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	Pier Paolo Pasolini

	INTRODUCTION

	 

	 

	«Death performs a rapid synthesis of the past life,

	and the retrospective light it throws on that life

	transcends its essential points,

	making them mythical or moral acts out of time.

	This is how a life becomes a story».
 

	(Pier Paolo Pasolini)

	 

	 

	 

	Rome, March 26, 2009.

	 

	Dear Pier Paolo,

	You may be wondering who I am and how I got the idea of investigating you, I who was just born when you were killed. Many people have asked me this, and of course I have often asked myself the same question. But I can’t help thinking that you are still waiting for so many more answers, and that we all have a duty to give them to you. Only then can we all rest in peace. 

	We are often accused of having no historical memory, but that is not the reason why I continue to seek the other truth. And how could I not, since the one we have been given is demonstrably false? If this truth belongs to the common past, is it not in the search for common answers that we consolidate historical memory? What can our future be if we continue to lie to each other about the past? Or is truth something that belongs only to those who wish to distort that memory?

	I don’t accept that, and I think that’s the real driving force behind my fight. I will not accept being lied to. The truth belongs to all of us, and that is why tomorrow morning I will submit a request to the Public Prosecutor’s Office to reopen the investigation into your death. I will send it through my lawyer, the extraordinary lawyer Stefano Maccioni, to the Ill.mo Sig. Procuratore della Repubblica Dr. Giovanni Ferrara, whom we will ask with a petition according to art. 414 of the Criminal Procedure Code to reopen the investigation.

	I am not a lawyer, I am just a person who, when looking for something, sometimes finds herself. We had been researching for months because the judicial version of your murder was so blatantly absurd that it would have been an act of complicity not to shout it out to the world. Everyone was saying and writing that it was nothing more than a sleazy faggot story, but then I found the investigation in ‘L’Europeo’, signed by Oriana Fallaci and Mauro Volterra.

	I spent days in the library of the Senate in Rome, going through the microfilm of the press of the time, jotting down names, surnames, places, statements. This was not a simple memoir, a moving and heartfelt recollection of a great poet. It was really an investigation. So I kept jotting down names, surnames, places, and the more I went on, the more things didn’t add up. Nothing fitted. 

	So I scrolled through the newspapers, I said to myself, look at these clues they found, the police will find something. But instead, nothing. For the next few days I wondered how they could have covered it all up, and the more I thought about it, the more I felt the anger growing inside me and the desire to scream at the world: I don’t believe you! So I said to myself, making a commitment that was perhaps bigger than myself, but which I am still trying to fulfil, that I would find out the truth. I would find out who killed you and then I would tell you.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	CHAPTER I

	THE CRIME SCENE

	 

	 

	A 35-year crime scene

	 

	Dear Pier Paolo,

	yours was a case that was solved at the beginning. There are very few cases like that, especially today. In those days, before modern forensic techniques, a confession was more than you could hope for. A case that was already solved because the murderer was a confessed criminal.

	But no. That killer didn’t convince anyone, so we had to start from scratch. 

	Did no one realise that a young boy could not have slaughtered a strong, agile man with a soaked stick and not stained himself with blood? Without even wrinkling his trousers? 

	Of course they noticed. Many did notice, but all or most pretended not to see, because the dead man was a real inconvenience and, after all, the murderer had confessed. Even if his version didn’t really convince anyone.

	But there was every indication that something was wrong, starting with the murderer himself. Pino Pelosi, a bourgeois boy nicknamed ‘the frog’, did not know you, he only knew that you were a director. So what was he doing with you in the middle of the night?

	Another version and Pino Pelosi now knew you Pier Paolo, but he had never touched you, he had only defended himself against you. Another version and Pino Pelosi had not only defended himself, but had accidentally run you over. Finally, in the last version, Pelosi had beaten you with a stick.

	Too bad the stick was actually a half-rotten wooden plank. Pino Pelosi had hit you in a fit of rage, so devastating that it had shattered your internal organs. But not enough, for there was not a scratch, not a crease in your dress, not a stain of blood. 

	There were many elements that did not add up, starting with everything that was found at the Crime Scene.

	 

	 

	Findings

	 

	Dear Pier Paolo,

	I am going to take you back in time to May 3, 2010, 2 p.m., when Dr Claudia Greco, Director of the “G. Altavista” Criminological Museum and Historical Library Administrative Centre in Via del Gonfalone in Rome, handed over to Major Andrea Berti and Lieutenant Virgili of the Ris, a box containing the evidence found at the scene of your murder.

	Pier Paolo Pasolini’s life and death were all there, in two plastic bags and a cardboard box. They had arrived at the Mu.Cri, the Criminological Museum in Rome, in 1985, on a February morning, the 8th. It had taken ten years to put them in a box; ten years of investigations and trials that had ended just like those boxes: with violence, with indifference, gathering dust and darkness over time. Another 25 years had passed before anyone had looked through them.

	 

	 

	Saccharin lepisma

	 

	Dear Pier Paolo, 

	did you know that when you open a book that is years old, apart from the dust and the bad smell, a silverfish usually comes out? It is a lucifugous insect that hides in the shadows until someone decides to shine a light on it. Then it flees, fast and almost unaware, to burrow back into the void. Silverfish, or as the experts call them ‘saccharine lepisma’, are silent, invisible. They are mysteries.  

	You have no idea how many saccharine lepisma came out of those boxes. Your life was all there: the juvenile court had collected it in one plastic bag marked 3424 C.R. and another marked 3257 C.R. The bulkier things they had packed instead, believing (perhaps only hoping) that no one would ever open them again. On the box, which had been opened and repaired with tape, was written 61 C.R. Valuables. Finally, there was an envelope with the head of the Rome Police Headquarters and the initials 3202 C.R.

	Looking at these boxes, I thought that when you move from one city to another, or simply from one house to another, you have to prepare packages. You mentally make a list of what you want to put in them, separating the different items in a logical order. Everything for the kitchen, for example, goes in its own box, books in the same way, clothes too. 

	This is for when the boxes are opened, so that you are not faced with a pile of stuff piled up, whose destination and provenance no longer make sense. I have to tell you that those finds didn’t make sense either.

	 

	 

	The Pasolini envelope

	 

	Dear Pier Paolo,

	I will read you what was in your envelope. 

	Pier Paolo Pasolini was wearing ‘a pair of jeans with a leather belt... a pair of brown socks... a pair of black ankle boots... a green tank top with a hole in it’ when he was murdered.  

	All that was left of you was in the first envelope, the one with the number 3424, the ‘Plico Pasolini’. This was the envelope that contained your death. The shirt wasn’t there because you had taken it off to stop the blood coming out of your head. A lot of blood, enough to soak a shirt, but not enough to stain your murderer’s hands. 

	Instead, your life, dear Pier Paolo, was enclosed in the box called ‘Values’. There was your journalist’s card from the Order of Rome, number 12838; there was the car registration card, number 19/R/22043, and the supplementary sheet. I noticed how neat you were; you kept all the documents you had collected, as well as the copy of the insurance policy and the booklet with the stamp of the Alfa Romeo dealership where you had bought the car, which still bore the name of the previous owner, Domenico Cera. 

	There were also three passport-size photographs of you and two combs (one broken), branded Amar e Club. There was also a road map of central Italy, because I discovered that you travelled a lot, perhaps to collect a prize like the one the town of Nettuno had given you: a stone statuette, on second thought a very useful tool if you had to defend yourself against an attack.

	But Pelosi may not have seen it, because it was in the dashboard, just as he did not see a pair of brown eyeglasses. Finally, there were two books, one entitled Sull’avvenire delle nostre scuole, the other collecting Le lettere di Marx giovane ai suoi amici. Out of that box, however, dear Pier Paolo, came the first little fish, in the form of a number 41 left footwear, causing me a shiver.

	 

	 

	The Pelosi envelope

	 

	Dear Pier Paolo,

	your belongings were few, after all. Personal belongings, clothes, books, prizes. But the Pelosi envelope was something else. As I’ve told you, sometimes people fill boxes without any logical order; indeed, the envelope marked 3257 C.R. seemed to have no order at all. Probably, indeed certainly, these were not all his things. He could not have worn them all, not even for fun. Perhaps someone had collected them because they could not interpret their destination. But the provenance was certain: they had been found at the crime scene.

	There was the Missoni striped knit shirt soaked in blood, placed in a security bag, No. 00010081; there was a pullover, a sports jacket, a wool sweater, the kind that goes under sweaters; then another jumper, and yes, November in Rome is not that cold, especially at the seaside. Another pair of trousers, a red jacket, another grey pullover, a t-shirt, socks, shoes and handkerchiefs.

	No, Pino Pelosi would not have been able to carry all these things, and your cousin Maria Grazia Chiarcossi testified that she had the Alfa Romeo cleaned and washed the day before and, as she remembered, it was empty. What a strange choice to put all these things together, as if it were one of those randomly filled boxes that make us open it and exclaim: ‘Look! There it was! I forgot it was here.

	There was also soil from the seaplane field, collected in a test tube, and then the alleged murder weapons: pieces of rotten wood with the inscription ‘Via dell’idroscalo 93’. Everything was there to close the case: evidence, murder weapon, blood.

	Finally there was the confession, and out of that box came a myriad of silver fish. One of them quickly reached for the last envelope – the one with the letterhead of the Questura – slipped inside, looked around and decided to hide there. Inside, next to a yellow metal ring with a red stone, enclosed in a security envelope with No. 00010079, it felt safe. It was wrong, because two weeks later everything was opened again.

	The little fishes were no longer in the dark.

	 

	 

	R.I.S. May 10, 2010

	 

	Dear Pier Paolo,

	let me tell you about one of the most exciting experiences of those days for me as a criminologist.

	The Rome R.I.S., Reparto Investigazioni Scientifiche (Department of Scientific Investigations), is one of four in Italy. Each of these operates on a territorial basis, but the one in Rome also deals with cases of national relevance, and the boxes that arrived in Viale Tor di Quinto in the Salvo d’Acquisto barracks on May 10, 2010 were a case of extreme national importance.

	On that day, a heavy rain fell on the barracks, on Rome and, it seemed to me, on your case and your memory. It was a long way from the entrance in Viale Tor di Quinto to the building where the technical operations of the criminal proceedings of the Public Prosecutor’s Office of Rome for Pasolini’s death were to take place.

	The carabinieri, who were stationed in the entrance guardroom, conducted a meticulous examination of our documents, as well as those of the technical advisors and the lawyer representing the offended party. We had all been summoned to attend the examination of the exhibits.

	To reach the Biology Section, you ascend a lift and are accompanied at all times. Upon opening the lift doors, you are immediately struck by the silence. Everything is in order, everything is immaculate, and everything seems calm. However, behind the closed doors of the R.I.S. corridors, activity is intense. It is orderly but intense. Everything is weighed, measured, analysed, scanned, cleaned, observed, and catalogued. It is indeed the case that evidence can be derived from each of the artefacts studied in this place. All of us present that day were waiting and hoping for just that. 

	When attending expert operations, it is possible, if circumstances permit, to enter the laboratory directly. It is important to wear sterile gloves, overshoes and bonnets in order to avoid contaminating any evidence that may be present. In this case, DNA was being searched for, and contamination with a few hairs or traces of sweat unintentionally carried by one of those present could have rendered all the work that was about to take place useless.

	Subsequently, all individuals who had elected to enter the inner chamber beyond the protective glass, including myself, were subjected to a further examination. Oral mucosa cells were collected from us with a sterile swab. In the event that contamination could not be avoided, at least it would have been possible to ascertain the identity of the individual responsible.

	The internal laboratory of the Biology section can be observed through a glass partition. Indeed, the lawyers and consultants present at the expert operations have the obligation, if not the duty, to ensure that the analyses are carried out correctly for their clients. In this case, our obligation extended beyond the immediate context; it encompassed a broader responsibility towards the recent history of our country and all those who have loved or only read about Pier Paolo Pasolini. Our obligation was to the truth above all.

	The sense of satisfaction and excitement at the prospect of witnessing the unfolding of events was palpable in Stefano, the lawyer representing Guido Mazzon – Mazzon’s cousin, the injured party in the proceedings – and me, the technical consultant. The anticipation was palpable as we all realised that more than a year of hard work was about to be rewarded.

	A glass door separates the laboratory from the rest of the world. The screen-printed logo of the R.I.S., a circle containing a microscope, is imprinted on the door, surmounted by the words Biology Section. A red panic bar is used to open it. From here, one passes into a further antechamber, in which all necessary protective gear must be worn. Then, after the swabbing procedure, one is ready to enter the inner sanctum.

	The temperature within the laboratory rose to a level that was almost oppressive. The personnel, who were wearing protective clothing and equipment, including lab coats, masks, gloves, overshoes, and caps, were indistinguishable from one another. However, after a brief period, their roles became immediately apparent. Those who were merely observing the examinations relocated to one side, and the laboratory technicians commenced their examination of the exhibits, which were removed from their packaging one by one and placed on a table by a carabiniere, who provided a brief description and photographed them.

	As the night of the murder unfolded, the atmosphere in the damp room became increasingly tense. It was as if the events were being played out in real time, with each detail revealed frame by frame, like a movie.
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