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I know who killed Chief Superintendent Luigi Calabresi on May
17 1972, outside his house in via Cherubini 6, in Milan, at a quarter
past nine in the morning.

This is a serious statement, not due its judicial implications, for
goodness sake, which I don’t give a damn about, but for quite other
reasons, and these reasons are what I want to draw my reader’s
attention to.

Basically, if we stop and think for a moment, what is there that
we can be certain of? We get up in the morning, have a quick break-
fast, rush to school, work, the nearest park to meet some friends,
in a word, each towards their own daily business. In the evening
we come back and lie between the sheets, nearly always the same
as the evening before, where we can feel sure about the various
events we have seen pass in front of our eyes during the whole
day. As soon as some event takes place, no matter how simple, the
coffee we had in the morning in the bar, everything surrounding it
becomes confused, tends to suffocate in detail, and disappears in a
non-requited desire for precision.



In the end we have a recollection of what happened, of the things
we have done, but our affirmations about single events are so inad-
equate as to make us conclude that we cannot be sure about any-
thing.

But how is that possible, some might say?

The answer is simple. We are only certain, always within given
limits, about what we are really interested in, about what is so
close to our personal feelings, needs, desires, dreams, projects that
it gives us a punch in the stomach. We only remember the punches
in the stomach.

In itself, life does not give us many punches in the stomach, and
perhaps it is better that way.

Think what it would be like to have a life constantly lived emo-
tionally on the edge, to the point of almost exploding, overcome by
adrenaline. Some calm, please.

But because we are not beasts of burden, but men and women
anxious to live this life, we tend to look at things in a more selective
way. We filter the events that happen around us, not only those that
we see directly with our own eyes, but also those that the great
modern prostheses of newspapers and television allow us to grasp,
even things that happen thousands of miles away, far off in space
yet as close as if they happened in our own back yard.

We have got used to such things, but there are some that strike
us more deeply.

What does it mean to be struck, moreover in depth? It means
that we are left open-mouthed, with a sense of pain, anxiety, in-
dignation, disgust, or, which is the same from the point of view of
the biological mechanisms our bodies unleash, of joy, enthusiasm,
intoxication, etc.

These events penetrate us and lock themselves into our certitude.

I know perfectly that there is no such thing as absolute certi-
tude, in the sense of something objective and valid for everyone, if
you want to be precise. But when the blood boils in our veins for
the fifteen dead blown to pieces in the central room of the Banca



say it clearly, I have very little esteem for, if not rather aversion and
contempt, well, for the simple fact that they were there too that
evening, every time the far off voice but very lively voice of justice
calls me, putting my heart in turmoil, I even go back to feeling close
to these comrades.

That is why I know who killed Commissario Luigi Calabresi on
May 17 1972, outside his house in via Cherubini 6, in Milan, at a
quarter past nine in the morning.

These thousands, and more, comrades present at the grave 434,
field 76, of the Maggiore Cemetary in Milan, all of us pulled the
trigger.

No pardon. No pity.

Addio Lugano bella.

Catania, 12 July 1998
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dell’Agricoltura in Piazza Fontana in Milan, even if a hundred years
were to pass we would feel the same certainty of something con-
temptible, that only the miserable servants of the State could ac-
complish.

That is the kind of certainty I want to talk about.

Each time I think of Pinelli being thrown out of that window of
Commissario Calabresi’s office in the police station in via Fatebene-
fratelli in Milan, the blood boils in my veins.

So I am also sure about that. A thousand legulei colluding to-
gether to explain to me the reasons of the poor police inspector sur-
prised by the powerful jump of Pinelli to go and spin into the night
air of Milan, cannot convince me. I don’t even need to read the ac-
counts of the comrades present in the other rooms who heard the
the interrogation becoming heated, and the imprecations that pre-
ceded and followed Pinelli’s murder. These testimonies add noth-
ing to my certainty.

In the same way the court acquittals, the filial declarations of
young men who have grown up in the shadow of paternal blame,
or the sweaty memory of a widow for whom I have never felt any
compassion take nothing from this.

A decided man, sure of himself, even caricatured in a film, but
in charge of the situation. It was he who was the diamond point
of the police headquarters in Milan at the time when the bombs
exploded, he was the one to get busy on the events, perhaps greater
than he, but he was certainly not capable of convincing hearts, in
the first place concerning himself. But what correctness can a pig
be capable of, moreover a pig who wants to have a career at any
price?

No one talks about this person any more in concrete terms, not
being able to become a myth, at best he seems like a ghost. Pass-
ing years have drowned the personage, death seems to have flat-
tened his characteristics in an iconography of State martyr. Poor
Calabresi, 34 years old, quite a gentleman, with a pregnant wife



and two little children. An apartment on the third floor of 6 via
Cherubini, a modest house. After his death the wife waits almost a
year to take 156.000 lire a month pension. How sad.

But poor Calabresi saw life differently. He wanted to be a winner,
he played dirty, and had managed to build around himself the fame
of being a hard man, invincible. He was always first on the scene,
crushed all the competition, his collaborators hated him, his supe-
riors were scared of him. Man of karate and the cult of strength,
he was such a hypocrite with everyone as to manage to pass off as
sentimental, practising catholic, a god-fearing man. Basically, he
learned this in America, where he had been working with the CIA.
An experience that few Italian supercops had had at that time.

In the febrile days following the Milan massacre everyone was
scared of everyone else. For the first time the sign of terror began
to seriously penetrate the provincial, simpleton air of our country.
Even the industrial city par excellence had never really known an
era such as that which was about to unfold.

Why Pinelli? We don’t know, we’ll never know. It could have
happened to another comrade. The attempt to throw someone
down from the same window from Calabresi’s same office had been
done months before with Braschi, it could have been him to fall
bouncing off the cornice. He escaped. The contest of the bombs
at the Fiera of Milan were not at the same level as that of Piazza
Fontana.

It was his job to knock together as best he could the thesis of
the anarchist trail, he was the specialist of the Milanese anarchists,
and of the others who had relations with the Milan comrades. Who
better than he could gather the threads of the story already begun
by Ventura, with the publication of anarchist texts by a declaredly
fascist publisher financed by the ministry?

Basically, the decision concerning the anarchists had already
been underway for months, the proof being what happened with
the bombs at the Fiera. Many comrades in prison precisely at that

4

with that of Calabresi, there are no fungible products. It’s not an
idea that wants to guarantee revolutionary action , generically con-
sidered a legitimacy of continuation: what faith can the exploited
have revolutionaries who let themselves be thrown out of the win-
dow like a box of old clothes without reacting.No, not even this. It’s
not an idea that wants to be known, made their own by the people,
so much so that there were no claims or political chatter by specific
organisations of any kind, and to say that around that time there
were a number of budding structures. It’s not an idea that puts itself
above the others to recall to disturbed order of behaviour outside
the rules, for the misdeeds committed by a certain Commissario
Calabresi, after all, it is certainly not normal that someone being
held at the police station be thrown out of the window during an
interrogation.

If this world bases itself on calculated justice, on the numerical
calculations of input and output, of a punishing for the damage
done and to do damage for the injury suffered, it is a world that
has nothing to do with that idea of justice that came out collec-
tively at that moment, that evening in Cimitero Maggiore in Milan.
It was there then that that evening, without anyone wanted it or
knew it, that came out an idea of justice that wasn’t there before, an
idea that passes over and renders laughable individual desire, the
individual fantasy of shooting in the head the good Commissario
Calabresi, desire and fantasy cultivated without doubt by almost
the whole of those present, but like all desires and fantasies, little
by little, with a return to daily life, vanished into nothing,.

Instead this idea of justice (that one could define ‘proletarian’ if,
as rightly has been noted,on this term had not rained the dust of
thousands of years to render it unusable), that not knowing how
to call we will continue to call that way, simply, justice, this idea
of justice has continued its path in all of us, has held us together,
comrades who have never been close to me who were present that
evening there, that whom I saw again only a few times elsewhere,
busied in quite other affairs, them and me, comrades for whom, let’s
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cles, if such an event happens with you in it, it is no longer just any
event, a fact like so many others (millions of people die killed bar-
barously and are taken hurriedly to the cemetery), but that event
has a different charge, it carries with it a tension that will not leave
you be, it wakes you up in the night in a sweat and, sitting on the
bed, you ask yourself what you are doing in bed, and if perhaps it’s
not you who is dead and turning in the grave, while to be alive, very
alive, is precisely Pinelli, with his naive beard of railway worker.

I realise that this might seem like a list of sensations felt by an
exalted brain, by me who, I have to confess, that evening at the
Cimitero Maggiore, grave 434, field, shamelessly burst into tears.
And if, putting it that way, it is a question of memories that one
feels from the emotional state of the moment, and often these
exalted emotional states, not being able to express themselves at
that instant in something concrete (beating up a cop, for example),
translate themselves into a frustration that makes one burst into
tears. And, I agree.

But by thinking that way one loses something important, reduc-
ing everything to a sum of individual people who live single feel-
ings, one puts aside the essential thing, that exceptionally impor-
tant force that comes out of many people who feel the same emo-
tive sensation, solicited by very similar feelings (none identical, for
goodness sake, I know that), feel themselves attracted one with the
other to constitute a homogeneous whole that doesn’t need pacts
or written contracts or dictates to constitute themselves. Suddenly,
this collective force emerges and there, tangible, I can touch it,I can
hear its voice, I can let myself be taken by its suggestions, address
my gaze where it tells me to look, see with its eyes made of a thou-
sand pupils what my poor short sighted eyes can’t see, remember
what my poor mind alone cannot remember.

Suddenly, as if from the head of Zeus, armed to the teeth,
emerges the idea of justice. But it is a very strange idea, because
it doesn’t rest on any pact, no order of preference. It isn’t an idea
that wants to put everything in its place, exchange Pinelli’s corpse
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time. And all around, stirring things up, was poor Calabresi with
his freshly pressed suit, his educated hard attitude, his culture (so
to speak, but he always managed to borrow something here and
there), his speed in making decisions.

Speed in decision-making. A man who had worked for the CIA
could not fail to have the speed of the men of the CIA, ruthless and
cold in the execution of their job. Only recent times have demol-
ished these commonplaces, showing how the Secret Services, from
the CIA to MI5, to the infamous Mossad, are nothing but a bunch
of incompetent and unprepared, doted with means which at some
point make them seem greater and stronger than they really are.

There, Commissario Luigi Calabresi was one of those mercenary
and guaranteed assassins. Around him had grown a myth of un-
beatableness, of the decisional strength that defeats all obstacles
that face him.

This myth showed its first crack at the trial against ‘Lotta Con-
tinua’, where Calabresi had seemed to be in difficulty. He was ac-
cused of having killed, or at least of having participated in the mur-
der of Pinelli, exactly what we are saying now. His stammering
answers are still stuck in the minds of many comrades.

May 17 was an ill-omened day for the great Commissario. Ev-
erything seemed to be going as normal, the usual morning routine:
breakfast, goodbye to the pregnant wife, the two children, one two
years old the other eleven months, what a beautiful family scene.

Even the executioner has a family. It doesn’t seem possible, but
it’s true. And the executioner’s family sees the executioner’s job to
be like that of any civil servant, moreover one of a certain level —
the executioner’s job requires specialisation that not just anyone
can accomplish. Behind the mask that hides the executioner there
is also room for the prolific wife and numerous offspring.

That ill-omened day, at about nine o’clock in the morning, Com-
missario Luigi Calabresi goes out into the street. His destiny awaits



him, exactly at nine fifteen, in the form of two bullets, first one,
then another.

Medical report: meningio-cerebral cranial discontinuation
caused by bullets from a firearm (right occipital region).

The ambulance of via Crocebianca di Vialba screams its urgency
along the city roads. At nine twentyseven Commissario Luigi Cal-
abresi dies in Saint Carlo hospital.

The autopsy on Pinelli’s body was carried out by Professors Lu-
dovi, Mangigli and Falzi. Who are they? I don’t know. Some ordi-
nary bonecutters? I don’t think so, at least one of them was a man
of the secret services as transpired from a marginal note published
in the newspapers years later.

Why this presence? Because, once again they did not feel sure
that everything had been found as it should (too many people in
Calabresi’s room?) and wanted to get things over as quickly as pos-
sible, massacring in a great hurry what remained of our comrade.

One thing is certain, that if Calabresi’s work was a macabre mess
(it suddenly transpired that Pinelli was wearing three shoes), that
of the notomizzatori was done to perfection. After it, no counter
forensic tests were possible.

Calabresi, after leaving the entrance to his house, goes towards
the traffic island in the centre of the road where his wife’s Fiat 500
was parked. On either side a Primula and an Opel. The first shot
strikes him in the right shoulder, the second blows up part of his
skull. The space between the 500 and the Opel slowly fills up with
blood.

The people there did not realise immediately, they hardly noticed
the shots. In the spring air they almost seemed like the crackling
of an old car. Then someone catches sight of the face downwards
body, the blood that continues to swell its purplean stain. The po-
lice, carabinieri, ambulance are called, everything that usually hap-
pens in such cases, just like an old abused script. Only this time

institutional concessions, the asceticism of certain recognitions. Si
fa terreno bruciato, then you must decide. If one’s own conscience
is capable of penetrating this crytalline field of the greatest possi-
ble clarity, if it discovers the tramethat constitutes the tissue of so-
cial relations, that subtle and almost impalpable trama that is often
covered by appetising colours of the offer with which the misery of
dominion disguises itself, one manages to make clear this timeless
night, then one feels offended, deeply offended.

It is the offense of thousands of years of slavery and incarcera-
tion, of thousands of years of suffering and genocide, of thousands
of years of submission to a few groups of dominators. Nothing of
our past deserves to be saved, nothing has been given to me, and
I have been able to snatch nothing from the enemy,except in the
optic of one of its competitional concessions aimed at making me
get to the banquet, even for a few crumbs, for some recognition of
status quite marginal, for some stripes on a beret, for some bow by
sly idiots who think they are the smartest.

And you can also reflect for years and years on this problem,
read and reflect, until you feel tired and sad, and there is no page,
no word, no gesture of man or woman near you who says anything
clear, finally clear. You can row in the darkness for years, like a
convict once upon a time, to exhaustion,until you fall dead on the
oar without the others even noticing.

Instead, it can happen that an event illuminates you for a mo-
ment at the end of the road, that an even lets you see in filigree
how the enemy is really made, what pasta it is made of, what in-
fernal melting pot his soul has emerged from.If such an event hap-
pens, if you are there too, along with many others like you, whom
you know are living the same traumatic experience, and you see
them, big men with calloused hands, kids trying to be cool, ma-
ture women whose thoughts to the war years, to the trucidati sons,
young people who see their love that they avert like a sign of the
purity of the world, almost dirtied by so much arrogance, and you
see them, all with tears in their eyes, impotent but with tensed mus-
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badly seen and badly considered if I did not avenge myself or if I
avenged myself excessively, giving damaging consequences for the
environment itself.

Instead, if to solicit me to revenge was my offended dignity, it
is only to that that I am responsible, and with it, therefore with
the offended part of myself, with my conscience, I must come to
terms. And with myself there are no half measures, I with myself
constitute an indissoluble totality, I am the world, the totality of
the world, and who causes offence to my dignity cancels the world,
destroys me like the conscience of the world through my self, and
deserves to be taken from the world.

Of course, those to grasp the deep sense of their own dignity are
few. That is the profound mystery of some behaviour that seems
inexplicable. Nietzsche felt offended in his dignity as a man be-
fore the spectacle of a coachman who whips his horse and, not
being able to resist against his own world being killed by that in-
sensitive brute, decides to cancel him from that world, to cancel
his own world, to cancel himself in madness. For the same reason,
other comrades, in the face of their own offended dignity cancel
the world in another way, they cancel themselves in suicide.

This way of seeing life develops and ends up becoming essen-
tial, gradually one realises the absurdity of the formal rules that
sanction so-called society, not to mention the laws that fix the con-
ditions of the existence of the State. Laws and behaviour that in
the long term appear to be not only instruments of the enemy to
asphyxiate and render impossible that little freedom that even in a
controlled and administered society it is possible to pull out, but in
itself, as real twistedness, aberrant behaviour also when they seem
to be the very best of intentions.

The critique of daily life produces a conscience that in time
makes itself more and more acute and sensitive, always more brisk
in discovering ulterior fields of desolation and isolation. All around
fall that way the commonplaces of democratic possibilism, the il-
lusions of politics, the positivity of the historical movement, the

10

also hasten the high echelons of the Milan police. Guida’s eyes are
full of tears. The old fascist prison guard, experienced in many mis-
deeds and torture, is moved when he sees the body of the loyal
collaborator on the ground, lying in his own blood.

‘Commissario finestra’s [window Commissario] funeral is sump-
tuous, loads of floral wreaths. The body is brought into the church.
The auxiliary archbishop of Milan carries out the funeral service:
‘Shining example of dedication to duty’. It’s incredible how these
people don’t have any modesty.

Cardinal Colombo, referring to a declaration by Mrs Gemma Cal-
abresi, states, “The most beautiful flower to bud on the blood of the
murdered Commissario is the widow’s pardon’. Incredible!

Pardon. What a magic word. We had to wait years to hear it said
again, by other people, in other contexts, but always concerning
Calabresi’s death.

But let’s proceed with order.

Of that morning in May someone, after many years, seems to re-
member something. What a splendid marvelous mechanism mem-
ory is. The memory of the pentiti [repentant terrorist], then, mer-
its a study all to itself. In the town of Massa there is a man who
sells crepes, who has a crepe stall, perhaps he also sells Coca cola
and lemonade, I don’t know, anyway, he has all the air of an hon-
est shopkeeper trying to make ends meet. Yet beneath his good-
natured appearance there lurks a dangerous criminal.

Moreover, this criminal talks, tells stories, narrates what he did
that morning of that 17 of May 1972 in via Cherubini, when he
sat in a car waiting, waiting, waiting.

But who was he waiting for?

Our friend gives a name, then another two, accusing them of
being those behind Calabresi’s killing.

He was only the assistant, the chauffeur of the material author

of the deed.



But come on, my dear pentito friend, is it possible that the cara-
binieri have only one record to play and that all those who accept
for a song to wear the cassock of the informant always recite the
same tale?

The same for the little girl in the Rome trial against the anarchists
(still in course in the court of assizes), among the continual ‘don’t
remember’s, only repeats what he has memorised from the report
prepared by the carabinieri?

There, there is something that the judges don’t know, that the
pentito himself doesn’t know, and it is the fact that I know who
killed Commissario Luigi Calabresi on May 17 1972, outside his
house in via Cherubini 6 in Milan, at a quarter past nine in the
morning. And that goes the whole hog, for ever. The pentito is only
reciting a very bad script.

But, let’s not jump ahead of our time.

To wait for the Commissario in via Cherubini, was revenge.

An absolute silence welcomed Pinelli’s body on 20 December
1969 at the exit of the morgue. It was a quarter past three. It started
to rain.

We went towards via Preneste.

His wife Licia had left a communiqué, ‘I earnestly desire that the
funeral of Pino Pinelli, although open to all the friends who want
to take part, come about in a decidedly private way, without the
participation of organised groups, delegations or symbols’.

I don’t know why she made this declaration, certainly not for
the reasons that I alone in my heart had also reached the same con-
clusion: symbols, banners of groups, perhaps even flags blowing in
the wind, would have been out of place.

Only one black flag was to be present, in the end it turned out
that there were more flags than necessary.

A wreath of flowers carried a little phrase, “The anarchists won’t
forget you’.

I asked myself whether we would forget Pinelli, or whether that
had already been done. The doubt stayed with me right to the Mag-
giore cemetery.

Grave 434, field 76.

There I no longer had any doubt. And, with me, the thousand
comrades present had no doubt.

Calabresi must be killed.

Addio Lugano bella.

Revenge is a question of dignity. The enormity of the event must
not only be commensurate to the death of Pinelli, and perhaps not
even to the massacre where fifteen died and 90 were wounded.
That would be a mere juridical equation, perhaps only a little more
correct than that foreseen by the law books. And, in this sense, I
wouldn’t be interested.

Revenge is in itself excess, not in the attack that it brings about.
So, seeing things the other way around, the killing of Calabresi was
not a comensurate revenge, comensurate to the deaths of piazza
Fontana or Pinelli’s death. Even seeing things like this you fall into
the juridical equation like before.

Revenge is therefore excess.

Not an eye for an eye, a tooth for a tooth, which already in the
biblical form constituted a rationalisation of preceding vindictive
behaviour that was unpredictable, so a real penal code, while it
seemed to most, erroneously, revenge alone.

The excess that is enclosed in revenge clears the field of any re-
lation of equivalence. It is not revenge if it does not overflow into
the immeasurable, in the barbarous cancellation of the enemy, in
its elimination or, at least, in a causing him such damage as to make
it impossible for him to forget.

If revenge were commensurate, it would be the social system as
a whole to impose it, and there I am enclosed in a code, even un-
written, but still a code. The atmosphere would oblige me to avenge
myself, following the rules, in the case of the contrary I would be



