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They grow up, they feel the stirrings of the flesh - then fall
into the arms of sin,

A sin that God can easily enough forgive them, this is true,

But what of tomorrow? What sins will they commit later, when
they no longer come to confession?

When they have found the world's pleasures?

Then they will really be dead, dead for eternity.

If I can do something to save their souls then I must,

They are my brothers and I love them.








Chapter 1
Vergogna


 

Shame is the squirm, it unmans, it unmasks,

His daughter, smart, had also noticed. Against the strip of
travel, zipped, back there, just then,

Now receding just as quickly, a sight of the past.

A daughter was innocent, at the age of six, but would be
conveyed, coerced, into becoming a woman.

The woman struggling to hold herself up against the cement
blocks - it was blood on the woman's face and neck.

What's the matter with her? The lisp of child's palate.

He did not reply, frozen muscles in the face, biting hard the
teeth together

—Shouldn't we have stopped? his wife asks. She looked like she
was in some trouble.

Against the travel from Foggia to Bari, the road, impresses the
sign of the gypsy witch.

Call it a place of blood, but we mustn't get involved
(spiritual).

The father has protected his daughter from the bloodied woman
(menstrual).

 

The Vodou of Haiti came from Africa to Port au Prince.

When a relationship is broken by one party, it can be that they
have stolen the wronged party's Love - which is rightfully yours,
so to attempt to regain it can be no evil.

But, as always, the popular idea of sticking pins into a doll
representing the person, to cause them ills, has no factual basis.
It has come about from the inclusions of dolls into votive altars,
together with other found objects.

The gypsy woman had first ripped open the grave of an infant
taken. An infant not given life, a sacrifice. Without casket, the
earth a coffin she can break with her fingers, to exhume the single
small skeleton, mishap, loss, perdition.

Later, she looks with hate - though a hate so abject we have to
pity her - on the three voodoo dolls.

 

In The Magic Flute by Schikaneder, the three Boys are
more the linking devices they are sometimes reduced to.

Be steadfast, patient, and remain silent.

Reflect on this only; be a man.

Then, youth, you'll win the man!

They give Prince Tamino the flute and bells to Papageno - they
will have been supplied them by Astrofiammante or Sarastro, they
pass them on to the intended youth.

Tamino, as a character, has lessons for Leopold II, recently
ascended to the throne of Emperor of Austria. Or Leopold's son, one
day to be Francis II, considered to be even less enlightened by
those Freemasons Schikaneder, Mozart, Goethe. Under this view of
the libretto, if, like Tamino, our leaders and commanders are
filled with virtue and righteousness, then earth will be like
heaven.

 

From the work of Lorenz, a nurturing response is triggered by a
particular set of 'infant' characteristics, particularly facial
features.

A rounded head, a button nose - far removed from the long snout
of the predatory wolf.

A small round mouth - never a great tooth-filled maw,

Big round googly eyes - those bush babies, loris,

Relatively short limbs, the pudgy bouncy ball, pandas and
koalas,

With cartoon mouse or cartoon bear, or Betty Boop, the cuteness
- not to mention wholesomeness - is overwhelming.

The exaggeration is horrific, the animal re-cut on the drawing
board, dismembered, reorganised, revivified to something other.
With this crude recipe you can make anything cute: bears, spiders,
lobsters, sharks even, if you so wish.

Similarly, a display of a lack of cunning, such that the
nurturing organism is 'tricked' into sympathy with the other
organism - for which a nubility might also be employed.

 

Morality and Disney, fatal confection - stand here, and with
hand on heart contend that he was not haunted by his childhood?

Walter Disney was a harsh man.

He sacked employees on the spot, any sign of lewdness, any
mistreatment of his creations' image.

He had firm opinions about his employees' political
expressions.

He refused to let Alfred Hitchcock film at Disneyland because
Hitchcock had made that disgusting movie. What will the ethnologist
say about this?

 

Those young people who are attracted to illicit experience, they
seek to demonstrate their grown-up nature. In their taking of
drugs, or drinking alcohol, they assert their right to a place in
the adult world, and to the respect that accompanies this.

Maybe the most childish of behaviours is believe and obey all
that you have been told, by that ludicrous mass of the
Preceding.

Although, undoubtedly, the most powerful means of demonstrating
adulthood is to produce offspring.

 

The priest is the Father who is no father at all, just one part
of the patriarchy that produces no children. His celibacy is a
demonstration of a lack of sexual thoughts, feelings, but also, as
much as anything else, his unmarried state is to demonstrate his
loyalty to the community. He possesses an undivided heart,
dedicated to the service of God and humanity.

The parish may feel comfortable in calling him their own
father.

The same, viewed from a different preconception:— Do we know of
any animal that kidnaps another's offspring, to raise it itself and
perpetuate its dogma in a Lamarckian fashion?

And, although this is in no wise conclusive, celibacy is not
scripturally ordained. 1 Timothy 3:2: It behoves therefore a bishop
to be blameless, the husband of one wife, sober, prudent, of good
behaviour, chaste, given to hospitality, a teacher.

 

Carnal matters disposed of, beyond enticement now. The way of
flesh is to rot or be burned, choose one or the other.

The autoclave, or it to be the auto-da-fé? Incineration will
reduce any organism to ash. All fungi, bacteria, viruses, spores
made non-hazardous, sanitised and sterile.

The witch will be burned, all will be made clean by the act.
But, in her, in her cleansers, a demand for decision seems to have
been imposed.

Choose Heaven or Hell, choose no other.










Chapter 2
Scena


 

A woman, with only her hands, digs down into the earth beside a
motorway. The woman is wild, a creature of the woods and heath. She
extracts the skeletal remains of an infant, holds it in her arms
tenderly, brushing at the brow. The promptings are of magic,
violence, perversion, death.

The story proper begins. It is a small village in Puglia, not
long after the Second World War, and three boys, Bruno, Michele,
and Tonino are engaged in mischief. They have smoked cigarettes,
stolen unripe oranges from the orchards and let down a few car
tyres. Just outside the village, near the main through road, they
sneak up behind the local imbecile Giuseppe - he is also spying, on
a pair of prostitutes and their clients, local men, in an abandoned
farmhouse. Peeping through the chinks of rotten wood, a bulging
eye. The boys hurl the oranges and abuse at him, he threatens them
fiercely, but is caught in his turn by the two men and punched to
the ground.

 

Michele has to run an errand for his mother when he gets home -
take orange juice up to the new arrival from the north, who has
taken the rooms upstairs. Patrizia is a young woman who has come to
the village after a drugs scandal. When he goes upstairs, she calls
him inside. There, again, the tables are turned. Patrizia reclines
naked in front of him, taunting the adolescent Michele a little,
asking him if he prefers as a thank-you kiss or a tip for his
errand. Prima che il confuso Michele risponda, viene però
richiamato dalla madre.

Meanwhile, in the hills, the wild woman is shown again. She is
La Magiara - the Magyar, or Gypsy. She is plunging pins into the
bodies of three clay voodoo dolls. She reburies the first to the
earth. No doubt is left, some time in the past, the three boys have
also played their tricks on her. The next morning, after he failed
to turn up for school, Bruno is found strangled, with the imbecile
nearby. He makes a half-hearted attempt to run away, but is
arrested by the local men and taken to the police station. When
interrogated, he claims to have only discovered the body and was
hoping to demand a ransom. When the police take him over to the
courthouse to be remanded, a mob try to attack the imbecile. The
police are convinced they have the child-killer, but the next
morning as he wakes up in the cell, having been beaten a second
time, almost immediately another body is found, that of Tonino.

 

Among the media pack that has descended on the village from all
over the region is Andrea Martelli, an investigative journalist
from Milan, sharp and cynical. He recognises Patrizia from her
previous notoriety, and the two form a relationship. The funerals
of the two children are in the church, amid scenes of grief,
weeping and crying out. Hidden away at the back of the church,
watching intently at the scenes of grief, is La Magiara.

 

The second part begins with the gypsy witch, her shunning by the
community as she walks through the whitewashed village. Old women
turn their heads and spit as she passes, windows are closed, men
stare at her. The sound of a film projector motor fades up and we
are watching a police surveillance film. The scene widens to
include the three, the local superintendent, the regional chief and
police prosecutor, as they discuss her behaviour and resolve to
question her as their second suspect.

 

The boy's club at the church is run by the village priest, Don
Alberto, he encourages the boys to play on the church grounds to
keep them out of trouble. As he says to the journalist, if they had
kept to the football, and not got into their usual mischief, maybe
this would have never happened. As they talk in the square,
Patrizia is having her Volkswagen Beetle repaired at the garage.
The mechanic has already turned over a girlie calendar on the wall,
when he saw the priest, but Don Alberto engages him and gently
makes a suggestion about reading matter. All the time, Patrizia is
there in the flesh, beautiful and nonchalant in red halterneck
short skirt. She makes a small theatre of diverting him from his
calling by offering him a cigarette, he declines at first but then
gives in. At the end of the scene, they encounter Dona Aurelia, his
mother, who is inscrutable with a pervasive unpleasantness. After
she has gone, the mechanic tells Andrea that she is only accepted
in the village because she is the mother of their priest.

 

The police go to question an old hermit, Francesco, who lives in
a tumble-down stone hut in the hills. He practices black magic and
is the maker of the voodoo dolls that La Magiara used earlier, (it
is a suggestion, no more, that he might once have been a priest).
He refuses to take seriously their questions continually throwing
out a mixture of believable and unbelievable statements, He says he
passed on his knowledge of black magic to the gypsy an also claims
to that Patrizia has done the same, and that they engaged in. It is
difficult to believe him, but he is adamant. Finally, he does
confess that he once aborted La Magiara's child, a significant
crime. They lock him up.

 

That night, the weather breaks, and thunderstorm rolls through
the hills,

Michael gets a telephone call and leaves the house.

At the same time, in front of a petrol station, Patrizia ends a
call.

Michele wanders through the dark rain-soaked cemetery, until he
too is strangled by an unseen assailant.

 

It is imperative to locate the witch. In the woods, she is
tracked down and surrounded by fifteen, twenty, policemen and their
slavering Alsatians. When brought back for questioning, because La
Magiara believes so strongly in the power of her voodoo, she freely
confesses to being responsible for the killings. They press her but
she has no idea how the murders were committed, She rants, and
rolls round the floor of the station, frothing at the mouth. And
has to be given pethidine to sedate her by a doctor. A constable
comes in and says he saw her up in the hills last night, kilometres
away from where the last body was found. He has also found a
cigarette lighter known to belong to Patrizia, near Michele's
body.

 

In the paper the journalist notices a picture of a Donald Duck,
plastic toy, near the body of the second victim, the head ripped
looking up with cute and happy expression . He thinks immediately
of Malvina the deaf-mute little girl, remembering that she appears
disturbed and pulled and twisted at the head of her doll, while he
was watching her in the village square. He becomes convinced she
has some knowledge of the crimes, and may even have witnessed one.
He makes enquiries and discovers that the child's mother is none
other than Dona Aurelia.

 

After La Magiara is released by the police, she is steadily,
implacably, pursued out of the town by the fathers of the dead
children, who catch up with her in the cemetery. She is beaten with
a heavy iron chain and left for dead. Despite her terrible
injuries, she manages to drag herself up to the autostrada and as
the cars and lorries speed past she looks imploringly for their
help. No one stops, and slowly, piteously, she dies.

 

The journalist goes to the police station to discuss what he has
found, but when he gets there finds that they have arrested
Patrizia. He becomes angry, telling them that they only suspect her
because of her different lifestyle. He waits while Patrizia is
interrogated. She is evasive, but for a different reason - finally,
she admits she has no alibi for the time of the killing because she
went to into Bari that night to buy dope. The local police chief
wants to keep her in cells, but the regional commissioner tells him
to bail her. Andrea and Patrizia share a night of passion.

 

They are now convinced Dona Aurelia is the killer. The next
morning they go to her house, which they find empty. They then
drive up to the hills, where, to their surprise, they find her tied
up in one of the woodsmen's huts. She is close to the killer, but
now he has taken her daughter and is intent on throwing her from
the cliffs to ensure he cannot be betrayed. The journalist hurries
to the cliff-edge, and prevents the killer, ripping the child from
his arms. They fight, a bloody business, and at its end the
journalist hangs precariously from the cliff-edge, the killer
moving in to kick away his grasp. But the journalist manages to
grab hold of the killer's ankle and topple him over the edge. As he
falls, his body smashing against the rock face, scenes of the boys
playing football on the church grounds are intercut, a show of
innocence and desire for the soft uncorrupted youth - the killer is
the priest, Don Alberto, his crazed motivation being to protect the
children from an adult life where they would be unable to resist
the sin and depravity of the world.










Chapter 3
Casualità


 

"More than a coincidence" - his catchphrase, and from behind his
beard he would use it so often. If you don't know Fulci, but you
remember the writer Primo Levi, that was pretty much him, in looks
- but not quite so dignified.

—More than a coincidence.

When the news arrived that his film would not get a release.

—You think our friend the Pope cannot control the weather? Eh?
You think not? More than a coincidence, I say.

When he wanted the sun beating down, but the clouds had rolled
over and the sprockets had to stop turning.

And he would burst out with his rumbling laugh. Lucio Fulci was
a buccaneer, always. A rebellious spirit, so he had a certain
talent to bring troubles down on himself - and if someone went up
against him, with whatever authority, he felt it a matter of honour
to resist.

—John Huston or Billy Wilder, those guys don't have our
problems, he would also say.

They know which side of the line to stay on, those clever
guys.

 

Fulci arranged it like the Puppetta album cover around at the
time, with the purplish throw on the couch.

She would be there, naked, reclining, when he came in to deliver
the orange juice, just as his mother had told him. The left knee
raised to provide a partial shield for the… but all not done with
hints and what-have-you. Both breasts showing.

She had an all-over tan, which was felt less shocking, I don't
know…

And, back to camera, but facing her, the adolescent boy, faced
with the woman, who was definitely taunting him.

—We must have the confrontation, said Fulci.

We discussed our various options. A double for the boy -
probably a woman. Or not showing the nudity at all. Camera tricks,
the technology of mattes and bluescreen, yes, it was primitive -
and also well beyond our budget. We wanted to keep the sound
consistent, Signorina Boccaletti had lines, I think the child did
too, it was becoming too complicated.

—Or just do it with the boy… How about that? He won't mind so
much, said Fulci.

He knew this was completely against the code of practice, if not
the law, even then. And I should have said no. Especially, as the
cameraman, I got dragged in later.

Anyway, we got the scene. The performance of the child actor was
excellent, he ran off afterwards, and I think was laughing with his
friends he had made with the crew. I don't know, it was just all a
big mistake, we wouldn't dream of it, now, but then… Signorina
Boccaletti was a trouper, which was something, at least.

 

But the rumours sprang up about the maverick director having
gone too far this time, corrupting minors etc etc. Fulci was called
before a committee of the Film Institute. He went in with a sheaf
of papers in his briefcase - old scripts and shooting schedules -
sat down, spread them out and when asked by Mr. Trasino the
chairman, said straight out:

—We employed a dwarf for the purpose.

Whether he got it off the top of his head, I don't know. Used
this dwarf for the shots of the child's back, dressed similarly.
The child's reaction shots were done later, he told them. He even
supplied a name for the dwarf.

They consulted and asked Fulci whether he could make available
the actor to the committee, just to confirm his testimony. Fulci,
with an absolutely straight face, informed Trasino that he thought
the dwarf was in Mexico.

And received back the firm glance of why?

—Because he is Mexican, I suppose.

Fulci was a Marxist and Trasino was anything but - this was
their disagreement, bright and glinting.

—I wish to have my office inspect all the rushes, said Trasino,
knowing that he wasn't going to win that day.

Fulci said he would see what he could do.

 

After that, the director kept out of the Film Institute's way,
but the dwarf was a sign of their battles - and took on a life of
his own. When we doing another film together, the next summer.

—He has been making a porno, the dwarf. He has to be a bad
dwarf, doesn't he? After all he is the Child divested of all
innocence, is he not?

And Fulci made his usual snigger.

The dwarf had to have his wife on the set to keep him under
control, by order of the director, and still got into trouble
flirting with - no pestering - all the women - then his wife had
kicked up a fuss - and if not that, then the dwarf was drunk on the
set. God, he was a trial that dwarf.

He sent off a young casting director, saying:

—Get me the Mexican dwarf, you know the one… worked with us on
the Duckling film.

Until, one day.

—Gianni, I have slaughtered the kinky dwarf.

He told me it as if it were true – rolled fulsomely the
pervertito during mortadella and bread. The dwarf had died in a
stunt accident, fallen from a train roof, trying to jump from wagon
to wagon. Which had some plausibility, a stunt that had gone
wrong.

As the train thundered along, already unconscious, he hung
trapped in the couplings, and the other actor could not or would
not get down there to help, the stunt director leaning out of the
speeding car, shouting useless orders, the train carried on, but
the dwarf slowly tipped again and went under the wheels. It was a
ghastly sight when recovered.

—So that Trasino can visit the grave, said Fulci.

 

What you think would be worse? Have the dwarf die in an orgy or
something… ? Easily trampled by the horse… whoops…

I had nothing to gain in all this. I was concerned that he might
go and say it in front of the board, then they'd call me in to make
a deposition or whatever about the dwarf, the non-existent dwarf,
remember. You couldn't exactly get your story straight before you
started, with Fulci, and then be confident he wouldn't say
something completely outrageous when the mood struck him. I'm just
the cameraman, do what I'm told, point and shoot.

So the film was already blacklisted by the Church, though it
escaped being banned. It did good business - as always, better than
it would have otherwise - a lot of fuss and effort, for what?

In the end, Trasino moved on to another position in the
ministry. And Fulci became an old man, worried his obsession with
sex and violence was a sign of mental disease. Doubt came into his
faith, that the Church was wrong and he was always right. Despite,
and as a slightly forlorn front, he kept up with his mockery of any
authority, always came up spotless, and on to the next… It's not
quite the right example of him, he was a better man than this, but
you know the line:

 

Tu hai commesso…

… Fornicazione, dite Barabas, ma che è stato in un altro
paese;

E poi, la giovanetta è morta.
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