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Introduction



The Genesis of a Story, Between Play and Destiny
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Every story is born from a seed, from an idea casually thrown into the air. But the seed of this novel, which tells of love, electrical chaos, and honesty, sprouted from a much more powerful energy: friendship and shared laughter.

The first spark ignited not in a physical place, but in the surreal dynamics of a telephone chat. It was a period when, for fun and to escape the logic of the everyday, we had begun a kind of role-playing game, a narrative fiction that saw participants pretend to get engaged and build improbable scenarios.

It was in that playful and fertile context that the dearly departed soul of my very dear Sicilian friend Stefano Monteforte intervened, who, with his unparalleled wisdom and subtle humor, launched the idea that would change the course of that game: «Why don't we call one of the protagonists “Nunziatina the Fortune Teller?”» From there, imagination took flight, and the plot of this singular story, which mixes the Tarot with unpaid bills, began to invent itself, almost by itself.

The idea, so vivid and typically Neapolitan, could not remain confined to a chat. A few days later, my dear friend Gennaro Raimo gave shape and rhythm to that character, writing a text in Neapolitan dialect titled precisely Nunziatina a Cartomante (Nunziatina the fortune teller). The next step was natural: I myself, Nicola Caputo, composed the music for it. Thus, a beautiful, still-unpublished song was born, which was often the highlight of our evenings, entertaining friends who listened to it live or during the “Niko Caputo Show,” a broadcast on Radio Free Station that I had the pleasure of hosting precisely with Stefano Monteforte.

This novel is the continuation, the full narrative realization of that first, happy creative short circuit.

The decision to complete this story – delving into Nunziatina's complex psychology and Giruzzo's chaotic honesty – and to transform an idea that had first become a very poetic text (thanks to the sensitivity and skill of Gennaro Raimo) and subsequently a song (thanks to my musical inspiration), was born for a profound and moving reason: to remember our friend Stefano Monteforte, who left us too soon at the beginning of 2025.

This is our symbolic Moka pot, our tribute to his memory, a way to keep his voice and his inexhaustible spark alive.

It is also necessary to mention the poetic text by our dear friend Gennaro Raimo, which I will often quote throughout the story:

NUNZIATINA THE FORTUNE TELLER

Nunziatina in Dante Square,

sees people in the cards,

too good with the future,

she gives advice to everyone.

A specialist in love,

for clients, everything is spot-on,

but for herself, she doesn't succeed,

She doesn't have a boyfriend.

Her work isn't bad,

Nunziatina is well-off,

she doesn't have debts,

she supports herself alone.

She lives a restless life,

and in the evening, a bit stressed,

with her dressing gown just put on,

she lies down in bed.

She doesn't sleep anymore,

she doesn't eat anymore,

she still believes in love,

and she needs a coffee, but a rich one, though, and she needs a coffee, but a rich one, though.

The morning is a tragedy,

almost... she calls it a coffee,

she gets out of bed,

with the thought of what she has to do.

She fills the machine,

the blend all strong,

almost making a tricchi trakk (clattering sound), sometimes it has exploded.

With the door wide open,

the scent now maddening,

it climbs the stairs of the building,

waking people from the night.

With a sip of this coffee,

Nunziatina recovers,

it’s all concentrated,

it's not broth, it's chocolate (strong).

She doesn't sleep anymore,

she doesn't eat anymore,

she still believes in love,

and she needs a coffee, but a rich one, though, and she needs a coffee, but a rich one, though.

Nunziatina is resigned,

an existence now flattened,
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