- To understand the M
~ have to wal

afia, you have to go to Corleone. You
k the gray, dirty streets, and you have to hear

what the Beast did to the Judge. By Richard Ben Cramer

IRST YOU'LL HAVE TO BE RATIONAL. Giovanni
Falcone, with his computer brain, divined that the
Mafia was an organization of thoroughgoing logic.
Second, i you want to understand, you'll have
o to know about Sicily. Judge Falcone {every bit a Si-
cilian) said the values of Cosa Nostra were no more, ho less,
than the values of Sicily—taken, perhaps, to the extreme.
Third, and most important: You'll have to look upon the
men of the Mafia with respect and empathy. Judge Falcone
(the orly one they'd alk to) said they played by the rules and
they dida’t lie. He said they were the only men who meant
what they said absolusely, and who lived by their befiefs.
o He said they were
what they called them-
selves—Men of Honor.

How do we know the
judge was right?

Because he and his
wife and their bodyguards
were blown to bits of char

by 2 homh planted under
a highway by the boss of
bosses, Toto Riina.

ANYWAY, THEY SUPPOSED 1T WAS Ritna--the cops and
judges who were supposed o know. Of course, no one
could know for sure, because ne one talks, That's ke heart
of the problem, Fomerti. The ward is commaonly rendered in
English as “silence,” or “code of silence.” A literal transation
is "manly stoicism,” which offers a clearer idea of how Men
of Honor see therasclves, 1t's no accident that the Mafia code
word for the law is feminine: L sonnambula—"the sleepwalk-
er” That gives a clear idea of how far out front was this one
wakeful lawman,

Before Fulcone it was perfealy acceptable for Sicilians
(or big fatian pols, from the safery of Rome) 1o declaye 1ha
there was no Mafia: It had died in the dim rural past or had
withered in the fluorescence of modern Tiakian development,
It was acceprable (even respectable) for jud a5 Lo maintain
the convenient and shuvberous fiction that the: Mafia might ex-
ist, but just as a handlul of disparate hands—-no berter than
hooligans . . . who mostly killed one another, anyway. {One
such somnambulist was Judge Antoninoe Mcli; the govern-
ment made bim Faleone's hoss.)

lwas Falcone's spectacular achievement 1o prove the ex-
istence and struciure of the Sicilian maob, the mother of all
malias, a5 a unity. In fact, he created the entire code and hiee-
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" words for himselfwere ( ,
... "The shrug thar ‘went along was nor meant to diminishthe
" job—to which, he was aware,

;lréi\-}"él':thc M;xﬁ;i’, ﬁn;t’in' his head and then on 'irialper, with -
- such thoroughness and clarity that he could lead a panel of
his peers past doubt. He did this through a feral decade’s -

work, living always in mortal danger, unstoppably siftingand |

. linking thousands of previously unconnccted facts. That's
~why his colleagues recail his mind as a compurer; Nothing. .
- gox dost.. But Falcone’s work had less in coramon with tech-
- nology than with ant: Like a great novelist, he was God of the _
universe of his own’ imagining; he was so much master of
the world under his pen that he could reconstruct whatever
- ~detail he reguired 10 make it come alive-for all to see. R
~17 That it was a narrow and brutish universe he never had.-
-, doubr. Though he descried honor in i, risked his reputa-.
¢ tion and safery to defend its soldiers when they honored hiri,
he never “went over.” He remained always, inthe halting
English’ of one colleague, “a very, very judge.” Falcone's
plain: *T am just 2 man of the Staze.” -

& he'd given up his life. It only
- showed he had found no choice, as the Men of Honor had’
" found none in their lives. It was the measure of his compre-
hension that he saw even his own role in the drama, a role”
 that could end only with his death. - Co e

In his 1901 book, based on. his interviews with the -}

- French journalist Marcelle Padovani, he recalled the judges
and- police .officials whom the Mafa had killed. Most, he
said, died from ignorance or inatiention; some gap, in their -
knowledge proved faml Some simply failed to sharc |
- - their knowledge, which meant the Mafia could kill a whole
investigation for a tiny price, the death of one man, Falcone
always tricd 1o surround himself with 2 team of Judges; in
" the end, he tricd and fiiled, “One usually dies because one is
- alone. . . because ‘one is not given support. In Sicily, the
: Mafia kills the servants of the State whom the State has not
been able to protect.” . o
- Some of these “illustrious corpses” underestimated the
danger or tried to live 2 "normal” life, Falcone made no apolo-
gies for the armored door to his bunker office, his butletproof -
Alfa Romeu, his siren-screaming escort of carabinieri soldiers
. in Kevlar vests. “T do not helieve 1 should give a gift to the
Maha by offering myself as an casy target.” (When he wenr
for coffee, he'd order ten, then pick one to drink. No one
could know which to poison.) : .
“Yet, he knew, some few of the State’s dead servants had
prvished not from lack of knowledge, or wam of caution, or
. even isolation within a justice systerm that seemed 1ot to care.
One was a Judge Chinnici, who brought Faleone imo the
" anti-Mafia war and who was blown up by a car homb ourside
his home in 1983, Falcane spoke of the case with charac-
teristic dispassion. “Yes, Roceo Chinnici's was only to be ex-
pected. .. . Even though he couldn’t improve on his tactics,
he fell into a trap and lost his battle. The Mafia proved irself
to be stronger and more able than he wais.”
You could say Falcone wrote his own last
He was the best” And he lost. : .
" But it was also wue that he'd heen isofated; the Stae
couldn’t. or wouldn't support him. Tr might he that even
~. Falcone let his guard slip one fatal norch—once the pols and
his fellow judges drove him from his Palermo bunleer, gave
him a fancy title and a “normal™ Jife in Rome. Falcone might
even have concluded, in the end, that he lost by Gitare of
kaowledge—or that he ran out of time: He cordd not fearn
enough, fasi enough, abour the Beast, Toro Rijina, For in-
stance, where was he? : :

chapter there.
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" DATFOW stFeets. | - :

~the_ place, the jumbled fligree:
~of sstreets and houses. crowding

__an ecrie o'errowering

) ORLEONE DOESN'T .
look like the rown™:
cwe saw in ‘The God-
Jther: those Jealy vil-- -
as, each with its soft-

. spoken dor dozing in"a“chair on’

his” sun-dappled patio (unaware -
of the knife blade flashing toward.

- his neck). No, Corleone is a hard

- ‘huddle of menace on-a slope ‘of

" gray tock. The houses. are cén=

crete, small, gray like the rock be B

-negth;, and ingrown, with - theiy -
dirty blank backs turned to the_:

i

- Ingrown is the structure of . JTTET photograph

ever tighter into a.fold of the mountain il (it séemg.per
force,

of Riina

as & young man, circa 1958,

by their pressure) there erupts, from the heart of Town, - -
outerop of rock. Atop.this forhidding,

slag-colored butte stood for centirries the local fail, now con-- -
verted into a.monastery for barefoor Franciscans who. beg .
alms on the stone streets below and feed in'return the sullen .. -

Unfairmess is-a birthright here,

- convietion of the Corleanesi that their town is unfairly famed:
- just for the Maha: Why will no one write about our monks? - S
enforced not just by ©

strangers—the frickle of tourists who. gawk and leave {film ™

fans frustrated by this cheerless mob theme

park}+-but rein- B

forced daily by the old wwisting risky roads that never got im:

proved by the Italian State; by the promised jobs that never
arrived; by the land reform that gave the peasants plots oo
smadl for survival; by the absolute irequatity of the world in
town to the world on TV: In the town of Corleone (popula-
tion twelve thousand), there is not a restaurant, there
theater or a cinema (there is one-porno house); there is o li-
brary, gallery, '

ismota -

museum; there is not a nightclub, dance all,

poot hall, swimming pool, public gym, tennis court, baskerbal]

court; no'place to court Jove, licit or illicit; there is ng place to

£0, and no place to forgather in joy, save perhaps the church,

with it hleeding saint in a glass case on the front wall,
Of course, it was worse in the 30s.and *40s, when younyy

- Salvatore Riina came of age. That was before power and

plumbing, so the matrons in their mourning black spent thejr
hours with
That was before land reform, so ¢ dawn the men had 1o hiich
up their donkeys ro cares full of tools and troop for miles to

washiubs at the spigot that was called a fountain, * -

the great estares of the bavons before they could start work-—if.

there was work, One stady estimated the average field hand
found only ninety to one hundred days of paid work in @ year.
And that counted weeks for the harvests—grain in August,
grapes in Seplember, November for the olives—when men
wouldn't get horoe at all: They'd take wrns sleeping with a
rifle at hand atop the day's work, o keep it from thieves. The
shiepherds got home less: They'd stay with their beasts weeks
at a time on the baking

rack hills, in endless hepira for grags -

that somehow survived the killing ten months of sun-—nuys- B

ing, meanwhile, the patént unfairness of all those acres EoNe to

wAste in grain and grapes. In Corclone, the Mafia could always
& it ]

count on shepherds to help seude scores with the all-encroach-
ing farmer. Such 4 young shepherd was Salvatore Rina,

He had the normal upbringing—that is, a chifdhood
without advantuge. He Teft schoe! in the Sfih grade. He could
read; that was plenty for a shepherd's son. He was jus a few




years out of school, hangmg, out wnh friends, playing boccc
when an argument turned into a Riina pulled out a pis-
1ol and shot another hoy in the leg, The boy died from loss of
hicod. Riina was filtéen when & court sent him 1o prison §
Palermo, for six years . . . nishing school, in the view w.of thc
viioh, or mobs, in his hometown.

Even in those days, just after Mussolini's war, Cotleon
was unﬁm_!y blessed with two Men of I pcct, who
sented wwo distinet styles,

* past and Mafia fature. There was, ale: dy in place dml pr lde

the maditional dglarmn Mafm capo, who, llke 0 marty r)f l'ﬂb -

“peers and
ment, which ser him apmt Imm hiz peasan: . This
was Dr. Michele Navarea, the town's ing physician. 1. At the
same time, there renwned 1o Corleone a younger, llashier ex-
emplar ol honor, oue Lucciano Liggio, back [ram his youth in
America, where his attainmems ran more wward modernis:
improvements like siriped suis 38 b;:»ccm]s, and machine
guns. Of course, they were great !uu‘u% n those days, wher
there was so much business and po

the way they ¢

e The wob

Puorraain o an invisigre man Ry,
the Shart Ong i 1966 while o haneymeon
Yemoe it and bemg escorted to s bl s st
spemy cbelow s Ruoa s wile Antomietta (boltem,

e birle sl wild ber pugtis w Gorleoane

had struck a deal with the U. 5. Army i0 ease its wartime in
vasion of Sicily and in gratitude, in oceupation, Uncle Sam -
turned over cvery town hall-(along with precious gasoline <
and hundreds of firtarms permits). to-handpi che:d maﬁos1, '
who would, it was said, keep the peace. .
_ For example, Dr. Navarra - obtained from the Y1111<s :
enough transport for his civic-minded project to “organize |

‘a meat commerce” with Palermo. In other-words, he got.a

suanglehold on meat for the capital | .\ and, of course, Liggio..

‘ hnlpul out: He organized the shcphu-ds (who focked to him)

to control the vast State-owned. hills ‘of the Ficnzza forest,
where they grazed and guarded the stolen herds. Just for an-
other examyple, Dr. Navarra wanted to become the director of
Corleone’s hospital. Liggio helped out as best he could ..

when he and a couple of shepherd-boy lieutenants killed the

former directar ;. . and Dr. Navarra got the job. That was
friernds, though the doctor seemed hope- -
lusl‘, old-fashioned 1o the dashing nggm. whea. also. had .
- plans for the c:.:pltdl Palermo., erhc it all those.

ammais in trucks.
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-2 Whenit came, the trouble starced th a woman, It hap-
- pens often:’ Cosa Nostra is particular about ‘the honor of.
" women. In fadt, one greit cause of éserangement between the
Sicilian_mother-mob- and its rich young ‘American issug
cropped up when the U. 8. branch went into prostitution.
That was unthinkable in Sicily, where tradition must be kept”
in mind. For example, Sicily's murder method of choice is th
Jupuari bianea, the “white shotgun,” which is nor really any type
£ gun but disposal of the cadaver so it can never be found
The disappearance is significant and loathsome not because it”.|
protects the killers from discovery (the cops don't-enter into,,
this caleulation) bue because the absence of 4 corpse prevenis.
the family. fomales from kissing the "woumds’ and Vo
upon the beloved body: Thus will we drink the blood of his ki :
. Inthe spring of 1958, the fermale in question was the ve-
ly Leoluchina Sorisi, who had captured the heart of Lucciano
" Liggio. Alas, Leoluchina was already afhanced
ulso of note, named . Placido .~ -
Rizzoto, Rizzotto was one of -
.. those brave and lonely union -

. types nying to organize. the

", peasants to demand the breakup
~.of great feudal estates. Tt was 4

- tribute to his talent and grit that :

. he was ‘actually making prog-

ress. That's all the eager Liggi
-talked about when he proposed
© 10 old ‘Dr. ‘Navaria' that -they -
- should rid -the town of -this’".
- union créep; who' was puiting
. strange - ideas into  peasant
“heads. Dr. Navaira consente :

. Liggio did the job—that was the - ,

- easy part. Maybe Luccianuzzy b BIRTH OF A marTva,
. took jtalittle too easy, because 4 Maurners at the judge s
~boy from a neighboring village . .fllnfzrtal(abr_;\{e.ljeered at

saw the whole thing, to the mo- - arriving politieians. calling
: o : N them murdercrs, The
ment when Liggio dumped the . ) .
. corpse down 2 well, The boy.: iree in front of Falcane's
5 S ' apartment (left), naw an
- was brought, pro. rat_e'from ter: . imprompty shrine. Palice
ror, to the focal hospl_.tza_l, where " § Snruoy the o Pl
Pr. Nav:fxra administered a. the bomb that destroyed
 Jsedative,” and, strangely, ‘the - 8 _ Falcone's entire motorcade
boy died. Sull, it was trouble, - |} © e (Might). His car landed two

- because the boy's babbling sent” g - | huirdred yards away,

" the peasants wo the well, whene -
they hauled o town the body of
Rizzotto, upon which the lovely ; DO .

. Leoluchina vowed: Iteill cat the heart of the ane'who did this to you!
(It should be noted, however, that when Liggio was arrested,
some years later, he was found at her house.)

Real trouble came when Dr. Navarra discovered thar Lig-
gio cared not a fig for unions . . . and that he, Michele Navar-
ra, Man of Honos, had been gulled 1o countenance a murder

Hor sinful purpose, ie., the deflowering of a local lemale, He |
ordered Liggio killed. ‘The doctor's men were sloppy, too, -
- They got Luccianuzz’ out of 1own, into the countryside, bur -
when they tied 10 take care of him, he got 10.his gun and
they shot it out in 2 bloody mess. Liggio, wounded, crawled
to the next village, where he obtained the protecrion of some.

focal Men of Honor and sent them as emg saries to beg re-

‘prieve from Dr. Navarra. Of course, it wasn't finished. Bur.it

ended that same year. when Ligsic and two shepherd lieu-

tenants—~the best shot in town, Bernardo Provenzano, and his.
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, friend, back from jaik, i Carti (“the Short One), Totd Riina—, _
pumped o bullets into Dr. Navarra: Liggio becamethe boss - . :
| Lather, asking, if i were not disgrace; if he would not lose a:

of the Carlconesi."Tord Riina became a tmade man;

HAT WAS THE YEAR, ‘58, when Giovarmi Fab-
cone had to make a choice, He made it wiong,

- He was unhucky, sometimes, when his heart got

mixed up in things. Falcone made all his big de- .
cisions with his heart. He was coming owt of

high school and had to pick his path. He chose Livorno, the
. lalian naval academy. He'd decided to go to sed, e
You had to know how the kid grew up—the air'in"his

-+ house. ... Years later, when he was a Maha-busting hero, peo- -
" ple often said that Falcone understood because he was raised
“in‘an old quarter. of Palermo, among the very people who
would become his passion and prey. The lalian papers wove
: young Giovanni, honing his |
" young computer brain-on the peniy-ante black marketeering -
that was everywhere in the old quartiere in the years of scram-
 bling and shortage afier the war |- . all nonsense. There was |-
:never scrambling or shortage in the old paluzzo of his mother's.

* splendid fantasies about -the

kin. There was plenty. There was duty, There was history.

o ~That it loomed on a dark streer in an old part of toiwn—-
.. LaKalsa, near the sea, still bore an Arab name from a millen-
- nium past—only enhanced its distinction. It was the house of -
. his mother's grandmother's brother, who was mayor of Paler-
*.mo when the Italian State was young,. It was a house built by

.and for the power of the State, as the nearby Church of the
Magione had been raised 1o glorify another power: In nearer
history, in tineed phorographs on the walls of the tall dark
rooms loomed two uncles: Both his mother and father had
“hero brothers who'd died in the Alps in World War 1. No Fal-
“cone child. could ever forger that the mother's brother had

falsified his age, at seventeen, 1o give his life for Ialy. Bur Gio- .

vanni and two sisters were not raised just in duty of death:
Their father, doctor of chemisiry, served the State every day
s chief of the Office of Hygiene. In the neighborhood, there-
-~ fore, he represented the State, and was accorded the admix-

-+ ture of respect and antipathy thar Sicilians always reserve for.

authority (coming, as it always does, from outside their ken).
A little stranger, then, was Giovanni, the doctor’s 5014

- biv apart and admirable i the quartiere; dutiful, as became the
- only boy; romantic, like any child who finds fiiends in books,
‘Giovanni was .devoted to the sevial stories. His particular
friends Wwere the Beati Pauli, who were members of @ monk-
. ish and sacved zect of adventurers who would meet in caves
(always wearing hoods, so they never knew who the others
were), who strove, by guile and swordsmanship, to protect the
poor against the greedy rich and a neglecrful State. . .| Them
- and Zorro. In the family's grand reception room, benegth the
frescoed ceiling, the walls were doaked in ornate cloth,
which Giovanni, seven years old, further decorated with his
~wooden sword in a pattern of 7, {After his punishment, he
complained 1o his sisters: “How did they know it was me?”)
e was bright in school, reserved and correct. He was a
pest proteciing his older sisters. His 5pOTLs were passionate
solos: gymmnastics, canoeing, swimming, Me adored the sea
He would never quit, He used o say a man with his will
could artive av anything, And by his teenage years, he was
rippled all over with the long muscles of the marathon water-
man, That's when he decided that his duty, his destiny called

from the bridge of a ship of the line in the lalian fleoc Sohe. i

took the naval-academy test. His score ranked fifth i the na-
ton. He went to Livorno | | | and hated every minute,
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: T}lc dis-c‘:ip.l.in;;:.véa.s.‘Stupid. Tﬁe.bfﬁéers";\h?‘?ir.;" stupid.”

U He arrived in :thé'-[h]l;‘--b'y\: Clifis_t‘masiilc-'d Written o his

term, whether he might not, afier all, enroll at university, His

father wrote back that he was already enrolled—the doctor-.

had seen to'thar, back in the. fall. This naval business wis -
“crazy from the first. So Giovanaj brought his destiny of due

- not lose time. He graduated at twenty-two. At twenty-three .
he ok the est for magistiates—judges and prosecutors in’
youngest, most avid servant of the State’s law. - S

And theré was love. Two loves, actually, for'be also mar-

‘ried at twenty-four. She was cighteen, another decision of his
‘heart, a wonman of. understanding, he thought (she would -
become, by profession, a psychologist). ... But afies years,

she would not be able to understand what he felt he had 1o

- do. I time, she would losé out to the longer, more passivnate .-
love of his life, the State. He was, even at the start, the most =
thorough young magistrate, meticulous in_his preparation; -

| the Tialian courts.” Ar twenty-four, he was a:magistrate. the = -

“like a panzer,” they say in Sicily—where memory may fetch

few hours ourside might be pleasant enough: He still went to
the sea, when he could; he loved to cat, though he cut back
ruthlessly when his figure changed from robusto 1o siocky; he -
shaped himself 1o the role in every. way. Or maybe he had no

judge's robe (which counts in Traly, where magistrature js not
just a job bur a style): When youth was his hindrance, he -

.Falcone, or Professore, or Vostro Onore—which seemed to him ~
fitting. (Even in Palermo, he discouraged Dotore Giovarmi,
~which smacked of false intimacy) He became that “very -
judge” in the courthouse, and in Jife. His family abways
hgured it cost him his wife, but that was later: Divorce came
in "7g; by then it was just a ratification. ' o
By thet time, Judge Chinnici had called. Faleone:
~switched {rom the civil section to the criminal, the anti-Maha

give his life to? What compared in importance? . ., And bet-
ter stith: He would become the lounding member of an anti-
Mafa pool of judges, who were all young legal adveriturers, - -
whose work was 1op secret, known only to themsclves, They
lived (s0 the papers dubbed it} la vita blinduta, the hooded fife;s
they'd meer, every day, in their bunker. ... IR

Falcone was not unlucky with his true love.

9 BEY CALLED 1T INCREDIBLE -good fortune for
“Riina—no one could explain it—to win such. a
gitlas Antoniceta. It wasn't just her connections,
though her family, the Bagarelias, was a potent

wstne  local Mafia clan, The mystery was, Ninewa was
so bright, educated as a teacher, She could have had o carcer,
~respece. Whar could she see in .. hina? The way they always
tell the story, a Friend wld Riina that Ninewa's family wouid
never aceepe him. “Well, then,” he's supposed o have said, -
“TH kili chem all.” o : : )

The hyper-
are feontinued on page 120)

No one gave Riing credit for his brains.
b oeloguent and title-loving Talians

to the faculty of law at the University of Palermo. And he did B

~exacting in his briefs and memorandums of sentence .- ine
formed, precise, relentless. He routinely put in twelve-hour. -
- days. He worked withour bieaks, with absolute focus. .- -

‘up an'image of the swift and unstoppable Germaritank, . - . ¢+
You could say he lived for the work, and in i, though the - -

choice, it shaped him. His accustomed reserve sat well in a o

 grew a heard for “authority.” (Years later, he'd shave o luxari--
ant moustaches, for the same goal.) Now he was ever Il Dotore

war. What else could a romantic young judge from Palermo -



[continued fam page So] abways confusing
intelligence with. education. (The judges

- and police officials of Palermo would on-
ly credit Riiva with furbezza, a sort of ani-

mal cunning, afier he'd made monkeys -

- out of them for twenty years.) But as usual,

. " Riina had the long view. He and Antoni-
“. et were considered, engaged when she
“owasthireen. - 0 0 T

- Riina’ had something. beter. than -
“diplomas, in Corleone—another sort of re-.

- $pect. He had power, afier he belped to
Lill the boss, Dr. Navarra. In the woirld of

. Cosa ‘Nostra, prestige- attends such a .

. killing; honor accrues to ruthlessness: As
Falcone said int his book: “For the-Men of
Honor what counts is the courage dis-
played by the assassin, his professional-

- _ism. The mote cruel, vicious, and crude a

“murder appears to our eyes as ordinary

- 'citizens, the prouder is the Man of Honor,

~.wnd the more he will be praised for his
-~ valor from within the organization.” In
- ket though its business is profi, the orga-

nization is all about power. To see this-

- difference~crime for power versus crime
for profit—is to see the difference between
Cosa Nostra and any other organized
crime. If money were the goul, Sicily's
most wanted could just take their millions
and escape. They do not. They'd rather go
underground ‘on their own waf, with
their power . . . as did Ninetta and Totd.

They were married in ‘66 (by a Mafia
-priest, a2 member of the. Coppola clan);

-they honeymooned in Venice. A photo of

Totd on the grand piazza there—a happy

tourist, a pigeon on his arm—was the last -

‘pieture anyone sew. They came back 10
Sicily, and soon . .. they disappeared.

It wasn't hard or even inconvenicar.
Many men disappeared, and never lefi
town. So ingrained waz the Sicilian habit
of not seeing anything that veas unhealthy
1o see, it dido't matter how often these

“fellows were scen. There were alway: sto-

ries in Palermo abour this capo or thar -

one, with a trapdoor in his office or a -
nel chat led for miles ro the sea (especially
alter one mafioso was caught in his
skivvies as he tried 1o escape through a
secret door in his shower). But it really
was simpler. When Antonieie's hrother,

‘Leoluca Bagavella—feared and famous for -

his murders of & caeabiniere colonel and
- the head “of Palermos police Flying
 Syuad--was finally picked up in 2 random
roud check, the sum of his preciwions
was a false driver’s license and 2 pair of
shades. As [or o, his childien were
Par in Palermo's hest dinic. (Re births
swere registered there under the suraame
Ritna) Later, those children were diiven
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every day to private school . . _no matter:
the Riinas were not seen.

But, in time, his hand would he
everywhere apparent in the capital. When

the Corleanesi moved in on Palermo, the

- whole city changed—much for the worse. -
~oi Toowas Liggio - whe won the first

 beachhead, the pool halls . &', and shat was
“all for a: while. Palermo.-already had
‘ten Mafia’ familics with the power o
claim seats on the ruling Commission, - -

They didn't want any help on their own
rerritory. Liggio decided to help, anyway.
And he-had the power, ‘with his two
chief weupons—Bernardo - Provenzano
and Toto Ritna. In fact, Liggio relied
inore on Provenzano—{or good reason.
“Provenzano shoots like a god.” Liggio

- told one fellow mafioso. “It's a shame he
has the brain of a hen. Riina, on the other

hand, would like 1o hite off morsels big-
ger than his mouth,” C

Of course, back. then, in the vos,-
‘no one knew whar Liggio said. Before

Falcone and the pool got going, no one
ouside Cosa Nostra could be sure of the

existence of the Commission . .. much -

less the upheaval in it when the boys
from Cordeone started making moves,
There were murders and disappearances,
sometimes in bunches, {These were
chalked up to unspecified “factional
cantlict,”) Tt was known, mostly from the
protests -of U. 8. lawmen, thar Sicilians
were moving into the dreug trade: They'd
come to dominate the heroin traffic into

North America. In Sicily, it was obvious
-the Mafia was “pouring new, uncounted.
“billions into “Tegitimate” business—con-

struction, real estare, The profile of Paler-
mo was physically changing. Where (he
capital had always hugged the phin be-
tween the sea and the mountains in quar-
ters of ancient Arah geometry, the sky
was now carved into dirty canyons by
wall-to-wall  apartment houses—ugly,
cheap concrete boxes, oversized—all {[fe-
gal, of course. Anyway, it should have
been obvious: There was no more build-

"ing control under the administration of

Mayor Vitg Clancimino~previously a

harber in the town of Corleane.

But on the largest scale, this cances-
ous “boom™ was also not seen. 1 i was
discussed. it was as a side effect of the

long-awaited “development—tlar s, as,

Sicily’s cuve. Tl Jaw enforcement was
focused on the Red Brigades, the threat to

the State from werror, The fow ani-Maha

viwmphs {*Lucky” Liggio, for exampic,
was sent 1 jail a couple of tmes) were of-
wen reversed by higher courts, withoui
public o political protest. The fact was,

- to keep the DC in power.

- the - Mafia _Bad 'pur_c_hase_d ﬁroicétéqh:

There was a placid and profiable - mar-
riage bewween. the roling Christian” De-

mocrats and the' mob—zspécially the
-Palermo families, whio believed in taking
. cate of business quietly. The State deliv-
ered far public contracts “and, 'when re-
‘quired, ‘court rulings. The Maha delivered *
. untraceable cash and votes by the millions R

ascendance of Tord Riina. Jall time had be-
gun t6 erade Liggio's influence. Riina was

bitions. That's when he started to show

left on the outside 1o follow his own am-

his penchant for the longer view. Slowly,
and with a delicacy that even his fellow

mafiosi never imagined in him {when his
plan came clear they siill protesied: It

must be Ninettal) . . . he began to insinu- .
ate men faithful to him into the Palermi--.
taniy families. By '81 be was ready, and o
_ Palermo awoke 10« Mafia war that could

notbe ignored. . - - .

A thousand people. would dié in.a
year, and those were just the bodies thar
were left around to be counted, From

Rome came vows: Such violence must be

stopped! . . Tt didn't stop. Riina was mov-

ing on the old Palermo families one by
one; he'd promise peace whenever he
needed time. He'd assassinate the. boss

- ‘That was destined rg change with the

and clean up the faithiul who could ke . -

found. For the promise of peace, his own
men.in that family would move up to
command of that territory. In April and

- May of 81, Riina killed the top two hosses -
..of central Palermo, Stefano Bontade and.
- Salvatore Inzerillo. His shird - nemess,

Gacrano Badalamenti, escaped Sicily with
his life, but Riina's fasal influence extend-
ed overseas. According o information
later developed by Falcone, John Garabi-
no suon arrived in Sicily (as ambassador

or the U, 8. boss, Paul Castellano) and re-
ceived the request—which was respect-

ed—to climinate. the escapees who had
sought haven in America. Nothing was
safe ftom Riina, not even wradition, Two
bhosses, Tommaso Buscetta and Salvatore
Comorno, -the only strongmen * who
might bave: contesied Riina militarily, had
their relatives kifled, boys and women,
too. There were fifiy funerals ‘within
those two fimilies, ’ _

Of course, there was the tradition of
the Chiristmas amnesty. Even Riina could
not ignove it He declared o peace and
hosted a spectacular party at a private vil-
la. There must have been forty or fifty

guests. He even invited the old Palermo’
boss, Saro Riccobono {with whom rela-

tons had been sour, owing 1o the disap-




" pearance of a couple of Riccobono's

. friends) .. and - nothing was spared:
. There was music, food, wine—feasting .. . -
- after which Riccobono, for one, stretched

out on a couch in the living room.to rest.
. Four of Riina’s men set upon Riccobono.

*Saruzz,” one was heard to mutter, “your -
. story finishes here.” They strangled him

to death on that couch. At that moment,
other Riina men ran-through the house
and garden, finishing with guns all the
friends of Riccobono. In Palermo, - that

samie evening, fificen - Riccobono  men
were gunned down at their homes, in .

. bars, in gavages, on the street...and
. ‘brought to the villa, where they disap-
-+ peared in a ank of acid. : :

" There was another new wrinkle in

Riina’s rule: Gone were the days of pri-
vate business quictly arranged through
" connections in government and politics.
The provincial secretary of the DC was
killed; he'd threatened the power of the
~friendly former barber; Ciancimino. Six
months later, it was a former parliamen-
" tary deputy who'd come back to Palermo

" to“stamp out the Mafia.” Five months lat- -
. er, the president ‘of the region of Sicily .

* who had vowed to clean up public con-
tracts. . .then a particularly  inflexible
- judge ... then the Communist deputy
who proposed a Jaw permitting confisca-

tion of Mafia profits, That was ‘82, a1

which point the government in Rome
had to act, if only to silence the hostile
- press. The State sent 16 Palermo its hero,
General Carlo Alberto. Dalla Chiesa, the

~ congueror of the Red Brigades, Liomo di
Ferro, Man of Iron . . . who was celebrating
*his one-hundredth day on the job, along
with his prewty, pregnant wife and a

bodyguard who was driving, when they |

all were shot to pulp by a hail of bullers
{rom Tow Rina. :

WHAT A STRANGE LIFE it was
for the four young judges of
the pool, squirreled away with

their seerets in their.corner of the Min-

Jstry of Justice building in Palermo, be- -

hind the steel doors with TV cameras ro
offer a view of the hallway cutside, where
the escorts sat splay-legged, cradling their
submachine guns, waiting for the rmoment
when their judge would emerge to trot
through the echoing Fascist acve of marhle
10 the front enirance, where rarps had
been built so the armored Alla sedans
~ could roar up the steps, and their doors
with the darkened windows would fy
open, nearly touching the bullevproof
Lezan of the building’s doors so the judge
vould never saed exposed for one in-

's_t'a_nt. before the sirens waijed:agaih and

the engines screamed, as the soldiers
at the wheel dumped their clatches and

skidded down the ramp, leaving in. the

sunshine only ache in the ears and an

~acrid double track of burnt rubber.. .
time for lunch.” © - P

" Or maybe it was dinner, or breakfast,

for there was no clock, and a schedule for -

more than a day or two was dangerous,
Judge Chinnici had been blown up just at

that moment of fatal regularity, when they N
- knew (whoever ‘they were) he would -
leave his @partment for the office. There -

were soldiers on the streets in front of the

. judges’ houses thereafter, to make sure no

one could leave more cars packed with

TNT. Of course, ~that -increased " the -
S pitted.
" against their neighbors on the desperate -

judges' isolation: Now thes -

matter of parking. {The grateful citizens of
Falcone’s building signed a lerter pro-
rosing that the State make alternative

-armangements for the judge—a secure
building somewhere, they suggested, per-
‘haps a jail) But it wasn't just neighbors,
Politicians complained in print that the
ministry's focus on supposed organized crime
was feeding the ancient standers against

Sicily--this was another attack fiom the
North. And it wasn't just politicians.
Within the ministry, a high-mnking mag-
istrate suggested to Falcone's boss: “Bury
him under mountains of minor trials—
that way, he'll leave us in peace.”

It was clear Falcone was in the lead,
though all four judges of the pool were
within a year in age, all shared knowledge
of investigations, all shared the same hob-

bled and hooded life. Something abour.

Falcone drew attention~-a self-possession,

a self-sufficiency, a. conviction about” his

worth and work caused envy; or admira-

o, curfosity at the very least, and . . . cu-

rious, too: That untouchable conviction of
self-worth was the sign Sicilians had rec-
ognized for years--soraething they had to

notice to stay out of the path and the busi-

ness of their local Men of Honor,
fe wasn't that he took on the values of

. the mob~quite the reverse. He was, if
anything, less tolerant of the small com-
plicities that were woven into the life of

Palermo—things everyone did 10 get along;
the “recommendations” for jobs, for con-
tracts, for. positions of advaniage . ., the
linle pizzo paid o do business (the word
is Sicikan for “keak,” as in the phrase
“fust enough to wet miy beak™) . | the all-
pervasive habit of not secing—after of],
everyhody has to live. Tt was as if the rermina
vasureness of his hold on life requized
frora him. mors convicrion and correct-

mess, 2 tense- and inflexible certainty—of
coutse he bothered people. At 2 party in -+

“Palermo one night, an old' friend coun- -

- seled him:.“Giovanni; why.don't you ease -

. up—live. and . let  live, enjoy!™ Falcone ©.

- turned on him with a chill that stopped

" the man in his tracks. “If [ didn't know .. ©

you,” said ‘the judge; “T'd say you were .
working for the other side.” -0
The strange part was, he was enjoy- ..

" ing; he was alive as some men riever get
to be.. At last, he'd found 2 way to share -

his excitement—his wartime romance, his ©
second wife, Francesca Morvillo. She was

the daughter of the head of Palermo’s Ti- .
“bunale, another child of the Saté and now
.a judge herself—divorced, as was Falcone, '~
* committed and meticulous in work, as he -
~was. She was beautiful, graceful, admired S

everywhere in the ministry {even where

~he was not) . .. but she understood exact- . .

ly what he had to do. She was not con- -
fused about the fife she was choosing 1o -

share: They would never be able to ravel, S

never go ‘out, never even. take a steoll. to-

gether: She, too, would live in constant - .
danger-at least in a constant sate of im-

pending ‘widowhood. The letters that -

arrived for him with bullets in the enve-  * :
Jope.. ... or a picture of his coffin with his OB
-date of birth and a date of death {aiways -
coming right upl}...or coded threats .. -
‘he'd hear from mafiosi ("You do a danger- <

ous job. If [ were you, I'd even take

"my bodyguards to the bathroom . with

me").... These were confirmation for

‘Falcone—he was gutting warm, they were

starting to sweai.. These workdays: of .
twelve, fourteen, sixteen hours, were what -
he was put on earth for. He gave . nick-
name to his pool colleague, Giuseppe
Ayala, who'd get 1o work sometimes -

at 9:00 A.M.-Sleepyhead; Sometimes, at-

" 10i00 oY 100, PM., Falcone would look: - -

- up with a start from the stacks of paperon

- his deslc and call down the hallway of the

- bunker: "Hey! It's night! Don't you think
it's time we removed this thorn fom the .

side of the State?” Then, with sirens wail- |

ing, he'd go home and wik about the Méﬁa_ . ;
" with Francesca till 2:00 in the morning. <

What was the point of sleep? A
Falcone was coming to know his op- -
poneris: This life-on-alert was their habit

“of existence; sureness of knowledge was
their socl-in-trade. The difference be-

rween the Man of Honor and the popula:’
tion of sheep (whom he flecced) was that

he knew what happened, and why: Falcone . ™
~had to match that sureness to survive, -
For four years, he'd pieced topether - -

the fow available facts. He fignred tha
if the Mafia was making billions ﬁ'pm the
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+ drug trade, there had to be traces in Sicl-
ian banks. That reasoning won him his"

st convictions. And he'd reasoned from
- the ocher “taces the Mafia lefe behind:
- When ballistics tests on the- bosses Bon-

tade (killed with a shotgun and a Russian

AK-47) and Inzerillo (also an AK-47),

. were compared  with bullets. from ‘the
“body "of Dalla Chiesa, it. was, clear

. the same Kalashnikov had been used in.

-+ all three kitlings. ‘To Falcone, then, it was
also clear: There were two factions in

. the Mafia war and the winners had also

+ killed the General, -~ . . _
" Falcone's instinct was toward unity.
His mind rebelled against the mess of ru-
 mor that washed up in the wake of every
. killing. It was not sufficient for him to kst
- . the profusion of Mafia names as so many
mysterious flora, to speculate on their au-
thority or'their family connections, like

-7 some pre-Mendelian botanist monk, He

~“knew bettet science was bound to reveal a

. strucrure in which the creatures dwelt. At
.~ the same tme, he rejected the romance
" .of grand conspirdcy: the whispers thar

. the Mafia was really led from Rome, from
- the government—these bosses were but
‘puppets. (This theory gained steam from
" Dalla Chiesa’s assassination: That hero was
- allowed ‘W beat the Red Brigades, so the
saying went, because they threatened
“the State from the outside; the Mafia,
on the contrary, was the hand of the State
itself, . . and so the Mun of Iron had 1o die.)
. At bottom, Falcone respected his
. foes: Why would Cosa Nostra—born as a
" struggle for control against the govern-
ment--suddenly bow _to orders from
- Rome, from wen it could nor control?
That made no senze. ;. . Nor did fantasric
.. tales of “ritual killing,” supposedly meant
- to terrorize the population, {Chinnici, ac-
. cording to this sort of theory, was car-
bombed 0 show thar the Mafia could
“turn Palermo into Beirut.") Na, Falcone
assumed the Mafia killed as ir was able.
(Chinuici was car-bombed hecause that
was the efficient way) And killed only
when it had to. The bosses were not pup-
pets or monsters; their actions had to
make sense in their world,
He came to think of them as “people
"~ Hke us," or maybe a bit beer: They told
" the rruth. As he explained in his buok, the
organization has an absolute respect for
e rueh telling is 1ife and death. “If 2
maiioso does not respeet the obli gation o
wll the ewch in the presence of znother
Man of Monor, it is 2 sure sign that one or
the other is soon 1o die.” The Man of Flon-
or speales only when he is sare of the fas,
wwhen he has the vight 1o speak, when the

_information concerns him..“Otherwise he R
. places himself beyond ‘the rules and at
.thar point 1o one--nothing—will protect
~him. It occurred to’ Falcone, ‘the Mafia

state was much more efficient, more capa-
ble of requiring respect, than was his -

State, than the nest of half-truth and corn-
- promise that was his ministry. I othier- -
" Judges thought Falcone crazy when he
climed, *The Man of Honoris obliged al-
~ways to-tell the truth® .. that did not

matter: He knew what hé knew.
It was respect he showed 10 mafiosi’

~he interviewed. He wouldn't burst into
“their cells (as the cops liked to do) to de-+ -
-mand that they wlk, or else. Unlike so
. many elegant judges, he'd never use the

contemptuous second-person ' pronour,

", but always the formal lei~as he ex-
. pected them to call him Judge or Your

Honor. He'd ake cure to 2cquaine him-
self with their "human situations,” their
Eamilies, their histories, relatives Lilled,

“their own situations within Cosa Nostra, -

He'd ask specific questions about specific

crimes of which they -had Jmowledge, -

and would never indulge in “fishing”

(“Eell me what you know about this

Mafial"). He was Sicilian enough not to
ask abour things that weren’t his husi-
ness. ., .. Sicilian enough, too,.to under-
stand their answers: the shrugs, silences,
and crypric sayings in dialect. Above
all, he told the wuth. “You can say what-
ever you like," he'd begin. “But remem-

ber, this interview will be a calvary for.

you, because 1 will-try by any. means ro
make you contradicr yoursell I you
manage to- convinee me of the truth of
what you say, then and only thein will 1 be
able 1o consider the possibility of safe-

“guarding your right 1o life—protecting

you from the bureaucracy ol the State
and from Cosa Nostra,”

fe was respect that won Falcone his
big breuk, in "$4—the cooperation of Tom-
maso Busceua. Buscelia was famous with-
in the mob for his courage and ferocivy,
though he was not a capofamigha (fernale
trouble again: Busceua had shown himself
meapable of emotional control . . he'd

rmarried three times). In the war with the

Corleansi, Buscerta was driven ot of Sicily

to Brazil-in fact, he was driven out of

Cosa Nostra by the serial murders of his
kin. Siill, he never would have wlled if he

* hadnt met Faleone,

He wold the judge at the swarg ™, .1
don't trust zayone else. I don't believe
the fulian State really interds 10 fght the
Mafe.” Thenn he added: "I warn you,

Judge. Alter these inerviews with me you

will become a celebrivy. But they will seek

to dést_ré_y you, Phjrsical[y aﬁd -profcssioir‘ X

- ally. And theyll do the same to me. Don’t
* forget, ah account opened with Cosa Nog-

tra can never be closed: Do you still wish”
to interview me?” - : : S

" - They talked for months at 2 fime. Bus- -~ -
et was the first of the great pemiti, the .
“repentants” who were to teach Falcone ™ -

the’ language, method, and ‘manners, . ..

‘Buscetta was the confirmation of all thar

Falcone had imagined in the Mafia—unity,

 rationality, control; the shotrened distance - e

between saying and doing (if they said, it

- was done). . ., And Buscetta was the turn-

ing" point in another sense. Unlike the -
handful of mafiosi who had talked before,

he didn't come to the-State in 2 panic of |
self-preservation, but with the considered |

judgment that the values of Cosa Nostra -
were gone, trampled underfoor by ¢he

Corleonesi who had killed his ewo sons, In- . .
that he was a prophet: Falcone soon had -
other pentiti who found they could wust
him more than their fellow Men of Hon-
or. And he did not lose time, With his
fellow members of the pool, he piled up

Jinterviews and . evidence, thousands. of

pages. He filled his head with Cosa Nostra
uniil he could see it whole . -.and then

" he indicred it whole,

In November "85, the judges of Paler-

ma’s pool issued an “instruction” accusing

476 defendants ar once, They would
mount the biggest trial in the history of

. haly. They would construct an enormous

concrete bunker-courtroom  within the

“walls of Palermo’s Ucciardone prison,

with underground tunnels from the cell-

blecks to steel-barred couttroom cages, in.-

which the mafiosi would be on display.
There had never heen anything like
it in Palermo or anywhere else. The
wenty-million-dollar aula-bunker was an
international fascination, buili in pieces,
put together in a rnavter of months, As -
the wial approached—February -'g6—
Palermo ‘was rocked by a erime wave:
muggings, yobberics, maurders, homh
threats . . . as the Corleonesi bosses tried to
stic up nostalgia for the days when the
mob kept matters in hand. Unemployed.
workers were sent to the sircets o
demonstrate for the good old days of the
“hoom.” From every part of Ttaly, rwo
thousand police and speciaf agents' were
shipped to Palermo for “maxi-irial” secu-
fity. fournalists came from everywhere in
the world, They all wamed Falcone, of”

. course; in that, they were all diszppoini-

ed. Faleere and his closest colleagite,
Judge Paolo Borselling, had been spirited
from their aparuments one night, taken' -
for a prewial “vacation” a the Asinara




. prison_on. the islind -of Sardinia. There
they could work their sixteen-hour days

- in pexce—that is, without further excrtion
by lraly’s seeurity forces. R

- As the trial began, schools were emp-
ty; parents feared the Mafia would have to

- mount a massacre 1o strike back, kaly all

but stopped while citizens watched TV 10
catch a glimpse of the faces that belonged
to such well-known names of 1ErTOT.
There, in his cage, was the putative head

of the Comumission, Michele Greco, whom -

Liggio had nicknamed the Pope because
- he only stood there, 1o bless the business,
whilé the Corleonesi ran’things, There was
old Liggio himself, pacing like a lion, an
eflect heightened by the ruff of fur collar
. on his leather coat. “Ihere were hundreds
of Mafiu “soldiers,” button men, enforcers,
drug couriers, drug chemists, drivers, . ..
Just reading the roster of defendants and
charges would aceupy the first hour of
" every duy in courr, :
, -And the vial would last for cighteen
. months. Every witness, every defendant,
would be questioned in the dock on the
rinute particulars of Mafix life. (*So how
was it decided that Mr. Michele Greco
would be godfather to your second

- son? . ..") Then the question and the an- -
swer would be summarized by the presid-

ing judge and taken down in longhand by

‘clerks arrayed in front of the hench. Docu- -

ments would- run so a million pages.
Fvery hoss, every soldier, was considered
by name, accused of specific crimes that
- Falcone proposed to prove. And not just
the hundreds of defendants in court; By
halian law a criminal did not have 1o be in

custody. Falcone would convict Tots Ri- -

ina—still in hiding afier twenly years—of
three counts of murder, and would win
- from the jury three life jail terms. .

In all, by lue '8z the maxi-trial
would sentence 338 defendants to total jail
rerms of almost three thousand years. Bur
the individua convictions, even the mas-
sive totals, did not measure the wjumph.
For the first time in history, the Iralian

Siare had taken the measure of the Mafia,

- For the first time, Falcone had proved the
methods and shape ol the organization,
its purposes, profits, logic, rigor, and
chain of command. He robbed it of the
myseery that made up so much of its
power. Any schoolchild in laly could
now see in newspapers a chart detailing
the members of the Commission, with s
next w eight of the eleven names 1o show
the bosses rhen in jail,

And something else: There were no
massacres, no bomb blasts, no liver of

bachius fa the streets. IUwas as if the oo

~pus.was stunned; From Rome, no less

than Prime Minister Craxi proclaimed the
demise of the Mafia. Falcone thought oth-

erwise: He knew about the men still or:

the outside—Riina; the Beast, for one. Fal-
cone knew the Mafin. was clever enough,

disciplined enough, to let the State beat
fits chest in triumph until the focus was
fost .., . while-the mob regrouped, while it

cleaned itself of traitors and weak links,
while it worked invisibly on judges of ap-
peal who would reconsider the jail terms. .

Falcone insisted the work had just begun,
Now was the time for the State to move

fast, to take advantage of new pentiti~they
were coming to him steadily now. (One of

. the best, Antonino’ Calderone, told :the -
-press: “T collaborated with Fajeone be- .

cause he is a Man of Honor. ) Falcone in-

sisted new pools muse be formed, not just

in Palermo, all over the nation . , . but for
reasons that never quite came clear, it

" didn’t maeter what Falcone said anymore.

When the top job of his Office of In-
struction came open in 1988, Falcone was
the heir presumptive. Suddenly an older
judge, Antonine Meli, was convinced (by

. unseen powers) to withdraw his applica-
‘tion for the presidency of the Tribunale

and apply instead for the Office of In-
struction. Meli got the office ana prompt-
ly voiced his opinion that the Mafia was
not a unified command—just a collection

. of hooligans. At the same time, judges

from other courts in lItaly initiated

. leasned and finicky reviews of proceduve

in the maxi-trial. Perhaps the convictions
were not valid (so one theory went) be-
cause of the extraordinary length of pro-
ceedings; defendanis were not judged

“with the prompiness they descrved, In
. the Ministry of Justice building in Paler-

mo, there was a growing school of
thought that Falcone--good man, good
worker—was nevertheless alflicied with
delusions abowt the Mafa; He thought
Cosa Nostra was involved in evcrything;
he'd ke over every tnvestigation in ialy!

. By "8g the local papers were rewailing, on

the front page, anonymous letters (signed
by “the Crow™) that accused Falcone of
using pemiti as “killers for the State.”
Comts of appeal were reversing the maxi-

rial sentences. Greco was let free, Tow

Riina was absolved. Of course, the qov-
ernment vowed to reappesl, in an effort to
reinstate convictons . ..
vot with the prosecurors from Palermo.
Tha year, the pool was dissolved. Jadge
ieli said it was berter 1w ler individual
magistrates worle on individual cases—in
wheir Tocal jurisdictions, of course. That

" the sumimee of 1g80, when Afiy sticks

w0, perhaps

of dynamite were found in front of Fals
- cone’s beach house, mimises before he

emerged for his morning swim.- .0 L0
. Clearly he got the message. He was.

“under atack. His credibility was steadily

croding. He was alone. ... . Frotn Rome, .
the Minister of Justice was calting: Perhaps -
Falcone would consider- another” joba

splendid title, 4 coordinating position—.
Director of Penal Affairs. With a bitterness.
of which he never spoke in public, Fal-
cone accepted transfer to Romie: Before he -

Teft, he got a bill from the State—room and . © -

board for bis “vacation" in Asinara prison,

~ Falcone paid | - . and demanded a receipt, -

which he framed and mounted, ever after, ..
onhis office wall. - . EE

N MAY 23,3 sunny Saturday in. .

B the spring of gz, Falcone decided ™+

e’/ on the spur of the moment that -
he and Francesca would fly down 1o

Palermo, He called zhead for escorts. He .
. got a secret-service plane. He arrived in -

high spirits. ... Bven he had o admit, 2’

year or two outside the cauldron of Paler-

mo hadn’t been had: He'd decompressed.
He still lived with escorts, drove in ar-

mored cars. But he'd recaptured a few of

life's pleasures—a meal in a TesiaL.ant, a
stroll home from -dinner, .. | Still, he
could not give up his life's tove, ~ -
From the ministry in Rome, he was
pushing for a new anti-Mafia divectorate’
(modeled on America’s FBI), 4 new na-

tornial superprosccutor, and 2 law (like the . - -
U S, witness-protection act) to give his. . -

pentiti financial support, security, and new .
identities. Falconz was five days nast his

 Afty-third birthday—still, a long way. 1o go.

He said the law would prevad, he had to
keep faith. Just three months before,
Italy's supreme tribunal, the Corte di Cas- -

_sazione, had stunningly affirmed the ver-'

dicts of the muxi-trial, reinstating the
convictions and jail terms for the bosses.
At the Palermo airport, Ealcone greet-
ed his escorts, then held our his hand for
keys—he'd drive. He teok off for the ciry -
on the cightlane superhighway—gunned
the Alfa up past cighsy miles an hour . |,
and thar was the last he did. :
As Falcone's car und twoescort vehi-
cles passed over a culvert in the road, a 1on
of dynamite cxploded beneath theia, The
bomb was detonated by remote conirol”
from a hillside overlooling the highway. -
{Investigators would come 1o believe Totd
Riina himself was on that hill) The trap,
had been Taid with such carc that Mafia -
experts had padded the sides of the cul-
vert with mattresses so all the foree of the
blasr would shoot up through vhe roud.
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The road was gone, replaced in a"—' . : .
: " who lived there, whe owned that - then

*split second by 2 twenty-foot crater. Fal-
vone’s car was twisted and mashed to a
.- dural sreel brioche, hured 1o carth in an .
- olive grove, two hundred yards away, His

two escort cars and two civilian vehicles

~were also blown away. Falcone died on
_ way. 1o the hospital. Francesca diexd
JAvehowsslater 0
oI the quick profusion of profes-

v sions-of-griel,. plans-of-action, promises-

of-eternal-remembrance, there was 2 de--
pressing fumiliarity. The' ministry issued
brave assurance “that. Falcone's work
. would go forward. Priests called for un- -
" derstanding that, of course, would not di-
-~ minish -our resolve. . Political leaders
“weighed in with demands for an end to
the system thai. would tolerate such
tragedy. Italian officials had practiced this
. drill too. many times—for police -chicfs,
carabiniere colonels, Judge Chinnici, Gen-
-eral Dalla Chiesa. ;. the awesome moral
suasion of each death had faded, down to

- a. phrase between commas in. the para-

- graph about "illustrious corpses.”
* " But three days after Falcone died,ina
driving rain’ in_Palermo, ten thousand .
* people tried to push their way into the fu-
- neral mass lor Falcone, Francesca, and
 their bodyguards. Politicians who' came
~ were hissed and spat upon. They had to

~. sneak out a back door. In an electrifying

. display. of grief, rage, and Siciliunita, the

“young widow of one bodyguard ook
the pulpit to demand that the Men of
Honor ger down on their knees before
her, 1o beg forgiveness, to show they
could change. She screamed to the crowd:
“But. they never changel” The citizens of
" Palermo, in the San Domenico Basilica,
drowned out Mozart's Requiem with their
cry: justice! Justice! fustice! '

, IHE CARABINIERE research team

: E - speut months getting sertled into

Palermo, learning the quartieri that

were home to the Men of Honor . . and

picking our a few men o follow. Tha

was't hard. You can always see the air of
confidence on a mafioso. -

3 So they studied each one—Wharn did
he meet? . ., Who was more importani—
he or the guy he me?. .. Who came over
10 whom to shake hands? . ., Who got up
‘when that guy came to the whble? .

“The Special Operations Group, just
two years old, was the sort of national
surike force Falcone had heen trying 1o

create, They were pros, patient and care-
fal. They studied the places dre nmisfiosi

" went—that bar, that garage, that butcher

*shop (which never sold any meat). Afrer

124 - ESQUIRE - JUNE 1993

LRI C

t"nbnﬂas_, they new the places by hean—

they followed people from those places:
Whom did they have to visit? - .
By the ‘end of last 'year, they were

bearing "down. Carabiniere technicians -
-mounted video cameras to survey 'that
: bar, this corner, that shop... . . They had '

work carefully. They'd install at night,’
with lookouts on necarby sweets, in
contact with radios. (Stop. Here contes some-
body-—okay, go ahead ) When they followed

‘people, they'd break off carly, so they'd

never be “burned,” If it happened, they.
were dead, Next day, they'd folfow wwo
minutes longer, one block farther, then

they'd break off ‘again. ... They video-

taped their hot'spors twenty-four hours
a day, then watched the tapes' for pat--
terns: It was behavior of submission they
wanted wosee;
Still, it could have gone on forever,
No one knew what Riina looked like, The

FBI computers in Washington had “aged”

his last picture—that twenty-five-year-old -
snapshot ' from the grand piazza in

+ Venice—but what if he'd had an opera-

tion? What il he'd left Palermo? What if
he knew every move they'd made and
was patiently watching them advance,
block by block, into hiswrap?... . :
Then foriune descended, in the pee-
son of a Mafia “soldier” named DiMag-
gio—he got arrested and started -to sing.
Actually, it was more complicated:
women trouble again, . . . Baldessarre Dj-
Maggio was 2 mafoso in the town of San
Giustpe Jato, part of the Giovanni Brusca .
clan, which owed allegiance to Riina and
the Corleonesi. Doing well, DiMaggio was—
a mechanic by trade, with a vills and a
swimming pool—hut then he fell in love
with a girl from his town and left his wife
and children. The wife went straight to -
the boss, Brusca, who called in DiMaggio
and ordered him back 10’ his family. Di-
Maggio refused. And so—~for wam of re-
spect, as.well as morals—Bruscs banished
him from Cosz Nostra DiMaggio went to
Riina to appeal his termination . . | and Ri-
ina refused him. That's when DiMaggio

. knew he was a dead man. Termination, to

Riing, meant tenmination, So DiMaggio
headed north 2nd turned himsclf in 10 an

“officer he Ymew. After that, he was point-

ing out places and people for the cops.

. And thats when Riinas luck
changed: He ran into his own sort of fe-
male trouble. The carabinieri saw her, and
they knew: F had 10 be Ninetta, Nobody
lonew what “Toro looked like, but Nineta
Bagareila--she Juoked exacily the same. A
linle thicker, mayhe, lines around the

~mouth; but she kept her hair black . .-
| same eyes . . same expression, .

* their picture,

* ly: "Congratulations.”

1

* From headyguarters in Ronie, Colone)

‘Mario Mori gavc,thg_-nrdgr 0 lock onto, P

her. Warch her house, never let it go. They.
didn't have to wait long, The_ncxt_ morn-
ing, 8:30, the first car that drove in ‘was a
silver Citroén. A man canic out of the

.house, got into the shotgun seat—a gray- -

haired shore man, -
The catabinieri were stunned. s -

thathim? . ° -

Gottobehim..

" Jesus! Ie's him! o R

They followed. “Up the - street, .a
second chase-car swung 'in behind, At
the first light, the lead carabiniere car -

“pulled up next to the Citrogn; the Special -

Ops glanced over... . he didn't look like
- Who else could jthe? .. - :
* Orders came straight - from  Mori:
Take him—now. D
The third light was the circle at the
Motel Agip—always miserable traffic. The
Citroén got stuck between a truck and a
bus. The carabinieri jumped out and sur-

“rounded the car, covered every window-

with submachine guns, ) .
They didn’t ask, they told him; You are

Totd Riina, . . . o -
They were yelling. Riinal Qut of the car!

" He protested, there must be some
mistake. He presented an identity card in
the name of Vincenzo Bellomo, =~ -

Outofthecat - - g

They cuffed him, frisked him, told
him he was under arrest. After twenry-
five years, it was over in five minutes. He
never even raised his voice, Tn _thcir car,
when they hir the siren and got out, he

-murmured, yes, he was Riina. Larer, as

he left their starion house for jail, he
tuened to his captors and told them quier-

N FRONT oF Falcone's aparanent
building in Palermo, there is a tree, a.
tall, curving ficus that rises alone, un-.
likely, from a patch of dirt between slabs -
of broken concrete. Withow declaration,
unbidden by any commiteee or official, Si-
cilians made this his shrine. Cut lowers

-and bouquets carpet.the concrete, fresh

batches every day. To the tree trunk are _
pinned pictures of Falcone, with what Si- -
cilian wornen call-his eyes of velver, and a
smile that flls lis cheeks around his _
moustaches. And there are pictures: of

people: he -never knew. They put their -
likenesses on the tree with MESSAPes . 10

-hin: “Feleone, we want to hope again.”
£

There are' muliipage ballads from Sicily's -




MEN OF HONGOR.

- .poets, and tworline letters. from. school |

kide: “You didn't want children! 1 would
- have wanted you for a father.” Every tree-
cinch is. covered with greeting cards,
_ rosaries, ‘crosses, and pictures of saints,
kanaers made on computer. printers,
paimings, drawings. .. and there is one
+ placard, bold writing on poster board,
nailed to the tree, It's dated January 16,
“1993, the day after Riina's capture. -
. “Giovanni: Your tree has borne its
firse fruie™ - . -
Riinas new picture has become an

Ttalian icon, too. There he is, in the cara- .

biniere station, with a framed portrait of
the:martyred General Dalla* Chiesa look-
ing.down upon him. Riina stands, head
howed, hands folded, like.a peasant who's
" been called to the padrone’s house to wlk

~about next year's crop. The newspapers :

ran the photo day ‘after day, with stories
that trumpeted the triumph of the State:
MAFEA; THE END OF THE LINE?
Riina is on wial now, facing a series
of murder charges that will occupy him
and the judges for the rest of this century.
" He comes from his cell to the aula-bunker

every day, and sits in his cage. He's a_

- sawed-off, .stocky Rigure, maybe five foot

three. A new law prohibits courtroom

TV cameras fram showing a defendant’s

*face, 5o when Riina breaks in on the |
proceedings, Ialian viewers see only a-

- digitized fuzz where his head should be,

and two hands lcaping and stabbing the.

air in indignation.

Rifna says he knows nothing about -

‘Cosa Nostra. It's all an invention of news-
papers and TV,

No one seems oo upset about that.

Ttaly is in a crisis of investigation already.

One sixth of the Parlament is under sus-

picion of corruption—along with busi-

- nessmen, bankers, party officials, bureau-'

crats .. . while the archetype of Christian

Democrat power, the seven-time prime | §

winister, Giulio Andreott, is being inves-
tigated for links to the mob. In the min-
tstry building in Palermo, they say if Riina
talks now, the Mafia would crumble., .,
bt so would Italy, :

For the momen, the State is safe.

Ninetta ook the children back w
Corleone, 10 the house of her sister, be-
hind one of those blank walls. She'll be
safe there; people will take care of her. But
it's not just her safety. As Falcone ‘said:
“Bverything is 2 message, everything is
charged with meaning in the world of
Cosa Nostra,” Nineua's presence in Cor-
leone is Riina's guarantee: He will not rell
the law anything. - -

Anyway, 10 whom would he ralle?

HARDWI

{continued from page go] exercise his option

to buy Speer’s twelve broadeast seations,

While FCC regulations still prevent”
- Malone from owning cable and broadcast

stations in the same market, insiders say

he is planning to start a fifth network us-

ing QVC and Speer’s broadeast stations,

- with Diller at the helm. A year from now, .
‘Diller could be based in'New York, creat- -

ing news and entertainment programming

and looking to purchase part of Turner,:
NBC—as he avempted to do last. sum--

mer—or a studio, like MGM:

- “Theissue is wherher Malone needs

to spend several billion dollars to buy a
neswork [G.E.'s asking price for NBC had

been between s3:5 and 54 billion} when:

he already has the TV siations and the

most capable TV execurive,” says Frank

Biondi, chairman of Viacom International’
“He could make his own network, in
effect, cheaper than he could buy it. And

he already has every studio in Hollywood

calling and asking to be 4 parmer”

Brian Roberts, head o1 1iie Comeast
Corporation, the fourth-largest cable com-
pany in the country, and Malone's partner

“in the QYC vc_:ﬁ_tﬁrc’,’ ~mzﬂ»u:si. njd- sc_i;ret_: of
what he, Malone, and Diller are up o, "Ru-.
» pert Murdoch built a multimedia empire,”

- says Roberts. *Barry is réady to do that.”

Malone's "top programuming ‘execu,
tive, Peter Barton. of Liberty Media, s
cagier. "If [ told you, I'd have to-shoot. "
you afierward,” he says, adding abmost

apologetically, “1 don't ordinarily. talk 1o *-
. Feporters, It's not that Idon’t like them, =
~but I'm kind' of reclusive.” It runs in’the
Jcompany. - . nT e

- Arthe very least, .the'_inc:rging::of' HSN
and-QYC, if it comes off; would give Mal- _
one a dominant position in the s2-hillion-

a-year. television:merchandising industry,

a programming niche that is headed for . -
explosive growth'in the next few years.

- "We're talking about dn essentially 'dc}at_'..-'---'
“free company that has s2 billion in rev- .

enue in its embryonic stages,” says Gor-

+ don Crawford of Capital Research, ghe of - -

the largest investors in the miedia industry. -
“Anything is possible.” - S e

- Sure, but given that most people over -
the age of twelve still can’t operate their

VCRs, it's not at all certain that this tech- -




