Silence

One is master of what one doesn’t say, and the slave of what one does. (attributed to Francisco Franco)
Water, dripping. Concentrate on the sound. Smack, smack, smack on the stone floor. Forget it’s water. It doesn’t have to be water to sound wet. It could be sweat, or urine, or vinegar. He isn’t thirsty, he is in pain. No, forget the pain, thirst is easier. No it isn’t. Concentrate on the sound. Smack, smack, smack.

Michelotto knows it is possible to use such distractions to dull pain, he has seen men do it, withdrawing behind their own faces as though they were the masks of carnival grotesques. But knowing is a long way from feeling, as though, during the time he was hung by his wrists from the strapado, the distance between his brain and his heart had become stretched. His pain is cunning, it adapts itself to his defences and starts to sing. A continuous, piercing note from his shoulders, like a hunting horn blown by a huntsman who never has to draw breath, slicing his skull from ear to ear. A percussion in his finger ends, throbbing in time with the moisture dripping from the roof of his cell, way above him in the dark. He stares at the porridge of blood and torn flesh where his nails used to be. Nine spoonfuls, one to go. There’s a good boy, Michelotto, eat up now.

One nail remaining, on the little finger of his left hand, the one, he remembers from tales told him in the nursery, signifying relationships with other people. Still shielded, nailed. 
The leading torturer, the one fulfilling the role that used to be Michelotto’s when he played the iron fist to Don Cesar’s velvet glove, tests the security of the straps fastening his victim’s left hand to the table and flexes the iron jaws of his pincers. Then snaps them shut. On air. As the door to the chamber creaks open and Michelotto feels himself begin to shiver like a dog shown the whip.

The cold, he tells himself, it’s cold down here, whatever the season above ground. One thing he won’t die of is the mal aria, the poisonous air exhaled by the swamps around Rome as they sigh in the summer heat, though he knows it is responsible for the fact that his nails scatter the cell floor like the leftovers of a miniature banquet, and the disjointing of his mind that makes him wonder, now, if fairy dogs will come and suck the bones once the torturers have finished with him and taken their candle away. Had Don Cesar not been near death of it himself when his father died they could have saved more than the treasure in His Holiness’ bed chamber.

“Has he spoken?” The harsh, ungodly tone of the new Holy Father. At least Alexander had sounded like a priest, as long as you didn’t listen too closely to what he said. What does he call himself now, this della Rovere? Julius, that’s it. Julius. Cesar. Two halves of the same ambition to rule Italy. Italy. If his mouth were not so parched, Michelotto would spit. What is Italy but a joint of meat carved into too many slices? 

He turns his head to look at the Pope; the bones in his neck grind, the stretched muscles scream. He tries to make his mouth sneer but has no idea whether or not he has succeeded. The Pope is like a mirage, shimmering in the light cast by his torch bearer; his beard straggles over his chest in a filigree of tarnished silver. Michelotto flexes his fingers in their bindings. The Pope smiles, a menacing glimmer from deep within the beard.

“No, Holiness,” replies Velvet Glove. They used to use the same pattern themselves, he and Don Cesar. If present, Don Cesar always did the talking, if not, well, Michelotto had never really seen the need for talking. The machinery, properly used, was eloquent enough.

“A pity,” says the Pope, spitting his words through his yellow horse teeth, fists clenched on all the other words Michelotto can see chasing each other across his face. He has not lost his temper yet, but he will. His rages are legendary. There is a story that, when Don Cesar refused to give up the countersigns to his Romagna fortresses, the Holy Father tore down his bed hangings with his teeth, such was his fury and his impotence in the face of Don Cesar’s silence. The Servant of the servants of Christ is the slave of his temper, thinks Michelotto, and this time, he does smile.

Julius crosses to the table, his silks whispering like conspirators. Dismissing the torturers with a jerk of his chin, he sits down on a stool opposite his prisoner and rests his forearms on the table, his tough, rope-veined hands inches from Michelotto’s. Michelotto’s instinct is to draw away but he cannot, his own hands remain clamped to the table top. Another aspect, a further refinement of his torment. He knows this trick too, though he knows few men, or women, whose instinct would have been to recoil from Don Cesar.

“He’s gone to Spain, Michelotto, so you might as well talk.” 


“He is still my don, even if he has gone to the Americas. And it’s Don Miguel to you, Holiness, Don Miguel da Corella.” 

Della Rovere, sharp-featured, grey and vicious, has often been described as wolfish. Just now, reflects Michelotto, with a small surge of hope which puts his pain momentarily to flight, he looks like a hungry wolf, his ferocity underscored by panic. “He has asked you for me, hasn’t he?”


“Offered me ten thousand for you, which only served to convince me you are worth a lot more to me in here, in the care of these…gentlemen.”


“I am worth nothing to you, Holiness, but a knife between your shoulderblades one dark night.”


“Michelotto…Don Miguel,” says the Pope, struggling to contain his anger beneath a thin crust of sorrow and regret, “must I spell it out for you? Borgia has not gone to Spain of his own volition. He has gone in irons, as the prisoner of His Most Catholic Majesty, King Fernando, who wishes him to stand trial for the murder of his brother, the Duke of Gandia, and his brother-in-law, Alfonso of Bisceglie. You, I dare say, know all about these matters.” The Pope pauses, eyebrows raised in enquiry, but Michelotto has no intention of taking his bait. Of the murder of Gandia he knows nothing anyway. As for Bisceglie…as for Bisceglie…well, this is not a world for naïve, sweet-natured boys, and especially not for boys who capture the affections of Donna Lucrezia.

He remembers asking Donna Lucrezia to dance once, during Carnival, when men and women are permitted to dance together and the bastard son of a mere Navarrese count may speak to the bastard daughter of a Pope.


“No, no,” Alexander had insisted, flapping his fat hands, “oh no, Don Miguel, only Don Cesar will dance with his sister this evening. It is our wish.”


“Family matters,” he says now to Julius, and would have shrugged if it did not hurt so much.


Julius brings his clenched fist down hard on the table next to Michelotto’s pinioned hand. Michelotto winces as the aftershock shoots through his injured fingers; his pain is a lightning fork, jagging up through his arms to his dislocated shoulders. Good. Hold the image. Lightning flares and just as quickly dies.


“Fernando intends to lock your beloved Don Cesar in the fortress at Chinchilla and throw away the key, you stubborn Spanish shit,” yells the Pope. “If he doesn’t die of cold or the pox, he’ll go mad from solitude and end up a dribbling lunatic.” His stool clatters to the floor as he rises and starts to pace the cell, his breathing harsh and heavy. “Talk to me,” he snarls, twisting Michelotto’s shoulder, his fingers grinding against bone, his old, winy breath in Michelotto’s nostrils. “Whatever Borgia paid you, I’ll double it.”

Michelotto fights the desire simply to faint, to let go of pain and thirst and self control. But unconsciousness is not the kind of silence he is interested in. “Sit down, Holiness, let me tell you something about Don Cesar.”

Julius rights his stool and sits, smoothing his silks under his backside. “Go on. What about a drink? Gaoler, wine!”

“Just water,” says Michelotto to Iron Fist, enjoying his persecutor’s sudden descent to the status of table slave, “and,” flexing his hands in their straps, “the means to drink it.” 


At a nod from Julius, Iron Fist unstraps Michelotto’s hands and immediately Michelotto wishes he hadn’t; the blood flowing back into them brings another upsurge of pain, sluicing through him this time like seasickness. He takes a swig of water from the cup Iron Fist puts in front of him; bile burns his throat and makes him cough. Julius waits. Michelotto lets him.

“Begin,” urges Julius.


Michelotto looks into the Pope’s shrewd, black eyes, in which even the pinpoints of reflected light from his linkman’s torch seem to be snuffed out, and withdraws himself to a blue shaded room pierced by shards of sunlight finding their way through gaps in the shutters. The light is angled over empty shelves, a floor tiled in marble and polished gemstones, picking out the bridge of a nose or the line of a cheekbone, a flash of teeth, the glint of hope, fear or indifference in a waiting eye.

“June 24th, 1502,” he says.
“Don Cesar has just taken Urbino,” adds the Pope.

“Whose story is this?”

“Forgive me. Please continue. Wine? More water?”

As a matter of fact, we had been in Urbino for several days. It had been a picnic compared to some of our actions. Literally a picnic. Duke Guidobaldo had been dining al fresco in a garden beyond the city walls when he heard of our approach, and fled with nothing but the clothes he stood up in and the oh-so-refined Duchesa Elisabetta.


“Imagine her riding astride with her hair down,” said Don Cesar out of the side of his mouth as we watched a couple of his men taking down her portrait in the piano nobile. He made a lewd gesture with his hips and his right hand.

“Quite daunting, lord.”


Don Cesar gave a theatrical shudder. “But living dangerously, Michelotto, it’s what we do. Otherwise, how would we know we weren’t dead?”


There are a number of answers to that, and I suspect Don Cesar knows most of them, so I contented myself with laughing.

Be patient, Holiness, it’s my story, let me tell it my way. Do you know the tales of Queen Scheherazade? No? Well, I suppose it wouldn’t be fitting for the heir of Saint Peter to be too familiar with the culture of the Infidel. In Spain, though, we are hard pressed to avoid it.


That day, three days after Don Cesar had installed himself in Guidobaldo’s palace, he agreed to grant an audience to a legation from Florence. He had them running scared, those thin-lipped money lenders. His army was parked right on their arse before they even knew he was coming. Nothing had been said about expanding his ambitions from Romagna to Tuscany, but nothing needed to be. Don Cesar’s army was well-fed, well-paid and adored him to a man, and his fine French guns obviously had no way of knowing they belonged to King Louis and not to Don Cesar. As for King Louis, well, Don Cesar was married to his wife’s cousin, and the Florentine loan sharks are no respecters of rank where their interest rates are concerned. As you no doubt know to your own cost, Holiness.

So when Don Cesar asked, nice as you please, if the Signoria would be so good as to send an embassy to negotiate with him, they were all over him like a virgin in a bordello. Bishop Soderini, the Gonfalonier’s brother no less, was heading the legation. That’s not the way you heard it? Well, remember, I am telling you this story as an eye-witness, I am trying to deny myself the advantage of hindsight.

I wondered what in the name of Beelzebub Don Cesar was up to when he assembled us in the famous Montefeltro library, empty as the day the builders finished since all the books had been crated up and shipped off to our headquarters at Cesena. As if the gaping shelves and redundant book chains were not unwelcoming enough, he had also had only one chair brought into the room, a great, gilded, throne-like thing apparently made for Duke Guidobaldo’s father, placed in the centre of the floor with its back to the window.


“Will you see them alone, lord?” I was worried; many among Don Cesar’s followers were plotting against him at this time, men who had been glad to take his wages until his success in the Romagna threatened their own states.


He smiled and shook his head. I was relieved, though puzzled by his choice of company. He kept me close, of course, but he also sent for the engineer from Vinci… Yes, I know he’s a painter, but for Don Cesar he was an engineer, he advised on the building and maintenance of artillery and was designing new fortifications for Imola. Perhaps, if things had turned out differently, he would have painted for Don Cesar, eventually. Perhaps one day, I shall return to my poetry. You didn’t know I was a poet, did you, Holiness? Part of what caused Don Cesar to take me into his service was his appreciation of some sonnets I wrote.


Also in the library were a couple of Don Cesar’s wolfhounds and Donna Dorotea. Yes, Donna Dorotea. You have heard of her, surely? How Diego Ramires had her kidnapped on her way to meet her husband, because his heart could not contemplate any hand laid upon her beautiful body other than his own. Don Cesar took her under his protection in order to avoid any misunderstanding with Venice, in whose service her husband was commanding the garrison at Gradisca. But as Venice, and everyone else, it seemed, blamed Don Cesar for the abduction, on account of Ramires being his man and another Spaniard, I suppose he thought he might as well give them something to blame him for. Or perhaps she fell in love with him and refused Ramires. I don’t know, I never talk to Don Cesar about women except in the general way.


Why was she there? Holiness, you are like a child. Wait. Listen. Have patience. Picture us, shutters drawn against the afternoon sun. Leonardo sketched busily in one of his little notebooks, steadying it against his right forearm. Donna Dorotea, her hair loose because Don Cesar had forbidden her to bring her maid into the palace, leaned against a wall, petting her lapdog, a rat of a creature with globular eyes and a nose so squashed it could not breathe without wheezing like a consumptive granddam. She made little cooing and chuckling sounds to it, though said nothing. Perhaps she used to talk to Don Cesar, but to my knowledge, she had uttered not a word since Ramires’ men took her.


Don Cesar picked up a fig from a dish standing on one of the book shelves and studied it briefly before returning it to the dish. Perhaps he should have included his food taster in the reception committee; a food taster also is one whose actions speak louder than his words. Then he fussed about with the chair, making minute adjustments to its position, before sitting down, his black velvet cap partially obscuring the arms of Montefeltro carved on the headrest, his gloved hands resting flat along the arms. For all the greatness of his reputation, Duke Guidobaldo’s father must have been a shorter man than Don Cesar, for Don Cesar had an air of being folded up in the chair, until he straightened his knees and stretched his legs in front of him. 


“Fetch the Florentines, Michelotto. And Michelotto…”


“Lord?”


“Just the ambassadors. No scribes, no hangers on.” Then he laughed. “Unless they have their dogs or amorose with them, of course.” He scratched the head of one of his hounds and glanced at Donna Dorotea. The look that passed between them was complicated.

So it was just the two ambassadors, footsteps echoing in the great, empty spaces of the palace as I led them through a series of halls and galleries to the library, Bishop Soderini, florid and smiling, and his assistant, a Ser Machiavelli, Secretary to the Second Chancellery, whatever that may be. Republican government may look plain at first glance, but it seems to me to be a great deal more elaborate than tyranny; no wonder it is so unstable. I took little notice of Bishop Soderini, his type was well known to me by then, all charm and bluster, incapable of putting a point plainly or listening to any response; he had written off Don Cesar as just another jumped up Papal bastard before he ever laid eyes on him. I watched Ser Machiavelli, though, drawn to his air of detached good humour, the expression of a man anticipating an evening at the theatre rather than a tussle with a general whose guns were facing his way.


That is how, while Bishop Soderini launched into the usual rigmarole of presenting credentials, and Don Cesar received them without ever rising from his chair, I noticed a flicker of recognition spark between Ser Machiavelli and the engineer. It was snuffed out so quickly I was tempted to doubt what I had seen, but my instincts have served me well in this life so I stored it in my memory for later examination.


“It seems suddenly very dark in here,” said Don Cesar, cutting across Bishop Soderini’s unctuous litany of greetings. “Open the shutters, would you, Michelotto.”


Light exploded into the room, bursting around Don Cesar’s head and over his shoulders. Bishop Soderini raised his hand to shade his eyes; Donna Dorotea shrank back against her wall, pressing her dog’s snout into her breast; Leonardo drew in a sharp, exasperated breath between his teeth as he raised his pencil from the page. Ser Machiavelli’s thin smile broadened as though the buffone in the comedy he was watching had just told a particularly good joke.


“Much better. Now, gentlemen, shall we get on? You will want to hear what I have to say so you can report back to your Signoria.”


“Their lordships have charged us…” began Soderini.


Don Cesar gave a dismissive wave of his hand. “I dare say they have, but it is my army sitting on their tail and not the other way around. Certain undertakings were given me at Campi. So far, none has been honoured. You try to trip me up at every turn, even with the Pope, my own father, and the King of France, who is also my kinsman. We are neighbours, Bishop, whether your masters like it or not. I will have security from you, and then I will be at your disposal as a good neighbour should be, otherwise…well, I must protect myself as I see fit.” 


Soderini cleared his throat, a flush creeping up his neck as though the dye had leaked from his episcopal robes to stain his skin, but before he could marshal a response, Machiavelli said, in a tone of calm and polite enquiry,

“Arezzo?” 


“Nothing to do with me. You made an enemy of Vitelozzo by murdering…”

“Executing,” corrected Ser Machiavelli.

“Murdering,” persisted Don Cesar, “his brother. Are you surprised he retaliated by seizing Arezzo?” He bestowed a guileless smile on Ser Machiavelli; the secretary looked as though he might burst into applause.


“Yet Vitelozzo is your man, Excellency,” replied Soderini, encouraged by the mild way in which Don Cesar seemed to accept Ser Machiavelli’s contradiction. “Are you saying you cannot control your commanders?”

Don Cesar did not miss a beat; it would have been impossible to guess how close to the mark Soderini had struck. “It is my policy to give my men a great deal of freedom, to demonstrate my trust in them. Trust is the strongest weapon in my arsenal, Bishop. I cannot pretend to regret Vitelozzo’s action, as long as your government fails to honour its undertakings.”


“Fine words, Excellency,” said Ser Machiavelli, “but do us the courtesy of honesty. We are here because you need us. You can no longer trust your officers. Without the support of Florence you are likely to lose all you have gained.”


At this, Don Cesar threw his head back and laughed, and underscored his laughter by a hearty slapping of his thigh. “Florence? What need have I of your…republic? I have the Pope and the King of France on my side.”


“France is uneasy and you know it,” persisted the secretary, “and the Holy Father, may God preserve him, is no longer young. You’re bluffing.”


“Am I?” A hush descended on the empty library. Seconds passed. Donna Dorotea’s dog wheezed, the engineer’s red lead pencil scuffed his rag paper pages, Don Cesar gazed at Ser Machiavelli and drummed his fingers on the arms of his chair. Then he rose abruptly and strode across the room towards Donna Dorotea. He grabbed hold of her little dog, his fingers digging into its belly. The dog squealed. Don Cesar and Donna Dorotea struggled in silence until Donna Dorotea was forced to give up the dog. Don Cesar carried it to the window and tossed it out.

“The wheezing,” he said, by way of explanation, as he resumed his seat.
Bishop Soderini ran one hand around the neck of his shirt, as if to loosen it, to make sure his own breathing was not constricted. 

“It would be helpful if the duke would turn his head a little to the left,” said Leonardo, addressing himself to one of Don Cesar’s hounds. The dog grinned at the engineer. Again I noticed that flicker of communication between him and Ser Machiavelli.
Don Cesar smiled at Bishop Soderini. “But I have no wish to play the tyrant. I want neither Arezzo nor any other Florentine territory but that of your hearts, gentlemen. It is my earnest hope,” letting his expression fall into one of sorrowful foreboding, “that we can come to a quick understanding,” turning his head as desired by the engineer, “because this is mountain country. It cannot support my army for long, and once they have stripped it bare,” stealing a glance under his lashes at Donna Dorotea, “there is no telling what the consequences of my…generous approach to discipline might be.”
Don Cesar rose to his feet. I saw Ser Machiavelli take in the full magnificence of his appearance, the broad shoulders and slim hips, the long legs encased in boots made of the hides of unborn calves which fitted him as well as his own skin. No, Holiness, I do not believe Ser Machiavelli is a sodomite – far from it, by all accounts. I expect he was gleaning details for his report. But few people fail to be impressed by Don Cesar’s looks.
“It grows stifling in here,” announced Don Cesar, his tone making it plain that the condition of the air was incontrovertible, not a matter for individual susceptibilities. “Dotti?” 
Yes, Holiness, I’m afraid that was his pet name for Donna Dorotea; there can be a fine line between admiration and contempt, as you will discover if you spend much time down here.

He offered her his arm. “We shall admire the former Duke of Urbino’s gardens. Michelotto, see our visitors off the premises. Gentlemen, I bid you good afternoon. I will be pleased to resume our discussions tomorrow, when I hope you will see the wisdom of granting my very reasonable terms.”

Well observed, Holiness, you are quite right. Don Cesar had proposed no terms.

I will not describe Don Cesar’s expedition to the gardens – suffice it to say he displayed more interest in Donna Dorotea’s herb patch than Duchesa Elisabetta’s rose garden. Nor need I repeat the details of Don Cesar’s subsequent meetings with the Florentines, as they were doubtless reported to you at the time. Their cautious arses are so thoroughly calloused by sitting on the fence all these years, they no longer feel its discomforts. 
I ordered a detachment of men to escort Don Cesar and Donna Dorotea, then saw the Florentines to the main gate. When I returned to the library, I found it deserted, though the engineer had left behind his little notebook, balanced on the window ledge. As I picked it up, the marker ribbon stitched into its spine became snagged on something outside the window. Leaning out to disentangle it, as I tugged and fiddled, and finally tore it loose, my eyes met those of Ser Machiavelli, looking up as he waited for his groom to tighten his girth. 
I studied the sketches carefully as the clatter of the Florentines’ horses receded, and the winches creaked as the great gates of the palace compound were shut and barred. Dust from the courtyard drifted through the window, a fine layer of it gritting the page as I held the book up to the light. Later, I even ran a candle flame under the page, to see if the engineer had made invisible lines as well as those I could see, but I found none.
He had made three likenesses of Don Cesar’s head. They were very poor, showing a man with a curling, Old Testament prophet’s beard and a shock of untidy hair. Don Cesar, as you know, Holiness, is fastidious about his appearance. But there was something…arresting about them nonetheless, a quality of truth in the deep lines drawn from the sides of his nose to the corners of his unsmiling mouth, an eloquence in the way the eyes were rendered, heavy-lidded and evasive. They disturbed me. It was as though the engineer could read Don Cesar’s mind, as though he had divined what only Don Cesar and I knew. As though, encoded within the drawings, he had written the fate planned for the disloyal captains.
I snapped the book closed and slammed the window shutters on the empty courtyard, as the Florentine legation wound down the hill towards the town, pursued by its snake of dust.    
“Is that all?” asks Julius. Only then does Michelotto realise he has fallen silent; his voice, groping and hesitant at first, then growing in fluency, has ceased competing with the scrabble of rats, the click of the gaolers’ dice on the other side of the door, the maddening, incessant drip of water from the roof. Even his pain has fallen silent with the effort of remembering, of making sense. And this boorish shit of a Pope has missed the point.


In Imola, some days after the beautiful deception of Senigallia, when Vitelozzo had choked his last in the embrace of the garrota and the rest of the conspirators had been shipped off to the Castel Sant Angelo, Don Cesar granted Machiavelli an audience. By this time, he was chief Florentine legate to Don Cesar’s court. The little lawyer was beside himself with admiration for the way Don Cesar had acted against the traitors, and flattered Don Cesar so fulsomely, Don Cesar gave him a fine oriental rug, cut in a cross, to take home to his wife.

“I wished to tell you what I had planned in Urbino, secretary,” he said, “when you doubted my reasons for summoning you there. Indeed, you might say I did tell you, had you taken note of the space between my words and my actions.” The dislocation, thinks Michelotto now, feeling his shoulders.


“You have not understood, Holiness,” he says to Julius. “I have told you…a parable, I suppose.” He is so tired, weariness like lead in his veins. “Think. Donna Dorotea struck dumb by…fear, passion, or perhaps merely the weight of her acquiescence. The engineer, who spoke only to the dog. Then again, I guess his drawings were meant to speak for him, but the book failed to fall out of the window into the hands of Ser Machiavelli as planned. Myself. We were all aspects of Don Cesar’s silence.”

“But,” says Julius, his brows knit in confusion, “Borgia was not silent. It sounds to me as though he said rather more than was wise. After all, he got nowhere with Florence, did he, and he did need her good will? Louis of France was only interested in getting Borgia’s soldiers to help him invade Naples. He would have thrown him to the dogs otherwise. He has now,” he adds, after a significant pause.


“You think he was bluffing too?” Michelotto looks amused. “Not a bit of it. He told the truth, though he performed a liar’s pantomime with his guffaws and thigh slapping.”


“Eh?”


“You see, he had already planned the downfall of Vitelozzo and the rest of the rebels, so he did not need Florence.”


“Of course. Senigallia.”


“It was all arranged, right down to what he would order for the celebratory dinner which would entice them into the rocca when Senigallia fell.”


“Poison. He intended to use that poison of his. Tell me, how is it made? I have heard all sorts, from hellebore mixed with the saliva of a rabid dog to the dried menstrual blood of a witch powdered with pearls. What is the truth of it?”


Michelotto concentrates on his pain to prevent himself from laughing. “Poison, Holiness? Poison is a woman’s weapon. We Spaniards prefer the garrota. Less margin for error.”

“You will not tell me?”


“I have told you all I have to tell you, Holiness.”


“You mean,” says Julius, his nails digging into the table, his voice rising to a roar, “you mean you have fed me all this claptrap about women and artists and dogs just to…to…pass the time of day?”

Michelotto shrugs. “It was your choice to listen, Holiness. You are free to go.”


“Guards!” bawls the Pope, pounding on the cell door with both fists. Iron Fist bursts in with Velvet Glove on his shirttails.


“Holiness?”


Veins bulge in Julius’ neck and forehead. “I see this man has one fingernail left. And when you have dealt with that oversight, rack him.” Turning back to Michelotto, he adds, “you needn’t think I’ll be beaten by that marrano bastard. If Fernando can’t find any shit that sticks, be sure you’ll give me a midden-full before I’ve finished with you, Michelotto.”


Michelotto smiles.
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