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About the Author




    Maurizio Pianaro is an Italian writer. His writing style is terse and concise and takes into account the influence that photography and cinema had on the 20th century and the Digital Age.




    The outcome is a unique blend of literature and visual arts, pieced together by the people he has met, the places he has traveled and the current affairs throughout his journeys.


  




  

    
Books by Maurizio Pianaro




    Deadly Forgery & A 100-Carat Diamond




    Two short stories




    Deadly Forgery:




    FRANCESCO BENETTI is a desperate man who won’t give in, even in the face of certain circumstances. He must find the money to save his wife and pay off his gambling debts. The only way he can do that is to try and sell a fake Titian painting for ten million dollars.




    An adventure that will take him from his antique shop in Venice to the spectacular world of Japan, attracting the attention of the powerful Japanese mafia and the local authorities.




    An engaging game where his own life will ultimately be at stake.




    A 100-Carat Diamond:




    The world’s great financial crisis is ruining Francesco Benetti again. His investments in the Stock Exchange are sinking and he must find a way to recover his losses.




    From Africa to India, among unscrupulous diamond dealers and jihadists of Al-Qaeda seeking revenge for the killing of Osama bin Laden, and his encounter with the Kidon-Israel’s secret service most lethal hit squad, he will bet his life for an extraordinary diamond.




    THE BURMESE GAME:




    Francesco Benetti’s poker addiction matches that of a far-away drug warlord. From Bangkok’s glittering lifestyle to Burma’s Golden Triangle, he will plunge into a perilous world of gambling dens, ethnic rebellions and drug trafficking, unknowingly becoming part of a spy plot aimed at a secret nuclear reactor.




    INDOCHINA CHRONICLES (1974-1975)




    Autobiographic




    In war-torn Indochina, a mercenary pilot lives to fly. A dramatic picture of a season in hell, where people are both victims and witnesses of catastrophic events. A mal de vivre that no one and nothing can cure.
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    “What’s a cynic? A man who knows the price of everything and the value of nothing.”




    Oscar Wilde
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    13th century, somewhere nearby Sanaa, Yemen




    Ahmad, a merchant, owner of a caravan of over five thousand camels and dromedaries, was scrutinizing the horizon waiting to spot the guides he had sent ahead. His eldest son Wahid was instead staring in the opposite direction, interested in something he wanted to be absolutely sure of before he told his father. The latter in fact had a bad temper and did not like unfounded news, let alone unpleasant.




    “Stop!” he ordered, once he was sure. He pointed at the village in the distance and when they reached it, they realized that something terrible had happened. Along with the village, the mosque had been destroyed as well.




    “They have desecrated the House of Allah!” the father shouted, as he was climbing off the camel and was beginning to see the ruins.




    “Yahudi, Jews. May the wrath of Allah strike them with lightning!” He remembered the oral tradition that told the story of the Jewish Kingdom of Himyar - as Yemen used to be called - and how it was later conquered by them, the Arabs, the Children of Ishmael.




    Allah was more powerful than the God of the Children of Israel, who were still aware that they had had to bow to His power and now sought revenge by desecrating the holy places of the God who had defeated them.




    Among the remains of a part of the mosque’s ceiling that had fallen, a few goatskin scrolls could be seen through a gap.




    Though illiterate, like all the other members of his family, he knew why those scrolls had been hidden.




    “It’s a paper grave in which sacred religious texts, that it is forbidden to destroy, are buried,” he explained to his son. “We’ll sell them to those who understand of them. Let’s hurry, the caravan is exhausted. Yallah!”


  




  

    
II




    A few months later, in sub-Saharan Africa




    It had been almost five weeks since Ahmad and his caravan had left the Libyan coast with a cargo of salt for the kingdom of Mali. In a few days, once in Timbuktu, they would trade the salt in exchange for gold, ivory, kola nuts, cowrie shells and African slaves for the Maghreb countries. He was waiting impatiently for the arrival of the Tuareg guides who had been sent in reconnaissance and were supposed to return with water for the caravan. A few more days and then, in order to survive, they would have no choice but to open the stomach of some of their dromedaries and drink the liquid content. These thoughts left him when the shadows cast on the dunes made it clear that he had been betrayed and that they would have to fight desperately to save themselves and their precious cargo.




    Too overpowering of an enemy, the sand would soon swallow him, his family and caravan alike.
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    January 2013. Niafunke, Mali




    Ibrahim was a tour guide, but the tourists had disappeared, due to the war that had broken out in the north of the country and his customers now were the reporters who came in droves to cover the story.




    Except for the ball cap and the predictable Saharan-style jacket, Ibrahim found that the American who had just arrived from Bamako by plane had been described to him by the news agency in a too superficial way. They had not mentioned the sunken face that the scraggly beard could not hide and his overcoming baldness. He definitely looked older than sixty-nine.




    “Mr. Moore! Ibrahim Diallo…”




    The American handed him his heavy duffel bag and, while coughing and gasping, he quickly made it to the exit where he immediately lit a cigarette. He coughed close to Ibrahim who got a whiff of the unpleasant smells of nicotine and alcohol halitosis, while noticing a few yellowed teeth.




    He suggested they stay in Niafunke for a couple of days.




    The reporter put his old-fashioned eyeglasses on so to look at him better.




    “Son, do me a favor and don’t call me Mister, call me Henry. Give me a good reason why I should stay here,” he said as he was releasing a disgusting sputum that he then tried to hide in a Kleenex.




    Ibrahim thought for a moment. “Because the French troops will soon liberate the neighboring Gao from the jihadists and I will arrange a meeting with a local journalist, some female singers and the local medicine man who will explain our culture to you and the situation that has arisen.”




    “Done deal. How old are you, son?”




    “Thirty” Ibrahim answered.




    The reporter began coughing again.




    “From Gao I wanna get to Timbuktu by river,” he managed to say after a very long time.




    The guide found it a rather odd request and looked doubtful.




    ”You will miss the French military operation to liberate it and…”




    “Do your job,” Henry blurted out as he was fishing for a cigarette out of his pack and was taking out a worn flask from his old travel handbag. He sipped from it with delight. “It’s whisky, son.”
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    Ibrahim knocked.




    “Happy with your room? I apologize, I’m used to larger spaces,” he admitted, trying to justify his pacing the floor.




    “The fan’s all I need,” Henry replied as he threw the cigarette butt out. Ibrahim could not restrain himself any longer.




    “You shouldn’t smoke that much!”




    Henry shrugged his shoulders and leaned out the window.




    “Right I shouldn’t. The tar in my lungs and the fat in my arteries will clear in twenty years from now and, as they say, with a healthy lifestyle I could live to be a hundred,” said Henry ironically.




    Ibrahim took him to a local restaurant where a table of people seemed to expect a tough-looking reporter tempered by a thousand adventures. At the sight of Henry, they looked at one another bewildered.




    They thought the guide had to be in the mood for jokes to sell them as a senior reporter a man of impressive thinness, puffing on a cigarette every time he paused to cough.




    “These are renowned singers Amina and Kadi; this is Soumana, a local reporter and Ousmane, the healer.”




    “Whisky,” Henry ordered.




    Ibrahim instructed a waiter.




    “Only local millet beer is available.”




    “As long as there’s alcohol in it. You?”




    “No alcohol for me, I’m Muslim. I don’t know about the others.”




    “We will all have djabani,” said one of the young women.




    “What’s that?” Henry asked with curiosity.




    “It’s a local specialty made with hibiscus and fruit of the baobab. Do you speak French? My English is not that good.”




    ”Rusted, but I manage.”




    “Henry, last month it was rough here with the Ansar Dine jihadists. All we can get now are kola nuts and scarce meat,” Ibrahim explained.




    “My stomach can’t even handle those, son. A rice porridge will do.”




    “But that’s a breakfast item!”




    “It’ll do.”




    “Amina, since you were the first to start a conversation with our host, would you tell him something about Malian music?” Ibrahim asked the young woman.




    “He probably knows more about it than I do,” she replied while looking at Henry inquisitively.




    “This is my first time in Western Africa,” he remarked.




    “True Malian religion is animism: things and places are animated by a spirit of life that is rhythm and therefore music. The blues was born here and without it you Americans would have had no jazz. We came in as slaves and brought you guys something.” She added jokingly.
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