hopmg for trouble I had caught his
eye on Monday and had no desire to catch 1t again I shipped
out of the canteen and made my way downhill to the ducal
palace The piazza Maggiore already wore an air of festival
Although 1t was barely dusk the palace was floodhit, and the
Duomo too. The rose walls of the first had an incandescent
quality, and the great windows of the eastern facade, lumin-
ous and marble white, came suddenly ahive The palace was
no longer a museum, a gallery hung with tapestries and pic-
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tares round which the tourist would prowl his indifferent way,
but a living entity. Thus the link-boys saw it five hundred years
ago, under moonlight and with flares and torches. Horses’
hooves rang on the cobbled stones, minghing with the clink
of spurs. Harnesses jingled as saddles and trappings were re-
moved, grooms and servants scattered, and through the great
carved portico walked or rode the returning scion of the Male-
branche, his gloved left hand upon his sword

Tonight the students, with some twenty mnutes or so still to
spare before curfew, strolled up and down, arm-in-arm with
visiting relatives A group by the fountain began to whistle

and call at two girls who pattered by, feigning the inevitable
" disdain Somewhere a vespa spluttered, somewhere there was
a shout of raucous laughter. I went to the side-entrance and
pressed the bell, feeling like a wanderer between two worlds.
Behind me lay the present, slick, proficient, uniform, the young
the same the globe over, mass-produced like eggs, and before
me stood the past, that sinister and unknown world of potson
and rapine, of power and beauty, luxury and filth, when a pain-
ting could be carried through the streets and worshipped by
the rich and by the rabble alike, when God was feared, when
men and women sickened of the plague and died like dogs

The door was opened, not by the might-guardian, but by a
boy dressed as a page He asked for my pass. I handed him the
disk Aldo had given me and he took it, saying nothing, and
hfting the flare from the stand beside him preceded me across
the quadrangle There were no lights I had not thought how
dark the palace would be without electricity. I had seen the
torch-Iit apartments above on Saturday, but here below, and
on the stairs, the normal lighting had been switched on Not so
tonight As we mounted the great stairs the torchlight turned
our shadows 1nto giants The page who chmbed before me, in
lus belted doubtlet and hose, did not seem to be 1n fancy-dress.
I was the imterloper. The gallery surrounding the quadrangle
was black as pitch One single flare, stuck 1n a bracket, cast 2
baleful stream of light upon the door of the throne room The
page knocked twice upon 1t. We were admitted

The throne room was empty, lighted in similar fashion to
the gallery outside, with two flares set in brackets, and we went
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across it to the Room of the Cherubs at the further end, where
the session had been held on Saturday This too was empty, and
Iit by torches The doors leading to the Duke’s bedroom, and
to the audience room, were shut. The page knocked twice
upon the door of the first It was opened by a young man whose
face I recognized as one of those guitarists who had made so
merry upon the stage at the theatre on Monday I recogmzed
nothing else He wore a jerkin of bottle green, the sleeves
slashed with purple, and his hose were black On his heart he
wore the emblem of a falcon’s head
‘Is 1t Armino Donati?’ he asked
My second name, unused for at least seventeen years, sur-
prised me
“Yes,” I said cautiously, ‘sometimes known as Armino
Fabbio’
‘Here we prefer Donats,’ he replied
He jerked his head for me to enter I did so and the door
was closed, the attendant page remainng in the Room of the
Cherubs I looked about me The Duke’s bedroom was half
the size of the preceding room, and 1t was lighted, like the
others, by flares in brackets, these flares placed on either
side of the one great portrait on the wall to throw 1t into relief
so that it dominated the room It was the portrait of the “Temp-
tation of Christ’, Christ bearing the likeness of Duke Claudio
There were twelve men mm the room, including the guitarist
who had admitted me They were all dressed as courtiers of
the early sixteenth century, and wore the mnsignia of the Fal-
con The scrutimeers who had exammed our passes on the Sat-
urday were amongst them, and the two duellists, and others I
had seen on the stage on Monday eveming I felt, and no doubt
looked, an 1diot in my modern garb, and to give myself assur-
ance strolled over to the picture to examme 1t No one took any
notice of me All were aware of my presence, but they chose,
perhaps from delicacy, to ignore it.
The Christ Duke Claudio, ht by flares, stared out with
greater power from his frame than he did by day. The crudity
, of the modelling did not show, and the rather awkward stance,
the hand upon the girdle, the inelegant feet, were now sub-
dued The eyes, deep-lidded, distant, stared into a troubled
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future that mught have seemed imminent to the painter’s
mind, threatening his world, or else quiescent, not to erupt
till centuries later The tempter, Satan, was the same Christ 1n
profile, suggesting, not a lack of models, but a rash attempt at
truth The portrait might have lost its power to terrify, but
not to cause unease I wondered that 1t had survived five cen-
turies, to confound the vandals and to mock the Church To-
day the tourst, with hus eye upon his watch, the message
missed, would pass 1t by unquestioning

I felt a hand upon my shoulder My brother stood behind
me He must have entered the room from the small dressing-
room and chapel beyond

‘What do you make of 1t?’ he asked

‘You knew once,’ I said ‘I used to act him, as I acted Laza-
rus But never willingly’

‘You might do so again,” he said

He swung me round, showing me to his twelve companions.
Like them, he was wearing the same period dress, but for the
colour Like the tempter, he was allin black

‘Here 1s our Falcon,” he said. ‘He can play Duke Claudio at
our Festival’

The twelve men looked at me and smuled One of them
seized a saffron-coloured robe that was lymng on a stool near
the chapel entrance and belted it around me Another picked
up a golden-curled wig and clapped 1t on my head A thurd
brought me a murror Time was no longer with me Nerther
this time, nor the tume of centuries past I had gone back to
childhood, to my bedroom in the via det Sogni, and stood still
to obey my brother’s commands The men who surrounded
me were hus companions of the liceo long ago As then, protest-
g that I did not want to play, I stammered now, in what I
hoped were adult words, ‘Aldo, I'd rather not I came here to
watch the rest of you Not to take part’

‘One and the same thing,’ said Aldo ‘We are all equally in-
volved I'm offering you a choice The part of the Falcon, one
short hour of glory and adventure i your Life which will never
come again, or to be turned loose tonight 1n the streets of
Ruffano without a pass, when you will be picked up and, your
identity established, given a grilling by the local police, who,
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so I was told earhier today, have been continually in touch with
the police ;n Rome.”

None of the young faces crowded round me was hostile.
They were friendly, they were also ruthless. They stood there,
waitig for my answer.

‘Here you are safe,” said Aldo, ‘whether with me or with
them All these twelve lads have sworn to defend you what-
ever happens. If you go out of the palace alone who knows
what may happen to you?’

Somewhere, either 1n the city centre, or parading in plan
clothes up and down the via Rossini, or watching by the porta
del Sangue or the porta Malebranche, could be my police
agent from Rome, waiting to question me Useless to tell my-
self that they could not prove me guilty. The question was —
should I be able to establish my innocence? Both Aldo’s al-
ternatives appalled me, but the second frightened me the more.
The voice that came from me was not my adult voice, but
sounded to my ears like the ghostly echo of a child of seven,
who, wearing the blanket robes of Lazarus, was thrust into
his living tomb

‘What do you want me to do?’ I asked my brother

16

We went through to the audience room It was here that the
tapestry on the western wall concealed the door leading to
the second of the twin towers, where the guardian had ejected
me on my first visit nearly a week ago. Tonight there was no _

_guardian, only Aldo and his bodyguard, and the tapestry hung
as usual, with no suggestion that behind it lay the hidden
door and the narrow twisting stairway beyond.

The audience room was It by flares also, and to the left,
upon 1ts easel, stood the portrait of the gentlewoman which
my father so much loved, and which put me in mind of Sig-
nora Butali Someone had placed a long wooden table 1n the
centre of the room, and upon 1t glasses and a carafe of wine.
Aldo went forward and poured wine 1nto a glass for each of us

192 -



*You don’t have to do anything,’ he said, answering at last
the question which I had put to him in the other room, ‘except
do as I tell you, when the time comes Actmg won’t be required
of you As a courter you will play your part to perfection,
because 1t will come naturally ’ He laughed, and raising his
glass said, ‘Drink to my brother"’

One and all lifted therr glasses, crying ‘Armino'’, their faces
turned to me Then Aldo introduced them one by one, walking
the whole length of the table, tapping each one upon the shoul-
der as he called his name?

‘Grorgio, born near Monte Cassino, parents killed in the
bombardment, brought up by relatives . Domenico, born n
Naples, parents died of tuberculosis, brought up ditto .
Romano, found abandoned in the hills after the German re-
treat, brought up by partisans .. Antonio, ditto ... Roberto,
ditto .  Guido, Sicihan, father killed by the Mafia, ran away
from home, brought up by Sisters of the Poor . Pietro, par-
ents drowned 1n floods 1n the Po valley, brought up by neigh-
bours ... Sergio, born in a concentration camp, mother hiv-
mg . Federico, ditto, but no surviving parents, brought up by
an uncle . Giovanni, born in Rome, abandoned 1n a church,
brought up by foster-parents . Lorenzo, born in Milan,
father died, mother married again and stepfather a pervert, ran
away from home, worked in a factory to save enough to enter
unwversity .. Cesare, born in Pesaro, father drowned at sea,
mother died giving birth to hum, brought up in an orphanage’

Aldo came to the far end of the table and put his hand upon
my shoulder ‘Armino, known n the family circle as Beo, or Ii
Beato, because of his curls and his cherubic disposition Born
m Ruffano, father died in an Allied prison-camp, mother fled
to Germany with retreating German officer, taking the boy
with her, later married in Turin And now you all know each
other — or shall I say recognize one another? — for what you
are The lost and the abandoned The despised and the rejec-
ted. Kicked along 1n the world to date by relatives and others
who did what they had to but little else besides 1 drink to you.’
He rased his glass and nodding to the twelve, and finally to

me, drank his toast ‘And now to business,” he said, sefting
down his glass.
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The lad nearest to him, Giorgio, brought forward a map, -
which Aldo spread upon the table in front of him It was a
large-scale map of the city of Ruffano I drew near, with the
others The introductions, totally unexpected and fantastic, had
the effect, temporary, perhaps, of making me José my 1dentity I
was not Armino, a lone courier without amm or misston, hun-
ted possibly by the police, but another Giorgio, another Lor-
enzo

‘The course will run, as you know, from the piazza del Duca
Carlo to the piazza Maggiore,” Aldo said “In other wards,
from the northern hill down to the city centre at the piazza
della Vita, and uphill by the via Rossimi to the ducal palace
The course will be clear until the piazza della Vita, and then
the fun will begin The citizens, represented by the C and E
students, will converge upon the piazza from all five roads,
with the exception of the via Rossini, which will be held by the’
Court, 1n other words by the Arts and Education students The
fighting will start immediately the cortége of the Falcon has
passed the piazza della Vita and has begun to ascend the hill
You, and the courtiers on guard here at the palace, will keep
the citizens back until the Falcon has passed safely through
your ranks and has crossed the quadrangle and ascended the
stairs to the ducal apartments Is thatclear?’

‘Perfectly,” agreed Giorgio, who seemed to be spokesman
for the rest

‘Good,’ said Aldo ‘Then all we have to do 1s to assign a given
spot on the via Rossimt to every courtier, which you can
arrange with the volunteers, and hand over the plan of the side-
streets to the C and E leaders We shall be outnumbered by
about three to one, but that’s the glory of it ’

He folded up the map I hesitated before speaking The
query was so obvious as to seem absurd

‘What about the general public? Who will clear the streets?’
I asked

‘The police,” said Aldo ‘They do 1t every year But this year
their mstructions will be more explicit No one but performers
allowed 1n the area after a stated time’

‘And where will the public watch from?’ I persisted

‘From every available window,’ answered Aldo, smuling,
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‘beginming with the piazza del Duca Carlo and so down to the
pazza della Vita, and up the via Rossiu to the palace’

I bit my thumbnail, a childhood habit long discarded Aldo
- reached forward, and my hand fell instinctively to my side

“‘Last year,’ I said, ‘or so I was told, the umversity staff took
part and a large audience watched from inside the palace’

“This year,” rephed Aldo. ‘only a few privileged people will
have seats in the palace Most of the university staff will be in
the prazza del Mercato’

‘But that’s below the palace,’ I protested ‘How can they see
anything from there?’

‘They’ll hear plenty,” replied Aldo, ‘and be on hand for the
final act, which will be the most outstanding ’

Someone knocked on the door leading from the audience
room to the gallery outside

‘See what it 1s,” said Aldo.

One of the students.— Sergio, I think it was — went to the
door and talked briefly with the page who had admitted me
inside the palace After a moment he returned

‘The sentries have brought n a fellow prowling round under
the western portico,’ he said ‘He had nolate pass,and whenques-
tioned was abusive They want to know whether to let him go’

‘City man or student?’ Aldo asked.

‘Student Cand E A big lout, wanted a scrap’

‘If he wants a scrap he shall have it,” said my brother He
told Sergto to have the intruder brought in

‘It could be my bully,” I said, ‘a fellow who wanted to douse
me 1n the fountain after the uproar on Monday I saw him in
the canteen tonight, and he was boasting he hadn’t got a pass
and didn’t care’

Aldo laughed ‘So much the better,” he said ‘He mught en-
tertain us Masks, everyone And one for Armino’

Giorgio came over to where I stood and gave me a small
black mask with slits for eyes, similar to those worn by the two
duellists on Saturday. Self-consciously I put it on, as did Aldo
and the twelve When we were all masked and I looked
around me and saw how we were lighted only by the flares, the
rest of the room in shadow, I reahized that to an outsider the
effect would be far from reassuring, even starthng.
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The sentries, mached as we were, entered, bearing the pri-
sonat hotween them. Thay hed bondaged his eyes, but { recog
nwed mstantly the bully from the canteen. Aldo glanced to-
ward< me and 1 nodded

‘fLoose hum.” sud my brother,

The sentries threy off the bandage The student blinked
and lont ed about hum, rubbing his arms. All he could see wasa
dark roam bt by torches. and fourteen men disguised and
weanng miasks

a te pass? inquirad Aldo gentls,

The bully stared It was possible, T thought, that he had
never entered the dueal palace sn his hife If so, the surround-
nas wonld secem forbidding

What's it to do with you?™ he countered ‘If this 15 one of
the Arts rags I'd better warn you vou'll be sorry for it

‘Norag” sud Aldo ‘I have authonity here!”

Nuobhody moved The student shifted on his feet He rearran-
ped s collar and tie, which had become dishevelled during lus
strugnie o asosd arrest

‘What authority?' he asked aggressively ‘Do you thinhk by
putting on fancy dress you can frighten me? My name 1§
“Marelh, Stefano Marell, and my father owns 2 chamn of res-
rrants and hotels ajong the coast.”

We are not interested in your father,” said Aldo “Tell us
about yourself.

The questton smoothly asked, decerved the bully into
rreater confidence He looked at the rest of us with condes-
cension, ‘Commerce and Economues, third year,” he said, ‘and
it couldn’t matter to me less if I'm eapedled T don’t need a
deeree to pet a job -~ 1 shall take over one of my father's res-
tsurants Ile also happuns to be a member of the syndicate
vwaing the Panorama, and anyone who sacks me on a fimsy
excuce will find hamsdf unpopular with a fawr number of -
Huuntind people”

Unfortunate,” murmurad Aldo He turned to Giorgio, ‘Is
Lo onthe It of volunteers? he asked

Laorpor, who had been consulting a hist winle the question-

mr took phice, thook s head

The <tadent Marelh Jaughed. *If you mean the Communist
1cs



do at the theatre on Monday night, I was not there,’ he. sald 1
had something better to do I have a girl in Rimni, and a “fast
car Draw your own conclusions’ -

_ Despite my strong dislike of everything about hlm, from his
personal appearance to hus attempt to douse me 1n the foun-
tain, I felt some stirring of compasston Eve:y word he uttered
made his fate more certain

‘In that case, you won't be taking part in the Festival?’ asked
Aldo B \

“The Festival?’ echoed the student ‘That charade? Not
likely! I shall shp home for the weekend My father’s throwing
a big party for me.’

‘A pity,” said Aldo ‘We could have given you some excite-
ment here However, there's no reason why you shouldn’t have
a foretaste of 1t tomght Federico?’

One of the bodyguard approached In their masks they all ‘

looked alike, but the lithe build of this one, and the light hair
above his mask, suggested to me that he was one of Saturday’s
duellists _

‘Have we anything in the book that would sut Stefano?’
asked Aldo. -

Federico looked at me ‘We had better consult Armino,” he
replied ‘He’s the expert’

‘Federico’s my translator,” explamed Aldo ‘He ‘marked the
various passages for us from the German history. Born mn a
concentration camp, he has a facility for languages’

The unease that had come upon me since the arrival of the
captured student grew stronger I shook my head ‘I remem-
ber nothing,’ I said '

Aldo turned once more to Federico, who, drawing a sheaf
of papers from his doublet, consulted them He read them
through 1n silence while we warted

‘The page,” he said at last, ‘the incident of the page would
suit Stefano well.’

‘Ah, yes, the page,’ murmured Aldo, ‘the punishment for
the page who forgot the lights To heap coals of fire upon the
head of one who would douse 1n a fountain those smaller than

himself would be a fitting climax to a braggart’s career. See to
it, will you??
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day after day, month after month, in Auschwitz and 1n other
prison camps. In the prison-camp, for instance, where Federi-
co and Sergio were born. Romano heard them n the hills when
the enemy caught and tortured his friends the partisans, so
did Antonio and Roberto. If you had been abandoned, Beo,
you mught have heard them too But you were lucky. You
were preserved by conquerors, and led a sheltered life.”

I tore off my mask. I searched each one of their grave, un-
smuling faces, listening at the same time for some sound from
the upper floor, but there was none. .

‘It doesn’t work out like that,’ I said. “You can’t torture that
student above because of what happened in the past.’

‘He won't be tortured,” Aldo saigl. “The most that Federico
will do to hum will be to set a fire-cracker on his head and drive
him out. Unpleasant, but salutary. Marelli will benefit from
the eaperience and think twice 1n future about soaking smal-
ler men n fountains ’ He beckoned Giorgio to hus side. ‘Tell
Beo the true story of the assault on Signorina Rizzio,’” he said.”

Giorgio was one of the bodyguard whom I recognized from
Saturday. It was he who had been born near Monte Cas-
sino, his parents killed during the bombing. He was a big,
broad-shouldered lad with a shock of unruly hair, and when
he had been masked just now had looked strangely formdable,

‘The break-in was easy,’ he said, ‘and the girls we locked 1
their rooms were disappointed, so we thought, because we did
nothing to them. Five of us went to Signorina Rizzio’s room
and knocked on the door. She opened 1t 1n her dressing-gown,
thinking one of the girls had knocked. Then she saw us, all
masked and doubtless dangerous, and told us quickly that she
had no valuables, she kept nothing of any worth in the hostel I
said to her, ‘Signorina Rizzio, the most valuable thing in the
hostel is yourself. We have come for you.” She might have
thought, from my words, that I meant to kidnap her, but her
mind jumped to the obvious. She told us instantly that if it
was that we were after we must go to the girls The girls would
be willing We could do whatever we cared to do to them if
we left her alone. I repeated my warning. “Signorina Rizzio,”
I said, “we have come for you.” Then, luckily — at least, for
us - she fainted. We carried her to her bed and waited for her
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‘Scum settles at the top of a pool,” said Domenico ‘If you
skim 1t off you find clear water underneath, and all the hving
things-Clear away the scum’

‘Live dangerously,” said Romano ‘It doesn’t matter where
or how, but with your friends’

‘Find hidden treasure,” said Antonio ‘It could. be at the
bottom of a test-tube 1n the lab I'm a physics student, so I'm
prejudiced ’

‘I agree with Antonio,” said Roberto, ‘but no test-tubes for
me There’s an answer somewhere n the universe when we
explore further. And I don’t mean heaven’

‘Feed the hungry,” said Guido ‘Not with bread only but
with 1deas’ .

‘Build something lasting that won’t be swept away,’ said
Pretro, ‘as the men of the Renaissance did, who built this pal-
ace’ )

‘Tear down the barriers that exist everywhere,” said Sergto,
‘the fence between one man and another Leaders, yes, to show
the way But no masters and no slaves. That goes for Federico
too - we've often discussed it *

‘Teach the young never to grow old,” said Giovanni, ‘even
when their bones are cracking.’ i

‘Teach the old what it felt ke to be young,” said Lorenzo,
‘and by young I mean pint-sized, helpless, and narticulate ’

The answers came swift and sharp from every_ lad like suc-
cessive rifle shots The last, Cesare, was the only one to hesi-
tate Finmally, glancing across at Aldo, he satd, ‘I think what we
have to do is to make the men and women of our generation
care It doesn’t matter what they care about, whether it’s
football or painting, people or great causes, but they have to
care, and to care passionately, and if necessary forget about
their precious skins and die ’

Aldo looked at_.me and shrugged his shoulders. ‘What did I
tell you?’ he said. ‘They’ve all given different answers Mean-
while, on the floors above us, Stefano Marelli has only one
thought 1n mind, and that s to save himself ° .,

The screaming had started once agan, and with 1t the sound
of rushing feet Giorgio opened the door The rushing, blun-
dering footsteps descended the stairs and ran along the gallery,
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when 1t bubbles and seethes and stinks, can we clear it
away’

It was then that the conviction took hold upon me, which I
had rejected before through loyalty and love, that Aldo was
mnsane The seed of msamity had laid dormant in him through
childhood and adolescence, and now, ripened \doubtles_s_ through
all he had seen and suffered in war and afterwards, the shock
of our father’s death, the disappearance and supposed death of
our mother and myself, it was strangling his mtellectual powers
Iike a cancerous growth The scum rising to the surface was his
own madness The symbol he took as the world’s 1ills was his
own disease And there was nothing I could do, no way 1n
which I could prevent lum from setting alight a conflagration
on the day of the Festival which might, figuratively speaking,
burn the entire city His band of devoted students, themselves
warped by the legacy of their childhood, would stand by him
and question nothing One person only might have influence,
Signora Butah, and she, as far as I knew, was st1ll in Rome

Aldo led the way back into the audience room He discussed
for some little while further plans for the Festival, the route
pomts, timmg, and other technical matters I barely listened.
One thing seemed 1mperative, and that was to get the Festival
cancelled Only the Rector could achieve it, no one else

Some time around ten-thirty Aldo rose to his feet The half-
hour had just chimed from the campanile ‘Now, Beo, if
you’re ready, I'll drop you back at the via San Michele So
long, my braves See you tomorrow.

He went through to the Duke’s bedroom ‘and thence to the
dressing-room There he threw off his jerkin and hose, and
dressed himself once more 1 his usual clothes ‘Off with the
masquerade,” he said ‘You do the same Here, 1n the suitcase
Giorgio will see to it

I had forgotten ~ for over an hour I had been wearing the
golden wig and the saffron robe He saw my sudden realiza-
tion, and laughed

‘It’s easy, isn’t 1t,” he said, ‘to go back five hundred years.
Sometimes I lose all sense of time That’s half the fun of it *

Now, 1 his own suit, the disguise discarded, he looked as nor-
mal as any other man
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We walked through the Room of the Cherubs and’ th‘ej
throne room, and so to the gallery. The page was waxtmg for:
us, to light us with his flare down the stairs and across the
quadrangle to the side entrance. It was the page who.. now
seemed out of place, a mummer dressed for a pageant, and the
walls of the ducal palace, the silent quadrangle, held no thore;
menace than a darkened, dead museum. We went out into the
paved way and to the floodit prazza Maggiore The Alfa-
Romeo was parked outside the centre door, and beside it, as
though to watch for loiterers, stood two carabinieri. I hesi-
tated, but Aldo walked straight on. Thé men recognized ‘him.
and saluted. One of them opened the door of the car. Only
then did I follow Aldo.

*All quiet?” asked my brother.

‘All quiet, Professor Donats,” said the man who had opened
the door. ‘A handful of students without late passes, but we've

.dealt with them. The great majority were sensible. They want
o enjoy themselves during the next two days.’
= *“They’ll do that,” laughed Aldo ‘Good night, good hunting.

‘Good night, professor ’

I got m the car beside him and we drove off down the via
Rossins The street was as quiet as it had been the first night of
my arrval almost a week ago. But tonight no snow, no freak
reminder of past winter The air was warm, with a soft humid-
ity about it coming from the Adriatic across the chain of hills.

‘What did you think of my boys?’ asked Aldo.

‘They do you credit,” I sard ‘I wish I had had their chance
No one watched over me when I was a student in Turm and
groomed me to act bodyguard to a fanatic’

He paused by the entrance to the piazza della Vita. ‘A
fanatic,’ he repeated ‘Is that really what you think of me?”

‘Aren’t you?’ [ asked.

The city was truly dead The cinema had closed. The city
stragglers had all gone home

T was,” he said, 'when I first sought out those boys, and
picked them for ther birth and background. In each one of
them I saw you A child abandoned on some bloody hill, torn
by bullets or a bomb It’s different now. One becomes mured
if never reconciled. Besides, my emotion was ‘wasted, as it
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turned out You survived’ He swerved imto the via San
Michele and drew up at 24 ‘Nurtured by Teutons, Yanks and
Torinest,” he said, ‘to flower finally as a courter to Sunshine
Tours Those whom the gods love live long’

Doubt was with me once again Doubt and dismay Doubt
that anyone who mocked with so much justice could be mad
Dismay that whatever he had done for those orphaned boys
was done for me

‘What happens now?’ I said

-‘Now?’ he echoed ‘The immediate now or the hereafter?
Tonight you fall asleep and dream, if you cart to do so, of
Signorma Raspa across the way Tomorrow you can wander
at will ab\(glt ‘Ruffano watching the preparations for the Festi- -
val You dine with me After that, we shall see’ )

He pushed me from the car As I climbed out I suddenly re-
membered the letter in my pocket I-pulled it out

“You must read this,” I said ‘I found it quite by chance this
afternoon Tucked between the pages of a book amongst the
volumes we were sorting in the new library It’s all about you’

‘About me?’ he asked ‘What about me?’

‘Your prowess as an infant,’ I said ‘Listen, I'll read 1t to
you, and then you shall keep it as a memento of your lively
past’

I leant across the open window of the car and read aloud
the letter When I had finished I looked up at him and smiled,
throwing the letter on his knee

‘It’s touching, 1sn’t 1t,” I said, ‘how proud they were of you"

He did not answer He sat motionless, his hands upon the
whleel staring straight ahead, his face expressionless and very
pale

‘Good might,’ he said abruptly, and before 1 could answer
the car shot away down the via San Michele and round the
corner out of sight. I stood there, staring after it
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Why had the letter produced that effect upon Aldo? I could.
think of nothing else, either as I went to bed or when I awoke
the following morning. I could not remember the letter line for
line, but it spoke of ‘our young fellow's’ progress and his "
promuse of good looks, and thanked Luigi Speca for his great/
kindness during a period of trouble which was happily over. As ,
Luigt Speca had also signed the baptismal register in San Cip-~
riano I judged him to be both godfather and the doctor who
had attended Aldo’s birth — which, from the double entry,
must have been difficult, with Aldo nearly losing his life, and
perhaps our mother hers This would be the ‘time of trouble’
referred to in the letter. But why should Aldo mind? The letter
‘had moved me, but not as deeply as all that. I had expected
him to laugh, and even make some quip about having passed
for dead. Instead, the hard immobile face, the swift depar-
-ture.

> I did not rush the next morning to arrwve at the hbrary on
time, We should all be kept there until late, for in the after-
noon students and therr relatives were to be permitted to view
the new library premises, due to be officially opened after the
short Easter vacation. I breakfasted alone, my fellow-lodgers
having already left.

Just as I had finished the telephone rang. Signora Silvani
answered i1t, and came to tell me it was for me.

‘Someone of the name of Jacopo,’ she said. ‘He wouldn’t
give a message He said you would know who it was’

I went mnto the hall, my heart pounding. Something had
happened to Aldo. Something had happened because of Jast
night’s letter I lifted the receiver.

‘Yes?’ I said.

‘Signor Beo?’ )

Jacopo’s voice was steady, without anxiety. ‘I have a mess-
age for you from the Capitano,” he said “The plans for the
‘evening have been changed The Rector, Professor Butali, and
Signora Butali have returned from Rome.
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‘I understand,’ I said.

“The Capitano would like to see you here some time this
morning,’ he went on. )

“Thank you,” I replied, and before he rang off I said to hum
‘Jacopo . \

‘Signore?’

Is Aldo all right? Is anything worrying him?’

There was a second’s pause Then Jacopo said, ‘I think the
Capitano did not expect Professor Butali back so soon. They !
arrved late last night The Inggage was being taken 1n when he
passed the house on his return home just before eleven o’clock’

‘Thank you, Jacopo *

I hung up A letter written some forty years ago was now
the least of my brother’s problems. The sick man had got his
own way with the doctors and had returned, if not to take
active charge at least to be on hand for consultation

I heard Signora Silvani moving in the dining-room, and left
the house quickly before she could start a conversation I must
- somehow see Signora Butali before Aldo did. I must urge her
to use her nfluence to try to stop the Festival, how and with
what excuse God only knew.

1t was half-past nine After the Butalis® long journey yester-
day the signora would probably be at home this morning — .
ten o’clock might be a good moment to call I turned into the
via San Martino and started walking uphill to the via de1 Sogni
The sun was already hot, the sky cloudless The day promised
to be one of those I remembered well from childhood, when
the distant slopes and valleys shimmered 1n a blue haze of
heat and the city of Ruffano, set proudly on its two hills, dom-
inated the world below

I came to the gate set 1n the wall of our old garden, passed
through 1t to the front door of the house and rang the bell, The

doo: was opened by the girl I already knew, and she recognized
me too.

‘Is 1t possible to see the signora?’ I asked. -
The girl looked doubtful, and said something about the

signora being engaged — she and Professor Butali hi
ad oni
returned from Rome late last night, ¢

‘Tknow, I said, ‘but it 1s urgent,” ..
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She disappeared upstairs, and as I stood there waiting I
noticed that once more the atmosphere of the house had
changed. The dull vacuum of Monday mornmg was no more
She was home Not only were her gloves lying on the
table, a coat flung loosely on a chair, but an indefinable scent
clung to the hall, a remunder of her presence Only this time
she was not alone The house, instead of contaming her only,
and by so doing becoming the more mysterious, the more
tempting, so that anyone calling like myself on my first mis-
sion, and afterwards on the Sunday, was secretly disturbed and
furtively attracted — the house now held her husband too It
was his home, and he was master. That stick placed n its stand
was like a totem-pole to tell the world, The overcoat, the hat,
a suitcase still unpacked, parcels of books -~ there was a male
smell about the house that had not been before

The girl came runming down the stairs and I heard, 1n her
wake, the sound of voices, the sound of closing doors ‘The
signora will be down m a moment,” she said, if you would
please come mn here’

She showed me mto the room on the left, the study that had
been our dinmng-room Evidence of the husband’s presence
was here too A briefcase on the desk, more books, letters And
a famnt but distinctive odour of cigar, smoked last might on
arrival, not vet faded in the mornmg air

I must have waited there ten munutes or more, biting my
knuckles, before I heard her footsteps on the stairs Then panic
seized me. I did not know what I was gomg to say. She came
mto the room At sight of me her face, though ravaged, tired —
for she seemed 1n some way to have aged within four days -
but also expectant and alive, fell in disappomtment and sur-
prise .

‘Beo!” she exclaimed ‘I thought Anna said Aldo. . Then,
swiftly recovering, she crossed the room and gave me her
hand ‘You must forgive me,” she said, ‘I don't know what I'm
doing The silly girl said, “The signore who was here for dinner
on Sunday night,” and 1n my stupidity and rush . ’ She did
not bother to finish her sentence. I understood In her stupidity
and rush the signore who came to dinner on Sunday could
signify one man only. And 1t was not me.
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“There’s nothing to forgive, signora,’ I said. ‘I have to apolo-
gize to you I heard, through Jacopo, that you and.your
fhusband were home, that you arrved late last night, and I
would not dream of disturbing you so early and on your first |
mormng home if I didn’t think the matter was urgent ’

‘Urgent?’ she repeated.

The telephone rang 1n the music-room above She exclaimed
In annoyance, and was turning to leave the room with a mur-
mured, ‘Excuse me’, when we heard slow footsteps overhead
Then the ringing stopped and a male voice murmured indis-
tinctly , i

‘Exactly what I didn’t want to happen,” she said to me ‘If
my husband once -starts answering the telephone and talking
first to this one, then the other. ..." She broke off, stramning
her ears to listen, but the murmur was too faint ‘It’s no use,’
she said, shrugging. ‘He’s answered 1t, and there’s nothing 1
can do about 1t. N ~

1 was wreichedly aware of the trouble I was causing I coul
not have called at a worse time There were hollows under her _
_ eyes that told of fatigue and strain. They had not been there on
the Sunday nmight On Sunday night the world about her could
have died - . )

‘How 1s the Rector?’ I asked. -

She sighed ‘As well as he could be, under the circumstan-
ces,’ she said. ‘What happened earhier 1n the week was a great
shock to him But you know already. .’ She flushed, the
colour appearing on her naturally pale face like a sudden
stain ‘T believe 1t was you I spoke to on Tuesday mght,’ she
said ‘Aldo told me He telephoned me later ’

T have to apologize for that as well,’ I said, ‘I mean, for
hanging up. I did not want to embarrass you.’

She moved the letters on the desk, so that her back was
turned to me The gesture was one of withdrawal, a warning
that to probe would be unwelcome. My nussion became more
difficult than ever .
to‘tvlefl(lm W;'fe saymg,’ she said, ‘that you had something urgent

me?’ Even as she spoke, the voice overhead grew louder.

We could distinguish nothing, but prolonged discussion had
obviously begun. -
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‘Perhups T should go up,” she said, anxiously. ‘So much
seems to have gone wrong these last few days Profcessor Eha
*

‘So you've heard?' 1 ast ed

She gestured, her hands outspread, and began to pace guick-
ly up and down the room

‘The first telephone call this morning was to give my hus-
band an exaggerated account of something that happened on
Tuesday night,” she answered ‘Not from Professor Eba him-
self, or from Professor Rizzio, but from onc of the busy-
bodies 1n whom this place abounds, In any event, the damage
has been done My husband s greatly distressed Your brother
15 to come here later to explun things and to soothe him
down.

‘Signora,” T said, 4t 15 about Aldo that I've come to sce
you'

She stffened, and her face beecame a mask Only the eyes
betrayed awarcness ‘What about him?” <he asked.

‘The Festival,” T began *I've heard him speak to the students
about the Festival It's become as real to them as it has to him,
and therefore dangerous I think it should be cancelled”’

The anxicty behind her eves vanished, She brole into a
smile ‘But that is the whole idea,’” she said. ‘It is always the
same Your brother makes the story - whatever 1t is they act -
so vivid and so real that everybody taking part fecls himself a
character out of history I know we all did last year. And the
result was magmificent Anyone will tell you ”

‘T wasn’t here last year," I said *All I Know 1s that this year
will be different It won't take place in the ducal palace, for
one thing, but in the streets The students will be fighting 10 the
streets '

She looked at me, still smiling Her rchef that I had not
touched upon her relationship with Aldo was manifest

‘We went in procession n the streets last year as well’ she
told me, ‘or rather my husband did, as Pope Clement, with his
very hifelike entourage. I was with the ladies and gentlemen
of the Court, awaiting his arrival in the palace quadrangle |
promise you there will be nothing to fear, the police are
used to 1t, it will be most orderly ’
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‘How can an msurrection be orderly?’ I asked ‘How can
students, told to be armed with any sort of weapon, keep them-
selves in check?’ LT

She gestur“ed with her hands ‘They were armed l_ast year,
she repled, ‘and surely if any of the students get out of hand 1t
will be easy enough to stop them? Don’t think me unsym-
pathetic, Beo, but we have been running these Festivals in Ruf-
fano for the past three years. Or rather ‘my husband has,
with your brother to help him They know how to handle these
affairs’ y

It was useless My mission had been in vain Nothing I was
likely to say would convince her, unless I betrayed "Aldo
direct Told her what I had heard from his lips the night before
And this loyalty forbade

‘I find Aldo changed,’ I said, trying a different lne, ‘more
moody, cynical. He will switch from laughter and chaffing to
sudden silence’ ’ ,

“You had not seen hum for twenty-two years,’” she reminded ~
me ‘You must make allowances.’

‘Take last night,” I pursued, ‘take last night mn particular I
showed him an old letter of our father’s that I'd discovered by
accident i one of the library books A letter to Aldo’s god-
father, a doctor, I believe, saying what a fine fellow was his
son I thought Aldo would be amused. I read it to him He
didn’t say 2 word, but drove away ’ ’

Her patient, rather pitying smile was maddening ‘Perhaps
he was too much touched,’ she said, ‘and didn’t want you to
know it He was devoted to yom" father, wasn’t he, and your
father very proud of him? Or so I've always understood Yes,
I think I can understand why he forgot to say good night He
;na;{tseem cynical to you, Beo, but it’s on the surface only. In

eality N

She brok
gwving the lfe c‘:iof, fflzc:itllt;n t(s)uggszgg; l')]l.:;aal:mg tc1)1 the surface,
have looked, I thought (,m Sunda; o e must

) ) y nmight, in the music room
above, when Aldoreturned to her after bidding me good night
and the vespas spluttered and roared, encirchng the city anci
the masked students broke nto the women’s hostel to,faiie
their assault on Signorina Rizzio. ‘The wife of the leading

211



citizen had been profaned’ The question was, which one? I
had no doubt about the answer

‘I'm sorry,” I said, ‘I've taken up too much of your time
Please say nothing to Aldo about my visit when he sees you
But warn him to be carcful.’ )

‘Tl do that certaimnly,”’she replied, ‘and anyway my husband
will want to hear all the details of the Festival programme,
though he may not be well enough to attend humself Listen .

The conversation above had ceased. The footsteps moved

.across the floor to the door and on to the landing They began
to descend the stairs,

‘He’s coming down,” she sard quickly ‘He’s not supposed to
walk up and down the stairs’ She went swiftly to the door,
then turned ‘He doesn’t know who you are,” she said, the tell-
tale spot of colour n her cheeks, ‘I mean, your relationship
to Aldo I told himi someone had called on business, that I was
not sure who 1t was’

Her guilt communicated 1tself to me I followed her to the
door ‘I'll go,’ I said —

‘No,” she answered, ‘there 1sn’t time ’

We went into the hall The Rector was already half-way
down the stairs He was a man who might have been any age
between fifty-five and sity-five, broad-shouldered, of medum
height, grey-haired, with the fine eyes and regular features of
one who had been handsome in his youth and was so stil,
“though the grey texture of his skin gave proof of his recent
illness He had the air of authority and distinction of one who~
must immmediately command hking and respect, even affection
My guilt increased

“This 1s Signor Fabbio,’ said his wife as he paused at sight of
me. ‘He came with a miessage about the library, where he 15
working as assistant He was just going’

I realized that she was anxious for me to disappear I bowed.
The Rector mclined his head, wishing me good morning

‘Please don’t let me rush you away, Signor Fabbio,” he said
‘I should like to hear about the new library, if you can spare a
few minutes for me too ’ .

I bowed again, the instinctive courter manner taking hold
Signora Butali shook her head
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result that certain students rebelled, and so came this fatalty,
Was there much disturbance?’

He looked at me I did not know how best to answer him

“‘The various groups were lively,” I said ‘There seemed to be
much rivalry amongst them, especially between the C and E
students and the Arts and Education The sudden curfew
caused a lot of dissatisfaction There was talk of nothing else
in the canteen last night.’

‘Exactly,” said the Rector, ‘and the more high-spirited
amongst them were determined to send authority to blazes
1 should have done the same when 1 was a student myself." He
turned to his wife ‘It was Marell’’s boy who died,” he said
“You remember Marells, we stayed at one of his hotels a year
or two ago I don’t know much about the boy, a third-
year student, but Eha will tell me What a tragedy for the
parents. An only son.’

My throat was dry Whatever Signora Butali said in sym-
pathy I echoed huskily She was no longer so anxious for me
to go Perhaps my presence made some sort of a diversion for
her husband.

‘What time 1s the doctor coming?” he asked.

‘He said half past ten,” she answered ‘He might be here at
any moment now’

‘If the Commissioner of Police arrives first the doctor must
wait,” her husband said ‘See iIf you can reach him, dear, at his
home If he’s not at home he’ll probably be at the hospital,
and he can walk down from there It’s only two minutes
away’

She paused a moment before leaving the room, flashing me
a look of warning It could have meant that I was not to tire
him. It could have meant that I was not to talk of Aldo Alll
wanted was to leave the house before the Commissioner
arrived But first I would have my say.

“This accident, professor,’ I said, ‘will 1t mean a cancellation
of the Festival?’

He had taken up a small cigar and was busy lighting 1t. It
was a moment or two before he answered ‘Hardly that,’ he
satd ‘There are something like five thousand students 1 the
unversity of Ruffano, and to cancel one of their great days of
214
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the year because of a regrettable and unhappy accident to one
of them would verge on hysteria. It would not be a good thing
to do.’ He drew on hus cigar and frowned ‘No,> he repeated,
‘you can rest assured that we shan’t cancel the Festival. Why,
are you taking part?’ ,

The question took me by surprise. The gimlet eyes pierced .
me ‘T'm not sure,” I said. ‘Professor Donati might want me
for some munor role’ '

‘Good,’ he replied, ‘the more who take part the better. He
5 due here presently. I shall hear all about it His choice of
this year’s subject rather surprised me, but he 1s sure to handle
it superbly He always does Where are you from?’

‘Where am I from?’ I repeated

“Your home, your unwversity. I take 1t you are with us on a
temporary basis?’

‘Yes,’ I said, my throat tightening again ‘I come from Turm.
I needed a job to fill mn time. I have a degree 1n modern Jangu-
ages’ ]

‘Good And what do you think of our new Library?’

‘T've been very much impressed ’

‘And how long have you been working here?’ -

‘A week.

‘A week only?* He removed his cigar and stared. He looked
surpmsed; ‘Forgive me,” he said ‘I happened to hear the maid

-say to my wife that the gentleman who had been to dinner
on Sunday wanted to see her. I had not realized she had been
giving a large party for the members of the umwversity staff.’
forIt ;ﬁ:ligwgi.n‘@snte a 1s)mallcl pfa;rty,‘ I said ‘It was my good
Butals and oo gascicnlae ooks from the Iibrary for Signora

) nd enough to play for me. The invitation
to dinner came about after that ’ ‘

Tsee,’ he said.™ -
s The k8 et o iy
Why s beautifel wfe shouid (ot who suddenly wonders

ake 1t 1nto her head to play the

gxano to a stranger End then imvite him to dnner. It was evi-
ently not a usual thing for her to do .

:I&)’ou.are fond of music?’ he asked
assionately,’ I answered, hoping to assuage hus interest,
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‘Good,” he said agam Then, abraptly, he fircd another ques-
tion ‘How many were there at this party?”’ he ashed,

I felt myself trapped If I answered hialf-z dozen it vould be
a lie, casily detected later when he mught come to question her,
and the answer would trap her too,

You musunderstand me, profescor,” T <aid rapidly. "The
party was on the Sunday mornmng.”

*Then you didn’t come to dinner?*

‘I came to dinner too,” I sad, *I was brought by Profescor
Donatt”’

*Ah,’ he smd.

I began to sweat, There was nothng cle T could say He
could always question the maid, if not his vife.

It was a musical evenng,' I expluned ‘The idea in coming
was to hsten to Signora Butal playving. She played to us until
we left Ttwasa memorable evenmg’ .

‘Famsure it was,” he said

Somechow I must have made a gaffe Signora Butal, when
<he arrived at the hospital in Romce the following day. could
have told a very different story She could have =aid that she
had dmed alone on the Sunday mght, and then seized with
anviety about her husband, had left earhy the next morming
for Rome to be at hus bedside T did not know,

‘In Rome " he smd, following a hine of thought, ‘T became
very out of touch with hfe in Ruffano.’

*Yes,' I said, ‘that’'s understandable ’

‘Although,’ he continued, ‘well-meaning friends did ther
best to kecp me informed of everything that went on Some of
them perhaps not so well-meaning *

I smiled A forced smule The direct eyes were searching me
agan

"You say you have only been here a weekh?” he reiterated

‘A week today,’ I smid ‘That’s correct T arrived last Thurs-
day "

‘From Turin?®

‘No, from Rome ' I could feel the sweat beginming to break
out on my forchead

‘Had you been working in one of the hibraries in Rome?’

‘No professor I was passing through. It just happened that
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1 took 1t into my head to visit Ruffano. I needed 2 holiday.' .

My story, even to my OWn €ars, sounded false. It must have
sounded doubly false to hum. My nervousness was all too
obvions. For a moment he said nothing; his cars were cocked
1o the sound of Signora Butall’s voice on the telephone over-
head, just as ours had been to the sound of his some minutes
earher,

1 apologize, Signor Fabbio,’” he said, after the pause, ‘for
asking you such a string of questions. It’s only that while T was
in Rome I was bothered with anonymous telephone calls with
certam allusions to Professor Donati. I tried to have the calls
traced, but could only discover that they were made locally.
The strange thing was that the caller — who was a woman, for
I heard her whispering mstructions — did not speak to me direct
but through a third person, a man. It just occurred to me — and
forgive me if I am wrong ~ that you mught have been the man,
and could tell me something about these calls’

This time my look of profound astonishment must have
reassured hym. -

‘T know nothing about any calls, Professor,” I said. ‘I think
it 1s best to tell you at once that I am a travel agent. I work
with a firm in Genoa, and I was travelling for this firm with a
coach-party from Genoa to Naples;via Rome I certamnly made
no calls to you. I had never heard your name until after I
arnved 1n Ruffano.’

He put out his hand to me. ‘That’s enough,’ he said ‘Please
think no more of it. Put 1t right from your mind. And don’t
ment:on the matter to anyone, above all my wife The calls,
like anonymous letters, were unpleasant, but there have been
none now for more than a week.! i

The front-door bell sounded 1ts alarming peal ‘That will be
the pomn1i5310ner of Police,” he said, ‘or the doctor. I apologize
again, Signor Fabbio.’

‘Please, professor,’ I murmured
tolaﬁ:“x‘::g't lzlmctl) tﬁmed to the door 1 _cou]d hegr the girl going
the samc t:mee 1(3 and Signora Butali descendxqg the stairs at
the front.dus chg out mto the hall and etfaFefi mys'elf as
uorm madr opened. The sight of the Commissioner in l}ls

¢ me retreat still further towards the kitchen
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regions Signora Butals’s figure hid me from view as she showed
him into the study. Then she turned to say good-bye to me.
The girl who had opened the door still hovered within ear-
shot, T could not warn Signora Butal of the conversation that
had taken place between her husband and myself.

‘We shall be seeing you again, T hope,’ she said, reverting fo
the formal manner of a hostess speeding the departing guest,

‘I hope so too. signora,’ I rephed, and then her husband
called her into the room and she waved her hand at me and
vanished,

I walked down the paved path and into the street, where the
Commussioner’s car was waiting, a umformed police driver at
the wheel T turned left, so as not to pass him, and walked
rapidly downhill. It did not matter where I went as long as
put some distance between myself and the police car. T decided
to return to my room, stay there awlile, and then walk back
to mv brother’s house The news of Stefano Marelli’s death
had profoundly shocked me, but I was equally disturbed by
what the Rector had said about anonymous telephone calls

When I reached the via San Michele and started to walk to-
wards the Pensione Siivani I saw that a man was standing
before the door, talking to the signora. The figure, the bared_
head, the face in profile, were instantly recognizable It was the
police agent from Rome, the agent in plain clothes whom I
had seen in church on Tuesday.

I was opposite No 5§, and instin¢tively I ducked inside the
open door and climbed to the first floor. T knocked at the
door of Carla Raspa’s apartment. There was no answer. I
turned the handle and found 1t open. I went in, and closed the
door behind me

18

I thought the room was empty, but the sound of the closing
door disturbed someone n the bathroom A woman came
through wearing an apron, a floor-cloth in her hands She
stared at me suspiciously.
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- do vou want?’ she asked. [

‘fv::\te ar}; appointment with Signorma Raspa,’ I lied ‘She
told me she might be late and asked me to wait for her.”

“Very well, said the woman. “Thus room 1s ready, but I_
haven’t yet finished 1n the bathroom and kitchen. Make your-
self comfortable.’

She turned back to the bathroom and I heard the sound of
running water. I crossed to the window and looked down the
street to No. 24 The man was still there Signora Silvani, wax-
ing expansive, was downg most of the talking, and I could see
her gesturing. She must be talking about “me. She must be
telling the agent that I worked every 'day in the library, that I
would probably be there now, that I had been a guest under
her roof for a week exactly, that I was a stranger to Ruffano.
If he had explamed who he was and given proof of his identity,
surely he would demand to see my room? Surely he would go
upstairs and open the drawers, search the cupboards and my
suitcase? He would find nothing of any use to him. I carried
my papers on me. But so far Signora Silvani had made.no
attempt to ask the man mside. They were still talking. Then
the cleaning woman came back into the room and I drew
away from the window. ) T

~ ‘Would you like some coffee?’ she asked.

‘Please don’t trouble yourself,’ I answered.’

‘No trouble,’ she sard “The signorina would wish 1t *

There was something familiar in the woman’s face. She was
young and not ill-looking, but with dishevelled hair suggesting
an‘abortxve attempt to copy some film-star on a cinema poster.

P've seen you before, haven’t I?’ she asked

.‘I was thinking the same,” I replied, ‘but Ruffano 1s not a
big city Perhaps 1t was 1n the street.’ '

‘Perhaps,’ she said, with a smile and a shrug
tl]fh](:) t:,:sgtl utlég the klltlchen and I returned to the window. In
hotse or furth rgan ad disappeared, but whether into the
I stationed o stlf (t))wn the street there was no way of telling.

yself by the window, and picking up a magazine

flicked the pages 1dly, kee
» Keepimng the house 1n view. In a m
the woman returned with the coffee, Omeﬂfi

‘Her ¢
€ You are, signore,” she said, ‘and I’ve remembered
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where 1t was I saw you You were watching the crowd, near
the Ognissanti You ashed me what it was about and why the
pohice car was there T had my baby in my arms, she was cry-
mng. Remember?’

I did. Ruffano was small indeed. There was no escape

‘You're right,” I sard ‘I do remember now. Two people
were getting into the car.’

‘The Ghigis,” she said, ‘and it was just as I told you, they had
to identify poor Marta Zampiny’s clothes The police took them
all the way to Rome — just imagine driving all that distance 1n
a police car! If it hadn’t been for such a wretched cause they
would have enjoyed it. Nesther of them had visited Rome be-
fore in their hves. And then the body was brought back and
they buried her yesterday. What a crime, though' All for ten
thousand hire The wretch who did 1t still refuses to confess.
The theft, yes, he acknowledges, according to what my hus-
band read out to me from the paper, but not the murder. I
suppose he hopes to save his skin by lying.’

‘Probably,’ I said I drank the coffee, one eye still on the
pensione further up the street.

‘They’ll force him to confess,’ she added. ‘The police have
their methods; we all know that * She stood watching me drink
the coffee, conversation making an interlude 1n the morning’s
work

‘Did you know the murdered woman?’ I asked

‘Know Marta Zampim?’ she repeated ‘Everyone who Jived
near the Ogmissant! knew Marta She and Maria Ghigi used to
work for Professor Donati’s father in the old days. You know
Professor Donati of the Arts Council?’

“Yes, I know him’ ~

‘They were saying yesterday that st was he who arranged
for the police to bring back the body, and he paid for the
burial He’s a wonderful man, he’s done so much for Ruffano,
ke hus father before him If old Marta had continued to work
for him she would have been alive today *

‘Why did she leave?’

The woman shrugged ‘Too much of this® She made a ges-
ture of drinking ‘She had gone to pieces during the past few
months, so the Ghigis said Always brooding. No one knows
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what she had to brood avout, they took good care of her
Maria Ghugt said she was never the same after the war, when
her Iife with the Donati fanuly broke up. She mussed the little '
boy She was forever talking about the lttle boy, the pro-.
_ fessor’s brother, who disappeared with the German troops
Well, that's Iife, 1sn’t 1t? There’s always something to go ‘wrong '

I finished my coffee and pushed away the tray. ‘Thank you,’
Isaid :

‘Let’s hope.Signormna Raspa won’t be long,’ she said, and
then with a sly, long glance at me she added, ‘She’s handsome
1sn't she?’

‘Very handsome,” I agreed

‘The signorma has many admurers,” she said ‘I know, be-
cause I often have to clear up after they have been to dinner.’

Ismiled, but did not comment

‘Ah, well,” she said, ‘I must be going. I have to do my own
shopping before my husband comes home for his midday meal
Luckily my mother looks after the baby while I’'m here work-
ing for the signorina’

There was still no sign of life from No 24. The agent would
have had time to search my room and come downstairs again
Perhaps he was having coffee too, with Signora Silvam I pre-
tended interest m the magazine Some five minutes later the
woman returned from the kitchen She had put a cardigan
over her dress and was carrying a string bag g

‘Well, I’'m off,” she said ‘I hope you spend a pleasant day
with the signorna ’ )

‘Thank you,’ I said

She wished me good morming and went out of the apart-
ment I heard her go downstairs and watched her walk up the
via San Michele. I stayed there, my eyes fixed on No 24, but
10 one entered or came out. The agent must have gone He
must have gone some while ago, when the cleaning woman
first came 1n and suggested coffee Now he could be anywhere,
up ?.t the umversity, perhaps, making imnquirtes at the Regis-
;rar s office or the library Because of this the hbréry was now
lt?fl’;r:)itt(:h me The Silvani pensione too. There was no refuge
) _the apartment 1n which I sat, and my brother’s house
in the via de: Sogni And if I left the apartment and walked up
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the hill to Aldo’s house T might meet the agent on the way. He
could cven be watching for me to return to the Silvani pen-
sione

I pulled out a packet of cigarettes and began to smoke 1
thought about the student Marelli breaking his neck at the
bottom of the theatre steps. It was on those same steps that I
had met the frightened boy on Friday of last week. Obviously
he had been a student too There had been no curfew then, but
Aldo’s sentries must have questtoned him, as part of therr
fantastic, medieval game This time the game had ended m
a student’s death Were the scales of heavenly justice finally
balanced? Could the game now end?

Aldo, 1in lus capacity as Director of the Arts Council of
Ruffano, was a member of the unmiversity board He would thus
attend the meeting called by the Rector for later in the day.
Like everyone else, he would accept the reason which had been
given for Marelli’s death ~ that the student, taking fright, had
run from a patrol — but in his heart he must surely acknow-
ledge the truc cause.

1 looked at my watch It was twenty-five minutes past eleven.
I began to walk up and down the room I looked out of the
window All was stil]l quiet at No. 24, When Carla Raspa re-
turned, what would be my excuse for being there? T had not
seen her since the Tuesday night when I had, so ungallantly and
deliberately, walked out on her It was a strange moment to
apologize,

T went through into the bathroom. Jars and bottles were on
the shelves, and a dressing-gown had been flung on a stool A
nightgown, hastly rinsed through, hung Iimply on a hanger
above the bath The bidet was full of soapy water in which a
pile of stockings had been left to soak The_sight made me
stck T went back into the kitchen, retching The disorder, the
mntimacy, reminded me of hotel bedrooms Jong ago, 1n Frank-
furt and other cities, when side by side with my mother’s
underwear, stmilarly washed and rinsed, would be male socks
and handkerchiefs, toothbrushes and hair-lotion, Streaky hairs
would be lying in the bath As a boy of eleven, or twelve, my
stomach had heaved. The stench of lust pursued me across
Germany to Turin. 1t followed me still,
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I went and sat by the open window once agam and It an-.
other cigarette I wondered what woman was 1t who, ispired
by jealousy, had put through the anonymous telephone calls
to the Rector 1n his hospital bed 1n Rome A discarded mustress
of my brother’s, perhaps, or someone who had aspired to that
posttion and failed The woman, whoever she was, must have
guessed the relationship between Aldo and the Rector’s wife.
The calls rught have ceased, but Aldo must be warned before
he himself spoke to the Rector I mught telephone Jacopo ask-
mg him to tell Aldo, as soon as he returned home, to put
through a call to me here 1n Carla Raspa’s apartment

I fingered through the directory and found the number I
asked for it and waited There was no answer Jacopo was
_either out or 1n his own domain I put down the telephone and
went again to the window A bunch of students was coming up
the street, shouting and whustling, dressed for a masquerade in
their coloured hats donned for the occasion, one of them carry-
g a bag on a stick which he thrust mnto the faces of passers-by.

‘Help the poor scholars’ fund,” he called out ‘Contributions
welcome, however small. Every cent given will help some poor
scholar to complete his education Thank you, signore, thank'
you, signorina.’ ’

A man, shrugging, put something 1n the bag A girl, pursued
with hoots and whustles, did likewise, and laughingly escaped
The students spread out fan-wise across the street A car com-
g downhill was stopped and the bag was poked through the
window The student bowed his thanks, flourishing his
medieval hat -

‘Thank you, signore, long life to you, signore ’

They continued up the street, still singing, shouting, and
turned in the direction of the piazza della Vita The campanile
beside the Duomo sounded twelve, echoed, before the last
strokes finished, by the bells from San Cipriano Noon sounded
from every quarter of Ruffano, and I thought how mn centuries
gone by a fugitive like myself sought sanctuary within a church
by the high altar I wondered, if I did the same today, whether
I should find protection, or whether the sacristan 1n San

Cipriano would look at me aghast and straightway run blab-
bing to the police. )
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Then I heard footsteps coming up the stairs The door
opened It was Carla Raspa She stared at me, dumbfounded

‘I was just deciding,” I said truthfully, ‘whether t6.remain
here 1n your apartment or seek sanctuary in church’

‘It depends on your crime,” she said, closing the door behind
her ‘Perhaps you should confess 1t first ’ i

She laid her bag and a parcel of books on the table Then she
looked me up and down. ‘You’re about thirty-six hours late
for our appointment,’ she said ‘I don’t mind waiting one hour
for a date, or possibly two, but after that I prefer to find a
substitute’

She reached in her bag for cigarettes and it one Then she
passed nto the kitchen and returned with a bottle of Cinzano
and two glasses on a tray. ‘I suppose,’ she said, ‘the reason youn
ratted was that you funked the issue. It’s happened before to
bigger boys than you I've usually managed to overcome it,
though There are ways and means ’ She poured the Cinzano
into the glass ‘Courage!’ she said ‘You never know how good
a thing can be until you try it’

She hfted her glass to me and smuled I had never known
anyone more magnanimous I took the other glass As I drank
the Cinzano I came to a decision )

‘I’'m not here to apologize for Tuesday night,’ I said, ‘or to
make good a reputation lost I’'m here because I believe the
police are tailing me’

*The police?’ she echoed, setting down her glass. ‘Then you
have committed a crime - or are you joking?’

‘T’'ve comnutted no crime,’ I said ‘I happened to be on the
site of a murder ten days ago, and I suspect the police want to
question me’

She saw from my face that I was not joking She handed
me one of her cigarettes. “You don’t mean the murder of that
old woman in Rome?’ she asked .

‘T do,” T answered ‘I gave her ten thousand life the night
she was killed My reason for doing so doesn’t matter Next
morning I learnt that she had been murdered No need to tell
you I didn’t do that, but I gave her the money within minutes,
possibly, of the crime Clearly, therefore, I'm someone the
pohce would be interested in*
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‘Why?’ she asked. “They’'ve caught the man, haven’t they?
It was reported in the newspapers ’

‘They've caught hum, yes,” I told her ‘He admuts the theft of
the ten thousand Iire but demies the murder ’

She shrugged her shoulders ‘So would I, she said. ‘That’s
up to the police Why should you worry?’ :

I saw that I must explain further I told her about the Eng-
hish tourists and how I had taken them to the police, but had
said nothing about my gift of money, and had left for Ruffano
the next day.

‘Why did you do that?’ she asked.

‘Because I recognized the woman,’ I said, ‘and to be doubly
sure I came to Ruffano to find out”’ - .

She finished her drink, and seeing that I had finished mine
poured me another Her manner was still casual, but more
guarded than before ‘I read in the paper that the woman came.

- from Ruffano,” she said ‘How was 1t you happened to know

N

her?’
‘I was born here,’ I said. ‘I hved mn Ruffano until I was eleven

“years old’

She shot a look at me across the table, then refilling her glass
moved to the divan, propping the cushions behind her back
“You've been living quite a lie here for the past week, haven’t

" you?’ she said

“You might call 1t that’ - )

‘And now the lie 1s catching up with you?’ ‘

‘Not so much the lie as my omussion to tell the truth to the
police in Rome,’ I said, ‘and the fact that I believe one of their
plam-clothes agents recognized me at Marta’s burial service on
Tuesday He could hardly have regarded it as a comcidence.
An hour ago this same agent was making inquiries at No. 24.
I saw lum from across the street and came 1 here.’

She lay back against the cushions blowing smoke-rings in the
arr ‘Coimncidence or not,” she said, ‘he would certainly think 1t
suspicious But if they’ve caught therr man mn Rome what are
they doing here bothering about you?’

‘T've already told you,” I said ‘The man denies he did 1.
It could be that they believe him, and the search for the mur-

4
derer goes on ,

= T—FO¥—H N 225



She considered 2 moment, then looked across at me ‘It
could be that I believe him too,” she sard

T shrugged my shoulders and moved towards the door, ‘In
that case,” I said, ‘T may as well clear out You can report me
to the police over the telephone ’

At that moment the telephone rang T felt 1t must be fate —
the game was finished She held up her hand to me to stay,
then Iifted the recetver ‘Yes,’ she answered, ‘yes, Gruseppe .
Lunch?’ She paused, looked at me, shaking her head ‘No, it’s
impossible, I’'ve people coming A student and her mother, due
any minute now I didn’t know last might — they only tcle-
phoned this morning 1 don’t know, Gruseppe, 1 can’t make
plans . . If it’s possible I'll telephone you this afternoon at
the library So long’ She hung up, smuhing ‘That’s settled him
for a few hours,” she said. ‘You're mn luck he telephoned and
didn’t walk right in We had a tentative engagement for lunch
which, as you see and I hope appreciate, I've turned down
for you. Oh, don’t worry We won't go out I'l make an
omelette” She swung her legs down from the divan and
smoothed her hair.

“Then you don’t think I'm a murderer?’ I asked her.

‘No,’ she said ‘Frankly, 1 doubt if you'd have the nerve to
kill a wasp, let alone a woman.’

She went nto the kitchen and T followed her She started
domng things with pans at the stove and moving dishes from the
rack I sat down on one of the chairs and watched her My
confession had acted like a purge Our relationship secemed
suddenly casier

‘T suppose you want me to get you out of Ruffano?’ she
asked. ‘It shouldn’t be difficult I can borrow the car again’

‘Not out of Ruffano,’ I told her, ‘just up the hill to a house 1n
the via de1 Sogni.?

Then you have a friecnd who knows all about you?*

‘Yes,' I said )

She hummed undcr her breath as she broke eggs into a basin
and forked them briskly ‘Do you mund telling me who it is?’
she asked

I hesitated I had already commutted my immediate fortunes
to her hands, and I saw no reason to commit my brother.
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“You don’t have to tell me — I've already guessed,’ she said
“You forget, Ruffano 1s a small city My daily cleaner lives
near-the Ognissant;, and I heard all about the murdered
woman from her days ago Old Marta hved for years with the
Donati family, and looked after Aldo Donati when he was a
boy Did you visit his home when you were a child, and 1s that
why you remembered her?’

Her guess was ingenious It was also not quite the truth, but
it served my purpose -

‘As a matter of fact, yes,’ I answered her

The smoke was rising from the pan and she poured in the
eggs ‘So you went and told your story to Donat1?’ she said
‘And instead of advising you to scamper he suggested you
stayed put?’

‘That’s about 1t ’

+ “Was this last Sunday?’

‘Yes,’ Isaid . .

“Then 1t was you who was with Donati all Sunday afternoon
and evening?’ )

‘Yes,” I said again

The omelette was done She shd 1t on to the dish and brought
it to the table )

‘Eat 1t while 1t’s hot,” she said, drawing 1n a chair for herself

I dd as she told me, wondering what she would ask me next
She said nothing while we ate, rising from the table merely to
fetch a bowl of salad and a bottle' of wine Her smile was
emigmatic I grew curious

‘Why are you smiling?’ I asked

/The truth has dawned on me, she said. ‘I should have
guessed before, when your noble friend didn’t take the trouble
to answer my letter He’s not interested in women A playmate
from the past has more allure. Especially a baby-face like
you.’ -

This was a curious conjecture which no one would apprect-
ate more than Aldo I wondered whether to demur or let it go

‘Ah well,” she said, “life 1s full of shocks I'd never have be-
lieved 1t, though, of hum. It only goes to show how wrong one
can be Still, it’s a challenge These escapades can pall’ She
forked her salad th\oughtfully, and stared beyond me ‘There’s
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been some curious falk amongst the students,’ she mused.
‘Those rehearsals at the ducal palace behind closed doors —
they could have been a cover for something else If they were,
Donati had me fooled on Saturday I'd have followed him to -
the grave’

Still T said nothing To comment erther way might prove
disastrous

‘Dtd you know a student broke his neck last night?’ she asked

‘T heard a rumour ’ _

‘It’s not official yet, but it soon will be Defied the curfew,
and ran from the patrols At least, that’s the story. ACand E
lad 1n his third year One wonders what their crowd will make
of 1t It may be the final straw ’

She got up from the table once more and returned with fruit
She chose a pear and beganto munch it, holding 1t unskinned
between her hands, the juice runming down her chin

‘What do you mean, the final straw?’ I asked

‘The breaking-point between their crowd and ours,’ she said
‘If so, God help us all tomorrow when Donati gets his per-
formers into the streets That concession of his to invite the
C and E students to take part in the Festival won’t concihate
the nival factions, as he believes — 1t will have the opposite
effect * She laughed, and sucking the pear-core dry threw the
remains mto the refuse pail below the smk. ‘Your Arts
Director wasn’t going to arm his women,” she said, ‘but I can

-tell you this Most of the girls I've lectured to the last few days
are determined not to muss ‘the battle, and if the C and E
crowd attack their boy-friends we’ll see all hell let loose I pity
the police.’ -

She rose and stood by the stove, warming the coffee ‘Any-
way,” she said, ‘they’ll be too busy to look for you You’ll be
safe and snug in Aldo Donatr’s hide-out What'’s his house like?
Monkish or affiuent? Deep-carpeted or bare?’

‘If you borrow that car and drive me there you might get a
chance to see,” I told her -

No sooner spoken than regretted Aldo would have enough
to contend with without adding Carla Raspa to the number. Yet
I saw no way of getting to the via der Sogm without her help.

‘That’s true,” she answered smiling ‘If I deliver his little play-
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mate to him in person the least the Professor can do 1s to in-
vite me sn >’

The telephone rang again She went through to the living-
room to answer 1t I stood and Iistened Like every fugitive, I
expected any telephone call to refer to me.

‘No, no, I'm still warting for them’, she said impatiently,
shaking her head ‘Something must have held them up, you
know what the crowds are Iike already in the streets.

She held her hand over the mouthpiece and whispered across
the room at me, ‘Guseppe agamn He thinks I’'m expecting
guests,” She uncovered the mouthpiece “You have a meeting.
At a quarter to two. I understand At the Rector’s house Is he
back?’ She looked at me, excited ‘About the accident, natur-
ally I wonder what he’ll have to say Tell, me, will Professor
Donati be there? I see .. Well, you’d better telephone me
here when 1t’s over So long.” She came back into the kitchen,
smiling ‘Butali’s back,’ she said ‘He’s called a meeting of the
university Council for a quarter to two When he finds out
what’s been happening this past week he’ll have another
thrombosts.’

She went over to the stove and returned with the coffee. I
looked at my watch It was just after one I crossed the room
and glanced out of the window The car we had borrowed on
the Tuesday evening was parked below

‘Guuseppe didn’t know whether Donati was to be at this
meeting or not,” said Carla Raspa ‘I see no point 1n dropping
you at hus house 1f we can’t do it in style with the host there.’

‘To hell with style,” I said. ‘The important thing is to get
me there Then your responsibility ends.’

‘Ah, but I don’t want it to end,’ she said

There was sound of movement from the apartment over-
head Heavy footsteps shook the ceihng.

‘My neighbour with the car,’ said Carla Raspa. She went to
the door and out on to the landing Half-way up the stairs she
shouted, ‘Walter?’ The neighbour shouted back.

‘Can I borrow the car for half-an-hour?’ she called. ‘T've
an mmportant errand that can’t be managed on foot ’

The neighbour overhead called something in return that I
couldn’t catch.
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‘Oh, yes,’” she cried, ‘you shall have it back by half past two.

She returned to the room, smiling ‘He’s very obhgmg, she
told me, ‘but naturally I keep him that way See how it pays
Let’s drink our coffee and we’ll be of We may catch your
llustrious boy-fnend\at his lunch ’ —

‘Shall I telephone him first?’ I suggested

She hesitated, then shook her head ‘No,” she said firmly, ‘he
might put you off. I'm not going to lose my one and only
opportunity of setting foot 1n his house ’

There was nothung for it but to acquiesce My hope was
that my brother would not be there, and that Jacopo would
admit me We drank our coffee and she went into the bath-
room When she came back the whiff of scent was stronger,
the mascara on her lashes deeper

‘War-paint,” she said briefly. ‘Not that I have much hope,
but you never know ’

I looked out of the window and into the street There was
no one about N

‘Come on, I'm ready,’ I told her.

I followed her downstairs and out of the house I opened the
door of the car for her and she settled herself 1n the driving-
seat

‘T’ll be chauffeur,” she said, ‘and you can sit well back. If
the streets are lined with police and agents in plain clothes
they won’t look at you with me at the wheel ’

Her good humour was infectious I felt hike laughing for the
first time that day She started the car and we headed for the
via der Sogni Qur progress was erratic, her driving unprofes-
sional but fast Twice we nearly hit pedestrians endeavouring
to cross street corners

‘Watch out,’ I said, ‘or the police will want you too’

She took the long way round by the via delle Mura, so as
to avoid comung imto the via der Sogni near to the Rector’s
house There was no Alfa-Romeo outside the entrance to No
2, and I breathed a sigh of rehef My companion got out and
looked about her I glanced at my watch It was nearly half
past one.

‘Lead the way,’ she said, ‘and don’t think you can throw me
off I’'m here to stay’
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We passed together through the entrance. 1 rang the bell of
Aldo’s front door, praying that Jacopo would answer it him-
sclf He did. But he looked embarrassed when he saw me, and
more so when he realized that I was not alone.

“The Professor isn’t at home,” he said promptly.

‘It doesn’t matter,” I told him. ‘I'll come in and wait This
fady 1s Signorina Raspa I've promused her I would show her
the portrait in the lhving-room - the signorina 1s interested n
pictures.’

Jacopo looked more uncomfortable than ever ‘Professor
Donati alrcady has one visitor waiting for him,” he began, but
Carla Raspa, determined not to be outdone, brushed past him
smiling gaily

“Then that makes three of us,’ she said

I followed her to the door of the living-room, trymg to
prevent her entry. It was too late. She had already opened the
door. A-woman was sitting on the settee who, as she saw us,
half rose 1n protest, then, seeing we were upon her, stood silent,
saying nothing ‘

It was Signora Butali -

19
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I don't know which of the two women looked the more sur-
prised, or indeed discomfited The onus was on me.

‘T beg your pardon, signora,’ I said. ‘Professor Donat: asked
me to call, and I'm afraid I'm before my time. May I present
Signorina Raspa, who was kind enough to bring me?’

The frigid smile hovered for an instant on her face and
vrfmshed The eyes were distant, looking beyond us to Jacopo
with a mute reproach. ‘Good afternoon, signorina,’ she said.

Carla Raspa, being the less embarrassed, recovered the
quicker. She advanced with a ceftan brash assurance, holding

_ out her hand. ‘We've never met, signora,’ she said, ‘but then,
why should we? Although we share the university life we lhive
n different worlds I am a humble member of the Arts faculty,
and spend most of my time conducting parties of students
round the ducal palace Ihope the Rector 1s better?’
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‘Thank you,” replied Signora Butali, ‘he is better but stull
very tired, We only arrived late last night ’

‘To find all Ruffano 1n an uproar and the sudden death of
a student the chimax,” said Carla Raspa ‘What a home-
coming! I'm very sorry for you both’

" Her plunge nto the burmng topic of the hour was 1ll-timed
Signora Butah stiffened ‘The accident was tragic indeed,’ she
said ‘I know nothing of any uproar, nor-does my husband’

Carla Raspa turned to me with a smile ‘Professor and
Signora Butal are lucky,’ she observed “You and I were wit-
nesses to one riotous event at least But perhaps they will dis-
cuss it at the meeting * She turned again to the Rector’s lady
‘The hibrarian, Signor Fossi, 1s a good friend of mine,” she ex-
plained ‘He told me they were meeting at your house at a
quarter to two’ ’

The signora bowed. Comment must have seemed to her un-
necessary An awkward silence followed Jacopo, who had
lingered by the door, now disappeared, leaving the imtiative
to me I looked at my watch

‘Don’t forget > I reminded Carla Raspa, ‘your nelghbour
needs his car’

‘It’s early yet,” she said ‘I promised I'd have it back by
half past two What a charmung room!’ She advanced further
and looked about her, sizing up the décor and the furniture
with a rapacious eye. She wandered to the portrait of my
father hanging on the wall ‘I suppose that’s Donati the
elder?’ she remarked ‘Not so handsome as his son, and lacking
the Professor’s devastating charm These things must all have
come from his old home Wasn’t it the house where you hve
now, signora?’

She flashed a look at Signora Butali, who, resembhng more
than ever the gentlewoman 1n the ducal palace portrait, bowed
yet again with Florentine hauteur.

‘That 1s true,” she answéred ‘We are very fortunate in our
surroundings ’

‘I wonder if Professor Donati grudges it?’ smuled Carla
Raspa

‘He has never said so,’ came the reply

The atmosphere, chilly, threatened to become glac1a1 The
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signora, who had been first 1n the room and was the older of
the ladies, continued to stand But my companion ignored
protocol and perched herself on the side of the settee

‘If he did, he’d put 1t deviously,” she said, ighting a cigarette
and oﬁermé one to Signora Butali, ' who shook her head ‘But
he’d charm the house out of you in the end by magic means.
He has hypnotic eyes. Don’t you agree, Armino?’

The smule she gave me was deliberate, the puff of smoke
provocative Remembering what she imagined to be the rela-
tionship between Aldo and myself, doubtless she found the
present situation intriguing, even enjoyable

‘His eyes are dark,” I said ‘I don’t know about hypnotic”’

‘His actors find them so, both male and female,” she con- -
tinued, one eye on Signora Butalh ‘They’re dedicated, every
one I suppose, ke the rest of us humble members of the
umversity staff, they hope that he will take notice of each of
them individually’

There was another pause, then, turning to the Rector’s wife,
she said, ‘You're not taking part this year, signora — such a pity.
You made a beautiful Duchess of Ruffano last Festival under
Professor Donati’s superb direction’

Acknowledgement came from the signora, but no more. I
felt the expression of agreeable attention alrecady on my
features become fixed.

‘The rehearsals this year have been so secret,” pursued Carla
Raspa, now mistress of the scene. ‘Conferences behind locked
doors to all hours of the night No women taking part Admis-
sion by ticket only to the open meetings, to which I was lucky
enough to obtain two tickets from the Dircctor himself, and
took Armuno. It was a revelation, Ican tell you. But then
you must have attended one or two of the rehearsals, surely?’

Signora Butali, assured 1n her own house when she played
hostess, looked vulnerable under this roof that was not hers
Even her stance, her hands clasped in front of her, holding
neither gloves nor bag ~ she must have hurried up here on an
impulse to waylay my brother before he saw her husband -
Se?med one of evasion, even of self-defence.

Pm afraid not,’ she said, “it wasn’t possible I’ve spent so
much of my time just latterly in Rome ’
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I saw her furtively consult her watch in a downward glance,
easy enough becatise of her clasped hands, and then with
mournful eyes she looked at me, the message one of entreaty
There was nothing I could do. The only hope was for Aldo to
return and himself take charge I had no authority to turn
Carla Raspa out of the house, nor had Signora Butali The
interloper, conscious of her power and caring not a jot for her
intrusion nto what was very obviously a private visit, inter-
cepted the signora’s glance and misinterpreted it as being hos-
tile to me

‘Professor Donatt must have been held up,” she said ‘It
doesn’t really matter to Armino, he can wait here for the rest
of the afternoon if he feels inclined Can’t you, Armino?’

‘I’m at his disposal,’ I said shortly.

‘Such a pleasant corner of Ruffano this,” Carla Raspa went
on, lighting yet another, cigarette from the butt of the first
‘No traffic, no endless parading students, no peering neigh-
bours to gossip about who goes out or who comes 1n Your
house 1s only just down the street, signora?’

“Yes’

‘Convenient for Professor Donati when he wants to consuit
the Rector about anything But of course, as you sard, you’ve
been so much 1n Rome’

The inflection 1 Carla Raspa’s voice was now irontc One
allusion more to Aldo’s proximity as neighbour to No 8, and
she might overstep into the realm of direct insult If she did, I
wondered whether Signora Butali would counter with a crush-
1ng retort or offer the other cheek

‘Luckily for your music pupils you were able to return to
Ruffano at the week-ends,’ the voice continued ‘One or two of
them attend my lectures, and they spoke of you most grate-
fully I don’t think many of them had to muss a single lesson
through your absence ’ -

‘Signora Butalt puts the interests of everybody else before
her own,” I commented ‘She even found a moment to play to
me Jast week ’

The nterruption did no good Indeed, 1t whetted Carla
Raspa’s appetite

‘The psychologists tell us that piano-playing 1s therapeutic,’
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she observed, ‘allowing full reign to the emotions Do you
agree, signora?’

The muscles of the vichm’s face tautened ‘It helps one to
relax,’ she answered

‘It wouldn’t work for me,” sighed Carla, ‘though I can see
the pomnt of a duet There’d be stimulation there Have you
tried duets, signora?’

This ttme the intonation was unmstakable Had it been last
Sunday might and the three of us, Aldo, Signora Butali and
myself, at the dinner-table under candle-light, a remark like
this would have been accepted as a challenge 1n the sex-play
we were all engaged in The signora would have smiled, parry-
g the question with another equally light-hearted Not so
today. This was a thrust, seeking to probe her weak defences

‘No, signorina,’ she replied ‘I leave that sort of thing to chil-
dren My pupils study for diplomas, to"equip themselves as
teachers’

Carla smiled. She was, I felt, gathering her forces for the
kit It was time for me to mtervene But before I could do so
the slam of the front door signalled an arrival. There was a hur-
ried murmur from Jacopo in the hall, an expostulation — my
brother’s -~ then an omnous stlence Signora Butali turned pale
Carla Raspa mtuitively extinguished her cigarette The door
opened and Aldo came into the room. )

‘I’m‘extremely honoured,’ he satd, the inflection in his voice
warning his visitors that he had expected none of them. ‘I
hope Jacopo has been looking after you, or have you all already
lunched?” He did not wait for a reply, but crossed the room
and kissed the signora’s hand ‘Signora,’ he said, ‘I was just on
my way to your house, and seeing a car here outside which I
did not recognize looked 1n to 1nvestigate >

‘The car 1s mune,” announced Carla Raspa, ‘or rather, bor-
rowed for the occasion. Armino lunched with me, and I
dropped him here *

‘How thoughtful of you, signorina,’ replied Aldo ‘The hills
of Ruffano must be hard on a courer’s legs ’ He turned to the
Rector’s wife with a manner equally detached ‘What can I

do for you, signora?’ he asked ‘The meeting called by the
Rector hasn’t been cancelled, has it?’ .
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The long wairt, and the conversation that succeeded i, -
seemed to have dramned Signora Butali of energy, of resource
It occurred to me that she had been unable to reach Aldo by
telephone since her arrival home, unless it had been in her
husband’s presence, and that this was, n fact, their first en-
counter since they last saw one another on Sunday night. Her
eyes scarched his to convey a message The anguish was very
evident

‘No,” she said, it has not been cancelled’ She struggled
bravely to find words that could not be turned by the listening
Carla Raspa into food for gossip through the umiversity. ‘I
merely wished to consult you, Professor, on a small matter.
It’s really of no importance Some other time, perhaps.,’ ~

The hie was pitful Had the matter been so small she would
never have waited for him so long Aldo looked at me He must
have wondered why I had not gone discreetly, taking my com-
panion with me, the instant I knew Signora Butah was under
his roof

‘You'll excuse us, signorina, I feel sure,” he said, looking
past me to the cause of all the embarrassment ‘Liqueurs, Beo,
cigarettes, see to it, will you? Signora, I'm so sorry .. Would
you come this way?’

He gestured to the hall and the dining-room beyond Signora
Butali passed through, and Aldo closed the door behind him 1
went to the tray of drinks and poured Carla Raspa a hqueur
which she did not deserve

‘You behaved disgracefully,” I told her. ‘*You'll never recerve
an mmvitation to the Butalis’ now’

She downed her liqueur and held out the glass for more.
‘What did Donati call you?’ she asked, her eyes curious

‘Beo,’ I said, ‘short for II Beato, the blessed ’

The eyes grew wider still ‘How touching,” she murmured.
Then motioning towards the dimng-room, where supposedly
they had gone, she added, ‘Does the noble lady know?’

‘Know what?’ I asked

‘About you and Donat1?’

The devil entered me Things had reached such a pass that
I did not care °‘Oh, yes,’ I said, ‘we're quite open about it. But
only to her’ -
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“You amaze me,” said Carla Raspa She was so excited that
she got up, spiling her drink. I mopped 1t up with my handker-
chief. ‘But she’s mad about him,” she exclaimed, ‘a child could
see 1t It shrieks to the heavens Doesn’t she mind?’

“‘No,’ I said. ‘Why should she?’

‘A woman like that? Avid to be the one and only? My dear
Armino' Unless .. A world of possibilities filled her mund,
Images floated betore her. ‘Livia Butal, Donati, and you It
isn't possible

Her mind reeled I tock away her glass and put 1t on the tray.

‘Now will you go?’ I pleaded

‘No,’ she sa.d, ‘not after that piece of information Donatt
will have to kick me out Where have they gone, mto his bed-
room?’ -

I looked at my watch ‘Hardly,” I said ‘It’s ten to two now.
He's five minutes Jate at the Rector’s meeting ’

‘You’ll be teling me 1n a minute that the Rector’s 1n this
too,” she said.

I shrugged. ‘He may be, for all I know,’ I answered.

Voices came from the hall and passed to the entrance out-
side. Then after a moment or two Aldo came back into the
room.

‘Who’s next?’ he asked ‘I like to see my clients one at a
time’

I spoke before she had a chance to get in first ‘The police
have been to 24, via San Michele,” I said ‘I thought 1t best to
take refuge 1n Carla’s apartment I told her why.’

‘They've been to the hibrary too,” Aldo replied. ‘Foss: tele-
phoned me That was what held me up ’ Then, turning to Carla
Raspa, he added, ‘Thank you for what you did This fellow
could be i trouble I've stalled them for the time being, and
he’s safe enough here with me’

The signorina, having gained her ends and confronted her
host face to face, was ready to call 1t quits

‘T was only too glad-to help,” she admutted frankly, ‘especi-
ally since 1t gave me a chance to enter your house at last I've
tried often enough I've called about three times.’

‘How unfortunate,, murmured Aldo ‘I must have been
engaged’
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‘You were,’ she said, looking at me, ‘with him’

She picked up her bag, and wishing to show herself aware
of the situation which she imagined between us, observed with
emphasis, ‘I had no idea, Professor, that you and Armino were
such close friends’ )

The parting shot fell wide of 1ts target

‘We should be,” said Aldo_briefly ‘He’s my brother We be-
lieved each other dead, and hadn’t met for twenty-two years
unti] last Sunday ’

The effect was starthng Carla Raspa, who had taken my
possible status as a suspected murderer without flinching,
flushed a deep crimson. Aldo might have struck her

‘T didn’t know,’ she said ‘I hadn’t realized Armino said
nothing ’ She looked from one to the other of us, overcome,
and then, to my consternation, burst nto tears ‘I lost both
brothers 1 the war,” she said ‘Much older than me, but I
loved them dearly . I'm very sorry. Please forgive me’

She blundered towards the door, but Aldo stepped forward
and, seizing her by the arm, swung her round and stared into
her face

‘Just how lonely are you?’ he asked

‘Lonely?’ she echoed, the tears blotching her mascara, her
skin, now the flush had died, sallow under her make-up. ‘I
haven’t said I’'m lonely’

“You don’t have to,” he retorted brutally ‘You proclam it
m your body each time you wrap yourself Tound a different
man’

I stared aghast at this sudden v1olence on the part of my
brother Carla Raspa, by breaking down, had shown herself as
vulnerable in her fashion as Signora Butali in hers Why
couldn’t Aldo let her go 1n peace? She stared back at him, and,
miraculously, everything collapsed All pretence and all
bravado

‘It’s all I have,’ she said, ‘there’s nothing else to give’

‘What about your hife?’ he demanded ‘Can’t you lose that
too?’.

He dropped her arm She continued staring at hum The
running mascara had now smudged both eyes

‘I"d lose 1t for you,” she said, “f you asked me for 1t”’
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Aldo smiled and, stooping, picked up the bag that had
slipped from her shaking hands

‘That’s all that matters then,’ he said )

He gave her the bag and patted her on the shoulder. He put
his finger on her cheek, showed her the smudge of black and
laughed. She smiled in answer, and 'dabbed at 1t with her hand-
herchief

‘I'may ask for your Life tomorrow, at the Festival,” he told
her, ‘so remember that you’ve promused 1t to me I may need
you at the ducal palace. You will get your instructions some
time thissevening on the telephone ’

‘T’ll do whatever you want, now, and forever,” she said

He pushed her towards the door °‘One thing’s very certain,’
he said, “if you want to die, you won’t have to die alone.’

As she went mto the hall she looked back over her shoulder
at me ‘Shall I see you again, Armino?’ she asked

‘I don’t know,” I answered, ‘but thank you for giving me
sanctuary.

She glanced mquiringly at Aldo He gave her no indication
of my future, and she passed out through the front door to
the double entrance and the street Through the open window
of the room where we were standing came the thin high sound
of San Donato striking two.

‘I must go,” said Aldo, ‘I’'m already ﬁfteen munutes late I've
just telephoned Cesare teling him you are here He and
Giorgio have been looking for you all the morning ’

His manner was abrupt, evasive Whether because of the
trouble I had caused him or for some other reason I could
not tell It was as though he did not care to be alone with me

‘When Cesare comes, I want you to do whatever he tells
you,’ he said ‘Do you understand?’

‘No,’ I replied, ‘not immediately. But perhaps I shall when
Cesare appears.” Then, hesitant, I added, ‘I don’t know if the
signora told you. I called at her house this morning ’

- ‘No,” he said, ‘she didn’t tell me’

‘I met her husband,’ I went on, ‘and when she was out of
the room we had a few minutes’ conversation. During the
course of it he mentioned — I won’t bother with the details now
~ that he had been receiving anonymous telephone calls while
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he was in hospital in Rome The caller was a woman, the allu-
sions to you’

‘Thank you,” said Aldo His voice remamned unaltered His
expression did not change

‘I thought,” I said awkwardly, ‘it was best to warn you’

‘Thank you,’ he said again, and turned towards the door.

‘Aldo,’ I said, ‘I apologize for what happened just now ~ the
unfortunate clash between Signora Butali and Carla Raspa’

‘Why unfortunate?’ he asked, pausing, his hand on the door.

I gestured. ‘They’re so different,’ I satd, ‘no common ground
between them ’

He looked at me The eyes were cryptic, hard. “That’s where
you are wrong,’ he said ‘They both wanted one thing only.
Carla Raspa happened to be more honest about it ’

He left the room I heard the front door slam The uncer-
tainty of what was yet to come closed in"upon me with his
presence gone

- 20

. I did not want to be alone I sought out Jacopo, who was
about to leave for tus own quarters across the double entrance,

‘May I come with you?’ I asked him diffidently

He looked surprised, then pleased, and waved me on ‘By all
means, Signor Beo " he said ‘T’'m cleaning the silver Come and
keep me company ’ -

We passed through to his domain He ]ed me to his own
kitchen — kitchen and lhiving-room 1n one, the window facing
the via der Sogmi It was cheerful, snug, a canary in its cage
singing to the strains of a transistor radio which Jacopo, out
of possible deference to me, switched off The walls were
covered with pictures of arrcraft, torn from the pages of maga-
zines and framed Pieces of silver, knives and forks and spoons,
dishes and jugs, stood on the centre of the kitchen table in
various stages of his-cleaming process, some covered with a
pmnk paste, others already polished. -

I recogmzed most of them I picked up a small round por-
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ninger and smiled ‘That’s mune,’ I said, 4t was a christening
present Marta never would let me use 1t She said 1t was-too
good.’ )

‘The Capitano keeps it for sugar,” said Jacopo, ‘he always
uses 1t with his morning coffee His own is too big.’

He showed me a larger bowl that he had not yet cleaned.

‘I remember that too,’ I told Jacopo ‘It stood in the dmming-
room, and my mother put flowers in it.’

Both bowls, Aldo’s and mine, were inscribed with our
mitials, AD

“The Capitano 1s very particular about all the family things,’
said Jacopo ‘If any of the china gets broken, which isn’t often,
he 1s very upset, or if anything is lost He will throw away
nothing that belongs to the old days, and to his father’

I put the porringer back, Jacopo took 1t from me and began
to clean 1t )
_ ‘It's strange,” 1 said, ‘that he should be like that, and respect
tradition ’ ' - i .

‘Strange?’ repeated Jacopo, astomished ‘I assure you it is
not, Signor Beo. He's been that way as long-as I've known
him.

‘Perhaps,’ I answered, ‘but he was a rebel as a boy’

‘Ah, boys,’ shrugged Jacopo, ‘we are all of us different when
we are boys. The Capitano will be forty in November ’

Yes,” I said - -

The canary started singing again. The song was artless,
happy. . -

‘T'm concerned about my brother, Jacopo,’ I said

‘No need,” answered Jacopo shortly. ‘The Capitano always
knows what he’s about ’ B

I picked up a leather and began polshing iny own small
Polirénger ‘Has he not changed at all during the past years?’ I
asked. - N

Jacopo considered, frowning a Iittle, as he warmed to his_
Eask ‘He’s more thoughtful, perhaps,” he said, after a moment.
He has his moods, as I have mine-1t doesn’t do to disturb him
when he’s alone across the way, thinking.’

‘What does he think about?’

‘If I knew that,’ replied Jacopo, ‘I wouldn’t be here in my
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kitchen polishing the silver. I'd be like him, a member of the
Arts Council, telling other people what to do’

I laughed and let 1t go. Jacopo had a certam rugged wisdom

‘We suit each other very well, the Capitano and 1,” he said.
‘We understand one another. I have never pried into his con-
cerns, as Marta did’

‘Marta?’ I asked, surprised.

‘It wasn’t just the drinking, Signor Beo She became posses-
sive through the years Her age, no doubt She wanted to know
everything What the Capitano was doing, where he was going,
who were huis friends, what were his intentions Oh yes, that,
and a lot else besides I told your brother, “If I ever become
Iike that, fire me immediately, I'll know the reason why” He
pronmused to do so But he needn’t worry. I shan’t.

My porringer was clean My nitials shone with brilliance
Jacopo handed me Aldo’s porringer and I started to polish that
m turn. '

‘What happened finally?’ I asked. ‘Did he turn her out of
the house?’

‘It was last November,’ said Jacopo, ‘just after his birthday
He had a small celebration for some of the students from the
untversity, and one lady to act as hostess, Signora Butali” He
paused a moment, then added, thinking perhaps to explain
something that might seem surprising, even shocking, ‘Pro-
fessor Butah was at a conference in Padua at the time And no
doubt 1t would seem to the signora that, as the guests were all
students at her husband’s university, there would be nothing
mmproper about her acting as hostess to them Marta cooked
the dimner and I served The evening was a great success. The
students brought their guitars and there was singing, and later
the Capitano took the signora home. Marta had been drinking
and she wouldn’t go to bed - she nsisted on staying up until
he returned What happened I don’t know, but there was some
violent discussion between them, and next mornmg she packed
her things and left and went to Iive with the Ghigis ’

‘And Aldo?’ I asked

‘It upset him very much,” admitted Jacopo ‘He took the
car and went off alone for about five days He said he went to
the sea When he came back he told me briefly that he didn’t”
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want to discuss Marta or what had happened, and that was
that. He continued to keep her, though — he paid for her board
and lodging, the Ghigis told me. Marta never told them what -
had happened erther Even when she was drinking, and that was
most of the time after she left here, she told them nothing She
did not as much as mention the Capitano’s name But you
know, Signor Beo, it was jealousy, nothing more nor less than
common Jealousy. That’s women for you’ He whistled up at
the canary, who, swaying on its perch, feathers rumpled, was
nearly bursting its small heart in song. ‘They’re all the same,’
he said, ‘whether they’re women of quality like the signora or
peasants like Marta They try to squeeze a man dry They come
between a man and his work.”

I held Aldo’s porringer to the light Through the scrolled
mitials my own face was reflected back at me I wondered
what they were discussing at 8, via det Sogni, and whether,
when the Heads of the Departments left, the Rector would
speak to my brother alone, and 1f he would mention, deliber-
ately or casually, the anonymous telephone calls

Then suddenly I knew. The woman who had made the
anonymous™ telephone calls had been Marta That was why
Marta had gone to Rome. Marta, dismissed by Aldo after the
birthday dinner in November, had pondered and brooded
during the ensuing weeks and months, had guessed perhaps that
when Professor Butal fell ill in Rome after Christmas Aldo had
grown closer to the signora, seen her more often, perhaps be-
come her lover Marta, her love and loyalty spurned, her mind
disitegrating through drink and despair, had sought revenge
upon Aldo by betraying him to the Rector

I put down the silver porringer and went and stood by the
window under the canary’s cage The calls had ceased now
for more than a week, the Rector had told me. They had
ceased for one good reason: the caller was dead. Now, for the
first time 1n the ten days since 1t had happened, I was glad that
she was dead The Marta who had died was not the Marta I
remembered Alcohol, like poison, had turned her warm blood
fl?rlrmI::treg;asSth:;té hics dthat oii{ a sick animal, pad been to bite
found deatt waltm, in takmg that final journey she had

g for her at the end of 1t.
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In a sense, 1t was retribution. The slanderer had been -
silenced, the serpent had died 1n i1ts own venom .. Why did I
suddenly remember the crazy maxims of the Falcon, quoted
by the German scholar in his lives of the Dukes of Ruffano?
‘The proud shall be stripped . the haughty violated . the
slanderer silenced, the serpent die 1n 1its own venom . °’

The canary’s song fimshed in one last passionate trill I

_looked up at it The small throat quivered and was still

‘Jacopo,” I said slowly, ‘when was my brother last in
Rome?’

Jacopo was setting the silver he had cleaned and pohished
upon a tray to take it across the way to Aldo’s house

‘In Rome, Signor Beo?’ he replied ‘Let me see, it was the
Sunday before last — 1t will be two weeks this coming Sunday,
Palm Sunday He went to Rome on the Friday to consult some
manuscripts mn the Biblioteca Nazionale, and he drove back
to Ruffano through the Tuesday might He likes to drive
through the might He was here for breakfast on Wednesday
morning’

Jacopo went through mnto Aldo’s house, carrying the tray,
leaving the doors open I sat down on one of his kitchen chairs,
staring in front of me Aldo could have killed Marta. Aldo could
have driven past the church even as the touring coach had
done and recognized the humped figure lying inside the porch
He could have got out of the car and gone to speak to her.
She could have told him then, drunk and m despair, what she
had been trying to do He could have killed her I remembered
the kmife that had shpped so suddenly from his sleeve last
might at the ducal palace when he cut the bonds that bound
Marelli’s hands Aldo could have carried the knife 1n Rome.
Aldo could have murdered Marta

I heard footsteps passing the window outside the kitchen
They paused by the double entrance, then turned m at
Jacopo’s door A young voice said, ‘Armino?’

It was the student Cesare Ide was wearing my light over-
coat and hat and carried my suitcase

‘I’'ve brought your things from the via San Michele,” he said
‘Grorgio and Domenico kept Signora Silvami engaged i the
sitting-room, pestering her for a contribution for the univer-
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sity funds. She did not know that I went upstairs and packed
for you I was there less than five minutes I've come to talfe
you out of Ruffano.’ :

I looked at lum dully His words were meaningless Why
should I have to leave Ruffano now? My thoughts of the last
few minutes had left me numb i

‘“Um sorry,” he said, ‘those are Aldo’s orders. He arranged
everything this morning If we could have found you we should )
have got you away sooner.’

A1 thought,’ I said, ‘T was supposed to play the Falcon i the
Festival?’ i -

‘Not now,” he answered ‘I’m to drive you to Fano and put
you on board a fishing-boat It’s all been fixed Aldo gave no
reason’

My brother had worked quickly Whether he had taken his
decision last mght when we parted so abruptly, or later, I could
not tell, nor apparently did Cesare know Perhaps it did not
matter Perhaps nothing mattered Except that Aldo wanted
to be rid of me .

‘Very well,’ I said, ‘I’m ready’

I stood up, and he gave me my coat and hat I followed him
out of the kitchen Jacopo came through to the double en-
trance carrying the empty tray He nodded when he saw Cesare,
“and said good day.

‘Lhave to leave, Jacopo,’ I told him ‘I've had my orders’

His face remamed mscrutable. ‘We shall miss you, Signor
Beo,” he said

I shook hands with him, and he disappeared back nto his
own’ domamn The Alfa-Romeo was parked outside. Cesare
opened the door and threw my suitcase into the back. I
chmbed into the passenger seat, and drove out of the city and
on to the Fano road

I was quitting, for the second time n twenty years, my
birthplace and my home Not, as then, waving an enemy flag,
but still a fugitive, flying from a crime I had not commuitted,
acting, perhaps — God knows — as my brother’s surrogate
Hence my ganlshment, hence the flight to Fano I was laying a
false tra1l, away from Ruffano, away from Aldo. .

I watched the road ahead, Ruffano behind us now for ever,
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hidden by the encircling hills, and the brown earth to the left,
stubbled with the fast-growing shoots of corn, was saffron-
coloured like the Falcon’s robe. The road turned and twisted,
and later the river ran to keep us company, soon to empty
itself, blue-green and limpid, on the Adratic shores, already
burning under the April sun. The nearer we drew to Fano
the more despamring I became, the more angry, the more
lost

‘Cesare,” I said, ‘why do you follow Aldo? What makes you
believe in him?’

‘We have no one else we can follow,’ saxd Cesare, ‘Giorgio,
Romano, Domenico, and the rest. He speaks m a language
we understand. Nobody ever has before. We were orphans,
and he found us”’

‘How did he find you?’ b

‘By mquiries, through his old comrades who were partisans
Then he arranged for grants for us with the university Council
There are others who have graduated and left — they owe
everything to him.’

My brother had done this for me. He had done it because he
thought me decad. Now, knowing that I lived, he was sending
me away

‘But i1f he has worked all these years for the unmiversity and
for students like yourselves who can’t afford the fees,’ I per-
sisted, ‘why does he want to destroy it now, setting one group
of students against another, staging these elaborate hoaxes, the
last of which ended in Marelli’s death?’

‘Do you call them hoaxes?’ asked Cesare ‘We don’t Nor
would Rizzio and Eha They've learnt humility As for Marelll,
he died because he ran. Didn’t the priests teach you as a child?
He that seeks to save his Iife shall Jose 1t?°

“Yes,” I replied, ‘but that’s different ’

‘Is 11?7’ said Cesare ‘We don’t think so. Nor does Aldo*

We were approaching the outskirts of Fano, the houses
bleak and impersonal like biscuit tins splayed out upon the
landscape. I was filled with a terrible despair.,

‘Where are you taking me?’ I asked

‘To the port,” he answered, ‘to a fisherman, an ex-partisan
called Marco You're to go on board his boat and he'll land
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you, n a day or so, further up the coast, perhaps at Venice,
You don’t have to think of anything He’ll wait for further
mstructions from Aldo’ .

Depending, I supposed, on what transpired with the police,
and whether or not the trail was lost. Whether an absent
courter, Armuno Fabbio, had disappeared without a trace,
successfully ,

The rounded bay lay blue and still and the great beach, white
like an mverted oyster-shell, was already dotted with the black
figures of early toursists Line upon Iine of bathing-sheds was
bemng pamnted for the season. Easter was only another week
away The soft air stank of the humid sea To the right lay
the canal

~Here we are,’ said Cesare.

He had drawn up before a café n the via Squero at the
canal’s édge, near where the fishing-boats were moored. A
man 1n faded jeans, his skin burnt black by sea and sun, was
sitting at a table smoking a cigarette, a drink in front,of hum.
At sight of the Alfa-Romeo he sprang to his feet and came
over to us Cesare and I got out, and Cesare handed me my
suitcase and my hat and coat

“This 18 Armino,” he said. “The Capitano sends his regards.’
The fisherman Marco put out a great hand and shook mine.
‘You are very welcome,” he said. ‘I shall be pleased to have you
on board my boat Let nie take your case and your coat. We
will embark very shortly I was only waiting for you and for
my engineer., In the meantime, have a drink.’

Never, not even as a child, had I felt more completely in the
hands of a fate that was not mine to command. I was like a
package dumped upon a quayside before bemg swung by a
crane mnto a ship’s hold I think Cesare pitied me

‘You'll be all right,’ he said, ‘once you’re at sea. Have you
a message to send Aldo?’

What message could I send beyond what he must already
know - that what I was doimng now I did for him?

‘Tell him,” I said, ‘that before the proud were stripped and
the haughty violated, the slanderer was silenced and the viper
died mm 1ts own venom ’

The words meant nothing to Cesare It was his comrade
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Federico who had translated the German hustory. The manu-
scripts my brother had consulted 1n Rome would have borne
Duke Claudio’s maxims too

‘Good-bye,” he said, ‘and good luck’

He chimbed back nto the car, and 1n a moment he had gone.
The fisherman Marco was watching me with curiosity He
ashed me what would I drink, and I told him a beer

‘So you're the Capitano’s young brother?’ he asked me
“You're not a scrap hke him’

‘Unfortunately,” I replied

‘He's a fine man,’ he went on “We fought in the hills side by
stde, we escaped {rom the same enemy Now, when he needs a
change from all his activities, he gets in touch with me and
comes to sea ’ He smiled, and handed me a cigarctte ‘The sea
blows away the dust,” he said, ‘and all the cares and troubles of
city Iife, You'll find it does the same to you Your brother
looked a sick man when he came here last November Five
days afloat — 1t was winter, mind you ~ and he had recovered’

The attendant brought my beer. I raised the glass and wished
my companion fortune

‘Was that after tus birthday?’ I asked

‘Birthday? He said nothing about a birthday It was some-
where around the third week of the month “I've had a shock,
Marco,” he told me when he arrived “Don’t ask me any ques-
tions I'm with you to forget 1t ” Anyway, there was nothing
wrong with him phystcally. He was as tough as i the old days,
and worked like one of the crew Something else had been
worrying him, no doubt Perhaps a woman ' He raised hus glass
m answer to my toast ‘Good health to you,” he said, ‘and may
vou lose your troubles at sea also’® ™

I drank my beer and thought of what Marco had said It
was evident that Aldo had sought him out after the birthday
dinner and the quarrel with Marta She must have railed at
him, drunk, as Jacopo said. and outraged, hke all peasants
who are deeply religious and bound by a moral code She must
have taaxed him with starting an affair with a married woman,
and that woman the Rector’s wife The quarrel would have
angered my brother, which was the reason he sent Marta from
the house But why did he talk of a shock?
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Footsteps approached and another man stood before the
" table. Short and grizzled; he was burnt even blacker by the
sun than Marco o

“Ttus 1s Franco,’ said Marco, ‘my mate and engineer !

Franco stuck out a hand harry as a monkey’s paw, and
covered with grease. i .

“Two hours’ work still to do,” he said to his skipper ‘I
thought 1t best to warn you, as 1t means delay n sailing’

Marco cursed and spat, then turned to me with a shrug of
his shoulder -

‘I promused your brother we would be at sea by noon,’ he
said “That was when he telephoned early this morning Next,
it seemed, there was difficulty in finding you And now our
engine has 1o give trouble We shall be lucky. if we are away
* by five’ He stood up and pointed along the canal to where
the vessels were moored. ‘See the blue boat there, with the
yellow mast and the centre dog-house?’ he said. “That’s our
craft, the Garibaldi Franco and I will take your case and
coat aboard and you can follow us later, within the hour.
Will that suit you, or would you prefer to come with us fight
away?’ X

‘No,’ I said, ‘o, I’ll stay here and finish my drink’

They walked off along the side of the canal and I sat outside
the café, watching until they had cimbed aboard My quarters
for the next few days did not tempt me Marco was right when
he told me I did not look like my brother I was a seasoned
traveller on Iand, but not on water. As a courter I had dis-
graced myself by being seasick m the Bay of Naples before my
clients The flat oily swell of the Adriatic Jooked equally re-
pellent i ‘ .

I sat there, fimishing my beer It was the dead hour of the
day. I wondered if the meeting 1n the via der Sogni was over,
Presently I got up and wandered aimlessly along the side of
the canal, but instead of going directly to the boat turned left
and strolled on to the beach "Alr\eady the sun-worshippers
were stripped and lymg with torsos naked to the sky Children
screamed and paddled at the water’s edge. The bathing-sheds,
sticky with new pamnt, stood in rows, one behind the other, and
1 front of them, orange and brilliant red, the sun umbrellas
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spread canopies above the glaring sand. Despondency was
heavy within me I could not shake 1t off. .

A group of children in grey uniforms with hair cropped
short, escorted by a nun, came clumpmg down the beach to-
wards the sea. They pomted to the water, thewr small faces
alight with stupendous surprise, and turning to the nun ran to
her, begging permussion to take off their shoes She gave i,
her eyes kindly behind her gold-rimmed spectacles

‘Quuetly now, children, quietly,” she said, and as she bent to
gather together thewr shoes her skirts and wimple billowed
about her like a balloon. The children, suddenly released and
free, ran with uplifted arms towards the sea.

‘They’re happy, anyway,’ I said

‘Their first visit to the sea,” answered the nun ‘They all
come from orphanages inland, and at Easter we have a camp
for them here at Fano. There 1s another camp at Ancona.’

The children were knee deep mn the water, shouting and
splashing one another ‘I shouldn’t let them do that,” said the
nun, ‘but I ask myself, what does i1t matter? They have so little
oy’

One little fellow, having stubbed his toe, burst mto tears and
came running up the beach towards her She took him 1 her
arms and comforted him, found a plaster from within her
ample robes and placed it on his toe, sendmg hmm back again
to jom the others

‘This is the part of the work I like best,” she confided, ‘bring-.
ing the children to the sea The Sisters of the various organiza-
tions take it 1n turns I have not far to come. I’'m from Ruffano’

The world was small I thought of the bleak building near
to the now resplendent Hotel Panorama

‘The foundling hospital,’ I said ‘I know it. I’m fromt Ruffano
too, but long ago. I never went inside the hospital ’

“The building needs replanning,’ she said, ‘and we may have
to move There 1s talk of buillding us new quarters at Ancona,
_where the former Superintendent of our hospital died’

’ We stood together, watching the children splashing in the
sea

‘Are they all orphans?’ /I asked, thinking of Cesare

‘Yes, all,” she said, ‘either orphaned, or left on the hospital
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doorsteps within a few hours of therr birth. Sometimes the
mother 1s too weak to move far, and we find her, and look
after her and her baby Then she goes to work, leaving the
baby with us Sometimes, but very rarely, it 1s posstble to find
a2 home where both are taken 1’ She raised her hand, and
waved to the children not to venture in too far ‘That is the
happiest answer,’ she said, ‘both for the mother and the child
But there are not many people who will offer their home to a
foundling these days. Occasionally a young married couple will
have lost their first child at birth and come to us to seek an-

_other to replace 1t quickly, so bringing the child up as their
own’ She turned to me, smiling once more behind her spec-
tacles ‘But that,” she said, ‘requires great confidence between
the bereaved parents and the superintendent of the foundimg
hospital. The record remains a secret for ever afterwards. It’s
better for everyone concerned’

‘Yes,’ I said, ‘yes, I suppose so.’
> She took a whistle from some capacious pocket within her
skirt and blew 1t twice. The children turned therr heads and
stared, then rushed from the water up the beach towards her,
scampering like little dogs TN

‘You see?’ she said, laughing ‘I have them very well tramed’

I looked at my watch I was well-tramed as well It would
soon be four Perhaps I should go and find my way on board
the Garibald: and settle in

‘If you come from Ruffano too,” said the nun, ‘you should
call n some time and see the children there Not these, of
course, but those I look after at the foundling hosprtal ’

‘Thank you,” I hed politely, ‘perhaps I will,’ and then,
more from courtesy than from curiosity, I said, ‘Will you
glloveqto the,new orphanage at Ancona if they decide to build

ere?’ ’

‘Oh, yes,” she said, ‘my life 1s with the children. Some fifty
years ago I was a foundling too’ '

A kind of pity seized me The plam, contented face had
known no other existence, no other world She, and hundreds
like her, had been dumped upon a doorstep to find mercy.

‘At Ruffano?’ T asked

‘Yes,’ she said, ‘but 1t was harder for us i those days The
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rules were strict, the life was spartan No seaside hohdays for
orphans then, despite the kindness of our superintendent, Luigt
Speca’

The children had arrived and she gathered them round her in
a semicircle and produced oranges and apples from a carrier
bag.

‘Luigt Speca?’ I repeated

“Yes,” she answered, ‘but he died many years ago, in 1929
He was buried in Ancona, as I told you.’

I said good-bye to Her and thanked her I don’t know what I
thanked her for. Perhaps 1t was for illumimation from God.
Perhaps the shaft of sunlight that fell upon my face as I turned
west and walked up the beach beyond the bathing huts was
like the blinding stroke that hit Saul upon the Damascus road.
Suddenly I percetved Suddenly I knew My father’s letter
and the double baptismal entry were made plam Aldo had
been a foundling too Their son had died, Luigi Speca had
given them Aldo The secret, held for nearly forty years,
had been betrayed by Marta last November. Aldo proud of his
lineage, proud of his heritage, proud of all he held most dear,
had learnt the truth and kept it to himself these past five
months It was Aldo who had been stripped and violated, Aldo
who had lost face, not to the friends who did not know, but in
his own eyes The hoaxer had been hoaxed He who had
wanted to unmask hypocrisy had been himself unmasked

I walked along the canal side in the opposite direction from
the boat, and so mto the town My few belongings were on
board the Gartbald:, but they meant nothing I had only one
thought in mind, and that was to go to Aldo Somewhere n
Fano there must be a tramn, a bus, that would take me back to
Ruffano Tomorrow “was the Festival, and I had to be with
Aldo when the Falcon fell

21

When I reached the bus station I realized that I only had two
thousand hre m my pocket-book I was to have gone to the
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Regstrar’s office at the university that morning to receve
my salary, but owing to my visit to Signora Butali, and because
of ding 1n Carla Raspa’s apartment, I had never gone. I re-
membered too that I owed Signora Silvani for my lodging.
Perhaps Aldo would have thought of that

A car fo Ruffano would cost more than two thousand lire.
1 mquired at the bus depot and was told that the last bus for
Ruffano had left at half-past three One was about to leave for
Pesaro along the coast, and since Pesaro was some ten kilo-
metres nearer to my destination than Fano I boarded 1t at once
As the road traversed the canal I looked right, towards the
port, and thought of the partisan Marco and his mate Franco
working on the engine, waiting for me to join them When I
did not turn up they would go nto the town and look for me,
mnquire in the bars and cafés Then Marco would telephone
Aldo and tell him that I had vanished

I looked out of the window, trying to make plans. If Aldo
had killed Marta he had done so, not because she threatened
to betray his possible hiaison with Signora Butali, but because
she mtended to expose the secret of his birth The Director of
the Arts Council was not Donatr’s son but a foundling, the
least of Ruffano’s citizens, and this to Aldo meant un-
endurable humility and shame What I wanted to do was to tell
Aldo that I understood That I did not care. That he was as
much my brother now as always, that everything of mine was
his As a boy he had cherished and tormented me in turn, as a
man he did so still But I knew now what I had never known
before, that he was vulnerable. Because of this, at long last, we
should meet on equal terms

The twelve kilometres to Pesaro were soon covered I got
down from the bus and_studied the time-table to Ruffano
There was a bus at half-past five I had just an hour to wart I
began to wander down the street, full of pedestrians, many of
them toursts as aimless as myself, staring in shop windows or
bound for the attractions of the beach beyond the town. Pro-
longed hooting sounded in my ear, two vespas swerved close to
fl?}feia\‘;eementy beside me and a girl’'s voice called, ‘Armino!’
erimn andreP whistles and shouts T turned, and there were Cat-

aolo Pasquale on a vespa, she riding pillion, and
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behind them the two students Gino and Mario from the Silvam
pensione.

‘Caught you,” called Caterina *You can't cscape We know
all about you, and how you sneaked upstairs and fetched your
things, and went ofl without paymg Signora Silvani what you
owed her’

They all four dismounted and surrounded me. Passers-by
turned to stare

‘Listen,” I said, *T can explain .

‘“You'd better eaplamn,” interrupted Paolo ‘You can’t treat
the Silvanis that way, we won't allow 1t Hand over the money
now, or we'll turn you in to the police”

‘I haven't got thc money,’ I said ‘I've got less than two thou-
sand lire on me’

We were blocking the route Someone in a passing car
shouted at the students Paolo jerked lus head at Caterina

‘Follow us to the café Rossing,’ he said ‘Armino shall ride
behind me on the vespa We'll get some sense out of him there
Gino and Mario, follow along behind, see he doesn’t try any
tricks.’

There was nothing for st but to do as he sard. To have argued
further would have meant more trouble Shrugging, I climbed
behind him on the vespa and we shot off in the midst of the
traffic to the piazza del Popolo, coming to a stop beside the
colonnade beneath Pesaro’s ducal palace Here both vespas
were parked, and with Paolo leading the way, and Gino and
Mario on either side of me, I was marched to a small café-bar
a few yards off We went mn, and Paclo pomted to a table near
the window

‘This will do,” he said ‘Caterina will join us directly ’

He ordered beer for all, including me, and when the waiter
had disappeared he turned and faced me, his arms folded on
the table

‘Now then,’ he asked, *what have you got to say?’

‘I'm wanted by the police,” I said ‘I had to run’

The three students exchanged glances ‘That’s what Signora
Silvan: thought,” Gino burst in ‘Someone was inquiring for
you this morning, but he didn't say x\hy He looked lihe 2
police agent in plain clothes °.
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1 know,’ I said, ‘T spotted him That's why I ran That’s
why I didn’t pick up what was due to me from the Registrar’s
office, and why I couldn’t pay Signora Silvam If you were m
my shoes youw’d have done the same ?

The three of them stared at me The waiter arrived with our
drinks, set them down and went away

‘What have you done?’ asked Paolo

‘Nothing,’ I replied, ‘but the evidence is strong agamst me In
pomt of fact I behieve I'm taking the rap for somebody else. If

“that's the case, I'll go on doing so The other fellow happens to
be my brother” | ‘ )
- Caterma arrived, dishevelled and out of breath She dragged
forward a chair and sat between Paolo and me

‘What’s happened?’ she asked

Paolo explained briefly Caterma looked at me n turn

‘I believe hum,’ she said, after 2 moment ‘We've known him
for a week He’s not the sort to run without good reason Is it
something to do with the tourist agency where you worked
before coming to Ruffano?’

“Yes,’ I said. Whach in a back-handed way was true.

Mario, who had remained silent up to now, leant forward
‘Why Pesaro?” he asked ‘With only two thousand lire How do
you plan to get away from here?’

They were no longer truculent or mustrustful Gino handed
me a cigarette, I looked at them, and thought how they were
of the same generation as Cesare, Girorgio and Domenico
They were all young They were all untried However much
they differed in ther outlook, in thewr amms, fundamentally
they were‘all eager for adventure and for life
nonS?tl?v’a sIZe had time to think, the past few hours I realize

mustake to leave Ruffano I want to go back I was
going to take the bus at half-past five.’

They watched me silently, dr
were puzzled ¥, drinking therr beer I think they

Why go back?’ asked Paolo ‘Won’t the police get you?’

whg";fhaps,’ I said. ‘But I'm no longer afraid Don’t ask me

They did not fau
serously,

gh or mock They treated rr/xy admission
Just as Cesare or Domenico would have done

255



“This 1sn’t a thing that I can discuss with you n detail,” I told
them, ‘but my brother 15 1 Rufiano, using another name.
What’s happened between us, if he’s done what I think he’s
done, is because of family pride I've got to straighten it out.
T've got to talk to him*

This they understood They pressed no questions A live
mterest showed 1n all four faces. Caterina, impulsive, touched
my arm.

‘That makes sense,” she said, ‘at any rate to me If I was sus-
pected of something I believed Paolo had done, even though I
might take the blame for 1t I should want to know his reason.
There must be honesty between people tied by blood Paolo
and I are twins Perhaps that makes us closer’

‘It’s not just ties of family,” said Gino, t’s ties of friendship
too I mught take the blame for somethung Mario did, but first
I should have to know why’ -

‘Is that how vou feel about your brother?’ asked Caterina

“Yes,’ I said, ‘it 15’

They drank their beer and then Paolo said, ‘We'll see Sig-
nora Silvani gets her money That’s a small point now The
immediate thing 1s to get you to Ruffano, and at the same time
dodge the police. We'll help you But we've got to make a
plan’

Their generosity moved me. Why did they have farth in me?
There was no reason for it Any more than there had been rea-
son for Carla Raspa to let me hide i her apartment I might
have been a murderer, yet she believed 1n me I could be a
common swindler, yet the students trusted me

‘But of course,” said Caterina suddenly, ‘the Festival We
just disguise Armuno as one of us in the msurrection, and I defy
any police agent to pick him out from amongst two thousand
others.’

‘Disguise him how?’ asked Gino. ‘You know Donati told
our crowd to turn up just as we are.’

‘That’s it,” said Caterina, ‘in shirts, jeans, sweaters, anything
Look at Armino. That city suit, that shirt, those shoes He even
dresses hike a courter! Give hum a different hawr-cut, and a -
coloured shirt inside a pair of jeans, and he won’t even recog-
nmize himself ’

256



< - -

‘Catermna’s right,” said Paolo ‘Let’s take him to the nearest

‘barber and get him crew-cut. Then we’ll find him something to

wear 1n the market-place. We'll share the cost all round ‘All °
right, Armino, keep your two 'd}()ﬁSand lire; you may need
them.” -

I became a lay-figure 1n therr hands We left the café; Paolo
payng for the drinks, and I was taken to a barber who trans-
formed me from what I had hitherto believed myself to be, an
elegant representatlv\e\of Sunshine Tours, Genoa, into an un-
distimguished back-street hipster This transformation became
even more pronounced when they escorted me later to a cut-
price store, and there, behind a row of bargam goods, I dives-
ted myself of my one good suit — the other was in the suitcase
on board the Garibaldi —and donned a pair of black jeans,
with a leather belt, a jade green shirt, an ersatz leather jerkin
and a parr of sneakers My own clothes were put m a parcel
and handed to Caterina, who told me they were terrible, and
shé would do her best to lose them They stood me in front of
a murror 1n the store, and — I suppose 1t was chiefly the hair-
cut — I doubted if even Aldo would rec’ogmze me I might have
been an ummigrant just landed on American shores, a semi-
barbarian already, with only the flick-knife missing

‘You look terrific,” said Caterina, squeezing my hand, ‘much
better than before.’ -
~ ‘You have style now,’ said Gimo ‘Before you had nothmng’ .

Their admiration both baffled and discouraged me If the

" object I now was pleased their aesthetic taste, what pomnt n

- common had we? Or were they merely bemng kind? ‘

‘We'll ive 1t up a little longer yet,” said Paolo ‘No need to
return to Ruffano before dark Caterina shall catch a later
bus, and Armino ride with me We'll escort the bus on our
motor-bikes Let’s go and see i1f the Sports\ Palace 1s open
Caterina, you meet us there ’ .

Once agam I mounted behind Paolo, and for the next few
hours I enjoyed the doubtful pleasure of a student’s holiday.
We careered backwards and forwards- by the beach, by the
hotels, up. and déwn the viale Trieste, sometimes racing n
Company with“Gino and Mario, sometimes chasing tourist
cars. We patronized the cafés with the loudest radios and the
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most crowded bars, ending up at a restaurant where we con-
sumed bowlfuls of brodetto, the fish soup flavoured with saff-
ron, garhic and tomato that Marta used to make me as a child
Finally, when 1t was nearing nine we took Caterina, still carry-
ing my discarded clothes to catch her bus, and escorting 1t on
either side, much to the disgust and fury of both driver and
conductor, we rode back to Ruffano What fate awaited me no
longer mattered I had ceased to care, while standing on the
beach at Fano some five hours before I clung to Paolo’s belt,
and like outriders to the bus we scorched and swerved over the
mtervening hills .

Ruffano, a celestial city, rose in front of us with a thousand
winking hghts, the flood-lit Duomo and campamle seeming
to shine with a white radiance between either summit Here
from the east the ducal palace was screcned by other build-
ings, but the pale glow in the sky revealed its presence and
that of the university beyond, while staring across the slopes
directly facing us as we rode towards the encirchng wall
below would be the lights from my old home in the via de:
Sogni, where the Butahis must now be dining

From one of those windows, impossible to discern amongst
its neighbours, Aldo and I had looked across the valley here as
boys feeling ourselves superior to those who lived in the farm-
steads beneath, and as I remembered this, clinging tight to
Paolo’s belt as we approached the porta Malebranche, I
glanced up instinctively to the row of lights, uniformandstraight,
that came (from the foundhing hospital on the northern hill
There, m that cold building, forlorn, unclaimed, Aldo would
have spent his childhood butfor my father and for Luigi Speca.
There, clad in a grey overall, with close-cropped head, he
would have borne another name 1, the only son of my par-
ents’ later years, would have been christened Aldo 1n his stead

The thought was sobering, even chasteming I should have
been different too Instead of growing up in Aldo’s shadow,
fearful, overawed, docile to his command, the whole course of
my hfe must have been otherwise We passed under the porta
Malebranche and I knew 1 would not have 1t changed He
might not be my brother, he might naot be my parents’ son,
but from the begmeing he had possessed me, body, heart and
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soul, and he possessed me still He was my god, he was my
devil too. Through all the years I had believed him dead my
world had been empty, without meaning

The bus ground to a halt mside the city gate Paolo and I,
with our companton vespa, shot away to the northern summit
and the prazza del Duca Carlo Here, the scene of Tuesday’s-
episode, Duke Carlo, floodlit as he had been then, gazed down
bemsgnly on the crowd beneath hum. Students and Ruffanesi
milled backwards and forwards across the piazza and around
the gardens under the statue The Honours graduates paraded
wearing medallions strung on chains, as was the custom, so
Paolo informed me, applauded and followed by strings of
admiring fellow-students Extempore music filled the air —
mouth-organs, whistles and guitars. Proud parents watched and
strolled with indulgent eyes The mevitable collecting-boxes
rattled. Crackers burst and dogs fled howlng Those who
possessed cars drove slowly along the piazza, while the vespas,
ours amongst them, roared and spluttered m an ever-widening
circle

‘What did T tell you?’ said Paolo as two carabinier1 wan-
dered sedately past us, immaculate 1n umform ‘Neither those
fellows, nor a dozen others 1n plain clothes, would look at you
Tonight you're one of us’

The largest crowd of students had formed themselves nto a
group some hundreds strong outside Professor Elia’s house,
anfi were shouting and calhing-for him
moii:; o ;:Eha .’ they chanted, and then, as for one brief
of hs ho‘usgppe:;red and waved to them from the front door
stodents Grc;ua du;)st of cheering came from the assembled
bers of ius Do pet ehind him were his associates and mem-
smiling and w:‘illr mex;t, and 1t seemed to me as he stood there,
vura had ret mg. that something of self-confidence and bra-

Ad returned, yet not quite all A momentary hesitation
when, on the fringe of the crowd an un tud
‘Where are your bathing br‘lefs?,, foll seen student shouted
owed immediately by
an explosive burst from a cracker and if
Jaughter, suggested, as the professor @ gulf of nvoluntary
withdrew, that the memory of Tuesdgave‘ 2 final wa.v ¢ and then
‘Who said that?’ cried Gino a o n{ght Dias with bum sull
- ngrily; turning, with many

— 259



others, to the back of the crowd from where the disturbance
came, and at once the murmur rose from all about us, ‘It’s an

~ Arts man {rom the other lll Get him, murder him ’Ina
moment all was confusion, heads turned, the crowd broke up,
people began to run

‘A foretaste of what's to come,” said Paolo in my ear “Why
worry about him now? We'll get the lot tomorrow’

Once more he set the vespa 1n motion and Caterina, appear-
ing suddenly from the mudst of the crowd, dashed forward and
climbed on to the narrow space between the handle bars

‘Come on,” she said breathlessly, ‘it will take the three of
us Let’s see what’s doing on the other hiil”’

We swerved out of the piazza del Duca Carlo, followed by
Gino and Mario, and so on to the encircling road on the south-
west stde of Ruffano, beneath the city walls Now the fagade
of the ducal palace shone in splendour, the twin towers para-
mount, and it was as if the whole edifice was suspended there
between heaven and earth, carved out in sithouette against a
canopy of stars We roared down mto the valley and up on to
the southern hill, but as we topped the risc beneath the stu-
dents’ hostel and the new university buildings we saw at once
that the mtermediate roads were blocked A group of students
was there, and not only in force but armed

‘What 1s 1t? Are the Arts crowd rehearsing?’ shouted Gmo
as we caught the flash of steel. But they were running down
the hill towards us, silently, not shouting, and as Gino braked
with his foot and swerved a spear came hurthing through the
air and struck the ground n front of us. ‘Come on at your
risk!’ a voice called *My God,’ cried Paolo, ‘that’s no rechear-
sal'” and braking, ike Gino, he turned, before a second spear
could follow the first

We plunged back the way we had come, down to the valley

~ beneath the city walls, braking to a halt on the further side,
where we dismounted, staring at one another, while 1n the dis-
tance the floodlit ducal palace shone unheeding and serene All
four faces were white, Caterina was trembling, but with ex-
citement, not with fear.

‘Now we know,' said Gino, breathmg quickly *That’s what
they have 1n store for us tomorrow.’
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*We were warned,’ said Paolo quietly ‘Donati warned us at
the theatre on Monday night It’s a question of striking first,
that's all If we get therr forward lines with stones and break
them up we can rush them and fight close before they have
time to Jaunch their spears or use ther swords’

‘All the same,” said Mario, ‘we ought to tell our leaders what
we've seen Aren’t they meeting tonight in the via dei Martini?’

*Yes,” said Gino - =

Paolo turned to me ‘This may not be your fight, but you’re
part of it now,” he said. ‘What about your brother? Is he con-
nected with the university?’

‘Indirectly,’ I said - -

“Then you had better warn him what he’ll be m for if he
goes on the streets tomorrow.’ -

‘] think he knows,’ I answered

Caterina stamped her foot mmpatiently. ‘Why waste time
talking?’ “she asked. ‘Shouldn’t we€ spread the word round
amongst all our crowd?’ Her small face, passionate and white,
looked suddenly distorted under her cloud of hair ‘None of us
should go to bed tomight,” she said ‘We ought to bring the
others out here into the countryside and dig for stones We'll
never find stones mside the city They should be jagged, this
size,” she formed a circle with-her hands, ‘and bound with
rope, so that we can swing them with greater force ’

‘Catte’s right,” said Gino ‘Let’s get moving. First to the via
der Martiri to tell the leaders — they may want to issue new
wstructions, Come on Mario’ . .

He swung himself on to his machine, Mario behind him, and
took the road towards the porta der Marturi. X

Paolo looked at me ‘Well, he asked, ‘what now? Do you
want us to take you to vour brother?’

‘No,’ I said
- I had made up my mind To return to the pensione would
Machleve nothing Aldo might even hand me over to his students
with orders to drive me straight to Fano again Whereas to-
morrow . Tomorrow the cortége of the Falcon would leave
the piazza del Duca Carlo at ten a m What 1t would consist of

I did not know. Nobody seemed to know., But Aldo would be
_Withit, that T felt certain

~
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The night was warm, The leather jerkin bought at Pesard was
protection enough I would spend the night 1n the open on one
of the benches in the public gardens- behind the piazza del
Duca Carlo.

When I told Paolo this he shrugged his shoulders ‘If that’s
how you want 1t, we won’t prevent you,” he said, ‘but you'll
join us in the morning, remember We shall be on the steps of
San Cipriano. If you're not m your place by nine you may
be stopped Here, take this’ He handed me a kmfe. ‘I’ll get
another out of Gino," he said ‘After what we've seen tonight
you’re going to need it”’

Caterma and I climbed once more on to his machine, and we
scorched our way up the northern hill agam The crowds had
“thinned Townsfolk and students, relatives and visiting tour-
ists, were wending their way downhull to the city centre I
should have the public gardens to myself.

‘Don’t forget,” said Caterina, ‘to fill your pockets wnh
stones You’'ll find plenty there, under the trees And take your
parcel. It will do as a pillow. We’ll look out for you tomorrow,
and good luck/’

I watched them swerve down the hill and out of sight, and as
they disappeared suddenly, without warning, the floodlights
were extmgushed everywhere, The statue of Duke Carlo be-
came a shadow. The campanile by the Duomo struck eleven
The city churches followed, one by one. And when the Jast
note sounded I stretched myself out on a bench in the gardens,
the parcel as a pillow, and with folded arms stared up at the
darkening sky

22

I don’t remember sleeping There were just gaps in time be-
tween periods of cold There was a moment when I stamped
up and down blowing on my hands, so stiff and numb that I
nearly crept for shelter within the comparative warmth of
Professor Elia’s portico, but did not do so because my vigil mn
the open was, in 1ts strange way, a sort of test Aldo had done
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this n the past, night after mght, amongst his partisans Ro-
mano, Antonio, Roberto .. the boys brought up in the hills
during the Resistance years, they had lived thus as children,
but not I. The sleazy furmshing of second-rate hotels, not
mountains, formed my background. My ceiling was an apart-
ment room, cramped, confining, not the sky. The adults who
spoilt and petted me to win favour from my mother spoke an
alien tongue. Therr uniforms stank, not of sweat and the clean
earth as the torn clothes of the partisans would have done,
but of yesterday’s spilt wine, of perspiration dribbled dut in
lust mstead of 1 war. Aldo and his comrades, the orphaned
boys and theirs, had the hard ground for bed, or at most a
sleeping-bag, while I lay stifled with eiderdowns and coverlets
in a small room next my mother’s, the partition thin; and the
night-cries of the hills were never mine, nor the sound of moun-
tam streams, nor the echo of storms, only the sighs of pleas-
vre’s aftermath .

Therefore tomght, at least, I would share in fantasy the
beauty and the hardship of a reality I had not known. How-
ever cold I became, however numb, these sensations made me
a partner 1n what had been. The stiffness of my limbs became
an offering, my body’s chill belated sacrifice.

\As I have said, there was a gap 1n time between sleeping and
waking, and then when the temperature was lowest I awoke
and went and stood close to the orphanage gate, and watched
the dawn break on Ruffano First light was grey-and cold, a
phantom day, a temporary shifting of night’s shadows, and
then the sky hardened, becoming white, and the shrouded city
turned to rose The sun came up over the sleeping hills. Arrows
of gold broke up the patterned valleys, then struck the shut-
tered windows of the city The trees 1n the municipal gardens
rustl;d, z}nd the hesitant birds, waking to another day, stirred
and murmured, then, as the Light strengthened and the sunlight
touched them, sang
to]iilz’r?;f:;lgg ir 1;1;1 tz;lwa}:c:n;id as a child to Aldo’s voice, or
had seomed secprs ande 1: en, but not to ﬂ}lS T hen there
ernity. Now as the };u t cerdamty, Inc:rnm.g promised an et-
the rounded o n turned the city’s spires to swords and

mo to a ball of fire, I knew there was no pro-
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muse and no eternity, or if etermity only a repetition of a mil-
lion ages gone with none to care and all the dead extinguished,
This was therr epitaph They had created beauty, and it was
enough They lived for a brief span to burn and die

I wondered then why we should desire more, why we should
yearn to perpetuate ourselves in some everlasting paradise
Man was Prometheus, bound to his symbol rock the earth and
all the other undiscovered stars that shamed the dark. The
challenge was to dare To brave extinction

I went on standing there, watching the sun bring warmth
and lfe to my city of Ruffano I thought, not only of Aldo but
of all those students, now asleep, who 1 a few hours wéuld be
fighting in the streets This Festival was neither play nor page-
ant, nor a mock representation of medieval splendour, but
a summons to destroy. I could no more stop 1t than any single
man could stop war Even if the order came at the last mo-
ment to cancel the Festival display, the students would disre-
gard it They wanted to fight They wanted to kill Just as their
forebears had done through centuries mm the same haunted,
bloody streets This time I should not escape, I should be one
of them -

It was nearing seven when I heard the horses first. The steady
clopping sound came from the prazza behind me, and turning
I walked back-to the statue and I saw the leadmg string chimb
the summit of the hill They came in pairs, each rider leadmng a
second horse, and they were approaching from the long road
leadmg up to Ruffano from the valley below -

Then I remembered how last night, when we were cuchng
the city on our vespas I had seen lights 1n the sports stadium
to the right of us, which m the excitement of our ride I had
soon forgotten The horses and their escort must have camped
there before sundown, and were now arriving in the piazza to
take part mn the display. This was the cortege mentioned by
Aldo n the ducal palace on Wednesday might

The riders dismounted, leading therr horses to the shelter of
the trees The sun was drawing the moissture from the ground,
and it rose like steam from the soaking grass about Duke
Carlo’s statue, filling the morning air with scent like hay

I drew nearer and counted the horses There were eighteen
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of them, sleek and beautiful, ther proud heads hfted curi-
ously to stare about them None of them was saddled. '}'lleu
coats shone as though polished, and their tails, whisking at the
first fiies of the day, were hike the proud plumes of conguerors,
I went up and spoke to one of themen .
‘Where do they come from?’ 1 mnquired
' “From Semgallia,” he sard

I stared at him, disbelieving. ‘You mean these are race-
horses?” I asked. )

“Yes,” he answered, smibing, ‘every one of them Lent for the
Festival, ‘each horse specially trained for this display They've
been training 1n the hills all winter ’

“Traming for what?’ I asked. -

This time 1t was he who stared. ‘Why, for this morning’s run,
what else?’ he said ‘Don’t they tell you what’s to happen 1n
your own city?’ -

‘No,” I said, ‘no All we've been told 1s that a cortége leaves
here at ten for the ducal palace ’ i

‘A cortege?’ he repeated ‘Well, you can call it that, but it’s
a poor description of what you are going to see.” He laughed,
and called to one of his companions. ‘Here’s a student from
Ruffano,” he said, ‘wants to know what’s going to happen.
Break 1t gently. .

‘Keep out of the way,’ said the second man, ‘that’s all. The
horses are insured, that's what matters to thewr owners® And
then he added, ‘It was tried out, so they told us, some five hun-
dred years ago, and never since They must breed madmen 1n
your city Butif he breaks his neck 1t’s his affair, not ours Here,
look at thus ’ N ‘ -

A van had now drawn up by the side of the piazza, and the
man beside the driver jumped out and opened the rear doors

- They let down a ramp and then, with-great care, two men to
the shaft and two to the wheels, they lowered a small vehicle
pamnted red and gold It was a perfect replica of a Roman
chariot, and bore upon the front and above each wheel the
msslinlnf\zf Stt;e Malebranche, the Falcon with spread wings
Clandis nior :i; Tl}e crazy, fe}ntastxc feat attempted by Duke
The pages T hadan 1ve centuries ago was to be repeated now.

X quoted mockimgly from the German history
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to Aldo last Sunday as Jehu’s feat, never for one moment
thinking that any representation of the event would be other
than a staged affair with perhaps two horses — and he himself
on Wednesday had spoken of it simply as a cortege ~ would
be translated mto fact Duke Claudio had driven eighteen
horses from the northern to the southern hill There were
cighteen horses before me now. It was not possible, It could
not be I tried to remember what the history said. ‘He was set
upon and pursued by almost the entire populace, after having
trampled many of them to death beneath his horses’ hooves.’

Now a second van drew into the prazza, smaller than the first
and from this they lowered harness, traces, collars, ornamen-
ted with studs bearing the Falcon’s head, and carried these
things to the shelter of the trees where the horses stood, and
the smell of the leather, polished and bitter-sweet like spice,
mingled with the warm horse flesh and the scent of trees.

The grooms 1n attendance upon the horses began to sort out
harness and the other appurtenances, quietly, methodically,
chatting amongst themselves The very orderhiness of the sight,
the absence of fuss, as if what they did was just part of a regu-
lar morning routine, made it the more fantastic, and as the sun
rose higher and the horror of what was to happen became
more mmminent, I felt a sort of terror invade my whole being
It started in my guts and seized my heart, at the same time
paralysing thought Hearing was keener. Every sound was
magnified The church bells had sounded for first Mass at six,
then once more at seven, then at eight They seemed, to my
immagination now 1 turmoil, to be the summons to a city’s
doom, until I remembered that it was Passion week, and this
the Friday dedicated to the Mother of God When we were
young Marta had escorted us to San Cipriano and we had laid
bunches of wild flowers before the statuette, which, its panted
prettiness veiled, symbolized the seven sorrows that prerced
the heart It seemed to me then, kneeling in bewilderment,
that the Mother played a sorry part in her Son’s story, first
goading Him to change the water into wine, and later stand-
ng with relatives on the crowd’s fringe, calling to Him 1n vam,
recewving no'answer. Perhaps this was the seventh sorrow that
struck her down, which the priests in Ruffano’s churches
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were now commemoratimg If so, they would do better to for-
get one woman’s pain and go out mto the streets and prevent
mass murder.

Now a cordon was béng formed around the prazza by uni-
formed.police to keep away the traffic and the early crowd.
They smuled and joked, good-natured for this day of Festival,
and now and again called out laughing mstructions to_the
* grooms, busy with their dressing of the horses

The mightmare scene became more vivid, more appalling -
None of them knew, none of them undeistood I went up to
one of the policemen and touched him on the shoulder

‘Can’t 1t be stopped?’ I said. ‘Can’t 1t be prevented? It’s not

"too late, even now.’ ‘

He looked down at me, a big cheerful fellow, wiping the
sweat from his brow ‘If you've got a seat in a window along,
the route get to it,” he said ‘There il*be no one on the stieets
after nine, except performers’

He had not heard what I said He was not interested His job
was to see that the piazza was kept tlear for the horses and
the chariot He moved away Panic enveloped me. I did not
know where to go, what to do This must be the fear that
comes upon men before a battle when only discipline and
training saves them I had no such discipline, no such training
The desire of a child to flee, to hide himself, to stiffe sight and
sound, was paramount I began to run towards the trees in the
municipal gardens, thinking that if I flung myself head down-
ward amongst the shrubs and grass the world would be blotted
out. Then, as I blundered forward into the splurge of colour
mz}de up by the horses and the jingling harness, the gaily-
painted chariot and the heedless grooms, I saw the Alfa-Romeo
come up mto the prazza The driver must have seen me too, Tor
the car braked suddenly and stopped, and I altered my useless
panic course and ran towards it The door opened, and Aldo
sprang out and caught me as I fell : B
mi; EJ:;::(EDH;K; ’:Okrtnx}; 1ieet anc’i I clung to him, stamn:nerm%.
let 1t happen, please, God appen,, I heard myself saying. Don’t

) , 04, no

br?;gf?t]tdx;inz:sdam; oblivion I had sought.for came. Pamn

nd release. When 1 opened my eyes, dizzy
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and sick, my head swimming, I found myself propped against
a tree Aldo was squatting by me, pouring steaming coffee
from a thermos jug -

‘Drink this,” he said, ‘then eat’

He gave me the cup and I drank Then he broke a roll in half
and forced 1t into my mouth Mechanically I did what 1 was
told

“You disobeyed orders,” he said ‘If a partisan did that we
shot him imnstantly That 1s if we found him Otherwise he was
left to rot alone up 1n the hills’ '

The coffee warmed me. The dry bread tasted crisp and good.
1 snatched at a second roll, and then a third

‘Orders disobeyed put other men to inconventence,” he con-
tmued ‘Time 1s wasted Plans are disrupted Go on, drink some
more’ )

The preparations went on about us, the horses stamped, the
harness yngled

‘Cesare gave me your message,” he said ‘When I got it I
telephoned the café at Fano and asked them to fetch Marco
to speak to me When he told me you hadn’t turned up at the
boat I guessed something of this sort mught happen. But I
didn’t think you would come here’ )

The panic had gone, whether because of the biow he had
struck me, or because the food and drink he had given me
filled my craving belly, I did not know

‘Where else should I go?’ I asked him

‘To the police, possibly,” he shrugged, ‘thinking by accusing
me to clear yourself It wouldn’t have worked, you know They
would never have believed you * He got up, and crossing to one
of the grooms picked up a wash-leather, soaked it in a pail of
water and came back ‘Wash your face with this, he said
‘There’s blood on your mouth.’ -

I cleaned myself after a fashion, then ate another roll and
had a second drink of coffee

‘T know why you killed Marta,” T said ‘I came back, not
with any 1dea of going to the police — they can arrest me if
they want to - but to tell you that I understand.’

I stood up, throwing the soaking leather back to him and
brushing the earth off my clothes, I had forgotten until then
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how msignificant I must look, scruffy and unshaven in my
black jeans with the jade green shirt, my hair with the new
cut shaped like a convict Aldo, dressed as I had seen him at
the ducal palace on Wednesday night -m doublet and hose,
with a short cape slung from his shoulders, resplendent, ele-
gant, looked part of the background, just as the horses did,
parading now beneath Duke Carlo’s statue
“There are two baptismal entries mn the San Cipriano re-
cords, I said ‘One for a son that died, the second for you. The
double entries made no sense to me when I read them for the
first time last week, nor your sponsor’s name, Luigt Speca,
nor even the letter I gave you on Wednesday night. It was only
yesterday on the beach at Fano that I guessed the truth There
was 2 nun there, with a Iittle group of orphan boys She told me
_ the superintendent of Ruffano foundling hospital, some forty
years ago, was called Lwuigt Speca.’

Aldo stared down at me, unsmiling Then, abruptly, he

turned on his heel and left me. He walked over to the horses
and began giving orders to the grooms. I watched and waited.
The long prelimmaries of harnessing began Each horse was
fitted with its own decorated collar, scarlet with golden flanges,
and the bridles they had been wearing up to now were changed
to others, decorated as the collars were, bearing across the
headstrap a medallion of a Falcon’s head Two of the horses
were fitted with small saddles close to their collars, fastened
by broad bands of scarlet round therr chests The chariot was
then drawn up to them and the pole attached to the saddles
by golden chams These yoked horses were the centre pair,
bearmng the chariot between them, but then I saw that two
more horses were being coupled to the centre pair on either
side, making six 1 all, their traces fastened to the chariot
front, The twelve remaining horses m groups of four were
harnessed . thewr turn, some distance ahead of the chariot
bearers and their fellows, their reins leading back to the
arched chariot top The chariot itself, a featherweight above
the rubber mounted wheels, had a semicircular guard around
the front and sides and a floor to stand upon There was space
=~ upon the floor for two, no more, and the rear was open with-
out raj or step. Chauns, fastened to the front and side like air-
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craft safety-straps would bind the riders to the chariot sides
Once fastened and 1n motion the riders could not fall unless the
chariot itself upturned, when the gallopmg horses would drag
vehicle and passengers 1n their wake, and so to instant death

Now that the horses were harnessed, and the charjot in place,
all movement ceased The grooms, standing at the horses’
heads, were silent, as were the police cordonning off the pia-
zza Then Aldo moved from the chariot and came towards
me Fs face was pale, mscrutable, as it had been in the car on
Wednesday might

‘T sent you to Fano believing 1t best {or both of us,” he said,
‘but smce you are here you may as well play your part The
role of the Falcon 1s still yours That 1s, if you have nerve
enough to accept it’

The voice took me back to boyhood days It was the old
challenge, given with the same contemptuous grace, the same
tacit suggestion of my own mferiority Yet, strangely, the
mocking tone no longer stung

‘Who would have played the Falcon if I had sailed with
Marco?’ I asked ) :

‘T intended to, drive alone,” he said ‘There were no couriers
five centuries ago The Falcon was his own charioteer.’

*Very well,” I said, ‘then today you can be nune.’

My retort, as surprising to myself as it was to him, caught
him momentarily off guard He must have expected my boy-
hood plea to be spared participation in his adventures Then
he srmiled

“You’ll find Duke Claudio’s robe 1n the car,” he said, ‘and the
flaxen wig Jacopo’s there He'llgive them to you’

I was no longer conscious of feeling, or of fear I was pre-
destined to what must be The decision had been taken I
walked over to the car, and Jacopo was standing there I had
not noticed him earlier when the car arrived, but he must have
been beside Aldo all the time ~

‘I'm going with him,’ I said

“Yes, Signor Beo,’ he replied

There was an expression in his eyes I had not seen before
Surprise yes, but 1t was also respect, even admiration

‘I'm to be Duke Claudio,’ I said, ‘and Aldo the charioteer.’
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He did not comment, but opened the door of the car and
handed out the robe He helped me mto 1t and tied the girdle
round my wast, Then he gave me the wig, and I put it over my
cropped hair and stared at myself in the mirror

There was a cut on my mouth where Aldo had struck me,
and the blood had dried The blonde wig framed my white,
unshaven face, and my eyes confronted me, pale and staring,
like the eyes of Claudio n the ducal palace picture. They were
also the eyes of Lazarus in the church of San Cipriano,

I turned to Jacopo ‘How do I look?’ I said.

He considered me gravely, his head a hittle on one side. “You
look just ike your mother, Signora Donati,” he replied

He meant 1t kindly, but it was the final insult The humilia-
tion of the vears returned. The foolish figure that pattered in
bare feet back to the chariot and mounted beside Aldo was not
Duke Claudio, not the Falcon it was supposed to represent,
but a scarecrow effigy of the woman I had rejected and des-
pised for twenty years

I stood motionless, allowing Aldo to bind me to the chariot
with the safety chains Then he shackled himself. The guide
remns of the centre horses, the guide remns of the leaders, were
passed up to hum by the attendants across the chariot front
The attendants released therr hold upon the bridles as Aldo
gathered the myriad reins in his two hands. The horses, feel-
ing the stran, moved forward. The distant campanile by the
Duomo sounded ten, echoed by all the churches of Ruffano.
The flight of the Falcon had begun

23

t\g’e cx'rcled the prazza first, proudly, sedately, processing hke
) e )tnumphant entcy of the Emperor Trajan into Rome The
u\]vc: ve Icadefs \}'heeled to the right, obedient to the rem, and
ngtﬂ;i suilm hlne abreast wheeled likewise, the turning move-
ke the slow unfolding of a m antic fa i f
panted chariot behind them. o . Il,\ pearing o
beTE&mads Were empty, as the policeman had said they would
) tvery window was flung back, black with spectators,

271



and as we paraded slowly before them the gasp of astonish-
ment, of wonder, became magnified mnto a single cry. The cry
rose 1n the air from multitudinous throats, turning from won-
der to acclamm, and then the applause began, with uprassed
hands sounding as they clapped like the fluttering of innum-
erable wings. The eighteen horses, indifferent to the thunder,
circled and moved on, the burnished metal on their trappings
glittering in the morning sun, the jingle of the harness making
its own defiant music i opposition to the tumult from the
crowds There was no clatter from the horses’ hooves, for all
were specially shod, and as they stepped the sound was muffled,
-dull, an oddly muted note, silent like our chariot wheels

Twice we circled the piazza, twice the eighteen horses and
their charioteer wheeled and straightened in deference to the
applauding crowd, and then the attendants approached the
horses’ heads once more, leading them and us to the far end
of the piazza where it was broadest We turned again, and now
we were directly facing the via del Duca Carlo leading down-
hill to the city Adjustments were made to the guide reins and
the traces, and to the girths of the centre horses. The atten-
dants examined every horse in turn, reporting to Aldo, It took
about four minutes, and 1t scemed to me in thosc last brief
moments, when Aldo gathered the rems and the attendants
fell back on either side, that I had reached the peak of fear,
nothing, not the final holocaust nor the ultimate crash, could
exceed this second

I looked at Aldo He was pale, as always, but now with a
tense excitément I had never seen 1n hum before, and the smule
at the corner of his mouth was a grimace -

Isaid to him, ‘Shall I pray?’

‘If it stops the panic 1n your guts I should,’ he answered ‘The
only permissible prayer 1s a prayer for courage ’

None of my childhood prayers was appropriate, neither the
Pater Noster nor the Ave Maria I thought of all the milhions
upon millions who had prayed to God and died — even Christ
Himself upon the Cross. - ’

‘It’s too late,” I told him ‘I never had any courage anyway.
I depend on yours’ .

He laughed, and called to his horses They broke into a trot
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and then a gallop, gathering speed, the muffled hoof-beats
thudding the hard ground.

Vour German Commandant should have quoted Nietz-
sche to you,’ he said ‘He who no longer finds what 1s great in
God will find it nowhere, he must either deny 1t or create it

We came to the front of the piazza and the last of the level

, ground, and the crowds, seemng the galloping horses, broke
once more into a tornado of applause. The cries from the
piazza now behind us were echoed by the waiting masses at
each window, and for 'a single moment, here on the ‘summut of
the northern hill, I saw the full compass of the city spread
below, roof-tops, churches, spires, and away yonder, crown-
ng the southern slope, the Duomo and the ducal palace. Then
the via del Duca Carlo opened up beneath us like the descent
to hell, and as the street narrowed and curved, and the leading
horses wheeled to the gmding reins, never pausing in their
headlong flight, their “muffled hooves stabbing the cobbles
with ther muted thunderous note, the houses closed in upon
us, leaning precariously from the hill ike cardboard shapes
with windows all agape, each window spilling out a face, a
scream, a terrible tumultuous roar.- .

There were no cordons here, no uniformed police, the street
was ours alone, and when 1t narrowed before descending to the
piazza della Vita in the city’s heart the six horses spanning the
chariot like a fan behind the leaders reached the via del Duca
Carlo’s imits on either side. One check, one startled shy from
i;.ny of the twelve leading horses, and he would bring his fel-
ows down, they could collapse one upon the other n a sick-
enng, plunging mass, ourselves and the chariot upturned and
buried in the midst of them
ho’xl;hez :rtlfsett S“:lur;'edb and narrowed further yet, the flanking
plunged des errte y r(;lsh the ll,ntels of the doors, and' as we
sped. nor (ff Alcc)lw?r s the city’s heart I was not conscious of
o o;:' e Iurchmo s voice cheermg_and ?allmg to the horses,
of the massed ni, :waymg cradle in which I stood; but only
mounting screaa errified faces at all the windows, of the
ROSIils the s g\ls aéshour headlong pace increased, and 1n my
the burmng changt ! orseflesh and under my clenched hands

ail. The church of San Cipriano swam
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into my line of vision on the left, the steps thronged with stu-
dents, yelling, shouting, and there were students massing on
the converging streets, and down we thundered into the prazza )
della Vita, every window of every buiding abght, aflame,

with hands gesticulating, mouths that shouted, screamed The

horses, finding level ground again, tore on, the leaders heading

for the via Rossini on the far side of the piazza, and so up the

ascending hill towards the ducal palace, spurred by their own
mmpetus, maddened and excited by the crescendo of terror and

applause

Looking back, I saw the students break from the streets into
the prazza, burst from windows, doors, pour on to the square
and cover it in a sudden movement like a masswve tidal wave
But instead of the roar of anger I expected, the volleys of
stones, the clash of steel, the outburst of pent-up hatred as
the opposing factions met and mingled, they started swarming
up the hill behind us, shouting, cheering, waving, and they were
calling as they ran, ‘Donati . Donati...viva Donati ...’

Now as we mounted the southern hill, up the via Rossini,
our painted chariot lurching, trembling behind the gallopmng
horses, the students spilt out of the buildings on either side to
join their fellows The screaming stopped, and the terror too,
and the violence that came from all of them was the violence
of excitement, of acclaim. All the city shouted, and there was
no other sound but this, the roar ‘Donati Donati  ° Aldo
yelled mto my ear ‘Are they fighting yet?’ and I yelled back
at him, ‘They’re not gomg to fight, they’re coming after us
Don’t you hear them calling you?’

Intent upon the horses he only smiled, and now as the street
narrowed and became steeper yet the leaders, feeling the up-
ward strain, strove to mount the hill before losing impetus,
before the steeply rising street, curving to the right, defeated
their attempt to master gravity

‘Arrit Arr1"” yelled Aldo, and the cry, spurring the leaders
to greater effort, with the thunder of the six abreast behind
them, brought them m sight of the piazza Maggiore before the
ducal palace and gallantly, superbly, they breasted the last -
cline As they faltered, staggered, the students waiting beyond
the fountain ran towards them, seizing their bridles Our curv-
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ing fan of six abreast, bearing us with them, d_ared the final

slope, and sobbing, with heaving flanks, they felt the check of

rein at Jast, and trembled to a halt where the piazza broadened
before the palace doors. \

Still the multitudinous cries rang out, and as I stared about
me. dizzy, one hand still clutching the chariot rail, I saw, that
the windows of the ducal palace were black with faces too,
as were the houses opposite People were standing on the steps
of the Duomo, they were clinging to the fountan, and now
the mass of students who had followed us up the hill from the
piazza della Vita came-swarmmng nto the square. In a mo-
ment we should be surrounded, overwhelmed, but the armed
students waiting by the palace doors formed an immediate
cirele round us, while each ‘of the eighteen horses had a student
on either side to hold s bridle The cavalcade, ourselves
amongst 1t, was now protected by a.single cordon bearing
swords, each student dressed as Aldo was, 1n doublet and hose,
and I recognized his friends, Cesare, Giorgio, Federico, Dom-
enico, Sergio, and others of his bodyguard. The picture that
they made, the splash of colour beside the painted chariot and
the eighteen horses, still panting, heaving, from therr victor:-
ous course, checked the body of emerging students as they
advanced, shouting and yelling, on to the square. Once again the
oy went up, ‘Donati . viva Donaty . °’, echoed from the

. ptalace windows, from the houses opposite, from the Duomo
-steps I looked at Aldo He had the reins still 1 his hands and

lie was gazing down at the eighteen horses, unmindful of the
ch?ers Then he turned to me.

1au“;e ve done 1it,’ he said. ‘We've done 1t .. * and he started
takgnmg’ he threw back his head and laughed, the laughter
Ruft up with cheers by the waiting crowds of students and
o th?e? 'ljhen he unshackled me from the chams binding me
0 the :t:nadr;i fioﬂt, unshackled himself as well, and shouted

s be :

15 your Dukel yond the cordon, ‘Here 1s the Falcon! Here
I ; -
shoust':;vgnsthmg but waving arms and tossmg heads, and the
euardm ﬂt;:ver ceased but 'grew ever louder The students
dered hgel 16 chariot shouted too, and I stood there bewil-

» Helpless, a foolish figure 1n my golden wig and saffron
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robe, acknowledging the cheers that were not meant for

me X
Something hit me on the cheek and fell upon the chariot
floor It was not the stone that I expected but a flower, and the .
girl who threw the flower was Caterina

‘Armino,” she cried, ‘Armuno!’ her enormous eyes wide
with laughter, and I saw that my saffron robe had come adrift,-
showing the jade shirt beneath and the black jeans, and wave
upon wave of laughter, happy, friendly, rippled above the
cheers

I said to Aldo, ‘It’s not me they want, it’s you,” but he did
not answer, and looking behind me I saw that he had leapt
from the chariot, and, diving under the surrounding cordon,
was racing to the side door of the ducal palace I cried to
Giorglo, ‘Stop hmm ... stop him .’ but Giorgio, laughing,
shook his head. - ) ’

‘It’s part of the plan,’ he said, ‘it’s all in the book He’s gong
to show himself to the crowds in the Piazza del Mercato from
the palace.’

I tore off my robe and the wig, and flung them down, and
leapt out of the chariot after Aldo The laughter and the’
cheers pursued me —~ I heard them as I ran I shook off the re-
straining hand of Domenico, who tried to stop me, and ran
through the side door, along the passage and across the quad-
rangle i chase of Aldo I heard him race up the stairs to the
gallery above, and I went after lInm He burst through the great -
door to the throne room, and he was laughing as he ran I
was close upon his heels but he slammed the door, and when
I opened 1t he had fled through the throne room to the Room
of the Cherubs and beyond

‘Aldo  ’Ishouted, ‘Aldo

There was no one there The Room of the Cherubs was
empty So was the Duke’s bedroom, and the dressing-room,
and the small temple beneath the right-hand tower. Hearing
voices I went to the balcony between the towers, and Signora
Butalr was there, with the Rector, both of them staring at the
Prazza del Mercato far below They turned m astomishment as
]Ic' burst upon them, staring at me blankly, the signora 1 sudden

ear.
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. ‘What is it, what’s happéned?’ she asked, ‘We heard-them
cheering in the city Ts it all over?” -

‘How can 1t be over?” said the Rector ‘Donati told us him-

" solf the finale followed the chariot flight We've seen nothmg

et '

) He seemed perplexed, disappointed, cheated of the magni-
ficence he had not witnessed. I went from the balcony through-
the study to the audience room It was empty, like the others

" Then, as I called Aldo once agam, Carla Raspa came through
from the gallery beyond She put out her hands to me, Jaugh-
ng, crying - ’ 3

I saw you from the window,” she said ‘It was wonderful,
superb I watched you both driving behind the horses on to the )
piazza Maggiore. Where has he gone?’. ; R

There were no guardians here today, no guides. The portrait
of the gentlewoman stood on 1ts easel unattended, the tapestry
%as m 1its place upon the wall I ran across the room and
serhed 1t back, revealing the closed door I opened it, and put-
ting one hand before the other on the narrow twisting steps
began to chimb As I chmbed I shouted, ‘Aldo!’ The sickness
and the vertigo I had suffered as a child enveloped me I could )
not see, I could only feel the twisting spiral of the steps above

) Up, up, forever up, with bursting heart and retching belly, and

_ the creeping dust of years on my fumbling hands I heard my-
self sobbing as I crawled, and the tower was forever out of
reach, like the pit-below Time was suspended, reason with 1t
There was no}hmg left within me but the urge to climb, and
-shdmg, stambling, I swung between heaven and hell. Then,
Taising my head, I felt the air upon it, and the door above was

:J?n to the balustrade Once more I shouted ‘Aldo?’’, opening

iné *;fslsrf?;;he first time since I had ‘begqn to crawl the-twist-

vison 1 ¢ patch of sky, briliant with the sun, distorted

dackenung t;:l;ght I saw the.sprea{d wings of a bird, its body

nausea; I gr lppoe%ertlhzotzr’nigdt CI;aWImg olindly on, dizzy with

cozg;nzmg nothmg Pmost s a}r and pecred about me, re-
he d ) N . i

o it o, o o S Ll sl

Open. was not {he bzil’ustrad e narrow ledge beyond it, in the

2R e ¢ we used to chmb The shape was
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not rounded but octagonal. Suddenly I understood. I had
climbed beyond the balustrade This was the smaller parapet
beneath the minaret The pinnacle rose above me to the sky

I felt his hands upon me. He dragged me from the starrway
to the ledge. -~

‘Lie still, said Aldo ‘The ledge reaches between hip and
thigh, no more If you look down, you’li fall’

It seemed to me that the turret rocked Perhaps it was the
sky. My hands fastened upon his Mine were shppery with
sweat, but his were cold )

‘How did you find the way?’ he asked -

“The door,’ I said, ‘the hidden door behmd the tapestry ‘I
remembered ’

The eyes astonished, searching, turned to laughter ‘You win,’
he said ‘I reckoned without that Poor Beato ...’

Then frowning, steadying me with his arm, he said, ‘You’d
have done better to go with Marco on the boat. That’s why I
sent you to him. This 1sn’t your battle I realized that on Wed-
nesday night’

They were still cheering and shouting in the piazza Maggiore
by the entrance to the ducal palace, and now the cry had been
taken up from the piazza del Mercato below the towers Lying
against Aldo I could see nothing but the sky. The shouting,
coming from beneath us, rose on every side The students must
be swarming downhill from the Maggiore to the Mercato some
hundreds of feet lower, beyond the Porta del Sangue and the
city wall.

‘There’s no battle,” I said ‘You mxscalcu]ated Your fire-
brand speeches were just wasted effort Hark at those cheers.

‘That’s what I meant,’ he said ‘It could have gone the other
way If we and the horses had crashed, if we had failed, they’d
have been murdering each other now, each faction screaming
sabotage It wasa gamble’

I stared at him, uncomprehendingly ‘You did it “deliber-
ately?” I asked ‘You roused them to that pitch of frenzy,
dicing with hundreds of lives, your own as well, on the ncred-
1bly long odds that Claudio’s feat might temporarily umte
them?’

He looked at me and smiled *Not so temporary,” he said
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syou'll see. They’ve smelt blood, that’s what they wanted. And
the city too. Everyone who watched us ride today partxqpated.
It's the first and Jast lesson someone directing any spectdcle has
to Jearn: make your audience one’ -

Stll holding me, he brought me closer to the narrow balus-
trade, and clutching his arm I stared down to the prazza del
Mercato below the city walls. The great market-place was
black with people, so were the converging streets, and immed-
jately beneath us, on the sloping palace precinéts, massed
groups of students stood, their heads upturned.

If by the remotest chance,’ he said, ‘my second exploit fails,
T've left everything to you. It’s yours-by right. I made my will
on Wednesday night after you gave me that letter, and had it
witnessed by Livia Butali and her husband. The will says that
we are brothers:— my vamty forbade me to admit otherwise’

The cry ‘Donatr’ came now from the piazza del Mercato,
as the students from above the palace went to swell those in
the crowds below. They must have seen us move on our narrow
ledge beneath the minaret, for the cries grew louder,~and the
cheers, and all the heads were tilted to the sky.

‘You were right to suspect my determination not to lose
face,” said Aldo, ‘but wrong to accuse me of silencing the slan-
derer, The thief in Rome confessed, He stole and also mur-
dered. The Commussioner telephoned to tell me late last night.
The police weren’t after you — they simply wanted to find out
whether you knew more than you had told them.’

“‘You didn’t kill Marta?’I stammered, astonished andashamed,;

‘Yes, I killed her,” he said, ‘but not with a knife ~ the knife
was merciful I killed her by despising her, by being togd proud
to accept the fact I was her son, Wouldn’t you say that counts
as raurder?’

Aldo was Marta’s son Then if all lswuﬁg mto focus. The
pieces fitted. The foundling boy, with his mother to care for

- lum as nurse, came to live under my parents’ roof. The found-

hog took the place of the boy they had lost. The mother stayed
devoting herself to Aldo, then to me. She kept her secret until
that birthday evening 1n November, when on a sudden lonely,
drunhen impulse she revealed the truth

Well,' repeated Aldo, 1t was murder, wasn’t 17’
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I thought no more of his relationshup to Marta, but of my
own mother who had dicd of cancer in Turin. When she had
scribbled me a Jine from hospital, I had not answered.

. “Yes, I said, ‘it was murder, But we're both guilty, and for
the same cause.’

Together we looked down at the cheering crowds. The cry
‘Donati viva Donati!” was for neither of us; it was for a
legendary figure which the university students and the Ruffan-

. est had created n thewr minds, born of all men’s desire to wor-
ship something greater than themselves.

‘The flight’s over,’ I said ‘Tell them 1t’s finished * N

‘It 1sn’t finished,’ he said. ‘The true flight’s yet to come Tes-
ted in the hills, just-like the chariot drive’

He propped me agamst the ledge, and groping lus way
round the narrow balustrade reached down into the parapet

“for something long and slender, silver-coloured, made up of a
million feathers that as he touched them shivered in the wind
The feathers were sewn upon silk, the silk of a parachute, and
beneath the material were fibre struts, interwoven and nter-
laced, Cords hung from the centre, formimg a harness, Aldo
Iifted them up, standing the whole contrivance on the parapet
floor, and he unfolded them, and I saw that they were wings

‘No deception,” sard Aldo ‘We've been working on these all
winter. When I say we, I mean my ex-partisan friends who fly
ghder "planes today These wings are designed to a spectfic for-
mula, identical with the real wings of a falcon. We tried them
out m the hills, just as we did the horses, and I can promuse
you they frighten me far less’

He stood there laughung at me. ‘On my last flight I was air-
borne for ten munutes,” he said, ‘on the western slopes of |
Monte Cappello I tell you, Beo, there’s nothing to it. The mech-
anism can’t fail The only thing that can fail 15 the human ele-
ment And after what I've just achieved that 1sn’t likely.’ -

He was no longer white and tense as hie had been before the
race The smile on his face was joyous, no grimace He rassed
one hand in salutation to the che_e’rln’g crowds below,

‘The landing may be ungainly, not the flight,” he said ‘T aim
to clear the piazza itself, and strike the softer ground where

‘ ‘;he‘v:ixlszy slop;s_ The parachute behind the wings will open
280 s o oea 1 -
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" “when I release the cords, and become my brake. They told me,
when I did 1t in the hulls, that the actual drop looked like a
crumpled kite. But you never know. I‘ mught soar further this

me. .

° His confidence was arrogant, supreme. He looked out to the
distant hills and smiled

‘Aldo, don’t go,’ I said ‘It’s madness, Suicide’

He was not Iistening. He did not care His faith was a fana-
tic’s faith, proved through centuries to bring believers to des-
truction Like Claudio before him, he could only die

Standing on the ledge he began to strap the harness about
his waist, buckle the bindings to his shoulders, step mnto the
slots which would enclose his feet He put both arms into the
fibre webbing beneath the wings, raising them aloft. Spread-
eagled thus, he appeared to me helpless, even grotesque He
would never free himself from the lashings that encompassed

=~ him The fibre, black beneath the silver, looked like nails
’ The crowd, three hundred feet or more below us in the

prazza del Mercato, became suddenly silent The massed heads,
upturned, no longer cried ‘Donati!” They watched and waited
_, while the figure, self-imprisoned, stood motionless on the para-

pet edge, outhned against the sky. .

I crawled closer and put my arms about hum, clasping his °
legs ‘No,’Isaid, ‘no .

I must have shouted, for my voice came back to me in echo,
mocking me, and travelling downwards was caught by the
crowd immediately beneath, so breeding fear. A sigh arose,
swelling to protestation and alarm

‘Listen to them,’ I cried ‘They don’t want it They’re afraid.
You've proved yourself once Why in the name of God again®’

He looked down at me and smiled ‘Because that’s it,” he
said ‘Once is never enough That’s what they have to learn
You, Cesare, all those waiting students, all Ruffano:— once Is
no good You must always risk a second time, a thurd, a fourth,
no matter what it 1s you want to achieve Get out 6f my way!
agﬁistﬂgisg bacl;wards with hus foot and sent me sprawling
et oor slur;xped sideways, striking the step with my

‘ ins {;)r bréax:lxlomentan y winded, knelt there an instant, gasp-
» y eyes closed. When I opened them agan he

3 f 281



rwas standing with the AVIngs Spl‘ead poxsed for ﬂxght e no‘
Jonger Jooked grotesque, but beautiful. As he launched hxm«
-self into the air the wind current filled the lining of the wmgs
and they bellied out, then tautened, like the sudden Jerkmg;of
a child's toy. His body was horizontal between the wings, h;s
arms and feet within the slots were part of the structure: Buoy-
ant, effortless, he soared above the crowd, drifting with the«
wind as he had foretold. The feathers, silver in the sunhght,
turned to gold, Gliding south, he would touch down in the val-
ley beyond the market-place. A~ "”
I watched for him to pull the rip-cord of the brakmg para--
chute, as he had described. He did not do so. Instead, «he must
have kicked his body free, letting the apparatus whxch he‘had
helped to build drift on without him. He threw himself clear,
spreading his arms wide like the wings he had discarded, then,
bringing them to his side, he plummeted to earth and- f‘ll,,hm

body, small and fragile, a black streak against the sky. . .t -
:, 5, *;"“*':\"‘
Extract from A
The Weekly Courier o }ﬁ
Ruffano SN
',‘ o r)‘“ F\,(

Professar Aldo-Donati, Director of the Arts Council and a Ieadmg
citizen of our beloved city, who lost his fife in a tragic accza'ent bn
the day of the Festival, will be mourned, not only by his survzvmg ?
brother and Jus friends, but by every student within the university, by ~
“hus colleagues and associates, and by all the inhabitants of i}:e
Ruffano he loved so well. The eldest son of Aldo Donaii, ivho for
many years was Superintendent of the Ducal Palace, e was bam :
and educated in the city. During the war he served in the Aerorce,;
and won his pilot’s wings. Shot down in 1943 he managed to éscape, *
and during the German occupation he formed a gronp of wrreglllars’
in the mountains and fought amongst Ius fellow- pamsm:s zmtgi
the Liberation, ;" ;
Returnmng to Ruffano, he learnt of his father’s death same tzme
previously in an Allied prison camp, and Ins mother's and yaunger,»w
brother’s presumed death by enemy bombing. Undazmted t}wugh,
bereaved, Aldo Donati studied at the university, of Ruffano, rwzd
obtamed an Honours Degree in Arts. He Joined the Arts Commzl
28,
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and devoted the remawder of lus life to Ius wor k for the Council, for
the preservation of the ducal palace and 11s treasures, and, last but
not least, for the welfare of orphaned students It was my p mlege, as
Rector of the umversity, to work with hin on Festival p1 oductions,
and I can only state, without any qualification whatsoever, that Ius
ability in this field surpassed anything 1 had lither to seen. He was
I/ zllza;zt, and lus enthusiasm so mspired his actors and all who took
pait s the Festival productions that they came to believe—and I speak
from expet ience, my Wwife and I being amongst the par licipants until
this year — that what they enacted was not fiction but 1eality.
" Whether lus choice for tius yeai s Festival production was wise or
not need not be discussed here. The unhappy Duke Claudio s not
oite whose memory we wish fo recall, the Ruffanest of both yesterday
and today prefer to forget him. He was an evil man with evil
witentions, tll-disposed to all his people, admired only by a nairow
circle of firends as 1gnoble as hunself, He left belund him a legacy of
hate. However this may be, Aldo Donati decided that he had a
claum to fame, if only because of his Jehu feat of diving eighteen
horses thiough the city of Ruffano, from the northei i to the southern
Il Whether Duke Claudio actually_achieved this feat 1s still
unce tam. Aldo Donati did. The people who watched him do so on
Friday movming will never forget the experence
Had he stopped there, 1t would have sufficed. What he had
achieved was fantastic, even sublune. But he aimed higher still, and
lost lus Iife in so aimmg. The mechamsm was not at fault Expe:fs
have exanuned the apparatus. Aldo Donati seems to have 1gnored
the elementar y 1ule learnt by every student pay achutist ~ to pull the
tpeord, Why he ignored it, we shall never know. His brother
Arnuno Donati, who 1eturned fo Rufiano last weelk after an abse;zce
of over twenty years and who will, we hope, remain with us to car y
on the work with orphaned students, told me he believed that Ius
brother, wt nud-air, had a sudden vision, some sort of ecstasy blind-
g hum to danger . ‘
1t may be true, Like Jearus, he flew too near the sun Lice Lucifer,

lie fell. We, the Ruffanest who remnam, salute the courage of a man
who dared. N ' '

.

GASPARE BUTALIJ,
Rector, Unversity of Ruffano

x Ruffano. Easte: Week
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