(Read ebook) File size: 54.Mb

End Games

AN INSPECIOR ZEN MYSTERY

Par Michael Dibdin
ebooks | Download PDF | *ePub |
DOC | audiobook

Dtails sur le produit Rang parmi les
ventes : #137288 dans eBooksPubli

le: 2008-09-04Sorti le: 2008-09-
O4Format: Ebook Kindle
(Read ebook) End Games

E N D ' Par Michael Dibdin : End Games
,:, before purchasing it in order to gage
g whether or not it would be worth my
i time, and all praised End Games:
‘One of Dibdin’s finest

Wonderful.”
EVEMING STANDARD

o

Read Online

Description :

Prsentation de |'diteurThe dead man followed the track until it rose above the last remaining trees and ceased
to be arough line of beaten earth and scruffy grass, to become a stony ramp hewn out of the cliff face and
deeply rutted by the abrasive force of ancient iron-rimmed cart wheels. By now il morto was clearly
suffering, but he struggled on, pausing frequently to gasp for breath before tackling another stretch of the
scorched rock on which the soles of his feet left bloody footprints.Aurelio Zen's final case brings him to
remote town of Calabria, at the toe of Italy's boot, on what is supposed to be a routine assignment: the death
of a scout for an American film company. But the case is complicated by a group of dangerous strangers
who have arrived to uncover another local mystery - buried treasure - and who will stop at nothing to
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achieve their goal. The case rapidly spirals out of control, and Zen must penetrate the code of silencein the
tight-knit community in order to solve the crime.If you enjoyed the Inspector Zen Mystery series you may
aso like The Last Sherlock Holmes Story, another crime novel by Michael Dibdin..co.uk If you have tears,
prepare to shed them now. Thisisit -- the final Aurelio Zen novel, now that death has claimed the Italian
coppers talented creator, Michael Dibdin. End Gamesis afitting finale to aremarkable series of books, in
which Dibdin devel oped the character of his difficult but tenacious Italian policeman and, inter alia, gave
readers a vivid and atmospheric picture of the whole of Italy in all its splendour, colour and corruption. This
last book transports Zen to far-flung Calabria for what she appears to be a by-the-numbers assignment. But
in this close-mouthed, inhospitable place, Zen discovers that there isaworm at the heart of acommunity and
secrets that reach back over centuries. A savage killing has taken place, and investigations are compromised
by the presence of people from other countries in search of aburied treasure. In the past, Dibdin ensured that
Zen repeatedly came up against awall of silence, but none more implacable than that he encounters here. As
the detective slowly but surely peels away the layers of mystery and obfuscation, heis forced to confront the
very basis of the concepts by which he has tried to maintain his career: honesty, a sense of justice and firm
notions of right and wrong. As always with this writer, the sense of locale is conjured up with maximum
vividness, and the final effect of reading the book that writes finis to the careers of both Aurelio Zen and the
man who created him is twofold: we are grateful that this final entry is a distinguished one, but saddened that
we will never again go down those mean Italian streets that Zen led us down at least not with Michael
Dibdin as our guide... --Barry ForshawExtraitThe dead man parked his car at the edge of the town, beside a
crumbling wall marking the bounds of a rock-gashed wasteland of crippled oaks and dusty scrub whose
ownership had been the subject of litigation for more than three decades, and which had gradually turned
into an unofcial rubbish tip for the local population. The arrival of the gleaming, silver-grey Lanciawas
noted by severa pairs of eyes, and soon known to everyone in the town, but despite the fact that the luxury
saloon was | eft unguarded and unlocked, no attempt was made to interfere with it, because the driver was a
dead man.The only ones to see him close to were three boys, aged between ve and ten, who had been acting
out a boar hunt in the dense shrubbery under the cliff face. The ve-year-old, who was the prey, had just been
captured and was about to be dispatched when a man appeared on the path just afew metres away. He was
in hisfties or early sixties, of medium stature, with pale skin and a shock of hair that was profuse and solidly
black. He wore a black suit of some cheap synthetic fabric, and awide collar, almost clerical, but matte and
black, encircled his neck. From it, beneath the throat, hung alarge metal crucix. The mans chest and feet
were bare. He trudged silently up the steep path towards the old town, looking down at the ground in front of
him, and showed no sign of having seen the trio of onlookers.As soon as he was out of sight the two younger
boys were all for following him, scared but daring each other not to be. Sabatino, the eldest, put paid to that
ideawith asingle jerk of the head. No one had conded in him about this event, but the community in which
they all lived was a plangent sounding board when it came to news that might affect its members. Sabatino
hadnt heard the primary note that must have been struck somewhere, but he had unconsciously absorbed the
secondary vibrations resonating in other parts of that complex instrument. Danger! they had whispered. Lie
low, keep away, know nothing. Discarding his role as the renowned and fearless hunter of wild boar for that
of the responsible senior child, he rounded up his friend Francesco and the other boy and led them down a
side path back to the safety of the town. The sole witness to what happened next was a gure surveying the
scene through binoculars from aridge about a kilometre away on the other side of the valley. The dead man
followed the track until it rose above the last remaining trees and ceased to be arough line of beaten earth
and scruffy grass, to become a stony ramp hewn out of the cliff face and deeply rutted by the abrasive force
of ancient iron-rimmed cartwheels. By now il morto was clearly suffering, but he struggled on, pausing
frequently to gasp for breath before tackling another stretch of the scorched rock on which the soles of his
feet left bloody imprints. Above his bare head, the sun hovered like a hawk in the cloudless sky.The isolated
hill he was climbing was almost circular and had been eroded down to the underlying vol canic core and then
guarried for building materials, so that in appearance it was almost at, as though sheared off with a saw.
When the dead man nally reached level ground, he collapsed and remained still for some time. The scene
around him was one of utter desolation. The vestiges of afortied gateway, whose blocks of stone had been
too large and stubborn to remove, survived at the brink of the precipice where the crude thoroughfare had
entered the former town, but looking towards the centre the only structures remaining above ground level
were the ruins of houses, a small church, and opposite it an imposing fragment of walling framing an ornate
doorway approached by ve marble steps. All around lay heaps of rubble with weeds and small bushes



growing out of them. The rounded paving stones of the main street were still clearly visible, however, and
the dead man followed them, moaning with pain, until the cobbles opened out into a small piazza.He then
proceeded to the church, bowing his head and crossing himself on the threshold. Ten minutes passed before
he emerged. He stopped for a moment to stare up at the massive remnants of stone frontage which
dominated the square, then crossed over to the set of steps|eading up to the gaping doorway, knelt down and
slowly crawled up the steps on his knees, one by one, until he reached the uppermost. A wild g tree had
established itself in the charred wasteland within the former dwelling, feeding on some hidden source of
water far below. The dead man bent over it and kissed one of its leaves, then bowed down until his forehead
touched the dlightly elevated doorstep. The man watching from the ridge opposite put down his binoculars,
lifted what looked like a bulky mobile phone off the dashboard of the Jeep Grand Cherokee beside him,
extended the long recessed antenna and then pressed a button on the fascia. The resulting sound echoed
about the walls of the valley for some time, but might easily have been mistaken for distant thunder.



