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  "Manuela Greco & Carmen Carluccio, Turicchio Restaurant in Santa Sabina, are present in the Painter"

  
    
      [image: image 2]
    

    With me...
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                Dear readers, to give you the chance, in some passages of the text, to ‘live’ the most intimate feelings of some protagonists, I encourage you, when you find the links to some pieces of music, to listen to them attentively while reading, in order to be closer and share as much as possible their emotion.
   

  YOU CAN USE MY E-MAIL ADDRESS, MY WEBSITE, OR FACEBOOK PAGE TO COMMUNICATE WITH ME, ASK INFORMATION, SEE THE NEWS, LEAVE COMMENTS OR PHOTOGRAPHS.

Copyright © 2013


  Marchitelli Luigi Pietro Romano


     


All rights reserved

All colour photos included in the book belong to Gino Marchitelli, except one that was kindly provided by Manuela Greco from Carovigno [Brindisi - Italy]
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  Luigi Pietro Romano Marchitelli known as ‘Gino’ – Biography -



  
    

  

  
    [image: image 1]
  

  Gino Marchitelli




  Born in Milan on 23.05.1959
   

  He got this secondary-school diploma in Industrial Electronics (1977-78) at the Technical Industrial Institute Feltrinelli of Milan, and then he worked as an electronic technician for many years on Saipem’s oilrigs. He is active in the field of renewable energies and photovoltaic, in electronic, civil and industrial plant engineering. 
  An active member of CGIL (Italian General Confederation of Labour) and Democrazia Proletaria (Proletarian Democracy was a political party in Italy), he participated in the oilrig workers’ hard struggles and in the creation of a parliamentary denunciation dossier that contributed to the ENI scandal caused at the end of the ’80s. Currently he is an executive member of A.N.P.I. (National Association of Italian Partisans) of San Giuliano Milanese. He is the president of the cultural association Il Picchio.  He is also a singer-songwriter registered with SIAE (Italian Authors and Publishers Association) and in 2013 he was a finalist of the contest Il Camaleonte 2013 at the Turin International Book Trade Fair with a song dedicated to the workers who died at Thyssen Krupp.
   

  His first noir novel Morte nel Trullo, was published in June 2012, and reprinted twenty times in just over three years, the social noir novel Qvimera, was published in April 2013. Marchitelli was invited to present his works in over 200 Italian cities by public authorities, culture councillors, cultural associations, libraries, reading groups and circles, simply through word of mouth and the internet. 
   

  In December 2013 Il Pittore(The Painter) was published and awarded the honour certificate for 2013 New Work at the International Literary Prize Il Molinello, gaining a special mention during the Provincia in Giallo 2014 in Garlasco (PV). A literary case developed step by step from the bottom up. In June 2014 he created and published the DVD Siamo i Ribelli della Montagna (We are the Rebels of the Mountain), a 50-minute video interview to follower who were the protagonists of the liberation of the D’Ossola Valley in 1944 on the occasion of its 70th anniversary. In November 2014 he published Milano non ha Memoria (Milan has no Memory), with Fratelli Frilli Editori publishing house and Il Barbiere Zoppo (The Lame Barber) – 1969 Una Ragazza e la Scoperta della Resistenza (A Girl and the Discovery of Resistance), in October 2015 with Infinito Edizioni publishing house. In November 2015 Sangue nel Redefossi (Blood in the Redefossi River) went to press published by Fratelli Frilli Editori.
   

  You can find more information on the website www.ginomarchitelli.com
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  Preface

  
  

  
  

  It is not easy to preface Gino’s book. To speak about his books it is necessary to go through his personal story and therefore to learn about Gino Marchitelli. All of his books, even if he denies it, show a strong autobiographic component. Not a superficial one about his past, but the intimate, passionate psychological one. 
  Gino is a special person, as are his books. Morte nel Trullo (Death Inside a Trullo House) his first literary work, shows a raw writing, but at the same time its story and narration are thrilling. With Qvimera, his second book, the promising author begins to refine his style and understand the principles of writing a good ‘noir’. There you are! A year later, he releases The Painter. 
  A noir completely set in the Apulia region, in his beloved Carovigno. 
  As you will notice, Gino always draws his inspiration from places and experiences he is familiar with.  
  The Painter is a profound and melancholic noir book, comparable to a Greek tragedy. 
  Music is one of the main protagonists of this book. 
  Characters are portrayed in an outstanding way and his way of writing makes the reader’s mind vibrate leading it to almost explode.  
  The Painter is no ordinary detective novel, but a real life story made of extreme emotion of young guys who live their life beyond good and evil, in the presence of a murder and its investigation. 
  Gino does not focus on the characters of  Lorenzi and Cristina, but aims to communicate to a different message to the reader. His writing at intervals biting and then full of harmony and sensitivity leads us down to the abyss and then forces us to ‘climb back’ to the top.
  A thriller that will leave you breathless.  
   

  Riccardo Sedini 
 GialloMania Association
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                The strong northwest wind was blowing impetuously and the waves in the sea were following one another without stopping.
  The white foam of a wave seemed like it wanted to tear and swallow the previous one to wipe it out.
  The fury of the elements howled something terrible and nature couldn’t rest, an agreement between them was made. The seabed was stirred by the roar of the gale, which hauled ashore everything left in the sea.
  The animals of the reserve sniffed the smell of death in the air and remained hidden. 
  The body rolled, sank, got cast out in the foam and then rolled again, like it was in a strange unnatural dance.
  It washed up, another wave pushed it again, a third wave tried to carry it back into the sea until the final and largest wave flung it beyond the rocks and against the sand dunes.
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                The plane landed on time at Brindisi’s airport.
  A simple charter like so many others. A winged monster, about to offload hundreds of tourists, ready to invade the area of Salento.
  Men, women and children with different appearances and pale complexions would soon warm up in the blazing southerly sun.
  The view of the coast, with the sea as transparent clear as glass, provoked admiration and wonder among the English tourists.
  The emerald green water near the coast contrasted with the dark shades of submerged rocks, drawing bizarre archaic shapes.
  The three kids were excited. They had heard their parents talking about Italy several times, defining it as the boot-shaped nation full of beauties.
  Little Doris, four years old, played with a doll on her lap. The skinny and short legs, with tiny little pink sandals, stuck out the seat of the plane. 
  Edward, six years old, was very tall for his age. Blonde, with a crew cut, a nice round head like a football and an adorable face showing a toothless smile. 
  He wore thick glasses held by elastic behind the back of his neck.
  Robert, eight years old, freckled and lanky, was snoozing against the window.  
  Helen clasped her husband Richard’s arm, while looking down towards the wonderful colours of the sea, of the natural reserve and of the fields covered by amazing green, yellow and red flowers that had just bloomed.
  Colours spread harmoniously; including shades of blue and green to yellow and blood red.
   

  A stunning and touching spectacle, lit by the spring sun, and ‘nailed up’ to a clear sky without clouds.
  
  “Rich! This is amazing, I don’t think I’ve ever seen something like this before.”

  
  “It’s gorgeous, Look at those colours.”

  
  “Fantastic!”

  
  “Helen, look there! A tower, an old tower, what’s its name? You mentioned it to me.”

  
  “Torre Guaceto. A natural oasis. 
  There are also Mediterranean turtles and stunning beaches.”

  “Turtles?” asked Edward while craning his neck trying to look out of the plane window.
  “Yes, Edward, here you can see the sea turtles.”
   

  When they departed the plane a delightful temperature and the particularly mild, but perpetual wind of Salento gave them a warm welcome.
  They took  off in their hired car. 
  The airport clock marked 8.25am when they drove off towards the Bari – Brindisi clearway.
  They were all happy and excited. The kids couldn’t sit still on the back seat and kept on asking questions. Helen and Richard couldn’t imagine the absurd and inexplicable fate that would have awaited them, and that would have turned all that joy and light-heartedness into a nightmare they would never forget. 
  They set out for the reserve of Torre Guaceto. 
   

  The calendar marked 6th April 2008.
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                After a nice journey they reached their destination. The street wasn’t  busy and the motorway A14, after Ancona, was almost completely clear.
  The view of the Marches coast from Pedaso to Grottammare, with its little villages leaning over the flat laziness of the Adriatic sea, revealed the blue spring sky merging with the blue of the sea, the colours of the cultivated hills formed harmonious connections, making their journey quiet, intense and peaceful.
  Above all, the views helped Cristina to forget her awful kidnapping experience from two months before.
  She had recovered quite well physically, but psychologically she hadn’t recovered from the experience yet. 
  The doctor had advised inspector Lorenzi to take the journalist away from the place of her kidnapping, where she had first been the hero and then the victim of the investigations into murders connected with the building industry in the Milanese hinterland.
  The inspector had asked his senior officer for a special fifteen days of leave and oddly he granted it.
  De Stefano, the Carabinieri marshal of San Vito dei Normanni, who met Lorenzi during an investigation to solve the case of a serial killer of paedophiles, had invited him to stay at his place.
  Matteo accepted the kind invitation from his colleague. 
  He wished to show Cristina the places that impressed him with their beauty during his past investigation.
  There is nothing better than staying in the upper area of Salento in the province of Brindisi in April.
  The temperature was pleasant.
  The sky exploded with nature in a riot of colours and fragrances, averting the grey image of the Lombard metropolis and temporarily blocking the memory of her bad experience.
  The marshal opened his holiday home in Santa Sabina for them, located near the beach of “scoglio del cavallo” (T.N.: it means the ‘rock of the horse’ and its name is due to the presence of a rocky islet located in front of the beach having the shape of a horse) a small cove wedged between the sharp rocks and crystal clear water, just a few hundred metres from the ancient watchtower, which was originally erected to defend the coast from the invasion of Moors. 
  They walked to a small restaurant near the tower with an outdoor canopy overlooking the sea.
  Despite the time it wasn’t dark yet.
  Some fishing boats were rocking gently and looked like they wanted to get ready for the frightening night’s storm forecasted on the TV.
  In the distance the white mist of waves was visible.
   

  *****
   

  It’s twenty-three degrees Celsius, still hot and Cristina’s eye colour blends with the vivid blue of the horizon.
  With the heavy rain and cool temperatures that had dominated the last few days, Milan is now just a distant memory.
  An old painter, under a large straw hat, is portraying the sea and the boats. 
  His appearance reveals he is not native to this area.
  Intrigued, Matteo observes him, before becoming distracted when two young waitresses, Manuela and Carmen arrive. They recommend three extraordinary dishes perfect to alleviate the psychological wounds of the journalist. The inspector hopes it will also help them to rediscover their love for each other.  Matteo cannot wait, he orders two aubergine Parmigiana and drinks a bit too much, making Cristina and the marshal laugh.
  Tonight, Matteo knows they will make love tenderly and intensely, lulled by the background noise.
  When they leave the restaurant, followed by the amused smile of the two girls, Matteo, despite his drunkenness, approaches the painter.
  He observes him while painting with oil colours on a canvas and reproducing with great precision the amazing quietness of the moored boats.
  He is an excellent painter.
  The painter has long white hair and a beard, coloured glasses. His gaze is focused on the choice of the most adequate colour for his new painting. 
  On the ground, against a small basket, there is an old vertical camera. 
  Nothing like modern digital technologies.
  The painter turns his head and sees Matteo, Cristina and the marshal. He smiles and then continues to paint.
  After the two lovers say goodbye to marshal De Stefano, they take a stroll through the streets of the seaside village.
  The inspector is in a hurry to reach the house because he feels his excitement growing. 
  He wants to love his partner, hold her in his arms and protect her from her bad memories. 
  He desires her and they will make love like the last time in Milan, it will be amazing.
  At least this is what he thinks. But he is wrong.
  Too much food and wine will force him to have a rough night, during which the pain and the rumbling of dysentery will mingle with the noise of the waves breaking on the rocks and anxiety-causing nightmares.
  Cristina sleeps quietly, while the inspector prays that the sickness ends soon. 
  
  


Dawn seems unreachable to him.
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                Olaf Jan Nielsen.
  This is his name.
  Seventy years old from Copenhagen.
  After a life spent working for an important bank in the Danish capital he discovered the beauty of nature, the sea and the people of the Messapian area. 
  He is a widower and has travelled a lot throughout Europe during his holidays. 
  He had been to Spain, Portugal, Greece, the Canary Islands and Azores; however, the coasts of Carovigno got to his heart.
  The decision to move there after retirement was easy. 
  His children lived in the United States and no longer had a bonds binding him to the lands of Hamlet. 
  He kept the old house in front of the park, in the centre of Copenhagen, but he hadn’t been there for almost two years.
  His passions were photography and painting.
  The colours of Salento conquered him and his art benefited from them. 
  He purchased a little house in the land of Carovigno, and commissioned its restoration by preserving its ancient structure and architecture, and personally managed it.
  In two years he did a huge amount of work and rented a small shop that became his showroom in the old town of Ostuni where lots of tourists visited.
  In his own small way he became an important [local?] figure and his personal exhibitions, were very appreciated and visited by tourists from every country, since several tour operators included the visit to his studio among the cult tourist attractions of the White City. 
  He also made some good deals. 
  However, his real passion was to portray landscapes, the sea and local fishermen’ faces. 
  That day, when the three of them stopped briefly to look at his painting, he was portraying fishermen’s boats.
  In particular, he had been intrigued by a fishing boat a bit bigger than those that were usually moored in the small harbour of Santa Sabina.
  He had seen it before, but on that day his attention was captured by some unusual details. Near the helmsman’s cabin there were some dark cables whose use was quite unclear. 
  Since he liked getting up early in the morning to pursue his passion and enjoy the extraordinary view of the light morning mist in the harbour, he took several pictures of the moored boats, included the bigger fishing boat. 
  Then, when the sun had dispersed the mist, he took the canvas, colours and paintbrush out and started his daily work.
  Late in the morning two boys suddenly appeared on the deck of the fishing boat, their eyes and hair looked confused by sleepiness. 
  Their skinny and tanned bodies seemed to be oddly stuck on that boat. They were eagerly arguing.
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  Torre Santa Sabina - Carovigno




 

                                                
   

   

  One of them pointed at something on the deck and yelled while opening his arms. He went off mumbling and then came back to face the other guy with his face close to the other’s.
  The boat was moored seven to eight metres from the shore. 
  When the two that the man was looking at them, they became irritated and addressed him curtly, telling him to mind his own business and to stop looking at them.
   

  Olaf Nielsen resented the behaviour of the young guys and moved away from them.
  When they left he went back to his first position.
  That night the weather changed quickly and there was a storm.
   

  
  


It was April 5, 2008.

                
                

                
            

            
        

    
        
            
                
                
                    
                        Torre Guaceto and the English family
                    

                    
                    
                        
                    

                    
                

                
                
                    
                When Richard, Helen and the kids arrived at Torre Guaceto, it was just after 8.50 am.
  The sandy shore was deserted. 
  A gorgeous beach in its wild isolation. 
  The tourists’ invasion was still to come, with another two months before the high season began. The water was clear.
  The soft sandy beach was surrounded by the green vegetation of dunes. In the distance unsafe cliffs were visible.
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  Torre Guaceto WWF Natural Reserve




 

  They walked along the shoreline, on the opposite side of the great wall built to defend the bay.
  Kids were happily playing tag.
  The two adults were walking barefoot silently and holding each other, while enjoying the pristine beauty of the place.
  They were happy and absorbed by the natural paradise.
  The sun was burning already.
  When they’d almost reached the end of the first part of the bay, they laid their beach towels down, smeared on the suntan cream and lay in the sun. Little Doris played happily with her bucket and spade.
  There was nothing better, more pleasant and perfect than that situation.
  The cold and the rain of London were just a memory; the sun caressed the skin of the two lovers chasing the English humidity away from every cell of their bodies.
  Robert and Edward played football, shouting the names Arsenal and Chelsea, while running after each other on the beach.
  Robert kicked the ball high and strongly, it fell behind a curve of the cove, by the cliffs.
  The two kids ran after the ball, turning behind the jut of a dune and then, standing  petrified, motionless, in silence with their arms stretched by their bodies. 
   

  They were paralysed [with fear?] 
   


                
                

                
            

            
        

    
        
            
                
                
                    
                        Wake up lazy inspector!
                    

                    
                    
                        
                    

                    
                

                
                
                    
                “Wake up, wake up!”
  Cristina shook Matteo who didn’t want to wake up.
  The woman didn’t know anything about his night spent on the toilet bowl pleading with the Gods for the pains to stop.
  Matteo was shattered.
  He wanted to sleep.
  Cristina snorted angrily.
  She got up, opened the window and was dazzled by the lazy image of the beach and of the rocks visible above the water due to the low tide.
  The sea was like a millpond.
  She looked at the scenery and then went back to bed.
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  "Scoglio del Cavallo, horse's beach, Santa Sabina, Carovigno"




  Matteo was sleeping on his back.
  Cristina lay down by his side and started to play with her tongue in the inspector’s ear, who despite his sleepiness, showed the first signs of a certain part of his body waking up.
  Cristina put her hand down to ‘check’ his wakening and then whispered in his ear: “My dirty little pig is waking up.”
  Matteo kept his eyes shut pretending to sleep, to verify if his woman would dare to do something more, chasing away the bad memories of his awful night.
  Cristina glided down and freed the inspector’s passionate ‘male member’ from its ‘prison’.
  Lorenzi prepared himself to enjoy the journalist’s kindness.
  He was already thinking of passionate kisses and much more when suddenly she squeezed the base of his penis so hard, forcing him to spring to his feet, cursing her.
  “Wake up, lazy inspector,” the woman said. “Aw, look at him, the inspector is standing. At last you woke up.”
  “Fuck off, Cri, you hurt me.”
  “But you woke up.”
  “What the fuck? Do you think this is the way to wake me up?” he said, annoyed.
  “Oh, come on darling, now you will forgive me. It’s a wonderful day we cannot lie lazily in bed. I want to go to the beach, and I want you to take me to see the famous Torre Guaceto you’ve always told me about.” She kissed his lips and whispered: “But first, now that you are awake, I want to do penance.”
  She gently pushed Matteo down on the bed with her hand on his chest and did something so passionate that the image of fireworks became etched in the inspector’s mind. 
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                They had breakfast sitting at a table outside the bar where they had dinner with the marshal.
  The painter was still there, it seemed he had never left.
  After having served them, the young dark-haired waitress went to observe the work of the old Danish painter.
  They were chatting.
   

  Lorenzi took his partner’s hand and caressed her face.
  “Thank you,” said Matteo.
  “For what?” she replied mischievously.
  “Thanks for the nice awakening. I had a terrible night. I thought I was dying and you brought me back to life.”
  Cristina laughed and shook her blonde curls that usually hypnotised the policeman.
  “Really, besides feeling bad, I had distressing, grim dreams,” said Lorenzi.
  Cristina’s expression grew serious and Matteo interpreted her silence as an invitation to continue and tell her everything.
  “I dreamt of the two of us being in the car at night. You were driving. Only the headlights illuminated the street, but its sides were completely dark, there was a strange half-light allowing us to make out any movement. Then a long curve. The place was spooky. Suddenly the headlights illuminated the dead body of a horse—a massacre. A little further on another one and, some hundred metres further, one more. I was shocked. You were quiet and told me it was normal.”
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