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Fabio was in the back shop, beside on the wall phone, agitated. He had 

known at once who it would be, and had even thought of letting it ring, but then 

Gina would have left the Till to answer it, and that would have been worse. The 

queue was building up and he had to get her off the line.  

 ‘OK Mamma, OK. But-a tell-a him he has-a to work-a! OK?  We no-a have-

a passengers here, OK? Every-a-body has-a to work-a here! OK?’ 

He hung up the phone while she was still talking and then took it off the 

hook to prevent her calling back to scold him. 

 ‘One special fish, three fish, two black puddings, and a steak pie.’  

‘Right-a there, Gina!’ 

Fabio’s brain was boiling, like the oil. Why did Mamma always phone his 

shop on a Friday night at the busiest time? Bloody Antonio! All that money sent 

back to make him into a lawyer. Ten years at University then – nothing! A bloody 

useless waste of space, he was. Well, he would bloody-well work for his keep, or 

he would bloody starve. 

     **** 

The Mercedes S 500 swept onto the driveway and parked beside the five 

other cars. 

‘So, Fabio, what did Mamma Tantossi have to say this time?’ 

Georgina knew now to wait until they were alone, when Fabio had cooled a 

down. No point in exposing the three girls to another of his rants about their 

‘famous and fabulous’ Uncle Toni. 

‘Toni is-a coming into the-a business, maybe. But only if-a the bugger get-

a his-a finger out and-a works.’ 

This idea had been around for months now. She had kept her lips sealed, 

offered no opinion, knowing that Mamma Tantossi would get her way in the end. 

Fabio always gave in to his Mamma, no matter what he promised Gina he would 

say to resist her. 
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     oo0oo 

At seventeen, Georgina Ventinni had been sent by her parents to Milan to 

see Mamma Tantossi, with a view to being considered as possible bride for one 

of her two sons. The plan was that Georgina and her new husband would be ‘set-

up’ to inherit the thriving Ventinni fish and chip shop. This would allow her 

parents to retire to Italy, their life’s ambition, taking their disabled son 

Umberto away from wet and windy Glasgow, back to the little village of Barca, in 

the Tuscany.  

Despite what her parents had thought, at the time of her visit to the Old 

Country Georgina was no longer a virgin, and was already enjoying sex with 

several secret ‘boyfriends’, protected by the condoms supplied, by a married 

cousin, in return for baby-sitting duties.  

Toni had slipped into her room on the second night; and the next; and the 

next. It was the best sex she had ever had and she was already in love with him, 

planning their wedding and triumphant return to with an iconicly handsome 

husband.  

But the fickle Toni had soon tired of her. When her period came he had 

disappeared to stay with friends who had a summer Villa in Rimini, clearing the 

field for his older, less handsome brother, Fabio.  

With the blessing of his mamma, Fabio went about his courtship in a slow, 

gentle and deliberate fashion. Gina had gradually warmed to him and when he 

proposed she had accepted. Looking back, she had never regretted it. 

     oo0oo  

She looked across and saw the tension in him, and reached forwards and 

stroked his face.  Not a pretty face; heavy, jowly now that he was forty-five. 

‘Fabio, don’t worry. He won’t like it here. It’s too cold outside, too hot at 

the fryer, spoil his good looks, his hair, and his ‘fabulous’ singing voice. Eh?’ 

‘Too-a right, Gina. But I-ma no-a gonna let-a him away with any-a-thing. 

He’ll have-a to work-a six-a day-a week just-a like us. And-I-a  no want him-a 

near the Till. We’ll-a change the code-a every night-a. OK?’ 

‘OK, Fabio. Shower and bed, eh? If you’re not too tired, that is?’ 



Plaice man. 
 

Taking Creative Writing further: Assignment # 1: October 2012 Page 3 
 

He answered by leaning into her kiss.  

But it didn’t happen; never on a Friday night, not nowadays. 

     oo0oo 

Antonio Tantossi arrived in style, his hand-made cashmere jacket draped 

elegantly over his shoulders. At almost two metres he towered over his older, 

tubby half-brother. Toni looked like the film star he had almost been, according 

to his telling. He beamed his warmest, most sincere smile at his ‘new’ family.  

At the meeting near Naples with ‘Uncle Berto’, Toni had received his 

instructions. It had seemed easy then but now that he was here, well, maybe not 

so easy. He had never done anything like this before, not in real life anyway.  

And in the car from the airport Fabio had been unexpectedly aggressive, 

saying that Toni was to start work tonight, no delay. Toni had complained that 

his bad knee was already aching from the flight but Fabio had ignored him 

insisting that either he start tonight or he could take the next flight back to 

Italy.  

Toni decided that he would do it at once, before he lost his nerve. It 

would seem like a heart attack, Uncle Berto had said, no one would find out. In 

the confusion of the grieving that would follow, he would find Fabio’s computer, 

and using the codes that Uncle Berto had made him memorise, he would transfer 

the funds, ‘skimming’ his part, as per the given plan. But he had written them 

down, just in case. Remembering his lines had always been difficult for Toni. 

     oo0oo  

‘My God, Uncle Toni! Oh God you are so, so handsome! Like George Cluny, 

but taller, more sexy!’ gushed Georgia.  

At seventeen and the ‘baby’ of the Tantossi household, Georgia always 

spoke her mind, revealing her feelings fearlessly, whether they be positive or 

negative. 

‘Yeah, but more like a young John Travolta, honest!’ joked Netta, twenty-

three, already with a law degree, and now doing her Diploma. 
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‘You are in the room next to me, Uncle Toni, I’ve put your bags up for you,’ 

said Nadia, nearly twenty and studying ‘Music and Voice’ at the Royal 

Conservatoire of Scotland. ‘Musicians like us should be near each other, sharing 

our vibes, eh?’ she chuckled, slipping her arm around his slim waist and smiling up 

into his regal face. 

‘Grazie mille, princepessa, sei molto gentile.’ 

Fabio was seething with jealousy to see his daughters fawning on Toni like 

this. His brother went up to change, and girls melted away, in the face of their 

father’s antipathy to his brother always generated.  

‘Toni, hurr-a up, eh? We need-a to open the shop-a soon, OK? Right girls, 

back to your studies, OK?’  

Gina put her finger to her lips as Nadia asked, sotto voce: “What’s wrong 

with Papa? Why is he being so horrible to Uncle Toni?” 

‘Gina, look, get-a the girls down-a to the shop-a by half-a past four, OK?  

Why he-a choose-a Friday an no-a Monday when we close-a half-a day?’ 

The front door slammed. Fabio and Toni were gone. 

     oo0oo 

The phone squealed loudly.  

Gina looked at the Caller ID.  

‘Ciao, Mamma.’ 

‘My baby, he is-a there? Put-a him to me.’ 

Mamma always spoke in dialect, English was ‘common’, she said, 

repeatedly. 

‘Sorry Mamma Toni’s at the shop with Fabio. Working.’ 

‘Ah, no Gina, his-a knee. What-a about his-a knee? He’s-a no-a ready to 

work yet. He need-a h-opp-aria-ation on-a N-H-S before he-a work Gina. He-a 

no-a say that you, Gina? He’s-a lot-a pain.  He’s-a so brave. He’s-a no say 

nothing?’ 
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‘No Mamma, he seems fine.’ 

Gina was watching the clock and trying to bring the conversation to a 

close, but Mamma Tantossi was in full flight now, re-telling the many talents of 

her thirty-seven year old ‘baby’. 

     oo0oo 

Fabio stared at the corpse.  

He had been using the ultra-sharp filleting knife, working at top speed, 

trying to make up for lost time, prepping for the busy night ahead. Suddenly 

Toni had rocketed at him from an acute angle. He instinctively ducked and 

turned. The knife had disappeared into Toni’s stomach. 

Everything slowed down.  

Fabio saw stunned amazement in the dark brown eyes then the flame 

flickered and died. Toni slid slowly to the floor, elegant in death as in life. 

Surprisingly little blood seeped out onto the floor. Fabio rinsed the knife; put it 

back in its sheath then onto the rack.  

The clock started running much faster. 

Fabio locked the doors and put the lights out and shut himself in the back 

with the body.  

Outside the November night was falling fast, and it was beginning to rain. 

His mind thawed and he began to think, his thoughts now leaping 

backwards and forwards trying to make sense of what had happened. 

Calling “999” was not an option. It could lead ‘difficulties’. Gina would 

know what to do. He called her. No one else must find out - especially not the 

girls. It was a mess. It all tumbled round in his mind, five years of resisting, of 

muttered threats and growing terror.  

How did Toni get mixed up with the Camorra? Was it that ‘Film’ thing he 

had asked Fabio to ‘invest’ in? When he had refused, three times, the ‘visits’ had 

started; always when Fabio alone in the shop, prepping. He had to make 

‘investments’ for them, they said. It would make him rich: he could ‘skim’, it was 

allowed. But he was already rich, he argued, and refused to cooperate.  
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Then after a few visits the money had ‘appeared’ in their account, 

unexplained. Every time it arrived, Gina moved this ‘dirty money’ to a ‘secret’ 

account, back in Italy. 

Fabio pulled himself back from the nightmare and made the call to Gina. 

     oo0oo 

The phone dinged twice: Call Waiting. 

‘Mamma, it’s Fabio on the other line. I’ve got to go now. Business is 

business!’  

Fabio spoke in rapid dialect. 

‘Gina, get here right away. Don’t let the girls come.  Tell them the fryers 

are broken. We have to keep the shop closed tonight.  Come at once!’ 

Fabio stood in the hum of the refrigerators looking at the banana shape 

lying in the darkness, waiting, his mind calmer, filled with cold rage.  

What a prick! He had hated Toni all his life. Toni who got everything: 

looks, brains, golden voice. Toni who got any girl he wanted. But not Gina, she 

had known from the start what he was really like and she had chosen him, Fabio. 

     oo0oo 

The quiet knock came from the back door.  

‘Fabio, it’s me, open up!’ she said in dialect. 

They stood together in silence; it was Gina who spotted the syringe in 

Toni’s hand.  

‘Gina, the bastard was going to kill me!’ 

‘But you got him first!’ 

‘Too right Gina, too right.’ 

‘I’ll do some notices,’ she said. 
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 **** 

”Fryer failure.  

Sorry Closed.  

Open again soon.” 

   **** 

They sat in silence all through the tea-time rush, listening to the angry 

voices of the disappointed customers, and later, winced as the drunks kicked 

the door.  

As midnight approached, Gina broke their silence.  

‘OK. This is what we’ll do.’ 

 She explained quietly, slowly. He nodded.  

 ‘Fabio, maybe we can get out at last? OK?’ 

‘Yes Gina, maybe. Grazie Dio!’ 

She left and returned with all of Toni’s things, a tarpaulin and rope then 

left again.  

Back at home she fired up the secret laptop and after several moves 

from country to country she deposited a little of the ‘dirty money’ to ‘Uncle 

Berto’s’ account with the tag, in dialect “Got it! More soon, Toni. ” 

     oo0oo 

Fabio sat alone through the next hour alone, nervous, willing himself to 

believe that Gina’s plan would work. At two o’clock he closed the door to the 

back shop and risked the lights, as he had too.  

Just after three o’clock Fabio eased the back door open and hauled the 

dark shape to the boot. The shop was pristine again, as always before leaving 

each night.  

Weaving South and West across the city he drove to the disused quarry 

by a long route, where possible using minor roads, always within the speed limit 

and avoiding street cameras. He dragged the body to the edge, opened the 
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tarpaulin, loaded it with stones, re-tied it and heaved it over. The quarry was 

both deep and remote. He drove home, taking a different route, but in the same 

defensive mode, arriving at noon. 

The girls were out in Glasgow, at a movie. He and Gina had the house to 

themselves for a few hours. He was not tired.  

He showered slowly. He looked down. Suddenly he was singing, rolling 

from one song to the next. 

Lying on the bed naked, Gina smiled, anticipating. She had had the fan 

heater running for hours to make sure the room was warm, Mediterranean.  

The shower was off now, so he would be drying himself. 

He had not sung for years but now the old Fabio was back. He had a good 

voice  

He stood in the doorway. 

Che bella cosa na jurnata 'e sole, 
N'aria serena doppo na tempesta! 
Pe' ll'aria fresca pare già na festa... 
Che bella cosa na jurnata 'e sole. 
 
Ma n'atu sole 
Cchiù bello, oje ne'. 
O sole mio 
Sta 'nfronte a te! 
 
O sole 
O sole mio 
Sta 'nfronte a te! 
Sta 'nfronte a te! 

  

 All these years ago Toni had fluffed his ‘lines’ when she had wanted him, 

not Fabio. She had hated Toni ever since.  

 

 Fabio was a good steady man; and quite a good singer too. And now, 

after her years of gentle training and encouraging, he was good in bed as well. 

  

  ‘Yes Gina, it will work – maybe, Grazie Dio,’ she whispered to herself. 


