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			introduction

			by Giorgio Gori

			

			I did not have the opportunity to meet Lorenzo Bosetti, but I had heard of him during the years when he was mayor. So much so that a few years ago I was curious to get to know him better, through some newspaper articles that profiled him, certainly not imagining that one day I would be asked to write a short introduction to his biography. Today it is an honour for me to try to draw from his and my work and life experience, similar in some ways and very different in others, some considerations on the intertwining of the professional dimension and the dimension of ‘service’ that has characterised his and my civic commitment in our respective city communities. And to try to make it a matter of perhaps useful reflection for other administrators.

			From the ‘mayor manager’ - as he is still remembered in Valdagno - several traits distinguish me, starting with the fact that hardly anyone has ever called me that in Bergamo. For many years I was manager of a large company, Mediaset. But a network director is a sui generis manager, at least compared to a man of numbers, an expert in accounting and financial planning as Bosetti had been in his long and successful season at Marzotto. These skills Bosetti had no difficulty in transferring them to the public dimension, not infrequently finding himself teaching the subject to the managers and officials of the municipality of which he became mayor. I in turn had budgets to respect, but as a manager I administered a much more creative subject, whose most relevant numbers were those of television ratings, which in turn were to be translated into advertising revenue. What I mean by this is that it was not the rigour of financial calculations that characterised my managerial experience, nor qualified my two terms as mayor. The numbers of a municipality’s budget are even more stringent than those of a company - since it is not allowed to close a financial year in deficit - but I have always considered economic resources as a means, or at most as a constraint, certainly not as an end. 

			My experience as an entrepreneur was different - it lasted exactly ten years, straddling the seventeen I spent at Mediaset and the next ten dedicated to public administration - and was tackled in 2001 with the hesitation of a beginner (and the question that has always accompanied me at every turn: ‘Will I be capable?’). Magnolia has been an adventure full of trepidation and enthusiasm, crowned by objective success and enormous gratification, both professional and human: ten wonderful years; so wonderful that at the end I said to myself that it was right to put a stop to it, to thank Heaven for the opportunities I had had, and to try in some way to give back what fortune had given me. 

			It was 2011, a very special year, marked by a sense of great precariousness and apprehension for our country. It was also the year, I think, that prompted me to think about the need to dedicate time and energy to ‘the community’. I had no clear idea how I was going to do it: where, in what context, and above all with whom. But I felt it was right to do it. I tried to make my contribution to growing a reformist, liberal and modern left-wing proposal, and I still believe that at that time it was the most useful thing that could be done for the country. From there was born a season of government that, without having directly involved me, carried out - as far as it could - an important reforming task. 

			In the meantime, I focused on what my dimension could be, concrete and pragmatic almost as much as my previous professional experiences had been: I wanted to commit myself to my city. Thus was born the candidacy for mayor of Bergamo in 2014, a new page of commitment and work that has filled the last ten years of my life. Was I a ‘manager mayor’, like Lorenzo Bosetti in Valdagno? Not really, in my opinion. If anything, more an ‘entrepreneur mayor’, insofar as I have tried every day of my service to improve the city, with the eagerness to do, and to innovate, to make it more beautiful, more dynamic, more attractive, and more effective in caring for its most fragile citizens. I come from studies of architecture - never translated into the practice of the profession - undertaken because I was fascinated by a profession in which I seemed to grasp a harmonious balance of creativity and concreteness. I did not become an architect, but I realise that I have always sought the same mix, the same balance in the activities that I have carried out in my life. And so also as mayor. I dreamt of a possible future for my city and tried to realise it. I was not able to do everything I wanted, but a lot. And it was great to invent, to look for solutions, to find the resources, energies and collaborations to realise the most ambitious projects. 

			

			Certainly the love for our respective cities brings me closer to the figure of Lorenzo Bosetti. He was from Piedmont, but his long tenure at the top of Marzotto had made him an extremely popular figure for the citizens of Valdagno. So much so that when he decided to run for mayor, few doubted his chances of being elected. Both because they knew his determination - when Bosetti set his mind to something, it was difficult for him not to achieve it - and because ‘everyone knew him’. And almost everyone esteemed him. Of course popularity is one thing, the credibility needed to be chosen for the role of first citizen is quite another. I too in my own way was quite well-known in the city before I ran for office in 2014. But my (relative) popularity had little to do with Bergamo, having matured on a professional scene far removed from the dimension I was entering. For some I was still the ‘director of Canale 5’, for others ‘Cristina Parodi’s husband’. From there it took a lot to get me accepted and supported as a candidate for mayor of the centre-left, so much so that paradoxically it was more difficult to overcome those prejudices - which was necessary to be a candidate - than to obtain the citizens’ vote. 

			However, I think it was realised that what really moved me was my love for the city. After all, it must be something irrational, like love, that makes you choose a commitment that is all-consuming and full of pitfalls, without it being accompanied by the slightest financial satisfaction (on the contrary). 

			I believe it was like that for Lorenzo Bosetti, who had learnt to know and love Valdagno from his special vantage point - the factory - and it was like that for me, who was born in Bergamo and has always stubbornly wanted to keep it as a ‘safe harbour’, enduring 27 years of commuting to Milan to keep my roots there, and then choosing to ‘make a family’ of it and raise my children there. Being mayor of one’s own city - or of the one that has become one - allows one to concretise the desire to give back what one has received from that community, first and foremost in terms of training, and I have indeed received a great deal from Bergamo. 

			Browsing through Lorenzo Bosetti’s biography, I discovered several aspects that make him close to me. The stubbornness, the willingness to work hard to achieve a result; the difficulty, at times, of accepting the rituals and mediations to which politics tends to subject you, the allergy to ceremonial. On the other hand, the distance from the working methods of a private company represents the real obstacle to overcome for those who decide to dedicate themselves to administrative politics, especially for those who - manager or entrepreneur - are used to being ‘the boss’. And this in spite of the fact that the mayor - by reason of the direct mandate obtained from the citizens - is probably the closest institutional figure to that of a company boss: he has no direct powers over the municipal machine but chooses his own team, and over the course of five years he can count on a large council majority, if only he is able to preserve its cohesion. 

			Yet the difference is enormous. Both for the necessary observance of everything that in the public dimension safeguards the principle of impartiality - and therefore subjects every selection, appointment or assignment to public evidence procedures - and for the clear separation between political and technical structure, imposed by the Bassanini law of ‘97, which for anyone working in a private organisation is absolutely inconceivable. For those like me - and like Bosetti, no doubt - who are 
used to selecting a collaborator or entrusting an assignment simply by picking up the phone, I guarantee that the difference is sidereal, and at first, no matter how prepared one may be, quite shocking. The same for the separation of politics and administration. I read in his biography that Bosetti had profoundly introjected this principle, which he strictly adhered to: to the political power the task of indicating directions and projects, to the administrative structure the task of implementing them. For me, knowing how much care in the execution of any initiative is decisive for its success, it was and is very difficult to accept not having direct control over the technical structure. And I still think that it is not a good set-up that excludes any kind of hierarchical relationship between those who have been chosen by the citizens - and whom the citizens see as responsible for everything that happens in the city anyway, that is, for the work of the entire administration - and those on whom the implementation of every decision essentially depends. Within the technical component, the mayor chooses only the Director General, whose appointment is linked to the mandate of the first citizen, but not even he - on closer inspection - is really the ‘superior’ of the executives of the various sectors, nor does he have effective instruments to reward the commitment and efficiency of some or sanction the poor implementation of others. And so from level to level. 

			

			The non-existence of a true hierarchical structure, and the impossibility of implementing an effective system of recognising merits and demerits continue in my eyes to represent two points of obvious weakness in the management of a municipal administration (and any other public administration). I do not know what Bosetti thought exactly, but I suspect that, despite the rigour with which he adhered to the principles of the law, in his heart he shared my point of view. And in fact, witnesses say, he would go into the projects, modify them, study them at night. How can you give up, after all, dealing with it? If there is one thing I have learnt, from my experiences in the private and public sectors, it is that 10 per cent of the result depends on inspiration, and 90 per cent on the quality of execution; and that attention to detail is crucial. The goodness of the result is the result of maniacal attention to detail. 

			Being a mayor - not unlike being an entrepreneur - generally requires a ‘divergent’ outlook. Indeed, one must be able to cultivate grand visions, and work towards the achievement of strategic goals, which very often extend far beyond one’s term of office and are not always aligned with short-term interests - this entails certain risks of unpopularity that a good mayor must not be afraid to face. And at the same time one must avoid losing sight of the details, the small things that are nonetheless decisive for the quality of life of citizens. When I decided to run for re-election in 2019, I filled several notebooks with notes collected during a series of ‘Coffees with the Mayor’, which I offered in bars in the various neighbourhoods to citizens who wanted to tell me what they thought should be done - or done better - in the possible mandate to come. Well, in these conversations, I did not hear requests for major infrastructure works or urban regeneration, or major plans for sustainable mobility, but only requests and reminders for small interventions: the resurfacing or widening of a pavement, the creation of a small park or an area for dogs, the provision of a few speed bumps to enforce the 30 mph ban on a certain street. It would be serious if a mayor limited himself to this order of interventions: the city would grind to a halt; but it would be just as serious if he ignored them, because after all, the possibility of living in the city in a safe and dignified manner - for so many people - depends precisely on the care that the administration takes with these small things. 

			I have no doubt that Bosetti therefore attached great importance to it, and this without losing sight of how the construction of the tunnel between Valdagno and Schio could represent an absolute priority for the development not only of his town but of the entire Agno valley. 

			This is how it has been for me in recent years. The search for the funding needed to realise a number of fundamental works for collective mobility - the rail link with Orio al Serio airport, the tramway connecting with the Valle Brembana, the doubling of the railway line that crosses the entire metropolitan area from east to west, the Bergamo-Dalmine surface electric line, not to mention the expansion of the airport and the great effort to limit its environmental impact - together with a very long series of regeneration projects for disused areas or buildings: projects designed to make the city more beautiful, attractive and accessible, to reduce private traffic and improve air quality, to encourage the establishment of new functions and attract talent and investment. Not everything has met with the immediate approval of the citizens, and sometimes not even that of the majority political forces, often sensitive to the protests of organised groups, with whom it has therefore been necessary to engage in a confrontation that - without ever having to explicitly ‘place confidence’ - has in some cases required the full authority of the role of the first citizen to be spent. After all, either you do this or you don’t have to be mayor. 

			If I had to say, however, what is the ‘figure’ that is most likely to distinguish a mayor with a professional business background from one who has had no such experience, it is the different attitude - a different and more extensive trust - towards private individuals and civil society in general, understood as the sum total of entrepreneurial and civic expressions. On many occasions I have encountered, among those who work for the public administration, a great diffidence towards all that is private, and above all towards the ‘private for profit’; a diffidence shared by managers and civil servants, as well as by many politicians (not only on the left), as if what is public had to guard against the risk of ‘contaminating’ itself with private interest, or as if public interest was necessarily incompatible and in conflict with that of private individuals. I am convinced of the opposite. The public side has extremely limited means and resources. If it had to rely only on these, the public interest would not fare well, and this is as much in the realisation of projects capable of generating development, work and welfare as in the fields of care and treatment of the frail, or in culture. 

			The idea that has guided me over the years is that the real energies, the ones that can make a difference, reside primarily in society, and that the task of the public authority is to arouse them, to encourage them, and to steer them in the direction of the collective good. To this end, it is decisive to build a climate of ‘industrious trust’, to which the public administration is the first to contribute through its proactivity, the effectiveness of its investments and the efficiency of its technical structure. 

			is a vision that is profoundly oriented towards subsidiarity - in this case ‘horizontal’; I am also a firm supporter of ‘vertical’ subsidiarity, for the transfer of powers, responsibilities and resources as close as possible to the citizens, on the ground, but that would take us a long way - as well as being firmly anchored, in my view, to the principles of the healthiest liberal socialism. I do not know what Bosetti called it, but in the words he used to explain the importance of public works I find my own ‘philosophy’. “Our private assets have lost value in recent years,” he said on one occasion, “because there is no demand. Few people want to buy because there is no development, no confidence in the future. I believe that public works should also serve to instil confidence in entrepreneurs and citizens that with their industriousness and investments they will succeed in bringing about lasting change. A nice smile is being given to us by the citizens who, in large numbers, are repainting their houses with a flourish of colours, cheerfulness and good taste. it is a new spring”. 

			Here, in my ten years in Bergamo, which are now almost over, I have tried to instil confidence in citizens and businesses, so as to move them to contribute - each one for their own skills and vocations - to the city’s growth. In Lorenzo Bosetti’s speech, the citizens’ contribution refers to a small action, the repainting of their homes, but I could offer much evidence that this contribution can actually extend to many areas of city life, from cultural animation to the organisation of welfare. And so for businesses, if in the public administration they find a solid reference point and a guide capable of indicating priorities and directions for the future development of the area. If Bergamo has grown in recent years, in the quality of life it makes possible for its citizens, in its attractiveness and reputation, much is owed to them, to the various expressions of civil society that have shared the challenge of public administration and aligned their respective interests with those of the entire city community. And I have no doubt that this was the case for Valdagno, in the ten ‘roaring years’ on which Lorenzo Bosetti stamped the seal of his great charisma.

			

			part one: A man at the service of the company and the city

			

			CHAPTER 1: DANTE SQUARE

			

			There are a young man and his friend standing on a small terrace, on the top floor of the tallest apartment block overlooking Piazza Dante, in Valdagno. They are silent, their hands resting on the parapet, looking down into the twilight of an advanced spring, made premature by the modest angle of sky afforded to the valley. Incredulous, amid irregular waves of commotion, they follow the movements of a more nervous fringe of the crowd, trying to guess their intentions. Someone carries a rope stolen from a construction site not far away, others, climbing up, tie it around the neck of the statue of Gaetano Marzotto, the grandfather, as everyone calls him. Someone starts to pull but the rope breaks. A second one immediately arrives and this time the operation succeeds. The bronze falls, stiff and heavy, with a thud that is mixed with shouts and applause. The grandfather’s forehead and nose stop a few centimetres from the pavement, the sculpture wobbles a little and comes to a halt balanced between the two points of contact with the ground. On the one side the massive hexagonal pedestal, on the other a flap of the jacket with which the sculptor, Luciano Minguzzi, in 1955 wanted to portray the entrepreneur who had died 58 years earlier, in fact the real progenitor of the dynasty of industrialists who designed the city’s destiny in its essence.

			It is 19 April 1968, the man at the window is Lorenzo Bosetti and he is not yet 30 years old. Born in the hinterland of Turin, since March of the previous year he has been a controller, i.e. a manager, of the fabrics division of Marzotto, a textile industry giant that has its historical headquarters just a few hundred metres from that square and that bases its current development on the entrepreneurial impulse that arose some 130 years earlier in the person celebrated by the now dented and downturned monument. What he is seeing, the young manager from Piemonte may not yet have fully understood. He still knows little about the history of Marzotto and Valdagno, although he began to inform himself long before deciding whether or not to accept the job offer he received while he had been in Monza for a couple of years. ‘A city that we didn’t like at all,’ recalls his wife, Marina Sereno. Married in 1962, the woman had followed Lorenzo to Brianza with Silvia, their recently born daughter, to go along with a promotion obtained at Philips, the Amsterdam-based multinational of electrical products of which they were both employees. He from Rivoli, she from Alpignano, towns absorbed in the indistinct industrial and urban progression of the post-war metropolis of Piedmont, Marina and Lorenzo had met working for a few months in the same department of the Dutch factory where they basically produced light bulbs. Philips at that time employed half the workforce by taking them from Alpignano and the surrounding area and the other half by hiring Turinese people who were not employed by Fiat. The osmosis between the capital and the now engulfed suburbs was frenetic and was already insufficient to sustain on its own, that is, without bringing in truckloads of arms and talkers from other latitudes, the bold industrial take-off of the boom years. When he joined Philips in 1958, Lorenzo Bosetti’s mother and sister were already workers in the same factory. He was the last to arrive there because he attended scientific high school for four years. However, a family background that had become difficult forced him to fend for himself and he graduated with a labourer’s overalls. He loads and unloads material from trucks until a fall causes the company to temporarily divert him to an office job. The physical injury is minor, he recovers quickly, but in the meantime he has had the opportunity to prove that he can be more useful from behind a desk. In fact, it is here that he not only gets to know Marina, but also becomes aware of what it means to do what he would later come to know as a controller. “We had the list of lamps to be manufactured and we had to compile the list of the necessary quantities of each component to send to the purchasing department,” Marina sums up. “It was hard work, requiring hours upon hours of precision and continuous analysis to be done as quickly as possible. That’s when we really started to work hard”. Under the banner of the Dutch house Bosetti grew up, made a name for himself, and in 1965 he was promoted to head of ‘consolidation and coordination of management control’ in Monza. A city in which the couple did not live with serenity. ‘It made you feel small, to be trampled on. An environment of superwomen and supermen,’ his wife still remembers, ‘so much so that even then it aspired to be a province detached from Milan. I was no longer there and neither was he. When the opportunity came for Marzotto we had no hesitation, we came to Valdagno immediately. In February 1967 we were here’. However, they found a moment that was not easy. The company was going through a climate of growing tension among the workers, on the one hand motivated by a season of restructuring in which an attempt was being made to reorganise the company and perceived by the workers as a consequence of the owners’ ill-considered choices, and on the other hand strengthened by the ideological wind of Sixty-Eight, which was beginning to vibrate in Europe and Italy and which was also taking root in the piedmont suburbs. 

			This, perhaps, is what the Turinese man on the terrace at his friend’s house in Piazza Dante is thinking. More than anything else he is probably surprised. He is not from here, but was born in a place not very different, he knows that people from the midlands do not have the temperament for revolutions and rather embody a physiognomy of silence, dignity and tenacity. it is a concept with a blurred border with that of resignation, one can even observe. It takes little to undermine it, if a few well-argued ideas held together in straightforward, simple words come along, as is happening.

			It is not even worth considering that in 1968 Valdagno was still too distant from the nearest city, Vicenza, itself in the secondary orbit of a Veneto far from significant in terms of GDP and national political weight, which until then had never been the scene of major protests or popular unrest. The crowd that the young Bosetti now sees down in the square can be seen to be unaccustomed to extraordinary events, to conscious uprisings. It is an uncertain, disjointed body, a swarm amazed by its own enthusiasm and by the internal anger that realises it can shout without asking anyone’s permission. It must have been the truncheons of the carabinieri, up at the entrance to the factory, it must have been the overbearing thuds of the Celere, hastily dispatched from Padua. It must have been the union leaders who also went up to the valley to see how they could channel those phenomenal blazes that finally flared up in their thousands. The fact of the matter is that old Gaetano Marzotto no longer stands, tall and austere, at the centre of his secular altar. he has fallen badly, ungainly, and this seems to quieten the furore around him for a moment. Someone perhaps perceives the excess of desecration, the sense of a point of no return now crossed. But it is only a moment, the night will still be long and raw. 

			The Piedmontese in the balcony does not move a single muscle of his face. The idea that a quarter of a century later those people, their fathers and sons, would be the mayor, is further away than the ends of the universe.

			

			CHAPTER 2: TRUCKS grazing walls

			

			In order to try to put into context what was happening in the piazza on that 19 April 1968, we need to start from afar. A possible starting point for reconstruction can be taken in 1961, when the Milan stock exchange listed Marzotto’s shares. The then already 67-year-old chairman, the Cavaliere del Lavoro (Knight of Labour) Gaetano of the grandfather of the same name, was not enthusiastic about listing the company. But to his son Giannino, managing director since 1956, and to the general manager, Carlo Riedo, entry on the Milan Stock Exchange seemed a necessary path to begin to inject into the group the germs of a change of mentality and synchronise with the world of modern large-scale industry. Firstly by accepting the fact that development worthy of the name would have been very difficult to achieve without beginning to distance the family a little at a time from the business with which previous generations had been at one. It is now necessary, Giannino and Riedo are certain of this, to open up to capital and to draw on ways of thinking from outside through the contribution of fresh, cool professionals, i.e. capable of administering the company in a way that is neutral with respect to the parental and environmental conditioning that is making the air in the control room increasingly foul. However, when you try to put it on the ground, the discourse changes, progress is very slow. Old Gaetano, who nevertheless retains an edge in terms of temperament and entrepreneurial lucidity over everyone around him, continues to move without clearing the factory of the sort of sentimental sedimentation on which he has built the hierarchical pyramid of which he has been the undisputed apex for decades. Even the city, which lives off Marzotto, recognises him as such a natural leader that it is impossible even to imagine anyone else in his place. It could not be otherwise, after all. Until then, the president has carefully distributed delegations to men of solid internal seniority and about whose loyalty there could be no doubt. Diligent executors, coming from well-known Valdagno families, enlisted in the Marzotto system by his exclusive choice and inserted in vital ganglia of the company with criteria that were, however, not always so closely linked to objective capabilities. As a result, at the beginning of the 1960s, a team of long-standing technicians and shrewd but silent administrators took dictation at the top, and even if they were able to understand it, none of them would ever have taken the initiative to make old Gaetano observe, as in fact began to happen, that some of his choices, which had been made more by instinct than by a serious scientific reconnaissance of the situation, no longer responded to the principles of good economic and financial sense. The company, in short, is not shining in terms of efficiency either. However, the cavaliere is tired and, after signing the report on the 1962 balance sheet, passes the administrative command to his son Giannino. But not much happens. The young man finds it hard to extricate himself from the pervasiveness of his parent, whose presence remains in the rooms, palpable and unbreakable, embodied in a structure of men refractory to change. As well as not recognising Giannino as its new reference point, the management becomes even more rigid when it is supplemented by new elements hired from Lanerossi in nearby Schio. These are men who, by their very origin, are perceived as antagonists, looked at sideways and called ‘battalion Val Leogra’, after the geographical name of the area on the other side of the mountain. Even younger than the historical Marzotto colonels, the ‘cousins’ struggle to fit in and meanwhile the accounts do not improve. In an unfavourable general economic situation, an attempt was made to alleviate the distress by rationalising the factories, closing plants in Brugherio, in Brianza, and in Pisa, accelerating the creation of networks of sales outlets with their own brand name and diversifying production into alternative sectors. Some good effects are being achieved, but it is clear that there is an urgent need to go deeper into the organisational structure. The idea is to go beyond the classic model divided into functions to create divisions, each with its own management autonomy and linked to the four fundamental business areas, i.e. combing, spinning, weaving and packaging, a segment, the latter, to which the recent blanket branch is aggregated. But even here there is little courage and the resulting restyling is lukewarm. The room for manoeuvre within the divisions is actually narrow and the need to define a precise scheme of criteria to determine prices on the basis of standard costs becomes pressing. It is understood that a timely, scientific and rapid control mechanism is needed to be able to react quickly to market fluctuations. The common sense, intuition and wisdom of the thoroughbred entrepreneur must take a bit of a back seat and give more air to those who know how to use the healthy cynicism of analysis, turn what they see into tables of numbers and read into them the course to be followed. That is what controllers are for. In Valdagno, between 1966 and 1967, a handful of men with such a profile arrived in a few months, and Lorenzo Bosetti was one of them.

			Improvements are there although the approach to the issue of cost revision is still timid. At Marzotto, there remains a heavy platform of service functions which, stratified over time, have created overlaps in which continual reasons for conflict lurk and in which hundreds of people sit who are still resistant to change. Staff reductions are being faced, which for the time being do not seem to create particularly alarming discontent, but the fact that Marzotto, in the meantime, has undertaken new investments in distant locations, such as San Giorgio di Nogaro, in Friuli, or Cles and Mezzocorona, in Trentino, is beginning to be undigested. Encouraging such initiatives are important public incentives that the neighbouring provinces and regions, benefiting from their autonomous statutes, grant to entrepreneurs interested in setting up in their territories. And then in Trentino and Friuli there are lower labour costs and at least an apparent lower unionisation of the workers. Unfortunately, Marzotto’s administrators realised late in the day that they had underestimated an important issue in their considerations, namely the lack of aptitude of the local population, especially in Trentino at the time, to apply themselves in manufacturing. Lacking a true industrial tradition, even though the dislocated productions did not require great labour skills as they essentially concerned artificial fibres for toys and medium-low-end clothing, the workers were far removed in terms of manual skills from their colleagues in the Veneto region. In addition, holding tightly to their previous agricultural occupations, they are absent from the factory by the dozens at certain times of the year. At the headquarters in 
Vicenza, meanwhile, the mood is not at all brightening up, also due to the management’s fractious internal relations with the general manager, Giorgio Piantini, a name among those who came from Lanerossi. The manager intervenes without too many scruples on the conditions of piecework payments and production times and is far from willing to consider the arguments of the trade unions. The confrontation, which was becoming more bitter by the day, softened a little when, in the face of clear worsening productivity and despite the opposition of the minority CGIL, an agreement was signed which provided for a reduction of about a thousand employees and an acceleration of the pace of work, but with good wage concessions. But the pay rises did not arrive and this lit the fuse for the street riots of spring 1968. To what extent the day of 19 April was the result of a genuine movement of workers and citizens of Valdagno and how much, instead, it may have been instigated by the intervention of external components connected to protest movements active on a broader scenario will be the subject of discussion at length. In particular, the role played by groups of students from the Faculty of Sociology in Trento, a hotbed of personalities who would go on to play a part in the theatre of the Italian ‘anni di piombo’, such as the leader of Autonomia Operaia, Toni Negri, or Renato Curcio, who can be ascribed to the fathers of the Red Brigades, will often be discussed.

			

			For Paolo Slaviero, a former deputy mayor and, at the time of the riot, a teacher at the Valdagno technical institute, this would be nothing more than an urban legend.

			“Someone also came from Trento, all right. But that of Valdagno,’ he asserts, ‘was a workers’ revolt to save the factory, worried about Giannino Marzotto’s failed industrial policies, including a risky agreement with an American multinational linked to an anti-stain product, passed off as miraculous, as well as the intransigent manoeuvres of Piantini and those around him. It was their names that appeared on the protesters’ placards. It must be borne in mind that the workers were sincerely attached to the factory and could not bear the idea that, due to obviously wrong management, Marzotto could go into remission. That is why they rebelled. And then there are unacceptable public order choices. On the morning of the clashes, resentment exploded when the pickets in the morning were met with no response from the owners and the carabinieri and police arrived instead. “When the Celere intervened,’ Slaviero recalls, ‘if you weren’t more than quick enough to get out of the way, the trucks would run you over, they would pass at crazy speed close to the walls. Either you found a doorway or they would roll up on you. And they rained baton blows on everyone around you, without listening to reason. A pupil of mine from Cornedo that evening borrowed his brothers’ car to go to the cinema and, seeing the chaos, thought of parking it near the Carabinieri barracks, who immediately came out to search the vehicle. Since it belonged to the construction company of the young man’s brothers, they found bribes and other tools inside. Tools designed to offend, they said, and they took the young man to prison in Vicenza after beating him up badly. Until the day they released him, we went down to the city to teach him and bring him up to date because he had to take his state exams that year’.

			

			CHAPTER 3: MOTHER PIACENTINI Cleans little Anna’s face 

			

			The morning of Saturday 20 April is both bright and gloomy, at least that’s how it is perceived from a precious black-and-white video found on the web and which today we would describe as amateur quality. There is no sound. The sensations it conveys are all entrusted to a brief scan of frames from which filters an intensity to which one is no longer accustomed. In Piazza Dante and in the streets of Valdagno’s city centre there is no longer the convulsive and shouting crowd of the night before, the over-excited magma has dissolved into the night and there is still no way of understanding how much, in that splinter of revolution, was spontaneous and how much, instead, was piloted by an external direction about which conjecture multiplies.

			Around the felled statue what the lens captures is something resembling a wake of decent people at the bedside of a sick person, a pietas towards the humiliated grandfather paying for the sins of his irresponsible offspring.

			The atmosphere is the calm one of the pre-holiday, the silence and the slowness of the sequences help to imagine it. Men of all ages, in suits and ties, seem to be talking quietly among themselves. Even a child, dressed differently from grown-ups only in above-knee length trousers, approaches the landed monument in curiosity and touches it. A long-limbed 30-year-old, sober and elegant, keeps one hand resting on the outraged old businessman’s left shoulder for a long time. He bows his head, lonely, behind thick, pensive glasses, seemingly an instinctive gesture to give the victim courage. Or maybe it’s just to get noticed. He could be a Marzotto employee, one of the administrative employees who were only able to enter his office yesterday thanks to the carabinieri cordon, amidst the insults of those who were on strike and manning the factory, and who perhaps did not just exchange words with the military and the police. There will be a showdown sooner or later, that young man in a suit with his trousers neatly folded is probably thinking. Fondling the statue with the affection one reserves for an elderly father, why not, could at the right moment certify his distance from those who a few hours earlier were throwing stones.

			A little further on, the film documents some of the city’s deepest visible disfigurements, such as benches with their seats ripped off, shutters on the first floors of houses and offices completely down and damaged by throwing fragments of pavement and stones collected from the Agno riverbed, the roof of a damaged canopy, and downpipes smashed by blows from sticks. Even some of the monument’s steps appear flayed of their marble and some of the mannequins taken the night before from the ‘Fuso d’Oro’ shops, one of Marzotto’s brands, overlooking the riverbank are stranded on the river bed. During the night, the mayor, Bruno Cisotto, had posters printed in large letters, which are now hung in large numbers on the walls of the centre.

			Citizens!

			Concerned about the serious disturbances that occurred yesterday, I strongly appeal to everyone to remain calm at this particular time.

			I am sure that this appeal will be taken up, also because only in calmness is it possible to reach a concrete solution to the labour problem for which the municipal administration and government authorities are continuously and passionately intervening.

			Valdagno, 20 April 1968

			On other walls are pasted equally alarmed messages but with union signatures.

			Serious abuse at Marzotto

			Management implemented the lock-out to prevent the right to strike.

			We ask the mayors of the valley and the prefect to intervene immediately.

			The Marzotto workers are fighting to safeguard their jobs for more humane conditions, for a more civilised wage. Local, provincial and national authorities must also intervene to control Marzotto’s business plans.

			Workers are called to mobilisation to safeguard democratic rights.

			The Filtea-Cgil secretariat.

			

			The chronicle of 19 April is in many places inflated with emphasis, especially from the large number of accounts given by those who were in the protesters’ camp. Almost everyone agrees that what caused the scenario to degenerate was an excessive and shameless deployment of the forces of law and order, carabinieri on one side and policemen on the other, supported and almost incited by the maniacal impetuosity of the celerini. The arbitrary detentions and the indiscriminate use of batons, with the blood that was actually seen, instead of intimidating and dissuading the hottest fronts of the urban battle, triggered the opposite effect. As is often the case, and as is sometimes sought. Some witnesses insist that it was not only local workers and trade unionists who moved through the streets of the city, but also unknown faces, provocative infiltrators, people who, because of the way they were able to come out of nowhere and then disappear, are undoubtedly professionals in street unrest.

			It is worth quoting here an analysis by Giorgio Roverato, a long-time lecturer in Economic History and Business History at the University of Padua and undoubtedly one of the most profound connoisseurs of the Marzotto Group’s complex events.

			“The relationship between city and factory is very close and goes back a long way. Marzotto was born from a family of raw wool merchants, entrepreneurs who previously obtained their products through home workers engaged in spinning and weaving tasks, who were centralised in a factory in 1836. The entire history of Valdagno, at the beginning of the nineteenth century the capital of the district and therefore the most important centre in the valley, revolves around this family nucleus, turning into a very ancient symbiotic relationship. It is no coincidence that Gaetano Marzotto senior became deputy of the Valdagno-Arzignano constituency and was later succeeded by his son Vittorio Emanuele. The Marzotto family is also an entrepreneurial family that knows how to reward its most loyal employees, creating a sort of ‘working-class aristocracy’, according to a model of involvement that led it to become one of the world’s top producers of yarns and woollen fabrics as early as the 1950s. So we are dealing with an international company with subsidiaries in various countries including the USA, which buys wool in Australia and South Africa and sells throughout the Americas. So far from being marginalised in the narrow valley where it has its headquarters. Those who do not work for Marzotto are involved in agriculture, but a poor agriculture, conditioned by the hilly environment. Then handicrafts and retail trade to satisfy the inhabitants’ basic needs. It happens, however, that many of these activities begin to be exercised by the company itself through food outlets but also direct sales of textiles to the population, taking on a subsidiary connotation with respect to the existing system. This is where the issue of paternalism in the relationship with workers comes in, a primitive form of what today we would call ‘company welfare’ designed and implemented by the entrepreneur himself who, in such a small area, is conceived and experienced as a feudal lord. Even in nearby and distant Schio, Lanificio Rossi, a long-standing competitor, undertook a series of initiatives to support workers, such as consumer cooperatives and other systems to facilitate daily life. But the real leap forward in the Agno Valley is the creation of the ‘Social City’. Initially also known as the ‘City of Harmony’, it was an ambitious urban planning project commissioned in 1927 to the rationalist architect Francesco Bonfanti in an area that at the time was completely devoid of buildings, on the left side of the river and therefore opposite the historic core of the village. Inaugurated ten years later, the large autonomous district includes schools of all levels, from kindergarten to high school. Then there are shops, sports facilities including an indoor and outdoor swimming pool, and there is even an equestrian centre. There is also a retirement home, a music institute and places for socialising, recreation and cultural promotion, as well as entire housing complexes for new residents who had moved to Valdagno to work at Marzotto, distinguished by size and quality according to the different positions occupied in the company. There are houses for workers, executives, managers, etc.’. A tasty glimpse of the climate that Gaetano Marzotto hoped the whole town would be imbued with is provided by a short documentary, this time a sound one, produced in 1952 on the occasion of the first national convention of the Industrial Users of Advertising (UPA), hosted for three days by the entrepreneurial family itself, entitled ‘A Day in Valdagno’. Marzotto’s logo replaced the one that, for similar productions, until a few years earlier would have been the stylised eagle head of the Istituto Luce. But the format and the tone setting of the commentator clearly refer to the newsreels of the Ventennio. The video recounts the daily life of an ordinary weekday of the worker Piacentini’s family and begins with the children, teenager Franco and little Anna, waking up and getting ready for breakfast. ‘Mama Piacentini’, who in the document has neither a first name nor a surname of her own, ‘polishes’ her daughter’s face at the bathroom sink in what is one of the standard flats in the blocks of flats built in series for the workers. The shot moves to the kitchen table at the head of which the landlord is already sitting, with an open copy of the ‘Giornale di Vicenza’, waiting for his wife to pour hot milk into the four bowls in which biscuits will be broken. The family then reaches the exit door of the building where the lady, evidently a housewife, stops and greets her husband and children who walk by the hand along ‘the wide, shady streets of the town that lives around the factory. Who lives off the factory’. Reaching the gates of Marzotto, the father hastily separates from his children to join the diligent stream of colleagues at the entrance to the ‘large factory where the machines will soon start pulsating’. Young Franco sets off to accompany his sister to the primary schools where ‘the little teacher will teach little Anna that two and two make four’, and finally goes alone to the entrance of the ‘Vittorio Emanuele Marzotto’ Industrial Institute. More sequences on cranes moving bales of raw material, on men and women efficient and concentrated at the looms. Finally, the evening siren when, however, not everything ends. Because on their way out, ‘the workers and employees know that a home awaits them, a home that the company has built according to the dictates of the most modern construction, according to the norms of the most perfect hygiene, of rest and recreation after fatigue’. The closing images, therefore, converge on sports facilities where young people practice football, swimming, basketball or fencing while adults compete on the bocce courts. 

			In the planning of people’s lives, another intervention by Marzotto was inserted, but in Jesolo Lido, at the end of the 1940s, with the construction of a large complex to allow employees to spend their summer holidays in a context where they could perceive with the same intensity their belonging to a ‘Marzotto system’ that was present and protective in all moments of their lives. Gaetano Marzotto, interviewed by the Corriere della Sera in 1949, explained to Indro Montanelli what had induced him to set up the maritime colony. “I have about ten thousand employees. Let’s say I pay them an average of one thousand five hundred liras a day each. That’s not bad pay. But if of these thousand five hundred liras they have to spend one thousand four to eat, it is misery. And if there is misery there is communism, which brings with it strikes and bad production’. A risk that, in this logic, will be averted or at any rate greatly mitigated if the worker can take a holiday at the seaside without restrictions and then return to work rested and satisfied.

			However, it should not be forgotten that the workers’ money, in one way or another, goes mostly back into the Marzotto cycle. The company runs two food shops and as many textile shops. You can buy the necessities with a mechanism of deductions from your pay packet, if necessary also in instalments and, to make sure nothing is missing, the company even sets up an internal bank. A bank that pays respectable interest rates, better than those of the official institutions, to which the workers gladly contributed their savings. At the same time, every employee can take advantage of the welfare fund, which, for a modest annual payment, allows access to specialised medical, dental and ophthalmological care and high-quality spa stays.

			But, in the Social City of Valdagno, Giorgio Roverato intercepts a second very clear message addressed in this case to municipal managers. ‘The idea, in essence,’ the historian clarifies, ‘is that the private entrepreneur can demonstrate to the community and also to the municipal administration that he is more rational than the public actor in planning interventions in the area. It is a message that Gaetano Marzotto launches by stating clearly that it should be the rationality of the enterprise that dictates the urbanistic imprint of the city, certainly not municipal plans. The municipality, the president advises, should limit itself to ordinary maintenance and low-skilled interventions. Be that as it may,’ Roverato concludes, ‘it is no coincidence that the Social City has often been studied abroad as a great urban experiment’.

			In any case, it goes without saying that the centuries-old harmony between the population and Marzotto in the spring of 1968 was definitively broken. With or without the Communists, given that the CISL was the largely majority union, it is also undeniable that the crisis of empathy had been simmering for some time, at least if you look at the chronicles and analyse the language used in proclamations, communiqués, leaflets and press articles.

			‘Ever since 1967,’ we read in reports from union sources, ‘there had been mobilisation against the aggravation of loads and rhythms, due to the transition from a paternalistic system to a new organisation of work that introduced extensive elements of Fordism. This phase certainly represented a traumatic turnaround for workers. Scientific organisation of work that involved the immediate doubling of the number of looms assigned to each worker according to a system of capitalist exploitation of labour’.

			
 For this reason alone, therefore, it would be a mistake to attribute the main responsibility for the devastation of 19 April 1968 to agitators who had come from outside to contaminate the healthy and peaceful community of the valley, as the parish priests naively attempted to claim in the masses on Sunday 21 April, reading a conciliatory and exculpatory communiqué.

			“What was supposed to be, according to intentions, a peaceful and legitimate demonstration of workers united and responsible for their just claims - is a passage from the text - degenerated into forms of violence, destruction and vandalism, unworthy of a civilised country. It comforts us to know that these events were deplored by the majority of citizens, also because they were largely caused by forces outside our Valdagno environment”. It is said that the interpretation was rejected at the root and blatantly sent back to those who had drafted it. After the note was read, at the 11 o’clock mass, a large group of parish workers silently emerged from the church from the first pews where they had taken their seats. The sign of dissent is evident, the workers proudly claiming their participation in the incidents of two days earlier. In conclusion, the police detentions, the 50 or so arrests made and the many people injured in what is considered the first real workers’ revolt of the two-year Italian ‘hot years’ are the natural sign of the end of a sociological phase of a small world, stretched between a past of traditions that are no longer viable and an overbearing modernity in the wake of which, moreover, with the ever more pressing pace of automation, the factory itself has long since set itself.

			

			CHAPTER 4: THAT ANNOYING Fleming

			

			The grandfather’s bronze bruises, it must be said immediately, are repaired within a few days and the statue is put back in its place, as is every single stone or fragment torn from the pavement. The entire complex thus regains its former composure, the respect that history owes to the revered patriarch is restored, but it is his eyes that are no longer awe-inspiring. The gaze is that of a myopic man, and the handlebar moustache never more than now seems out of sync with the world hurriedly passing through the streets. The sculpture, one and a half times a normal man plus four spans of pedestal, erected to look above the heads of passers-by at something they do not see, no one has touched it since, but 19 April has since been elected as Valdagno’s identity date, almost like that of its patron saint. There are no civil celebrations, mind you. It is not 25 April or 4 November, it is not taught at school. But it remains a turning point. 

			At his friend’s railing, Lorenzo Bosetti could not have felt more than a spectator that day. Having been at Marzotto for less than thirteen months, with a profile that was still fairly decentralised with respect to the articulations of the large company, he would not even have had time to enter among the symbolic figures at the root of the resentments he saw pulsating down in the square. 

			On which, however, he inevitably and responsibly questions himself. He has to understand them well. Even though he was not born here and the inflection of his speech is different, he knows that it is common throughout the world to speak the language of people who, as he did, have to deal with the hardships of life every day. he is an executive, he will soon rise through the ranks, but he does not have a degree. As in Rivoli for his diploma, he will pass his exams bit by bit, studying at the end of the day and only in 1976 will he discuss his thesis. “He only missed one exam, the English one,” says his wife, Marina, and it was an exam that Bosetti took eight years after the previous one. ‘There was always something more important to do at Marzotto. I realised that he was one step away from graduating but was not thinking about it. I imposed myself, I told him now close because for one exam you cannot not graduate’. Her husband listens to her, at home the man is not like in the company. In the end he is a doctor of economics with a final score of 90/110. Not brilliant, but that’s how the file is filed and the malignancies of those who occasionally stuck their finger in his failing once and for all are extinguished.

			It should be read against the light, the young Bosetti. He is a cyclist who faces the Giro d’Italia with the heaviest bike and who must remain in the peloton, trying little by little to climb it, pushing all the blood he has in each pedal stroke. It should come as no surprise, in his maturing character, that he has a penchant for solitude and for continually studying his competitors and, underneath it all, a perpetual distrust that many in him feel. It should come as no surprise if, already in the first stages with the real climbs, even the best trained and most gifted riders will be a long way behind him.

			

			It only takes a few years. In 1971 Bosetti was already in charge of the control functions for the whole of Marzotto. “Stubborn as a mule, when he said one thing he did it to the end,” other former colleagues who came to Valdagno with him as controllers in different areas remember today. “When it was time for the leap to the next level, we all knew that the chosen one could only be him.

			And that is only the first step. A handful of months later, the Piedmontese man is Director of Planning, Control and Organisation. It means he has carte blanche, he can devote himself body and soul to revolutionising the rules on which to govern, from then on, the intersections between budget and cost items throughout the group. The analysis models in use until then had become inadequate for the complexity assumed by the company, and so he joined Ambrosetti’s consultants in redesigning an organisational structure suited to the size and efficiency required by the new times.

			In the meantime, the situation at the top levels of Marzotto also changed. The chronicles record an interregnum of Gaetano Marzotto - who returned after Giannino’s resignation to put his son’s mistakes right - that lasted for a couple of years. Enough time for the old man to finally focus on the rapid developments in the textile-clothing world. The market calls for a profound revision of the way of operating, technology allows flexibility in production thanks to which it can meet the changing demands for new fabrics, with colours and patterns detached from the stale previous traditions. Products made in developing countries where the cost of labour is much lower are now appearing on shop shelves with prices so competitive that even the most solid European manufacturers are struggling. Marzotto, in short, is suffering from a progressive reduction in margins, to which must be added the salary increases provided for by the new national labour contract for the sector, which, moreover, sets daily working hours that, due to the way the factory is set up at the time, do not allow full utilisation of the plants. 

			This calls for reorganisation, a term that usually rhymes with restructuring, i.e. invariably a reduction in the workforce. The coming season will therefore be a difficult one and demands new partners. To lead it in 1972, the path, probably also lacking in alternatives, of appointing Pietro Marzotto as managing director was chosen. The youngest of Gaetano’s seven sons and the one in whom his father believed the least, he was too nonchalant, did not abide by the rules and always did his own thing. But Gaetano died that year and Pietro was the only one who was truly aware of how crucial it was to finally devise a truly effective way of separating ownership from management. As his right-hand man, in a mission to make up for lost time in the previous shaky manoeuvres of succession at the helm, Pietro chooses Lorenzo Bosetti. From him the chairman expects the best interpretation of the scenario with which Marzotto must learn to familiarise itself, governed by mathematical, objective rules that must prevail over the creative intuitions, however ingenious at times, of those who have led the company thus far. A mission accepted by Bosetti without hesitation, and it is not by chance that, in those very years, the Piedmontese manager founded an IT services company on behalf of Marzotto and Assicurazioni Generali, engineering an accounting and financial planning system for the entire Group managed on a sort of small, reserved internet where data is exchanged in real time. it is, in essence, the anticipation of the local company networks that in the following decade would be installed in companies of all sizes. Not even forty years old, in 1978 Bosetti was appointed central director of administration, finance, control and organisation for the Marzotto group, and, in the meantime, he warmed up his muscles by joining the boards of directors of various subsidiary or associated companies. In Valdagno, the foundations are being studied and laid for substantial changes in products as well as in the organisation. Projects to diversify the offer are being accelerated, and attempts are being made to move the fabric catalogue to a higher range. This is also the orientation as far as clothing is concerned, with alternately successful forays into the cooler field of sportswear, combined with effervescent sales policies and less serious communication. The progression also concerned the international sphere, with penetrations into foreign markets becoming more and more pronounced and with the signing of contracts with suppliers in countries never before considered. In 1980 Bosetti was finally appointed Managing Director and member of the Executive Committee. It also happened because this was the year in which Pietro Marzotto was commissioned by Enrico Cuccia, chairman of Mediobanca, and the head of Montedison, Mario Schimberni, to restructure Snia Viscosa, the artificial yarn company that Montedison itself had bought from Mediobanca five years earlier. Marzotto remained at work for about a year and a half, carrying out operations to improve efficiency and reduce redundancies, which actually produced satisfactory results. But as soon as he accepts the proposal, he devises a garrison system in Valdagno that can make him feel quite covered while he is in Milan. He therefore imagines a troika structure by conferring on Bosetti, but also on another manager of stature, the Belgian Jean De Jaegher, the equal rank of managing director. The choice is unfortunate. Technically impeccable, formulated with the provision of ample autonomy to both in different and complementary areas, it does not take into account the character incompatibility between the two. Granitic, introverted and intransigent the former, bearer of international visions and very communicative the latter, ‘they could not work together’, still repeats one of the managers who frequented their offices at the time. ‘In my opinion,’ he adds, ‘the two could not even talk to each other’. It was therefore a conflictual cohabitation that Pietro Marzotto, once he returned full-time to his company, would only remedy by removing one of the two. The most flexible and adaptable to time zones is undoubtedly De Jaegher who thus became, in 1985, managing director of Jolly Hotels, a hotel accommodation company in which the Group had already diversified its investments in 1949 by creating the Compagnia italiana alberghi turistici (Ciatsa), and later chairman of the American subsidiary Marzotto Corporation USA. With the Flemish far enough away to avert the risk of further friction, Bosetti is now Pietro Marzotto’s only alter ego and can look forward to the season that will follow and which will be marked, in particular, by an expansion of the Group through the acquisition of other companies. The preferred targets are large and generally struggling Italian companies. They cost less and, as far as restructuring is concerned, Marzotto’s governance had acquired a lot of experience by then. The first takeover took place in 1985 and concerned Finbassetti, a holding company controlling a group with more than four thousand employees. The set of assets taken over included the Linificio and Canapificio Nazionale, the high-end fabrics brand Mascioni, a children’s underwear brand and, finally, the better-known Bassetti, a household linen brand well recognised nationally but burdened by heavy financial and asset failures. Marzotto fuelled the operation with a large capital increase and the issue of new shares, but soon found himself in the position of having to sell some of the companies he had just absorbed. When all is said and done, the experience is in the end a positive one and is soon followed by a more resounding operation, also for the historical significance it carries with it. In the autumn of 1987 Marzotto bought the eternal competitor from the next valley, Lanerossi, owned by Eni since 1962. He won it from its Treviso rival Benetton in the tender, albeit with a trail of controversy due to opacity in the sales procedure and, on the trade union front, due to the forecast of greater employment risks. The deal closed for a countervalue of 165.75 billion lire, financed here too by a substantial recapitalisation, by its own resources and, for 74 billion lire, by bank debts.

			At Pietro Marzotto’s side there is always him, Bosetti, who analyses, number by number, the differences and similarities with the capabilities and potential of the Schio-based company, whose entry is accompanied by the purchase, placed by Eni as a necessary condition, of the Arezzo-based Lebolemoda as well. In the meantime, Marzotto incorporated other players in Italy, including the Guabello woolen mill in Biella, and by this time the Group employed 10,000 workers and generated 30% of its turnover abroad, on the threshold of 1,400 billion lire.

			The time is ripe, therefore, to start seeing if foreign companies can also be incorporated.

			Immediately the eye falls on the French of Le Blan, specialists in linen processing. it is an asset worth a fraction of Lanerossi, it invoices modestly but produces profits, and absorbing it completely poses no major problems. A preparation phase, in short, in order to dare the next leap, the one that remains most impressed in Marzotto’s progression. The target is the German Hugo Boss, listed on the Frankfurt Stock Exchange, with a complex plan spread over several stages. The announcement caused a huge uproar and the first step was taken in 1991 with the purchase of 63.7% of the capital. The put and call option (i.e. with the right to sell or buy) allows Marzotto to encapsulate another 13.8% share before it expires in 1995. Hugo Boss is an international giant with a huge reputation and an attractive balance sheet in all respects. However, it has an Achilles’ heel that was not immediately grasped by investors in Vicenza, nested in the complications of a generational transition between founder and descendants that must be tackled quickly and is far from smooth. With the entry of the Germans into the group, the issue of amalgamation between the teams of Valdagno managers and those of their colleagues in Metzingen, the city where the headquarters of the newly-acquired company are located, also immediately arises, and the meeting between the two mentalities is managed with the utmost delicacy, trying as much as possible not to alter the well-calibrated mechanisms beyond the Alps. That between Marzotto and Hugo Boss, which would lead the Vicenza-based group to invoice 2 thousand billion lire and employ up to 12 thousand employees, would be a lasting story.

			‘In recent years,’ the CEO writes about himself in his curriculum vitae, ‘Mr Bosetti has led, as one of the main players, the entire Group development process with particular attention to the reorganisation and integration activities resulting from the various acquisitions. He has acted above all personally on the organisation and human resources: he has partially renewed management, inserted new holding structures, initiated integrated logistics and global quality projects and the almost total renewal of management and IT systems. He also proceeded to evaluate numerous acquisitions and/or merger opportunities with major European groups, some of which were concluded and others in progress’.

			

			CHAPTER 5: The limping duck

			

			On 23 April 1995, Lorenzo Bosetti was elected mayor of Valdagno. For the first time, the vote was held under the new law, No. 81 of 25 March 1993, which introduced direct election of the first citizen. The former managing director of Marzotto personally received 51.19% of the vote, while the alliance of political forces supporting him, condensed in a civic list called ‘Scegli Valdagno’ and with a centre-left centre of gravity, stopped at 49.35%. Bosetti therefore proved to be a name that was also liked by voters of the Lega, Forza Italia, Alleanza Nazionale and Ccd, i.e. the prevailing components of the centre-right basin, more than the candidates proposed by the same acronyms. Carlo Fongaro (Lega), reached 32.55%, and Alfonso Ferrio, chosen by Forza Italia, Alleanza Nazionale and Centro Cristiano Democratico, was frozen at 16.26%. Passing the 50% threshold in the first round avoids Valdagno, the only centre in the valley with a population of over 15,000 inhabitants, having to go back to the polls two weeks later, and the work of the new city administration can begin immediately. However, not everything runs so smoothly. The law amending the municipal electoral system also provides for at least 60 per cent of councillors to be assigned to the coalition that has exceeded 50 per cent, but this is not possible in Valdagno. Bosetti’s list collected less consensus than the sum of the opposing formations (8,533 against 8,759) and therefore the mechanics of seat distribution assigns 10 to ‘Scegli Valdagno’ and the same number to the opposition. Plus the mayor’s chair, of course. It means that there is a potential one-size-fits-all majority on the ballot. It is a textbook ‘lame duck’ situation, as the Americans say when their president does not have a majority in Congress. The problem manifests itself shortly afterwards when the president of the city council has to be elected. In fact, the 10 opposition members agreed to converge on a name other than the one proposed by Bosetti, generating a situation so uncertain that the latter immediately issued an ultimatum. The newly-elected mayor said he was ready to resign if, starting with this very first appointment, administrative action were to be conditioned by the permanent spectre of blackmail. Message received, tensions returned and the former communist Eliseo Fioraso, the chairman indicated by Bosetti, obtained a majority. But before continuing with the reconstruction of his two terms as mayor, it is necessary to fill the hole of the previous three years in Lorenzo Bosetti’s life, namely those that followed his exit from Marzotto.

			

			

			CHAPTER 6: Solitary coffees in exile

			

			After walking through its gates every day for 25 years, Lorenzo Bosetti left Marzotto in 1992. This wasn’t the typical retirement of any ordinary employee; a high-ranking executive like him departs only when he senses a fundamental change in conditions or an irreversible shift in internal relationships. In other words, he had done everything he could, and his journey had come to an end, perhaps painfully, as it always does for anyone who has long belonged to the trusted inner circle of the boss. You leave with a swarm of conflicts and grievances, sharp or merely irritating, which take time to settle and assess with a calmer mind. In any case, one does not simply rise from the executive chair overnight.

			Bosetti himself summarised the various reasons for his departure from Marzotto quite succinctly in 1999, in an interview with Oreste Pivetta for L’Unità: “I retired because I no longer felt able to foresee the company’s future developments.” An honest and sufficient reason to quell any further questions. From the day he was last seen descending the stairs with the proverbial farewell boxes and his desk became even more barren than when he occupied it, Bosetti never set foot in the company again, even though he could see the entire building each morning from the windows of his house just across the stream. He didn’t even return for a courtesy visit, the kind you make around Christmas to greet former colleagues, nor to see Pietro Marzotto. Nevertheless, in his role as mayor, he continued to interact with Marzotto, based on the same trust, which enabled him to resolve crucial issues such as those related to the new tunnel connecting Valdagno to Schio.

			Bosetti explained the reason for this stark physical separation from his former workplace in a statement to L’Unità, in May 2006, in an interview with Michele Sartori: “I fear,” he said, “entering and finding the same machines I left behind. That would be too painful a sign.” He added another comment, offering a cutting observation of the period: “Ten years ago, Marzotto had over 3,000 employees; now there are 1,350, soon to be 1,200, and next year, 1,150. This has been part of a long-standing process aimed at becoming a global leader. It works, but every success for the company means a setback for Valdagno. Forty-five per cent of residents now work outside the town.”

			Back to 1992: for a 55-year-old man like Lorenzo Bosetti, retirement couldn’t mean rest, let alone indulging in neglected hobbies, which is out of the question. He wouldn’t buy a motorcycle, a boat, or a campervan; he wouldn’t plan a long trip he’d never taken, nor dedicate himself to gardening, DIY, or fishing. Just a few months later, the former Valdagno top executive became the general manager of Trento’s local health authority. This was a short-lived experience, but it introduced him, for the first time, to the language of public administration. He discovered a decision-making and operational framework where merit had to compromise daily with political entanglements, a realm that disoriented him because here, efficiency and productivity were not measured by the bottom line.

			

			It wasn’t an easy period for Italian politics, rocked by the “Mani Pulite” investigations and similar judicial actions across the country. The Autonomous Province of Trento was not exempt, under the leadership of the controversial Christian Democrat Mario Malossini. He found himself embroiled in disputes, facing accusations that his administration allocated 3.3 billion lire to a company formed only days prior. This company, tied to five professionals close to him, was tasked with a feasibility study for a metro system between Rovereto and Mezzolombardo.

			Meanwhile, the April general elections saw the decline of the Christian Democrats and the rise of the Lega Nord. Political infighting among factions of the Christian Democrats increased, provincial secretary Paolo Piccoli resigned, and Malossini continued to cause embarrassment. Amidst allegations of extravagant spending on fine glassware and silverware, Malossini resigned in June 1992, handing over to his party colleague Gianni Bazzanella, though this didn’t save him from being arrested for extortion in January the following year.

			It was in this fraught context that Bosetti soon found himself targeted by Carlo Palermo, a former magistrate and now regional councillor, who was a co-founder of the anti-Mafia political movement La Rete. According to contemporary accounts, Bosetti’s name became entangled in a web of political rivalries of which he was entirely unaware. This climate intimidated him, his wife, Marina Sereno, reported. “They criticised him for being appointed without a competitive process, but it was evident that this was merely a pretext used by some as part of the political battles of that era.” Bombarded by legal challenges and political turmoil, Bosetti resigned.

			Riccardo Ferrasin, director general of Alto Vicentino Ambiente, where Bosetti would later serve as president, recalls their discussions: “In reference to his time in Trento, Bosetti described it as an important turning point. ‘He said he arrived there without any authority,’ Ferrasin recalls, ‘and for a man like him, that was like being stripped bare. He quickly understood that he lacked the operational freedom he needed; independence was essential for him.’”

			After leaving Trento, Bosetti moved to Milan to join the board of the European Institute of Oncology, recently founded by Umberto Veronesi. This too would be a brief stint. “He was isolated,” recalls his wife, “and had an office close to a mortuary. It didn’t last long because, meanwhile, the call of Valdagno was already beckoning him with a new project.”

			At first, it was just a sketch, but each day it became clearer, eventually forming a precise and serious vision. Lorenzo Bosetti could run for mayor of Valdagno, and those who suggested it were right. A year later, he would gain significant electoral support, which historian Giorgio Roverato attributes to compelling sociological factors.

			“Within the Marzotto management, Bosetti was seen as distinct from his predecessors, partly because he came from outside. He was perceived as having autonomy and independence, which gradually became clear to the local community and translated into electoral support.” The history of Marzotto’s relationship with the local council is also relevant. “For decades, a Marzotto family member was always present on the town council until Pietro Marzotto decided it was no longer necessary. ‘A company has its own defined interests,’ he said, ‘and it’s no longer necessary for family members or factory representatives to sit on the council. The council does its job, and we do ours.’ Once again, this was a sign of modernisation.”

			Bosetti, therefore, broke his hesitation and agreed, though he set a few non-negotiable conditions. He summarised his position to a L’Unità reporter: “I had two loves apart from my family: Marzotto and the Valdagno Football Club. Then some friends proposed I run for office. I was delighted, despite having no experience in public administration. I asked the political parties to take a step back. On paper, we were underdogs, squeezed between the centre-right and the Lega. The centre-left only commanded a quarter of the electorate. In the end, we won with almost 52% of the vote. When I had to choose my cabinet members, I selected the core group of the centre-left, not for ideological reasons, but for clarity, to avoid confusion. We developed a strong investment programme that even unsettled our allies.”

			

			CHAPTER 7: MAYOR’s obligations

			

			“One of the fundamental values of public administration must be transparency.

			Boundaries between politics and administration: the political power sets the directions and projects, the administration has to implement them. The politician must not, or should not, interfere with the technical aspects of public management, but must be accountable to citizens for his or her actions and account for the results achieved’.

			is one of the many reflections that Lorenzo Bosetti entrusts to editorials written in his own hand and disseminated through the municipality’s official information organ, thus reaching every home. The characteristic feature of many of his speeches is that he does not limit himself to a simple list of what the administration has achieved in the previous months, but links each topic addressed to the line of inspiration on which his council’s action is based. Transparency, therefore, is one of the key words. “In drawing up the three-year programme,” we read in the pages of the municipal periodicals, “we have not hesitated to also indicate the costs of our project and the additional resources requested from citizens: but it is our constant concern to verify the correspondence of what we are doing with people’s expectations. Expectations which, however, must make a qualitative leap. We must learn to disregard the particular expectations that individual private individuals or small groups might have from time to time. “When specific interests or established habits are touched upon, every citizen, every category, every association finds reasons for criticism and discontent. But we must believe that there is a Valdagno interest that is more than the sum of individual interests. We must not live in nostalgia for the past, but project ourselves forward and seek a better future in which today’s problems also find a solution. We must overcome the feeling of fear. We need to regain enthusiasm, momentum and the will to do, not only as individuals but above all as a city community’. Thus, even the realisation of public works acquires a value that goes beyond the achievement of the purposes for which each of them was designed. They all serve to provide answers to precise packages of problems and it would be short-sighted to think of them as autonomous and unconnected projects. Here too, the effort must be made to place them within a design of collective meaning. “We have given priority to infrastructural works (roads, schools, services, facilities) to overcome the city’s isolation and counter the degradation of public and private assets. In fact,’ Bosetti emphasises, ‘there is no doubt that even our private assets have lost value in recent years and this is because there is no demand. Few people want to buy. Because there is no development, there is no confidence in the future. I believe that public works should also serve to instil confidence in entrepreneurs and citizens that with their industriousness and investment they will succeed in bringing about lasting change. A nice smile is being given to us by the citizens who, in large numbers, are repainting their houses with a flourish of colour, cheerfulness and good taste. it is a new spring. Thank you’. Obviously, development scenarios risk remaining just bold fictions if one does not possess the tools to turn them into reality, and here Marzotto’s controller resurfaces in the painstaking analysis of every item in the budget and then becomes the city’s chief executive to devise the systems through which to obtain the resources he needs. Even if it is no longer a client relationship, the pacts with the citizens are experienced by Bosetti as real contracts with binding deadlines and contents corresponding to preliminary agreements. Here he puts on the table at council meetings something unknown to his predecessors and which few of his other colleagues in Italy, and barely in the larger cities, have begun to exploit. These are Bocs, the Ordinary Municipal Bonds, a novelty made possible only the year before his election by Law No. 724 of 1994. These are bearer bonds that local authorities can also issue as long as they are linked to the execution of well-identified and defined works of public interest. The municipality, in essence, can borrow money from local savers with a commitment to return it, in at least five years, at a decidedly attractive rate of 12.50 per cent. it was 1997 when Bosetti decided to take advantage of the opportunity. “Bocs have already been used by other local authorities in recent months. If anything,’ is the observation he makes in an interview at the time, ‘one has to ask why we have only now decided to make use of them. The premise is that the 100 billion (lire) investment programme, to be implemented over a number of years, will be financed 50-55% with medium-term debt, another 20% with self-financing, and the remainder with third-party contributions. Thanks to the sale of two municipal pharmacies, we have realised around five billion lire, with an improvement in the profit and loss account of 300 million per year. Up until now,” the mayor continues, asking for an effort to understand the often difficult financial mechanics, “we had only used fixed-rate mortgages, which, however, have a high level of interest rigidity (now 7.50 per cent per annum). there is no doubt that the cost of money has fallen and will fall further in Italy in the European perspective. Furthermore, the Boc instrument will allow the issuing local authority to recover the interest tax (of 12.50%) paid by the subscribers. In other words, the interest rate of the Bocs is today 6.2% - 6.3%”. Therefore, it is clear from the alchemy of the new mayor’s mathematical reasoning that the instrument is convenient and should be exploited as much as possible, albeit to an appropriate and sustainable extent, in relation to the objectives set.

			So far the issue is money in the municipal coffers. But it is when he tackles the issue that is always at the centre of everyone’s sensibilities because it involves every component of the local community in a transversal sense, health, that the mayor’s clarity of language becomes extreme. The consensus of a population basin can quickly fall apart - this is the heart of the reasoning - if the sense of tranquillity given by the presence in the area of a system of hospitals and care facilities in the broadest sense is altered. But it is not so easy to make people understand that the competences on the subject override those of the municipal administrations, and the emotional overbearingness of an emergency or a concern for a major illness under the domestic roof, in the common feeling leaves no room for distinctions as to who is to do what. Bosetti, as always, approaches the subject of healthcare with an analysis of the state of affairs, allowing himself a preliminary remark so stark as to seem almost cynical.    ‘The increased possibility of survival of collateral relatives, such as husband, wife, brothers, brothers-in-law, often creates more problems within the restricted family unit than it solves. Life extension, put like that, is not an achievement, and were it not for Bosetti writing it, it would be a slap in the face. But by now it has been learnt that this mayor always measures every syllable well, and the apparent paradox is soon brought back into the well-known realm of the growing need for care services. “Life expectancy is higher today than in the past,” is the premise, “but this is not so much due to a decrease in illnesses (which are more frequent) as to a higher chance of survival for the sick and accident victims. Put another way, today’s treatments are better, scientific knowledge is more and more extensive, and making them available to people, to all people, makes it possible to manage and heal cases that were untreatable a few years ago. But, adds Bosetti, ‘in the face of these greater possibilities offered by medicine, there has been no increase in investment in the health sector in our area, whose total expenditure has remained at around 7.6% - 7.8% of GDP’. Here are the numbers, the field in which any objections are either equally solid and scientific or they had better not come. He goes on. “Our area is highly industrialised, characterised by the presence of medium-risk environmental activities, a high average age, medium-high levels of immigration, and high territorial mobility on highly trafficked roads. To these problems must be added that of the presence of hundreds of mountain districts, most of them more than half an hour’s drive from the nearest hospital. The reorganisation plans launched in recent years (Ulss n. 5 Ovest Vicentino) and not yet concluded have profoundly affected the quality and territorial distribution of the services provided, causing a blurring of the image of the social-health institutions in our citizens. There is, for real or at least perceived reasons, a decline in the trust of citizens and at the same time a weakening of the enthusiasm of the Ulss operators themselves. It is certainly not helped by the affair of the new Valdagno hospital, the work on which began 13 years ago and is still less than halfway through. But above all, it does not help the heavy cutback in facilities at the current hospital. Having outlined the state of affairs and the critical issues, Bosetti leaves the technical side of the matter to immerse himself in the psychological dimension of the disease, the one that requires public healthcare, before any other duty, to have a human face, to ‘reassure the patient, that is, to respond to his doubts and give him back hope and courage. A quick diagnosis, the knowledge of cases similar to ours that have resolved positively, the proximity of the structures to one’s home and affections generate a sense of trust in health structures that ends up facilitating treatment and making one’s discomfort more acceptable. On the contrary, the absence of these elements often plunges the sick person into resignation and helplessness’. The mayor who dominates the accounts, in essence, makes a twist here. Surprisingly, he says that health is not just science, that ‘being well’ is also, and perhaps first and foremost, a matter of states of mind. He argues that mistrust alone is a disease that aggravates the others and to cure which it is essential to have an adequate presence in quality and quantity of health specialists. Hospitals and clinics close to each other, therefore, and also care facilities, because the time has passed when important parts of welfare could be entrusted to the spontaneous and natural generosity of families. This is not an opinion. “Twenty years ago,” says former manager Bosetti, still with his numbers in hand, “every 80-year-old could count on more than two relatives of the same age and his share of descendants amounting to a good dozen. Today each elderly person has a much smaller number of descendants, about six, and in the future these will be even fewer. Twenty years from now, it is predicted, there will be only four. From being a provider of care and assistance, in essence, the family is increasingly becoming a consumer of social and health services. it is therefore quite unrealistic to think that the family will increasingly take over the care of the elderly or disabled in the future’. So? The conclusion is clear. Whoever has the competence must think about it because, even if public services are involved, users must be treated as customers, since they are the ones who pay. “Ease of access to health services and confidence in their performance are the only proof the citizen requires to convince himself that his tax effort has been worthwhile and has served to improve everyone’s quality of life”.

			

			CHAPTER 8: The horse’s move

			

			What are taxes? They are the money that that huge box called the state swallows up by drawing it from payrolls and incomes in a general sense, providing and promising, in return, to meet the totality of society’s needs. From the patching up of the chipped pavement under the house to the Mose, from the small primary school on an island of five hundred inhabitants to the most expensive disease treatment in every hospital in the country. 

			But the box does not respond with the timing of a drinks or cigarette vending machine, there are no preference buttons to press and it rarely returns change. it is full of complicated circuits, of levers and gears in perpetual motion of which, from the outside, one can barely hear humming and ticking in indecipherable succession. Its very rules of operation are constantly changing, and even the most willing explanations as to whose turn it is to do what in there often leave time to be found. The frowning and perplexed expression of the listener does not change, it is always there, in the precarious centre of gravity between resigned and impatient.

			If, at the turn of the century in Valdagno, there is the building site of a new hospital, the foundations of which were laid in 1987, but which has been at a standstill for years on the penultimate floor, it would be easy for Bosetti to simply repeat that the responsibility for delays and non-fulfilment lies with the Region. He could spread his arms wide and show copies of reminder letters in fine and piquant style addressed to the Venetian palaces and, as is the custom, for information to the ministry and a few local MPs. But it would serve no purpose, except for an ordinary and feeble self-absolution. The great unfinished business would remain there surrounded by shrubs, and anyway - above all - closing one’s eyes and procrastinating is certainly not the posture of one who is born a manager.

			But how did it come to the picture that the Piedmontese mayor has to deal with? 

			The construction of the hospital had been approved by the Region in the mid-1980s. After work had begun and the equivalent of some fifteen million euro had been spent in lire, however, the Grand Canal had announced that there were no longer sufficient resources to complete it, not least because, in the meantime, costs had more than doubled to almost 35 million. 

			More specifically, at that time, a new 11 million functional section was approved, seven million of which came from state funds, but the four million in Venice was missing.

			This was while the situation in Valdagno was already undermined by a series of measures that, in five years, had led the ‘San Lorenzo’, as the hospital is called, to halve the initial sixteen head doctors and reduce the number of beds from 306 to 214.

			What Bosetti finds in the papers in his office is summarised by Eliseo Fioraso. “For a good fifteen years, no significant investments have been made in the hospital while obviously waiting for the construction of the new one to be completed, and in the meantime there are recurring echoes of proposals for health reorganisation according to which the site would be converted from an acute-care facility to a ‘medical rehabilitation’ one”.

			It meant that, for many of the ordinary services, users would have had to turn to other, clearly more distant centres. In actual fact, it is a model of rationalisation of the regional health system that, starting in those years and never without resistance, concerns the whole of the Veneto region with a view to avoiding the replication of identical services in points just a few kilometres apart.

			In Valdagno, however, where expectations have been hatching for more than a decade now, the issue is clearly more difficult to broach and tensions among the inhabitants are already high. it is here that Bosetti chooses to dare with the most disconcerting of horse moves. The region doesn’t have the money to close the works? Fine, the municipality will find a way to get it.

			How? ‘The municipality will purchase the area of the former Ulss n.5 district in Valdagno,’ the former councillor sums up, ‘which will then be restructured to move some offices there. Two plots of land belonging to the same health company will be transformed from agricultural to industrial and then taken over by entrepreneurs interested in building warehouses on them, and a similar process will be conceived for the area known as ‘Campagna Festari’. Finally, the municipality will take over a building in the area of the old hospital dedicated to drug addiction and psychiatry’.

			‘It is not usual,’ Bosetti himself acknowledged in a public speech, ‘for a community to be called upon to make a direct financial contribution to the infrastructure works of its hospital. But the maintenance of local health services and the San Lorenzo garrison are obligatory ways to guarantee our valley an acceptable standard in the field of health’.

			is a concept that he also reiterated at a plenary meeting of the councils of the six municipalities in the valley that have Valdagno as their usual hospital reference, namely Recoaro, Cornedo, Brogliano, Castelgomberto and Trissino. 

			At the end of the joint assembly, an order of the day came out, asking the Veneto Region to allocate the funds that would be derived from the sale of the Valdagno municipality’s real estate assets and the redevelopment of reclassified land entirely to the completion of the new hospital, to speed up the resumption of work, and to maintain the ‘San Lorenzo’ hospital’s allocation to the treatment of acute cases.

			However, not much is happening yet. The dialogue between the municipal administrations, Ulss 5 and the Veneto Region is stalling, and it is not until Saturday 20 April 2002 that the decisive shock arrives.

			The citizens of the valley took to the streets, more than 10 thousand of them, raised their voices and made it to Venice. Seventy days later, on 30 July, the president of the region, Giancarlo Galan, finally put his signature on the memorandum of understanding. This was the epilogue to a journey that received the resounding recognition of the regional health councillor at the time, Fabio Gava. “The mayor Lorenzo Bosetti,” he told the Giornale di Vicenza, “has played an important role in the affair, because his commitment to enhancing the areas that make up the non-healthcare assets of the Ulss guarantees certainty regarding the financial availability to complete the work and put it into operation.

			

			CHAPTER 9: fifteen minutes BY BICYCLE

			

			The weather may not have been as heavy and sultry as further down in the plains, but on Saturday, 3 July 1999, it was really hot in the Vicenza foothills. The sun beats down hard on the vertical, in similar situations no one, between late morning and early afternoon, would feel like walking or cycling five kilometres. But between Valdagno and Schio, on foot and by bicycle, thirty thousand people are arriving, including children and those over eighty. For the first and only time, they will be able to cross with their own legs the belly of the mountain that separates the Agno and Leogra valleys, the one that has always allowed them to cross only by crossing a pass at an altitude of 630 metres, the Zovo, at the apex of nine kilometres of hairpin bends and hostile slopes. The tunnel is done and you can pass. The moment has the incredulous light of legend; it has been talked about for at least five generations. Now the two municipalities are united by a 4,700-metre-long tunnel that cyclists cross in a quarter of an hour, some, surprised by the coolness of the tunnel, even regretting not having brought a k-way or at least a sweatshirt with them. It takes just five minutes for cars to disappear into the tunnel and see the light on the opposite side. It is a project that predates the birth of the internal combustion engine and of which there is an official trace in a discussion by the Valdagno town council in 1872. In the previous century, it was vaguely envisaged as a railway to connect the town to the national network, but, due to the costs and available technology, difficulties quickly led to the idea being shelved. Later, with the Great War underway, it was discussed again in a scenario of military strategies, but here too the conflict demanded that energy and resources be devoted to something else. Thirty years later, however, with the rebirth after the Second World War, the tunnel returned to animate the visions of local administrators. The pacified Italy was entering the years of the economic boom, the suburbs were gradually converting modest rural economies into networks of small manufacturing companies and, in the Alto Vicentino, the giants of the large wool industry, Marzotto and Rossi, had long since become impatient with the geographical compression that was taking oxygen away from the territory. If for them, who make history in their own right, connections with national and international markets are somewhat outdated problems, for the socio-economic fabric of the valleys, the yearning for connections, speed, escape from the perimeter of the mountains, and synchrony with modernity becomes more intense every day. It is quite clear that isolation is causing a reduction in population, and negative demographics always correspond to a freeze in growth. The self-sufficiency of the small homeland cradled in the Social City is no longer enough. it is true that it has long preserved serenity and identity by ensuring a discrete spread of wealth, and there is no doubt that the comfort zone in the shadow of the factory has long maintained a protective sense of belonging by blurring the echoes of the pressing transformations taking place in the country. But young people have antennae up, they sniff the electricity of the first globalisation, and the fever of 1968, with the statue of ‘Grandpa’ unrecognised and torn down, means something very clear. Namely, that the time when it was enough to have electrical appliances in the kitchen, a Fiat 600 under the house and graduate and office-worker children was over, and that one could no longer postpone the hour of mixing with the big world. Therefore, in the 1970s, the subject of the tunnel came up again with more intensity. A little further to the east was the project for the A31 ‘Valdastico’ motorway, named after the nearby valley along which the viaduct connecting the remote Piovene Rocchette, not far from Asiago, with the A4 between Vicenza and Padua would be built and inaugurated in 1976. But between Valdagno and the nearest toll station is still the same mountain, and it was not until 1988 that the mayors of the two sides of the valley signed a resolution, commissioning external consultants to draw up a feasibility plan for the tunnel, a document that was quickly converted into a project defined in all its dimensions. Integration is the key word that drives all aspirations and recurs in newspaper articles and in every dossier on the subject stamped in the town halls.

			‘The Schio-Valdagno tunnel,’ wrote Lorenzo Bosetti shortly after his first election as mayor, ‘was conceived at the outset not as a simple road work. Integration also and above all means a different mentality and a different way of proceeding on the part of all the economic operators of the Alto Vicentino, who must provide the administrations with suggestions, proposals, and support in order to proceed further. But they must also, in their future choices, act on the basis of the enlargement of the territory that the tunnel allows, putting in place planning, ideas, resources and investments that are adequate and in keeping with the new territorial dimension’.

			What is needed is an overall vision, the mayor basically emphasises, without which the infrastructure in itself would have little meaning. And it is not even just a matter of Valdagno and Schio talking about it, even though it was the two administrations that put the infrastructure on the ground and actually built it. In fact, Bosetti’s assumption is based on the need to operate first and foremost in a ‘system of municipalities in the Agno valley, at least from Recoaro to Trissino’ with shared approaches to issues such as road network, water management, waste, and the fight against petty crime. “There is an Agno Valley Integrated Services Consortium,’ he recalls, ‘which will be extended and strengthened in the future to create a true federalism between municipalities. He argues that integration with Schio, ‘to be useful to Valdagno, requires the first two conditions to be in place, i.e. that Valdagno presents itself at this appointment as a living, dynamic reality, integrated first and foremost with the municipalities that surround it. Certain issues such as the management of health and hospital services, which have generated so much controversy in recent years, could be resolved on the basis of a balanced territorial distribution’. Underneath the mayor’s epidermis, the never-quenched nature of the CEO always presses in, who looks far ahead and who also considers a discourse limited to two municipalities to be unprofitable. It is therefore necessary to speak of ‘two areas that are already organised’ because only ‘in this way will more resources, ideas and services be put into circulation and a reality structured in this way will be able to attract in turn resources, entrepreneurial projects, population’. In reality, an idea in this sense has been smouldering in the area for some time, and a Consortium for the integration of the towns of Schio and Valdagno has been active since 1990. Which, however, for several reasons, was dissolved a few years after the tunnel was inaugurated.

			On 3 July 1999, however, a two-day celebration began in which popular participation exceeded expectations. The countdown began on 15 June 1996, the date on which, barely five years after the start of work, news arrived that the last diaphragm wall between the two tunnel sections had fallen. There are no more walls, it is now only a question of making the tunnel practicable. To achieve this, an average of 100 people worked every day and 380,000 cubic metres of rock were extracted from the massif and loaded onto fleets of trucks that made 50,000 trips. The company that owns the tunnel, Veneta Traforo, carried out 1,100 blasting operations with explosive charges, then equipped the tunnel with services that required the laying of 160 kilometres of electrical cables. The solutions adopted for ventilation and safety are among the most advanced; the ‘Schio-Valdagno Pass’, as the work is called, also boasts of being the first road tunnel in which cellular telephone communication is not lost. On the clearing where the ribbon-cutting ceremony takes place, the scenery is colourful and joyful. Thousands of balloons with the structure’s logo float by, dozens of multicoloured sky dancers (vertical tubes moved by air compressors at the base) sway, and, as per protocol, a dense parterre of dignitaries invited to an appointment that can be defined without exaggeration as being of historical significance takes their place neatly on rows of plastic chairs. Under coveted white and blue segmented umbrellas, the then Minister of Public Works Enrico Micheli, his Transport colleague Tiziano Treu, the president of Iri Gian Maria Gros Pietro, and that of the Consortium for Integration, Emanuele Zordan, alternate on the stage. And there is also a smoking Pietro Marzotto, apparently impatient, a bit like someone who can hardly stand ceremonies and liturgies with too many pleasantries. Of course, the two mayors are also present, Lorenzo Bosetti for Valdagno and Giuseppe Berlato Sella for Schio. With the gates open and sparkling wine uncorked, streams of cyclists and pedestrians, ordered in the two lanes of traffic, parade from one side to the other. They know that this is the only way they will one day be able to say ‘I was there’, since from the next day only motorised vehicles with speeds above 50 kilometres per hour will circulate. Perhaps that is why there are so many parents with children in their hands, on their shoulders, in pushchairs or on a seat attached to their bikes, and it is certainly why there are also those who have little to do with the territory among the joyful marchers. An elderly lady, joining a group of walkers, about twenty metres from the exit suddenly starts running and emerges into the sun with her arms raised, even eliciting some applause. She is from Florence, a descendant of Vicenza emigrants. “My grandfather used to tell me about a tunnel between Schio and Valdagno,’ he explains to his surprised fellow walkers, ‘and it is in his memory that I did not want to miss this day. In the work of the excavators, someone then found opportunities of a different kind and, in other respects, just as interesting. The rocks extracted metre after metre in the depths of the mountain have yielded new elements of knowledge, samples of minerals that were not expected to be found and that make it possible to correct the geological history of the area. In the same way, fossils of marine animals and even the first in Italy of a whole tortoise, material that has already been exhibited in well-organised exhibitions in both municipalities, have surfaced. Sunday 4 July is the turn of motor vehicles, with the debut reserved for caravans of shiny vintage cars that alternate in the gallery. Then it is the turn of shuttle buses that take groups of citizens from one town to another in an astonishing handful of minutes, something that will soon become a habit. Not for free, of course. It will not take long to register the first complaints about the cost of the journey, an inevitable corollary especially if the work, as in this case, is project financing, at the time a formula in its infancy in Italy. It works if the company that undertakes the construction of a public work, which in this case is worth 120 billion lire (rising on the way to 160 billion), is granted the right to pocket the revenue, i.e. the tolls, for a certain number of years agreed with the public administrations on the basis of traffic forecasts. 

			is a gamble that, at least at the beginning, is calculated on very conservative margins, barring subsequent adjustments. For the Schio Valdagno Pass, this will happen a few years later, in 2006, and the toll calming demanded by the public authorities will induce a visible intensification of users. “I am convinced that in a few years’ time - is the prediction made by Bosetti at the microphone of Tva Vicenza, shortly after the ribbon-cutting ceremony - perhaps we will no longer commemorate the anniversary of the opening of the tunnel because it will have become ingrained. Nothing traumatic is happening today, compared to yesterday, everything will change but gradually, commerce and businesses will change their flows, as will the movements of students and workers. We don’t have to stand there and invent how to do integration, the two related economic systems are equivalent and the process will certainly take place very smoothly. However, it would be hypocritical if he did not recognise that the date of 3 July 1999 will be remembered as the date on which “the dream of a century came true, even though the real heart of the project is no more than ten years old. I do not think it was easy for those who preceded me either to conceive the idea or to carry it out. I was very lucky, I have no particular merit compared to others. A modesty of manner just for the press. To have a hole in mind from east to west is one thing, and it is the chapter that all those who had thought of it before him had stopped at. Figuring out what the traveller should find there at the ends, especially in the west, is another, inevitable and complicated, and therefore procrastinated sine die by his predecessors. For Maurizio Martini, one of the councillors in both Bosetti’s terms of office, the mayor’s masterpieces around the tunnel were two. The first, that of restarting a discussion on major public works at a time when the Mani Pulite (Clean Hands) furore had not yet subsided. The second was to have succeeded in ‘creating a bypass that bypasses Valdagno. Otherwise, the centre, with the tunnel open, would have been traversed by impractical continuous flows of heavy vehicles. Bosetti would enter the projects, modify them. He used to study them at night. It is thanks to him that we, gatecrashers as we are, used to be considered the western province and now we are citizens of Altovicentino, the economic powerhouse Schio-Valdagno’. To understand the whole issue of the junction, it is necessary to take into account that the Valdagno outlet of the tunnel is on land that previously belonged to a real estate company controlled by the Marzotto family. A private property that had to be converted to a public utility area by negotiating with interlocutors from whom few would be seriously listened to, and one of these is Bosetti. Having left Marzotto, a few years earlier, does not at all mean having severed his personal ties in particular with Pietro, the key man who decides everything and with whom the long piece of life spent together in the factory authorises a dialogue without awe and of extreme frankness. With a complex architecture of changes in intended use and transfers of ownership between private and public entities, including the Province of Vicenza, played out on the point of law and not without obstacles, in the end every piece falls into place and the tunnel can be grafted onto a new road system that is up to the expected traffic volumes without affecting mobility in the urban heart of Valdagno. “Our predecessors,” is the observation of Paolo Slaviero, who has also served for both terms alongside Bosetti, in the second as deputy mayor, “had planned the exit of the tunnel on a road that is now a one-way street, let us imagine if this would have been possible. It meant that the tunnel would never be built, perhaps that was what more than a few wanted. Objectively, however, there were such macroscopic snags that only Lorenzo Bosetti’s friendship with Pietro Marzotto made it possible to overcome. Had it not been for the convergence of mutual esteem between the two at that historic moment, the tunnel would probably still be an unfinished work today’.

			

			CHAPTER 10: THE LAST BONUS

			

			But how were the personal relationships between Marzotto’s former CEO and its former chairman decisive in unblocking and bringing to a conclusion an issue that had become bogged down at an impasse, without which the tunnel would almost turn out to be more of a misfortune than a benefit for the city?

			It is necessary to focus a little on the physical conformation of Valdagno, a municipality with its borders mainly compressed along a north-south axis coinciding with the course of the Agno, the river on whose widest right-hand side most of the historical area has arisen.

			The main route, in fact parallel to the embankment, is Provincial Road No. 246, which for a long stretch takes on the name Viale Trento, and is also the road solution that would have acted as a natural collector for the new traffic flows, particularly of heavy vehicles, conveyed by the tunnel.

			A clearly unacceptable prospect for the already congested provincial area and, in general, from the perspective of noise levels and exhaust fumes in the historic centre.

			At the beginning of the 1990s, therefore, and with the prospect of the tunnel that would sooner or later come into view, exchanging cars and trucks with the dynamic eastern valley, the only imaginable possibility for managing the long-awaited inter-municipal mobility revolution was to create a by-pass on the left side of the Agno, from the tunnel’s tollgate to a junction point on the SP 246 to the south, so as to bypass the fragile and most urbanised part of the city. That is, in essence, the function we see today performed by the Viale Europa - Via Fermi system.

			The junction was at the mouth of the tunnel. In order to connect it with the artery on the left side of the Agno, it was necessary to create a junction, which had to be planned inevitably on private land, an allotment known as ‘La Favorita’ that belonged to a real estate company 
owned by Marzotto.

			An asset, that is, that no one would ever have dared expropriate, which is inconceivable given its value as a building area beyond the financial capacity of the municipality. 

			Outlining the situation is Graziano Dal Lago, in the city hall from 1985 to 2016 engineer manager of the technical office Public Works and Urban Planning.

			“Marzotto’s subdivision on the Favorita,” the professional recalls, “allowed the property to build something like 140,000 cubic metres of residential buildings. The only thing that could be done was to propose an alternative solution that would allow the private party not to lose volume and the municipality to obtain the space to build the junction’.

			A word. But as Piergiorgio Zanuso, a company official at the time, recalls, Pietro Marzotto’s willingness to collaborate was immediate. He gave his ‘go-ahead’ and only then turned to his team of technicians asking that a solution be found to make the project feasible.  

			

			Thus Marzotto, after having acquired the shares of the other partners, ceded the land extension necessary for the construction of the road infrastructure free of charge, and in the end was able to retain all of its buildable cubic metres thanks to solutions developed in height and thus also saving the entire green area of the ‘La Favorita’ park.

			According to engineer Dal Lago, the success of the agreement was also influenced by Bosetti’s communication skills, as he was aware that he could speak to Pietro Marzotto with great candour and was therefore able to steer his decision. “I remember that at the end of the last meeting, when the agreement was signed,’ Dal Lago concludes, ‘Bosetti, on leaving, said to me ‘engineer, with this I have used up all the bonuses I had towards Marzotto’.

			

			CHAPTER 11: The engine of engines

			

			The genesis of the Festari Foundation is reconstructed by the municipal councillor for local development policies at the time, Maurizio Martini, starting from the consideration, which became very clear at the beginning of the 2000s, that it would no longer be sufficient on its own ‘to make large infrastructural investments to emerge from the stagnation in which Valdagno found itself after Marzotto’s economic propulsion capacity had been exhausted. Other neighbouring realities, towards the plain, are enjoying moments of better growth, and a component of the Valdagno population is finding housing and work opportunities by moving south’.

			There is also a statistic taken from a survey at the time which reported that four out of ten workers, around 10,000 in all, were commuters even though two-thirds of them worked within the six-municipal system. Sixty per cent of high school students were then enrolled in Valdagno institutions, and this was enough to provide a dimension of the connections already existing among the population.

			A glance at manufacturing activities then revealed an imbalance. In Valdagno alone, three product sectors covered 80 per cent of industrial activities, while in the entire valley at least six were needed to reach the same percentage.

			In his conclusions, Bosetti acknowledged that ‘a spontaneous process of integration is underway, which, however, is imperfect and therefore does not yet allow all the opportunities for synergy and development to be grasped’.

			

			It was therefore necessary to move away from a thought of evolution hitherto confined to the municipal perimeter because the time of small homelands had irreversibly passed. Moreover, the tunnel to connect Valdagno and Schio, so convincingly tackled and completed by Bosetti himself, was but an obvious plastic representation of the vital need to strengthen connections.

			“It is clear that there is a need for a new medium- to long-term strategic project,’ Martini continues, ‘within which to outline a sustainable growth path, bearing in mind that the Upper Vicenza area is approaching a size of at least 100,000 inhabitants, sufficient to attract cultural and economic financial resources from outside, starting with the improvement of the service integration system.

			Thus, after a process of comparison and elaboration that lasted a couple of years, in 2002 the Foundation was born, which, after Valdagno, Schio and Thiene, was gradually joined by other neighbouring realities. It was set up under the supervision and collaboration of a high-profile scientific committee (Lorenzo Bosetti, Giorgio Brunetti, Innocenzo Cipolletta, Ilvo Diamanti, Paolo Gurisatti, Fabrizio Panozzo, Giuliano Segre, Carlo Alberto Tesserin and Tiziano Treu, later joined by Federico Faggin) and with the preparation of a series of works, surveys and conferences that preceded its legal establishment for almost two years.

			At present, the Festari Foundation, in addition to its initial mission, is playing an important role in coordinating numerous municipalities in the Alto Vicentino area through the Intesa Programmatica d’Area (IPA) with the aim of planning and identifying projects of strategic value for the development of the territory.

			“We do not want to replace the existing growth engines,” Bosetti himself emphasised at a public meeting in preparation for the new entity’s formal debut, “but to have a motor of motors with the Foundation, always paying great attention to the autonomy of each entity, which must feel involved in a fair and equal relationship. With the Foundation, a relationship of parity must be established with every body and organisation operating in the area, seeking their participation in projects in their own area’.

			The man who has been a pillar of Marzotto for decades, in short, is the same man who signed the closing seal on the century in which company and local community were as splendidly as insidiously intertwined in their self-referential cocoon.

			The summary picture is by sociologist Ilvo Diamanti, at the same table on 7 December 2000 in the presence of, among others, the Minister of Industry at the time, Enrico Letta.

			“This area, which is also strongly developed economically, is part of a global and open market, where Marzotto is absolutely at ease. Hence the fear of openness, understood as de-clino in the Latin sense of the term (they move, they leave), and so it is that the city, which also has its own problems with the company that is its symbol, is afraid of this openness that pushes the company to go elsewhere, to delocalise and to articulate itself globally. On the one hand there is the desire to free oneself from a brand that feels oppressive and uncomfortable and from a condition of geographical closure that makes one feel lonely and peripheral; on the other there is the fear of the challenges resulting from both territorial and economic openness. Valdagno must think of itself with but also alone, without Marzotto’.

			

			CHAPTER 12: Save me ribbons

			

			But, all things considered, was Lorenzo Bosetti a man of the left or a man of the right? The question, formulated in this way, would probably have irritated him. Such a crude classification does not lend itself to a personality so devoted to analysis and the study of a thousand details. Besides, no matter how easily the respective walls can be made concave or convex, they are still mental boxes that conflict with the autonomy of thought and agility of action that is more vital to him than air. As Lorenzo Bosetti is a mayor, however, he cannot run away. The traditional categories of right and left - or, if you like, of centre-right and centre-left - continue to represent the first compass for reasoning about the phenomena that move around a political and administrative system. Dealing with an essential scenario in which allies and adversaries move is a necessity for anyone who wants to talk or write about it, and so even the atypical Bosetti cannot escape the chessboard of parties. So, is the man who was just elected in the spring of 1995 a centre-right or a centre-left mayor? 

			The formation that leads to his success is called ‘Choose Valdagno’ and in order to accept the candidacy Bosetti demands that there be no party symbols. But there is no doubt that the backbone of the supporters is made up of elements linked to centre-left parties, including names from the ranks of the former PCI, which has recently become Pds. Reasoning by subtraction, the main contenders in the elections are the League and Forza Italia, who do not find an alliance, lose and sit on the opposition benches. This alone should allow Bosetti to be quietly placed in the centre-left. If, however, one takes into account the nature of an important core of opinion that from the outset saw in him an excellent card to play in governing the most important municipality in the Agno valley, one realises that Pietro Marzotto’s former right-hand man is something beyond the usual patterns of reasoning. His supporters on the fringes of politics are the members of Area, an association of small entrepreneurs from Valdagno and the surrounding area that had arisen a few years earlier on the back of unease motivated by a certain sense of under-representation. The productive fabric of which they are part is lively, energetic and creative, but it is made up of little more than molecular production units, still too compressed by the hypertrophy of the Marzotto system. The most widespread ambition of those seeking work in the valley, for example, has remained that of being welcomed into the great battleship that thinks of everything, from kindergarten to retirement home. Its myth has not been shaken by the waves of restructuring recorded over the years and always perceived as premises for new phases of revitalisation. The workers who grew up in the suburban warehouses always keep their antennae straight to pick up signals of possible job openings at the magnetic Marzotto and do not think twice, if it happens, about leaving the small entrepreneur who signed their first hire. The disquiet is also felt in the rooms of Confindustria Vicenza, an association chaired by Pietro Marzotto himself a few years earlier, between 1983 and 1987. In an attempt to remedy the shadowy area cast by the Valdagno colossus on small and medium-sized companies, the provincial industrial association created a grouping of members in the valley in the early 1990s. Area, when it came into being, hastened to explain that its initiative was in no way hostile to the Confindustria architecture, but that it wanted to be at most an informal forum for reflection and comparison. Be that as it may, they are still industrialists and it would be unnatural if they were not refractory to red-tinged politics. Yet their support for Bosetti remains unaltered even after the former manager sounded out the willingness of Forza Italia and Lega Nord circles before accepting the centre-left’s advances. In vain, evidently too late to call into question their plans, which were already inked on the loyalists. Beyond all this, to conclude, what makes Bosetti’s image on the left jarring is his quarter-century of identification with the Marzotto world itself, that of Gaetano made a Knight of Labour by Fascism and who, in the still vivid memories of many, in 1968, sent the truncheons of the Celere and Carabinieri against picketing workers, when the ‘proletarians of the Agno’ preferred to plug their wounds while hiding at home so as not to end up arrested at the hospital. In any case, many years have passed since then. Until the 1995 electoral round here, the Christian Democrats continued to govern as a monolith, apart from a fleeting inlay of socialist allies in the mid-1970s. On 23 April, with the First Republic collapsed, while the results of the simultaneous consultations for the renewal of the Veneto Regional Council saw the centre-right prevail with 65% of the consensus (a figure that was in fact replicated everywhere in the Upper Vicenza area), in Valdagno Lorenzo Bosetti won with 62%. Great satisfaction, of course, in the circles that had placed their bets on him, even if some contrasts were not lacking within them. ‘Coming from the left and working for a candidate who was a former managing director of Marzotto,’ recalls Eliseo Fioraso, former PCI and soon to be president of the municipal council, ‘gave me some stomach aches, and not just me. But everything was overcome thanks to genuine enthusiasm. The climate had changed completely, we were coming out of a stagnation of monocolour, unease and decline. To find a character who will be, as we have seen at least up to now, the greatest mayor of Valdagno was a source of energy, enthusiasm, satisfaction, and a desire to get things done’.

			“We were all frightened by his arrival,’ acknowledges Susanna Piva, who was also secretary to the three previous mayors, ‘so much so that someone suggested I change offices if I wanted to. Who knows what this Martian wants, we wondered. Instead, a very nice person turned up, called me into the office and said: ‘Look, I work a lot, I’m here even at weekends. Do you speak languages? I replied that there was no problem with English. That day was the first of a new job in the service of a helpful and fair person. And uncompromising’. Bosetti writes everything down by hand, in pencil. Then she passes the sheets to the secretary who types them, but that is not enough. The mayor always asks her if, in addition to copying it, she has also understood the text.  This also applies to the report introducing the budget. If she says yes, then the document is fine, otherwise he gets her to explain what is obscure about it and goes back to sorting out the form, to look for terms and constructions useful for clarifying his thinking. He considers it essential and necessary to bring to the Council writings that can be understood by at least 90 per cent of those present because he is sure, when it comes to the accounts, that other than his presentation the councillors would not have read anything else. 

			Bosetti’s entry is also something of a shock for the executives who are called upon to participate in the council meetings, previously an inaccessible sanctum of the plush Scudocroatian rituals, and to adopt a participative attitude. Now, if requested, they can and must speak, express opinions, and so it is forbidden to be distracted. “The chief accountant,’ Piva recalls, ‘used to do the good and the bad, but now he is faced with a person who learns the budget by heart, cites page and paragraph of each subject, asks questions and is not satisfied with approximate answers. Actually, this way of doing things lasted a few months, then Bosetti accepted the fact that the municipal offices were not Marzotto’s and adjusted’.

			In any case, if in previous years the budget was discussed and approved in an hour or so, now in Valdagno it is time for the projection of the slides, which are very accurate. Opposition councillors may continue to leaf through the Gazzetta dello Sport or doze off, but among the majority councillors, attention must remain utmost. It’s not gratuitous severity, it’s the eagerness to make their fellow travellers understand and, if possible, become enthusiastic. Sessions last for hours, Bosetti forces one to think and stay on the ball. He stimulates reasoning, invites objections and proposes alternatives, if there are better ones. He is a man who listens a lot and needs to be sure that he has explored every single issue from all angles. “No one, however, could come up with more brilliant solutions than his,” Fioraso admits, “because it took superior expertise. Getting inside the mayor’s mind when he talks about numbers is a real journey into the new, it’s not just a question of whether he wants to or not. He revolutionizes customary models and indices, does not tire of going over the most complex passages while striving to simplify the language, and constantly urges councillors and collaborators to look further afield. 

			In 1995, with Romano Prodi’s government, Italy embarked on the road to the European single currency, there were precise parameters to be met, and the certainty of having succeeded would not be known until May 1998. Bosetti, however, already mentions this in the introduction to his first budget. ‘These are two pages of incredible political vision,’ continues the then president of the town assembly, ‘in which he bets on entry into the Euro and on this he draws a medium-term financial parabola. He says: ‘if we make it, we won’t need the help of Cassa Depositi e Prestiti any more but we’ll use the Bocs and so in three or four years we’ll invest a hundred million’, when before, at best, it was never more than five. Imagine the irony of the oppositions. Instead, it went as he predicted’. And then there’s the ball of mortgage management. He rejects the logic of renegotiating them in order to lengthen their maturity and be able to have more resources for current expenses thanks to the reduction of the instalment. He argues that this is tantamount to offloading onto those who will come later the burdens incurred for works desired by today’s administrators, ethically it is a principle that does not work. Well? Former councillor Slaviero reports that ‘a lot of money was brought in solely by changing the mortgage rate from fixed to variable at the right time. He knew when to move, you have to be an expert in that. If finance is a subject you don’t like, beyond a certain limit you don’t go. The chief accountant, when faced with new proposals, would always say ‘no ghe xe schei’ (“There’s no money”) and then Bosetti would reply ‘Accountant, bring me the balance sheet’. He would open it, pass each page with his gaze, and then say ‘accountant, see here? minus three per cent, here minus five per cent’, and so on. And the money would come out. The accountant would leave with ashes on his head and he was not a slacker at all, on the contrary. He was a good official. But when he found someone better at chewing numbers than him, he could do nothing but keep quiet. Then it was Bosetti himself who explained the tricks to him. That’s what it takes,’ Slaviero insists, ‘to be a mayor, it’s not enough to be a good boy. When Bosetti was a candidate for the first time I was disappointed because I was sure it was my turn. When his second term ended, the idea of running for mayor didn’t even occur to me because, with my modest skills, I would have been a fool to expect to be a successor equal to the task.

			The originality of the new mayor is, as seen with respect to the Euro, to reason about money by drawing relationships between the macro dimensions and the minute details. One of the most memorable gestures is the decision to ask the councillors for a 50% cut in their remuneration. It is a choice with a strong symbolic impact but which, as it will prove when the time comes, will also have real and, again, indisputable and by no means marginal effects. The issue, it must be said, does not fall entirely painlessly and there are reports of rather bitter discussions, in its absence, among the members of the junta themselves. In the background there is the consideration that, given the disposable income accrued during his long career at the top of Marzotto, Lorenzo Bosetti would not have seen his household accounts unbalanced by the halving of his mayoral allowance. That is, he can. But others before him, also well equipped financially, is the opposite argument, such an idea was never conceived.  Image and substance overlap, more or less willingly all councillors accept and, in the wake of the new course, spontaneously renounce even asking for reimbursement of expenses for journeys connected with their institutional commitment and made with their own means. “From an ethical point of view,” adds the former deputy mayor, “we thought it was a good thing to invest part of our personal earnings to make this city that gave us birth grow. I was proud of it even if, with the 400 euro I had left, I sometimes could not even offer coffee to those who came to talk to me or to some delegations at business meetings’. 

			At the end of the two terms of office, Bosetti presented his councillors with a detailed report documenting how, thanks to the resources set aside with their sacrifices, it had been possible to resurface some forty kilometres of municipal roads and carry out other small but important public utility works, and this dispelled any residual traces of the initial disappointment.

			Bosetti at the town hall immediately began to receive anyone, even people who simply claimed to have received an unjustified fine from the municipal police. If the mayor realises that there is a real economic difficulty on the part of the person concerned rather than a complaint about the alleged injustice suffered, he promises to annul the measure. Which he then does not do. He resolves the matter by sending the secretary to pay those fines with money from his own pocket. In the same way, with the utmost discretion, he takes to heart cases of hardship that also exist in the area, despite the fact that the average income in Valdagno is better than in many neighbouring municipalities. In addition to penalties for parking bans and speeding, his assistant recalls, the mayor ‘paid for funerals, extraordinary expenses, gas bills of people who were not doing well. He listened to people who had previously gone knocking on the door of the social services, being asked for documents, supporting documents and papers of all kinds, and often without getting answers. He would ask us to make some quick enquiries and, if the matter was really worthy of attention and no solution could be found quickly, he would close it by putting his own spin on it’.

			Own money was also involved in a visit to Valdagno by Chamber of Deputies President Luciano Violante. Bosetti wants to accompany him to lunch at a restaurant in Poggio Miravalle with an entourage of about thirty people. The event is official, but in the end the cheque with which the secretary goes to the cashier’s office is drawn by the mayor from his personal checkbook. Why? Everything is consistent with the mindset with which she interprets her service. There are essential activities to be carried out for the community, for its wellbeing and growth, towards which every resource must be devoted and in whose direction each employee should strive, in proportion to what he or she can and feels able to do. it is an almost missionary-like inclination, a line must be drawn between the essential and the optional, between what is necessary to do and what instead belongs only to form. Form is also that more or less wide range of established practices - sometimes with symbolic content, more often governed by pure demands for visibility - that goes by the name of ceremonial. Politics feeds on it, Bosetti is in perpetual discomfort. It happens, therefore, that he shows up at an official ceremony for the Great War celebrations on the Pasubio as a passenger in one of his councillor’s Seicento, struggling to be recognised by the security service. In order to convince security, he had to remove the tricolour sash he would shortly be wearing from his pocket. It is also said that he was invited to inaugurate a new perfumery in Valdagno but that, instead of cutting it with the scissors served on a precious tray, he removed the ribbon by untying the knots at the end to carefully roll it up and return it to the owner so that he could recycle it in another opening in the future. The intention of the gesture is a genuine wish for further entrepreneurial success, but the aftertaste is that of an almost snobbish detachment from de facto useless procedures in which, moreover, a strip of fabric is wasted. ‘The demonstrations and ribbon cuttings he willingly left to others,’ Piva continues, ‘saying he had work to do. To the point of gambling away the friendship of a councillor whose daughter could not have the honour, as promised, of seeing her marriage celebrated by Mayor Lorenzo Bosetti. It happened because of a real mishap, not a lie. The bishop of Vicenza had announced at the last minute that he was going to Valdagno for a visit and the mayor’s absence was unthinkable. Bosetti sent the bride a huge bouquet of flowers with a thousand apologies, but I don’t think he was ever forgiven’.

			Yet there is no doubt that celebrating weddings is something Bosetti enjoys. He makes himself available at the town hall any day at any time and it is by no means a moment he considers routine. The genuine reason that brings the bride and groom to his office is certainly sacred, and so must be the attention of those present. He does not tolerate guests indulging in casual cheerfulness, sharing happiness is one thing, goliardery another. Those who exaggerate are reprimanded without exception. The words he speaks at arm’s length are dry and not at all generic, he wants to get to know the future spouses in advance, albeit indirectly, probably more than the average priest does for an ordinary wedding under the steeple. He is annoyed when a municipal employee, tasked with bringing him the register, does not welcome the summons for a Saturday afternoon ceremony. Faced with the woman’s annoyed expression, he dismisses her. “Madam, I see that you are not very enthusiastic. Don’t worry, just go home. This is not a difficult job, I can take care of it from now on.” And the marriage book, from then on, will remain in the mayor’s office.

			

			CHAPTER 13: Sensitive parish priests

			

			One question again. Was Lorenzo Bosetti really a person who always put rules as an insurmountable limit for any action?

			Almost always, sometimes not. In the face of certain small venial sins he sometimes played the joker of a common sense with which to grant indulgence to himself and others. 

			“For example,’ Slaviero continues, ‘it happened that certain citizens, especially from the most isolated districts, would turn to the municipality to see modest improvements or maintenance work carried out, or to receive help of some kind to better organise, say, a simple folk festival. He did not allocate financial contributions, which would have required the usual cumbersome formal steps, but he did authorise applicants to access the municipal warehouses where they could pick up any materials useful for the purpose. Timber, poles, electrical cables, building tools and so on. In this way he encouraged people to make do, to self-manage on trust, with the advantage of free labour from volunteers. Then, to give a semblance of regularity, all that was needed was a pro forma written application to the offices. Everything was thus speeded up and it often happened that we were invited to inaugurate small works carried out with materials illegally supplied by the municipality”.

			is also one of the many ways of maintaining a connection with the more distant suburbs, those clinging to the slopes and therefore poorly connected. Listening sessions with residents are a regular appointment for the mayor.

			

			“Every week there was a tour to meet the citizens. We would go up at four o’clock in the afternoon and then wait for those who didn’t finish work until eight o’clock. The questions to Bosetti were many and of all kinds, almost confidential. Including the one about doing his best to find a girlfriend for some local boy who was too shy or too wild...” He was anything but the austere and aloof man that the townspeople had initially heard about.

			But not everything is sunshine and roses, and if there is one relationship that soon deteriorates, it is the one between the town hall and the priests, and quite blatantly too.

			‘There was a vow dating back to 1951,’ continued the former deputy mayor, ‘in which the municipal council ‘ratified’ the consecration of the municipality of Valdagno to Our Lady. There was a time when these things also happened.... Since then, on 8 December of each year, the feast of the Immaculate Conception, the Municipality had never missed a solemn mass, complete with full Council, front-row junta and banner, offering wax and incense according to a centuries-old pact’.

			Unsurprisingly for Bosetti, this ended up being one of those rituals to be catalogued among the empty protocols, hitherto respected only out of good neighbourliness. Practices initiated by his predecessors, he was soon informed, for whom it was normal to meet in the presbytery together with the parish priest and agree on decisions to be deliberated later in the town council. And it was always through the parish priests that people most often had to pass by to make polite suggestions to the mayor to place this or that good Catholic in public employment or to advocate hiring at local banks. Bosetti, however, chose not to break with tradition immediately and on his first 8th December as mayor attended the sung mass. However, he avoids following the company to the priest’s house to attend the subsequent refreshment reserved for the authorities, and as a first discourtesy, it is not a light one.

			It then happens that the 1995 calendar makes the feast day coincide with one of the market days, Friday, and that, unlike his predecessors, he quietly allows the hawkers to set up their stalls at their usual stalls in the squares and along the streets. We are on the threshold of sacrilege. “The parish priests of San Clemente and San Gaetano,’ Slaviero recalls, ‘gave us an earful to be fulminated. Yet Bosetti had been clear and straightforward. The municipality is secular, those who want to go to mass are free to do so, and the others, if they want, go to the market. Why so much fuss? Basically, the priests saw their toy taken away and reacted’.

			Bosetti’s ties with the trade union world, on the other hand, remained unbroken, even after he left Marzotto. The main point of reference for him was Bruno Oboe, also from Valdagno, one of the leading leaders of the CISL in Vicenza and the Veneto region. Ascribable to a progressive Catholic world, a man of sobriety and rectitude overlapping those of the Piedmontese, on 19 April 1968 Oboe was among the Marzotto workers whom the police truncheons were unable to stop and who tore the statue of the founder from the monument with its entire pedestal, and he was with them also later, in the month of occupation the following winter. At the head of the Vicenza textile federation, from then on Oboe would be the tough and loyal historical counterpart to the Bosetti manager.

			Susanna Piva remembers well how, throughout the nine years of service as his secretary, once a month Oboe would call him on the phone. “He would say ‘I’ll wait downstairs at the café’ and, whatever he was dealing with, the mayor would interrupt any engagement and come down. The mutual esteem and friendship were very strong’.

			The opinion of Annalisa Gavasso, his historical assistant instead at Marzotto, is that in reality he ‘didn’t need a real secretary because he did everything himself. I don’t think I ever made a plane reservation for Bosetti. He took care of that himself. Even for writing reports or letters the only real problem was his handwriting. Once I had learned it, however, I was able to write down his texts, written strictly in pencil, on typewritten sheets that he never asked me to rewrite’. 

			Refractory, as one imagines, to anniversaries, Bosetti, however, instituted a new one at the town hall, and it was that of Christmas greetings to councillors and employees. “They weren’t used to it,” Eliseo Fioraso points out, “and those who expect a merry snigger soon realise their mistake. The purpose of the meeting before the holidays is to communicate directly to the employees some things that he has taken note of during the year, and in the end not everyone always goes home serene, even though Bosetti knows very well how to maintain a good relationship with the managers, aware of their always latent blocking power’.

			The speed of decision-making and project execution is indeed essential for him, it is the most important confirmation of keeping pacts with the citizens.

			In the meantime, an old issue resurfaces on his table, that of the ‘Destra Agno’ road, a route parallel to the riverbank that needs to be widened because it is becoming urgent to solve the congested traffic situation in the centre. Here Bosetti has to deal with his colleague from Cornedo, the municipality on whose territory most of the stretch to be upgraded runs, which does not have the same urgency at all. Therefore, understandably, the mayors of Cornedo before him have always rejected the prospect of taking on an expense proportional to the length of their own segment of the road. Bosetti therefore changes the valuation tool. It is obvious that if you want to get out of your vegetable garden, even a single palm of soil that your neighbour grants you in order to let you reach the public street has a price that cannot be calculated by the metre. So he meets the young mayor, who is, moreover, of the Lega Nord faith, and offers him 50 per cent each. It’s a done deal, the manager’s reasonableness dissolves in one meeting a dossier that has been dormant for too long. 

			What unfortunately, and with palpable regret, Bosetti is not able to achieve is the satisfaction on the playing field expected by Calcio Valdagno, an adventure in which he is already dragged into in his first years after moving to Veneto.  

			‘He lost a lot of money on it,’ his wife admits, dwelling on her spouse’s undying passion for football. ‘He initially supported Torino but when we got married he became a Juventus fan like me. By force. At home I was quite in charge. He was a man who tended to demoralise and often you had to be decisive, make him understand that not everyone had his ideas and sometimes there was nothing left to do but adapt. However, speaking of football, I think in the end he cared about both Toro and Juve. Here in Valdagno, as happened with politics, he met some ‘siren’ who sucked him into football’. The main suspect is Damiano Marangon, president of the sports club and a friend from the first hour.

			But it is in appointments with the auditor of Calcio Valdagno, Maurizio Martini, his future councillor, that Lorenzo Bosetti often opens his wallet.

			“Needless to hide it, the company’s budgets often closed with large deficits that he regularly made up. The last year, when he was elected mayor, he gave me a cheque for 140 million lire out of his own pocket and closed down. From his new position, it was no longer appropriate to continue’.

			When asked, Bosetti is wont to repeat that his summer holidays consist of a week on the Asiago Plateau because that is where the team goes on training camp. 

			“Holidays? Saturdays and Sundays, sometimes,’ recalls his wife, Marina, ‘and when he was at Marzotto he never felt like going too far away so that he could be on call quickly in case of emergencies. On business trips abroad I would sometimes accompany him, always paying my own way, but to visit the cities I would go alone. He was relentlessly busy, phoning for appointments even while waiting at airports. Only once, in New York, did I manage to take a trip with him on the Hudson. But that was all, walking around didn’t interest him’. A small mountain village near Turin is the destination that Silvia, the daughter, says she went to every summer when she was a child. ‘We would leave with the canary cages in the car and there what he liked to do was go and play bowls. Then summers regularly in Valdagno, apart from a couple of trips. In 1983, my parents took me to Paris where I would stay to attend a French language course. He had a new car and organised the whole trip between the Loire chateaux. In the capital he was frightened by the traffic and the first thing he did was to look for a garage to keep the car safe. A few years later he joined my mother and I on an organised tour of Vienna, Prague and Budapest. More on the subject of travel, I don’t remember’.

			As mayor, the register does not change, and the secretary confirms this. ‘When Valdagno twinned with Prien, it took us months to convince Bosetti to go up to Bavaria for the official ceremony. ‘A waste of time’, he muttered, when instead ‘we have to get on with our work’”.

			

			CHAPTER 14: NOT like IN TREVISO

			

			Tape back to 2004, the year Lorenzo Bosetti’s second term of office expired. What is happening in the months approaching the town’s administrative renewal is retraced by Eliseo Fioraso, group leader of ‘Scegli Valdagno’, the outgoing mayor’s flagship list. “If Bosetti’s first mandate went well, the second was excellent. As the five-year term came to an end, it was necessary to identify a candidate capable of continuing the experience and linking the future administration to projects that had not yet been completed. We therefore thought of Alberto Neri, a lawyer from Psi, and we went to meet him, Bosetti and I, and asked him for his availability. He accepts but on one condition: ‘I don’t want to be like Treviso Gobbo with Gentilini’’. What Neri demands is peremptory and the expression used to explain it is very clear. What happened, in fact, in those same years in the capital of the nearby Marca Trevigiana? 

			Quick summary. In 1994, when the traditional parties were in decay, the Carroccio (Christian Democratic Party) plucked a still unknown Giancarlo Gentilini, then a 64-year-old former Christian Democrat in charge of legal affairs at the local Cassa di Risparmio (Savings Bank), out of his hat and launched him as a candidate for mayor in the upcoming city elections. Winner at the runoff, overturning the gap he had suffered in the first round against his centre-left opponent, Gentilini remained in office until 2003, characterising his career with an overflowing personality, many times at the centre of the national news for the radical positions he took on immigration in particular and for the almost authoritarian decisionism he used in choosing the majority of interventions, whether large or small. Beloved and much contested, Gentilini could not fail to overshadow any other figure placed next to him on the local scene, nor was any deterioration of his original polish ever recorded. As his successor, the League singled out Gian Paolo Gobbo, a more politically structured man, secretary of the Liga Veneta-Lega Nord, an MEP, for a year even vice-president of the Veneto Region and for a long time group leader in the Regional Council. A subtle mind, therefore, but certainly not as exuberant as ‘the sheriff’, the name by which Gentilini himself liked to be called. Often called elsewhere for higher-level political commitments, in the city Gobbo left to those who had preceded him identical prairies of free movement and so, for another ten years, in the perceived municipality, the mayor of Treviso continued to be who he formally was as number two.

			So Alberto Neri’s ‘I don’t want to be like Gobbo’, made the necessary proportions and even with all the infinite differences between Bosetti and Gentilini, means ‘I demand my autonomy’. The argument is obviously understood and accepted, and in 2004 in Valdagno the lawyer will be the candidate of the civic centre-left. ‘Bosetti embarked on a grandiose election campaign,’ Fioraso adds, ‘which compensated for Neri’s more withdrawn behaviour in the offices. On 12 and 13 June we go to the polls, Neri comes close to passing in the first round with 49.66% of the consensus, leaving the Leghist Carlo Fongaro at 29.11%. On the ballot our man comes in at 59%. Clear victory’. But it doesn’t take long for a rift to open up between Neri and Bosetti. The wake-up call is a small but non-marginal episode. At the first meeting after the vote with the exponents of the two supporting civic groups, Neri arrived a few minutes late to find his predecessor already explaining the council’s programmes to those present. An institutional impropriety that the new mayor swallows, evidently hoping to appease his predecessor in a short time by assigning him, in addition to the agreed position of deputy, high-profile delegations. Bosetti will in fact be councillor for Integration Policies, Participated Companies and Major Special Projects, Urban Planning, Financial Planning, Budget, Taxes and Security. It doesn’t work. 

			‘For nine years I was councillor with him,’ reports Maurizio Martini, ‘but I gave up standing in the 2004 elections because I felt I had done my part and received abundant satisfaction. For the same reasons I advised Lorenzo against joining Neri’s junta. In response, he waved me off. The relationship ended after almost a decade of fighting together’.

			Bosetti just can’t stay in the background, and he is gratified by the expressions of appreciation, if not outright affection, that he receives from those who frequent the town hall on a daily basis. These are all too evident confirmations of how strong the ties he has woven in the environment are, and the political team that holds the municipality is aware of this. There is an excessive imbalance between the feeling towards him and the necessarily still unripe feeling with the new mayor, efforts are being made to smooth out, where possible, the already frequent points of friction, and everyone now converges on the urgency of finding an external solution. Which, fortunately, is within reach and has a sufficiently broad scope for Bosetti’s ambitions, namely the presidency of the Bacchiglione Optimal Territorial Ambit Authority (Aato). Thus, on 7 July 2005, the former mayor resigned from the Valdagno municipal council, not without first ensuring that the final balance sheet he had signed the previous year was approved. “We have all gained,” is the conclusion of Fioraso, who has meanwhile become Neri’s councillor. “This evening,” says Bosetti in his speech informing the mayor and the city council of his decision to leave the city’s administration, “with the approval of the final balance sheet, the process relating to the 2004 financial year budget has also been concluded. I was particularly keen on reaching this milestone. This is because, to a large extent, the guidelines, choices, and achievements of that financial year were linked to the activities of the administration that I had the pleasure of leading.  I felt that I had to come this far to answer for what is decided. To assume, at least morally, any responsibility in any forum. In the light of the conditions we are all aware of in which the city’s administrative activity took place, of the new conditions deriving from the regulations issued by the government in July 2004, of the directions that could be foreseen for 2005, I believe that I have made a perhaps valuable contribution to the achievement of the results that we have examined this evening. An exceptional generation of the city’s own financial resources that allowed EUR 7.5 million in investments without, practically speaking, increasing debt.

			

			This, allow me to say, is a sign that the budget of this municipality has its basic parameters in order, that the guidelines have been corrected, but also that the entire structure does valuable work with high professionalism and great integrity. In the budget left in June 2004, in the administrative transition, there were no negative surprises and none have emerged so far. Not all resources had been eaten up, as is usually the case; on the contrary, there were still valuable resources in the budget that were instrumental in achieving the objectives of 2004 and to some extent also those of 2005. I like to think that all this was also possible because of the ability to foresee, to read in advance the signals coming from outside, to steer firmly even in rough seas.

			Looking at and planning for the future seems much harder today than in the past, perhaps today we need even better eyes and a lot more experience, but also some optimism’. Bosetti’s closing words leave much to read between the lines.

			“In this context, there does not seem to be any need today, at least perceivable by me, for a further personal commitment within a framework of conditions that I can manage with dignity and satisfaction. With all the serenity that is objectively possible for me, I feel freed from the moral commitment I made a year ago and therefore resign as councillor”.

			

			CHAPTER 15: POSTS AND TWEETS: LAST CHANCE

			

			2009 is approaching, Neri’s work in Valdagno is proceeding without stumbling, and it is quite natural that he is beginning to prepare the way for his second term.

			Fioraso hangs up the story left over from 2005. ‘By then the opponents had learnt that they had to change strategy to win. They identified an interesting name as their mayoral candidate, the entrepreneur Marco Corà’. 

			Supporting him are the Popolo della Libertà (Forza Italia and Alleanza Nazionale plus minor acronyms), the revived Democrazia Cristiana and the civic groups ‘Movimento Noi’ and ‘Giovani Veneto Valle Agno’, while the Lega Nord, with the civic group ‘Sviluppo per Valdagno e contrade’, is advancing Fabio Armellini.

			Is that all? No, because Lorenzo Bosetti is once again in the race at the head of three civic lists that expressly bear his name. They are called ‘Bosetti sindaco per Valdagno’, ‘Bosetti sindaco indipendente’ and ‘Innovazione esperienza con Bosetti’, to which is also added the contribution of the Union of the Centre (Udc), centrist by definition but leaning to the right.

			In a letter sent to all the city’s families, on 1 June, five days before the vote, the former mayor summarises the actions of his executives from 1995 to 2004, beginning by recalling that in that period ‘an average of 10.7 million was spent each year on services, with great attention paid to safety, schools, sports, culture, social welfare services, kindergartens, minors, the elderly, the poor and all families, carrying out important works without increasing taxes and guaranteeing the continuity and quality of services to citizens. I want to restart from these results,’ he continues, ‘to accompany Valdagno and the people of Valdagno out of the crisis we are experiencing, focusing on the excellence that distinguishes our territory and the great know-how of the people who live here.

			Bosetti then dwells on the profile of the 80 candidates distributed among the four lists supporting him. “Young people, women, professionals, artisans, entrepreneurs, housewives, students, pensioners and representatives of many other social and economic categories,” and assures that he is driven by the same motivations that led him to stand as a candidate 14 years earlier. “Compared to then,” he adds, “I have more experience and I intend to make it available to relaunch the city, turning the many problems into development opportunities through the creation of new jobs.

			Some of the main goals he proposes to pursue, collected in a document entitled ‘33 steps towards excellence’, are ‘enticing young people to stay here and not leave Valdagno, alleviating the tax burden on families and reducing the cost of services’, and he even goes so far as to hypothesise cancelling the tunnel toll. He then thinks about ‘a new fashion shopping centre, an ice-skating rink, an auditorium-theatre, a multimedia centre for young and old, the recovery of the oratories’ and, a theme that can never be overlooked, ‘increasing security by allocating new agents to prevention’.

			

			His openings to the centre-right belong to a calculation anchored to reasons that are not at all friable, if Bosetti ever rolled the dice, and that considers some analysis of the political sensibility of the moment of the people of Valdagno. In fact, he is not wrong on this: the results of the vote for the European elections, held on the same dates of 6 and 7 June, see the Lega and Popolo della Libertà together gaining more than 56% in the town, while the Udc alone brings home an abundant 8%.

			But that administrative elections are always a playing field independent of politics in the broader sense is an assumption that has been valid since the dawn of time, and even in Valdagno it is not surprising that the counts in the counting of European and municipal elections ultimately diverge. The real surprise is another. Neri, fuelled by ‘Pd and Italia dei Valori per Valdagno’, ‘Scegli Valdagno’ (the list that debuted with Bosetti), ‘Valdagno guarda avanti’ and ‘Lista civica Valdagno’, closed the first round abundantly in the lead with 38.27% and almost doubled Corà’s 20.95%. Armellini from Lega does not reach 17% and occupying the second place is Bosetti, who collects 24.02%. is a short circuit. The city, whose electorate is clearly more magnetised by the centre-right, in an unnatural whiff of fratricidal warfare finds itself forced to choose at the ballot between two candidates from the opposite area and who a few years earlier were colleagues in the council.

			People in various capacities connected to the halls of politics, crossing each other in the street, do not know whether to look each other in the eye or turn away; bewilderment is the common feature even of discussions in bars. In the circles ‘that count’, conjectures are wasted on the entanglements between emotion and reason, between the different skin sympathies that Neri or Bosetti may arouse and the objective assessments of their respective abilities. Reasoning borders on abstraction, the change in the sensitivity of the new generations is suspected to have escaped analysis, and the impact on consensus of web-based communication tools that had never really been tried out in the electoral field is not measured.

			The overseas tweets of newly-elected US President Barak Obama arouse great curiosity but are still perceived as nothing more than a suggestive American trend.

			It remains that even Bosetti, the man who has always written everything in pencil on squared paper, cannot now ignore social networks and, at seventy years of age, is quickly beginning to make use of them. He does it as he thinks is best or as others are doing in the meantime, i.e. by publishing periodic interventions, which he learns are called posts, without having a clear idea of how long they should be and how frequently this should be done so as not to bore and rather cause an opposite effect. There are no rules and this takes away oxygen and lucidity.

			Nevertheless, he tries, it is inescapable. On 11 June, Bosetti goes to great lengths to demonstrate, biographical data in hand, that the average age of his elected councillors in the event of a success in the runoff would be lower than that of the opposing team, debunking a vulgate that indicates his as an old team. The figure he derives is arithmetically equal, 45 years old, but Neri, he discovers, has four over-50s more. It is a shaky theme to move votes but the dispute meanwhile flares up on this too, as well as on a now uncontrolled sequence of worn-out issues, real or presumed, dredged up even from the distant past. 

			Blows below the belt, too, so much so that on 16 June it was Paolo Slaviero who felt the need to take to the keyboard. Bosetti’s former deputy, who left the political scene some time ago, decided to break his silence “moved by deep bitterness and indignation to react to the heavy climate that our beloved city is experiencing during this election campaign. Lately,’ he writes on Facebook, ‘I have been reading defamatory leaflets and hearing words of contempt towards Lorenzo Bosetti that also affect the group of people who have worked with him for nine years in the city’s administration. A great deal of lies, false and instrumental information, and gratuitous accusations have been spread about the work of a person whom I respect and consider to be honest, even before being endowed with great abilities. Slanders that also offend those who were at his side between 1995 and 2004, and therefore also me’.

			These interventions, the former deputy mayor points out, come from those who once militated at his side ‘and who now strangely want to rewrite the history of those times. I hope that this heavy climate will soon come to an end and that those responsible for the defamations can retrace their steps and realise that they have written a bad page in Valdagno’s recent history’.

			The temperature rises, the hourglass runs and every tactic becomes permissible. Bosetti on paper is 14 points down, and it is intuitable that the stainless spirit of the controller first entrusts his reflections to the vote tabulations of a few days earlier. Logic can only lead him to look for ways to attract sympathy on the right side of the field, and the Udc, which brought him no more than 3.73% in the first round, is already squeezed. So he dares more, and on 17 June he obtains a public declaration of support from Corà, Berlusconi and Fini’s Pdl man, who has a theoretical endowment of consensus of more than 20%. The handshake takes place under the gaze of Sergio Berlato, MP from nearby Marano Vicentino, a former regional councillor of Forza Forza’s Giancarlo Galan and smoke in the eyes of a broad environmentalist front, which is left-wing in nature due to its historical and indefatigable defence of the world of hunters.

			It is here that Fioraso senses the certainty of Bosetti’s forthcoming defeat.

			“An obvious political mistake. He did not understand that those who had voted for him originated largely in the centre-left, and the voters he would have gained by opening up to the right would have been fewer than those he would have lost on his side’. And maths, in fact, betrayed Bosetti this time, guilty of underestimating the law according to which the sum of the votes that different parties obtain in the first round can be indicative of certain tendencies but never a reliable basis for the run-off. On 22 June, 59.5% of the eligible voters turned up at the 29 polling stations, compared to 75.3% two weeks earlier. 55.5% of voters chose Alberto Neri, between the two contenders there is a difference of 1,418 votes that cannot be disputed.

			‘Candidate Neri’s victory is clear,’ is the incipit of Bosetti’s latest Facebook post, ‘and I now wish him well in governing the city with a different and better spirit than the one with which he faced the election campaign. For our part, we will keep the commitment we made to the voters, engaging in serious opposition, to serve the city of Valdagno to the best of our ability. Thanks to the work of these months, a new generation has chosen to commit itself for the good of the city. I believe that, for this result alone, it was worth taking up a challenge that I knew was difficult from the start’.

			

			CHAPTER 16: NUMBER 746

			

			2009 is approaching, Neri’s work in Valdagno is proceeding without stumbling, and it is quite natural that he is beginning to prepare the way for his second term in office.

			Fioraso hangs up the story left over from 2005. ‘By then the opponents had learnt that they had to change strategy to win. They identified an interesting name as their mayoral candidate, the entrepreneur Marco Corà’. 

			Supporting him are the Popolo della Libertà (Forza Italia and Alleanza Nazionale plus minor acronyms), the revived Democrazia Cristiana and the civic groups ‘Movimento Noi’ and ‘Giovani Veneto Valle Agno’, while the Lega Nord, with the civic group ‘Sviluppo per Valdagno e contrade’, is advancing Fabio Armellini.

			Is that all? No, because Lorenzo Bosetti is once again in the race at the head of three civic lists that expressly bear his name. They are called ‘Bosetti sindaco per Valdagno’, ‘Bosetti sindaco indipendente’ and ‘Innovazione esperienza con Bosetti’, to which is also added the contribution of the Unione di Centro (Udc), centrist by definition but leaning to the right.

			In a letter sent to all the city’s families, on 1 June, five days before the vote, the former mayor summarises the actions of his executives from 1995 to 2004, beginning by recalling that in that period ‘an average of 10.7 million was spent each year on services, with great attention paid to security, schools, sports, culture, social welfare services, kindergartens, minors, the elderly, the poor and all families, carrying out important works without increasing taxes and guaranteeing the continuity and quality of services to citizens. From these results,’ he continues, ‘I want to start again to accompany Valdagno and the people of Valdagno out of the crisis we are experiencing, focusing on the excellence that distinguishes our territory and the great know-how of the people who live here.

			Bosetti then dwells on the profile of the 80 candidates distributed among the four lists supporting him. “Young people, women, professionals, artisans, entrepreneurs, housewives, students, pensioners and representatives of many other social and economic categories,” and assures that he is driven by the same motivations that led him to stand as a candidate 14 years earlier. “Compared to then,” he adds, “I have more experience and I intend to make it available to relaunch the city, turning the many problems into development opportunities through the creation of new jobs.

			Some of the main goals he proposes to pursue, collected in a document entitled ‘33 steps towards excellence’, are ‘enticing young people to stay here and not leave Valdagno, alleviating the tax burden on families and reducing the cost of services’, and he even goes so far as to hypothesise cancelling the tunnel toll. He then thinks about ‘a new fashion shopping centre, an ice-skating rink, an auditorium-theatre, a multimedia centre for young and old, the recovery of the oratories’ and, a theme that can never be overlooked, ‘increasing security by allocating new agents to prevention’.

			

			His openings to the centre-right belong to a calculation anchored to reasons that are not at all friable, if Bosetti ever rolled the dice, and that considers some analysis of the political sensibility of the moment of the people of Valdagno. In fact, he is not wrong on this: the results of the vote for the European elections, held on the same dates of 6 and 7 June, see the Lega and Popolo della Libertà together gaining more than 56% in the town, while the Udc alone brings home an abundant 8%.

			But that administrative elections are always a playing field independent of politics in the broader sense is an assumption that has been valid since the dawn of time, and even in Valdagno it is not surprising that the counts in the counting of European and municipal elections ultimately diverge. The real surprise is another. Neri, fuelled by ‘Pd and Italia dei Valori per Valdagno’, ‘Scegli Valdagno’ (the list that debuted with Bosetti), ‘Valdagno guarda avanti’ and ‘Lista civica Valdagno’, closed the first round abundantly in the lead with 38.27% and almost doubled Corà’s 20.95%. The Leghist Armellini does not reach 17% and occupying the second place is Bosetti, who collects 24.02%. is a short circuit. The city, whose electorate is clearly more magnetised by the centre-right, in an unnatural whiff of fratricidal warfare finds itself forced to choose at the ballot between two candidates from the opposite area and who a few years earlier were colleagues in the council.

			People in various capacities connected to the halls of politics, crossing each other in the street, do not know whether to look each other in the eye or turn away; bewilderment is the common feature even of discussions in bars. In the circles ‘that count’, conjectures are wasted on the entanglements between emotion and reason, between the different skin sympathies that Neri or Bosetti may arouse and the objective assessments of their respective abilities. Reasoning borders on abstraction, the change in the sensitivity of the new generations is suspected to have escaped analysis, and the impact on consensus of web-based communication tools that had never really been tried out in the electoral field is not measured.

			The overseas tweets of newly-elected US President Barak Obama arouse great curiosity but are still perceived as nothing more than a suggestive American trend.

			It remains that even Bosetti, the man who has always written everything in pencil on squared paper, cannot now ignore social networks and, at seventy years of age, is quickly beginning to make use of them. He does it as he thinks is best or as others are doing in the meantime, i.e. by publishing periodic interventions, which he learns are called posts, without having a clear idea of how long they should be and how frequently this should be done so as not to bore and rather cause an opposite effect. There are no rules and this takes away oxygen and lucidity.

			Nevertheless, he tries, it is inescapable. On 11 June, Bosetti goes to great lengths to demonstrate, biographical data in hand, that the average age of his elected councillors in the event of a success in the runoff would be lower than that of the opposing team, debunking a vulgate that indicates his as an old team. The figure he derives is arithmetically equal, 45 years old, but Neri, he discovers, has four over-50s more. It is a shaky theme to move votes but the dispute meanwhile flares up on this too, as well as on a now uncontrolled sequence of worn-out issues, real or presumed, dredged up even from the distant past. 

			Blows below the belt, too, so much so that on 16 June it was Paolo Slaviero who felt the need to take to the keyboard. Bosetti’s former deputy, who left the political scene some time ago, decided to break his silence “moved by deep bitterness and indignation to react to the heavy climate that our beloved city is experiencing during this election campaign. Lately,’ he writes on Facebook, ‘I have been reading defamatory leaflets and hearing words of contempt towards Lorenzo Bosetti that also affect the group of people who have worked with him for nine years in the city’s administration. A great deal of lies, false and instrumental information, and gratuitous accusations have been spread about the work of a person whom I respect and consider to be honest, even before being endowed with great abilities. Slanders that also offend those who were at his side between 1995 and 2004, and therefore also me’.

			These interventions, the former deputy mayor points out, come from those who once militated at his side ‘and who now strangely want to rewrite the history of those times. I hope that this heavy climate will soon come to an end and that those responsible for the defamations can retrace their steps and realise that they have written a bad page in Valdagno’s recent history’.

			The temperature rises, the hourglass runs and every tactic becomes permissible. Bosetti on paper is 14 points down, and it is intuitable that the stainless spirit of the controller first entrusts his reflections to the vote tabulations of a few days earlier. Logic can only lead him to look for ways to attract sympathy on the right side of the field, and the Udc, which brought him no more than 3.73% in the first round, is already squeezed. So he dares more, and on 17 June he obtains a public declaration of support from Corà, Berlusconi and Fini’s Pdl man, who has a theoretical endowment of consensus of more than 20%. The handshake takes place under the gaze of Sergio Berlato, MP from nearby Marano Vicentino, a former regional councillor of Forza Forza’s Giancarlo Galan and smoke in the eyes of a broad environmentalist front, which is left-wing in nature due to its historical and indefatigable defence of the world of hunters.

			It is here that Fioraso senses the certainty of Bosetti’s forthcoming defeat.

			“An obvious political mistake. He did not understand that those who had voted for him originated largely in the centre-left, and the voters he would have gained by opening up to the right would have been fewer than those he would have lost on his side’. And mathematics, in fact, betrayed Bosetti this time, guilty of underestimating the law according to which the sum of the votes that different parties obtain in the first round can be indicative of certain tendencies but never a reliable basis for the run-off. On 22 June, 59.5% of the eligible voters turned up at the 29 polling stations, compared to 75.3% two weeks earlier. 55.5% of voters chose Alberto Neri, between the two contenders there is a difference of 1,418 votes that cannot be disputed.

			‘Candidate Neri’s victory is clear,’ is the incipit of Bosetti’s latest Facebook post, ‘and I now wish him the best in governing the city with a different and better spirit than the one with which he faced the election campaign. For our part, we will keep the commitment we made to the voters, engaging in serious opposition, to serve the city of Valdagno to the best of our ability. Thanks to the work of these months, a new generation has chosen to commit itself for the good of the city. I believe that, for this result alone, it was worth taking up a challenge that I knew would be difficult from the start’.

			

			PART TWO: TESTIMONIES

			

			Marzotto’s Bosetti manager 

			

			TESTIMONY OF EMILIO PERARDI AND SAINT UNGARO: marzotto towards modernity

			

			Emilio Perardi and Santo Ungaro were among the executives who lived through the phase in which Pietro Marzotto decisively led the company towards modernity, archiving the stickiness and stumbling blocks spread by the old guard loyal to Gaetano. In 1969 alone, the workers crossed their arms for almost 150 hours, a show of strength that induced the company to sit at the negotiating tables in a more forthright and transparent manner in order to conclude agreements on models now widespread in the Italian industrial world.

			It is an adaptation to the new times that accompanies in parallel, and necessarily, the organisation of production.

			Perardi

			Textiles has always been the last sector to renew itself, it is not so easy to think of changes. it is a sector that is always new but, at the same time, always the same. Some novelty had already been seen in the years of Giannino Marzotto. In the beginning he only dealt with top management, but then he realised that the market was revolutionising because going from wholesale to retail implied a very profound change in mentality. Selling wholesale meant having to deliver in April the goods to be put on the market in early autumn, a little at a time and with payments of up to 120 days. This was the method and the system had never caused any particular concern until then. With retail suddenly things changed, orders had to be fulfilled in a few days, with the advantage, if anything, of faster payments. 
 For Marzotto it was a matter of revising the system from the ground up, and this was what Giannino had started to do. I was hired in Manerbio (Brescia), the only young man in a factory of 1,200 people where I worked as a designer of women’s garments, a job I liked very much, and I met him two years later. 

			Ungaro

			Marzotto bought one of the first computers in Italy, the Elea 9000 from Olivetti, and we are talking about a time between 1959 and 1960. First he installed it in Manerbio and then in Valdagno, where shortly afterwards a huge department was set up to manage the entire factory. that’s where I came in first, in 1966, and, the following year, Lorenzo Bosetti as head of management control of the fabric area. Our roles, together with those of a few other colleagues hired at the same time with responsibility for other areas, four or five in all, were called controllers and did not exist before. In 1971 Bosetti was already at the top of the management of the entire production.

			Perardi

			Before, the control function hardly existed at all, you only knew how much the stuff cost once you had delivered it. The innovation introduced by Giannino was therefore fundamental. Then unfortunately he had a ‘slip’ as a result of which he left the leadership position. It was a big mistake of company policy, he tied himself to an American anti-stain product whose manufacturer had been advertising in any media for a few years, but demanded exclusivity. It didn’t work and this angered Gaetano. The old man blurted out that his children had made him despair. 

			However, along came this Bosetti who, six months later, knew more than me. He had an incredible ability to learn. He was assigned to administrative tasks to help change the internal organisation, which also meant changing people, and that was not easy. In the meantime, Pietro had arrived, who was already active in the company and was in charge of yarns under his brother’s direction. Tensions in the factory did not diminish, especially after the thousands of redundancies decided at Manerbio, Pisa and Brugherio. Not to mention the mistakes made in introducing a system to monitor the timing of the loom workers’ operations, with surveillance levels that also took into account breaks to go to the toilet. It was a criterion that the manager at the time, Romano Basso, had copied from Lanerossi, without however taking into account that in Schio the company was not run by the family but by a company that dealt with a thousand other things, with managers who came and went and workers who were not attached to anyone. In Valdagno, on the other hand, the relationship with the Marzottos was very close and for this reason, too, the workers’ irritation grew to the point of the decision to occupy the factory. At that point the only one left ‘virgin’ was Pietro. I remember that at nine o’clock he would come to my office, inquire if anything was needed, look through the mail all morning and then give instructions. 

			Ungaro

			In 1971 I was called to control the fabrics area to replace Bosetti, who was in charge of the entire factory. Up until then, since 1966, I had been working in a strange area of Marzotto, which Giannino had wanted, a structure of his called ‘Marzotto International textile research’ or ‘Miter’, an intelligence unit headed by Giorgio Piantini, the former general manager of Lanerossi, who had brought a large number of highly skilled technicians with him to assist him in the move. It seemed to me to be somewhat at odds with Marzotto’s structure, it was a separate area, dedicated to internal development but then also used for new activities outside the company. There was an internal part of Miter that dealt with design and delivered new factories on a turnkey basis. In addition to the technical segment there was a financial segment consisting of two or three people. That I took over from Bosetti in the weaving shop was not a choice that everyone agreed on, but Pietro had taken it and that was enough. Basically, it was not appreciated that a figure from Miter was included in the traditional area of Marzotto.

			

			Perardi

			When Gaetano died in 1972, Pietro was in charge, Giannino left and Bosetti practically became Pietro’s main advisor.

			When he arrived from Rivoli he was a little lost, but, tenacious as few others, he knew how to lead and he knew how to learn, when he said one thing he did it to the end and that was his reputation. As he rose through the ranks, we all knew that it could not have been otherwise, his was natural leadership. The president’s right-hand man, he had followed him when there were talks with Enrico Cuccia (for the restructuring of Snia, ed.). ‘It’s not work,’ he once told me, ‘but you feel like someone else’. Pietro Marzotto and Bosetti were also very close in their way of thinking, the Piedmontese was Pietro’s prompter, it was he who made Tizio and not Caio go ahead, without ever exposing himself.

			Ungaro

			The old industrial structure had its roots in the 19th century and there was a simple way to tell if things were going well or not. That is, they would pull the drawer and see if the money was more or less than the day before. Only sometimes on the negative side did they wonder. But things in the middle of the last century had started to get more complicated, it took skill and technical preparation to fully understand the origin of problems, to understand which ways to solve them and the means to be employed. Budgeting techniques, budgeting, etc. were unknown to the old administrators who had much more rudimentary methods of response. Those with modern skills and a willingness to engage seriously emerged easily, and among them at Marzotto the first was Bosetti. He may have had other personal problems, he was basically a lonely person who lived completely immersed in corporate life where no one else could counter him. But he did not seem to have a private sphere outside and it was far from easy to make friends with him. An intransigent person, he forgave nothing and demanded even from his direct collaborators total and absolute loyalty and devotion to his idea. He would not accept wavering or misalignment and, once he had defined a goal, he would devote himself completely and at all costs to its realisation, breaking down any wall that stood in his way.

			Perardi

			But when it came to thinking about a new president at Marzotto, Pietro proposed the position to Jean De Jaegher. In comparison to him as a head he was a chick, but he could speak four languages and was an excellent relation. The management of the factory effectively remained in Pietro’s hands but De Jaegher was the front man.

			Ungaro

			This is where the two souls of Marzotto that we have known since the mid-1960s come to the fore. Its problem was to renew itself technically, with advanced machinery, new products and a modern conception of labour relations, but it also had to learn how to export. There were major limitations on marketing, the weakest part and one that required a culture that was lacking in the upper echelons of Pietro and Bosetti’s Marzotto. They were both men of organisation, of numbers and systems, but they were not suited to relations with international markets, which they needed to begin to preside over seriously. That’s why De Jaegher arrived, chosen thanks to Pietro’s incredible flair, who had a billion flaws but also a billion merits, like all excellent people. He had realised that he needed to strengthen relations with the world, he felt that Marzotto did not have this ability and he put his soul into trying to achieve it. He tried to put De Jaegher next to Bosetti, both as managing directors, but it was like an atomic bomb went off. A war ensued. De Jaeger said that Bosetti was a frustrated accountant because he always experienced a sense of inferiority and sought redemption. But Lorenzo would have said similar things about De Jaeger. 

			The acquisition of Hugo Boss.

			Ungaro

			It was 1991, it was probably a great stroke of luck as well as ingenuity. We experienced it as something sudden. I had been in Arezzo for two or three years following Lebole (controlled by Lanerossi). Pietro called me and said ‘I have the impression that there is something we could learn from Hugo Boss and they from us. Go up to Metzingen. You and your technical boss drop by’. I was in Germany two or three days, I was careful not to move even a comma, everything was already running perfectly. I can’t say whether Bosetti was involved in the Hugo Boss operation, I was long out of the company’s head. It must be said at this point that Pietro, who was extraordinarily happy to have succeeded in acquiring Lanerossi, was, however, terribly afraid of Lebole’s fragility. Because he had 2500 employees and the market was changing fast. For some years now, products such as Benetton’s had been spreading in a landscape where clothing aimed at the masses was basically a winner. It was very difficult to defend Marzotto’s traditional footprint. I said to Pietro at one point that as long as our market would hold up - and it would only be for a few years - we would have to come up with big money. But the moment the problems started the scenario would become explosive to handle. He was very scared, he didn’t know what to do. Then, in a city of 70,000 inhabitants like Arezzo, having all those employees in charge... In any case, the more it became clear that it was extremely important to be very good at marketing, at distribution, at commerce, the more the need for the skills that had made Bosetti strong and almost invincible diminished. The need grew for other virtues that were not part of his soul, far removed from his mentality.

			

			Bosetti and politics

			Ungaro

			I was not at all surprised that, once he left Marzotto, Lorenzo Bosetti turned to politics. He had the skills to do so and found himself in an environment that gave him the opportunity. In Valdagno he was well-known and certainly supported. He was capable of establishing the necessary relations with those who could be useful to him, he had all the numbers to become mayor, and indeed he succeeded. Always in his own way, having clearly in his head where he wanted to go and having all the people close by who followed him faithfully in every choice he made. He did not admit that those who worked in his group had ideas or goals even slightly at odds with his own. He transferred the business model to City Hall.

			Perardi

			It was a unique opportunity for him. Everyone thought Bosetti was a socialist but he never said this. At Marzotto, however, his time was over, everything had changed and there was no longer a place for him. Instead he had a following in the public, among the people as he had in the company among the workers. He didn’t go around the factory but his name was appreciated and carried a positive value for everyone. he was the only mayor I saw go straight and easily to his goal, learning quickly what he needed to know. 

			

			Ungaro

			He knew very well that he could do it because of his intelligence, his ability to listen, his knowledge of the means. In the factory, given his position, he always had to deal with enormous problems of internal industrial relations that he absolutely had to know and know how to manage personally. And this also brought him indirectly into contact with the outside world of Marzotto. In any case, albeit out of necessity, he also loved to deal with these aspects, direct relations with union bosses was one of his obsessions, he also liked to conduct the confrontations that others, in his place, would have delegated to personnel management structures.

			Perardi

			When Bosetti ran for mayor we were all sure he would succeed because he knew everyone and always did everything well. The mayors who preceded or followed him did not have an economic background, but they were more political and politics changes everything. Occasionally we would meet outside, at the bar, I never went to his house. He chatted, he had a vision in economics that I did not imagine. Valdagno was benefited by Bosetti and the people of Valdagno know it. But the Valdagnesi politicians never liked Bosetti because he was from another league, a sort of Valdagno Mario Draghi. And then a person of integrity, no one could ever challenge him in anything. At Marzotto, meanwhile, my era was also over. To understand how things had changed, I was the first manager liquidated overnight. They told me to ‘pick up your stuff’ and when I did I was checked by a guard. After 30 years I was fired on the spot. I never got along with Pietro Marzotto, I think he wanted to punch me and I was just waiting for him to do it. With Bosetti, on the other hand, the relationship continued because it was personal rather than work-related.

			

			BRUNO ZANINI’s TESTIMONY: bosetti’s mistrust

			

			“By the way you, young boy, would you be willing to go and see the elders? Go see them and afterwards follow them, they need someone to visit them. Start, when you’re done here, in the evening, go and maybe even feed them, help them. In my early twenties and recently employed, when confronted with Gaetano Marzotto I could only reply ‘Mr Count willingly’’. 

			The recollection comes from Bruno Zanini, who was one of Marzotto’s managers for a long time. “That’s how I started with the Foundation, later becoming its alternate auditor, then statutory auditor, chairman of the board of statutory auditors and finally vice chairman. A volunteer activity first and then a job. Gaetano only asked me, I left three years ago’.

			“Lorenzo Bosetti I met in the 1970s and worked with him until 1994. For me he was a great manager in the company and, on a public level, the judgements on him are of an exceptional man. A great one but with the defect of jealousy. He was spasmodically jealous of those close to him, of anyone who had contact with him.

			A behaviour he also had towards you?

			I should say that I was very close to the Marzottos, especially Pietro. Both his first and second wives were friends of mine, so it was not uncommon for Pietro to invite me, for example, to Cortina or to accompany him on boat trips. They were relations due to a friendship that had bound us together for a long time but in which Lorenzo Bosetti found something that disturbed him. It would happen that I would go into Pietro’s office to chat about anything and, on my way out, Lorenzo would ask me what we had talked about, as if I had met with Pietro to plot who knows what. Yet, I would repeat to Lorenzo, ‘I am the central administrative manager, it is true, but you are my superior’.

			How do you explain this attitude?

			I don’t know, it’s as if he constantly felt the need to repeat ‘I’m the first, I don’t want anyone to come and undermine my position, I always want to know everything’. And this despite the fact that our relationship was also one of sincere friendship. Distrust was undoubtedly a basic flaw of his.

			It is said that Bosetti, outside of work, met few people and never in private settings.

			When he arrived, we stayed in touch for a few years, we often saw each other in the evenings for dinner. I remember that, in 1973, talking about this and that, he confided in me that he had obtained a loan from Inpdai, the social security institute for company managers, thanks to which he had started to build a house. I had him explain to me more about the opportunities and the procedure to be followed and, two or three years later, I too had my own new house obtained through the same instrument. But he never came to my house, although I invited him several times, even on occasions when Peter was my guest or there were people I imagined it would be interesting for him to meet. Nothing doing, he always justified himself in some way. I think his real friends, those who went to visit him until the end in the nursing home in Valdagno, could be counted on the fingers of one hand.

			Even towards Jean De Jaegher, co-CEO, Bosetti’s relations are said not to have been smooth.

			Total clash, that’s out of the question. They were both Pietro’s men, and Pietro’s Belgian was also very close, even in private. Lorenzo, on the other hand, was not, it was a relationship he never wanted. Several times Pietro would even invite him for lunch, but he rarely accepted. He would have liked to involve him in some dinner with important guests, but the answer was almost always negative.

			Is it possible that he felt inadequate? That he harboured some sense of inferiority?

			But compared to whom? To Peter? He was the boss. He invites you, the managing director, to extra-work meetings and you say no? I think here too he was jealous of the fact that Pietro was thus admitting various people into his private sphere, e.g. the shareholders themselves. They were therefore contexts in which Pietro’s attention had to be shared with others.
 Let us also think of the fact that Gianni Mion, later an apex figure in the Benetton system, after four or five years at Marzotto, gave Pietro the alternative of choosing between him and Bosetti because he could not work together. The chairman chose Lorenzo, and Mion, also a figure of non-malleable character, left. Having said that, Bosetti remains in my opinion a very good manager, he tackled problems in every way and did not stop until they were solved. On the other hand, it must be emphasised that Pietro Marzotto did everything possible to express his gratitude to him.

			Does it surprise you that after the Marzotto experience ended, Lorenzo Bosetti embarked on a political adventure?

			I never thought he would want to be mayor. Why didn’t he join another company or another organisation? Politics was a surprise. Instead he did well, he worked hard there too. Except he got his attitude wrong when, after two terms in office, Alberto Neri was elected and he was appointed deputy mayor. He expected Neri to do what he wanted and did not accept different positions. It is unfortunate how the affair ended and also how he spent the last years of his life, practically alone, at Villa Serena. Unfortunately a humiliation. They told me that he was beginning to lose his reasoning and that it was impossible to assist him at home. Admitting him must not have been an easy decision for his wife and daughter. he was forgotten. But in life sooner or later you always forget everyone.

			Have you had any more contact with him since leaving the company?

			came to talk to me a few years ago at the Marzotto Foundation, of which, as I said before, I was vice-president for a long time. He offered to do something and I told him he could help with the administration. We were managing the accounts on the basis of a scheme contained in a dossier that he himself had previously drawn up for the benefit of the Board, a fantastic document that everyone appreciated. But the proposal was not followed up.

			

			GIANNI MION’s TESTIMONY: a hint of bosetti

			

			“My tenure at Marzotto lasted from February 1985 to September 1986. Lorenzo Bosetti was then managing director, working with chairman Pietro Marzotto to relaunch the company in its two most important sectors, namely textiles and clothing. I have always considered him a person totally dedicated to the company, to Dr Pietro and to Vadagno. With Pietro, he shared a responsibility towards the community of the city and the Marzotto family, which had been responsible for the destiny of the industry for more than five generations. 

			Bosetti was a very intelligent, rigorous person, aware, like Pietro, of the duties and responsibilities of his status. At that time, the difficult rescue of the Bassetti Group was concluded and Dr Bosetti initiated the renewal of the top management of the two business sectors, laying the foundations for the subsequent acquisitions in the textile sector and Hugo Boss. 

			He felt totally involved in the history of Marzotto and Valdagno. He loved football and was also president of Calcio Marzotto Valdagno for many years with a prestigious past. 

			I had little contact with him, keeping his memory as an honest, committed and competent person’.

			

			SERGIO SPILLER’s TESTIMONY: marzotto and the challenges of internationalisation

			

			“I think the thing we need to start from in order to reconstruct the figure of Lorenzo Bosetti is to focus on what was Marzotto’s evolution during that period. From the mid-1990s things took a different kind of acceleration, but before that it was a company that moved with a fairly balanced position between the traditional textile and clothing business, although it was perceived to be substantially active in the first segment.

			This was mainly due to the fact that the 1980s saw the great development of brands, of names, of brands popping up one after the other, while Marzotto in clothing could not count on a particular label because its flagship, Principe, was not very strong’.

			The foreword is by Sergio Spiller, a trade union leader at Cisl and, as such, a frequent reference point for Bosetti in the field of industrial relations. Especially in the last arc of his tenure with the Group as managing director, a period in which, having archived the tensions of the previous decade and metabolised several difficult restructuring paths, the Valdagno company found itself facing the challenges of internationalisation with evolved instruments.

			It is in this period that the need for a dimensional leap becomes apparent.

			In Italy, Marzotto was the largest in the sector but, compared to others operating in Europe or worldwide, it remained relatively small. If I remember correctly, the turnover at the beginning of the decade was around 400 billion lire and from a strategic point of view the question of growth arose, following the path of acquisitions. In this we find the pivotal role of Bosetti, who fully interpreted Pietro Marzotto’s aspirations. The first major operation was that of Bassetti, which led Marzotto to become the most significant company in the field of linen and hemp production. The second step in those years, in terms of expansion, was the adventure of buying Lanerossi.

			A goal that Marzotto had had in mind for decades. 

			It was an old aspiration of the entire group, Gaetano Marzotto had been trying since the 1920s. Here, however, an initial observation must be made and that is that while the acquisition of Bassetti was relatively small in size, that of Lanerossi would have made it possible from the outset to achieve a growth in turnover commensurate with the ambitions of those years. The path was complex, Lanerossi had belonged to Eni since 1962 and privatisation, along the lines dictated by the state, required the purchaser to take over both the textile and clothing divisions, i.e. Lebole. But it was well known that Marzotto’s interest was above all in textiles because with the Lanerossi catalogue it would have integrated a range of products to complete its own offer and thus enter certain market areas that were unattended at that time.

			At this point, the presence of important competitors in the sale of Lanerossi also intervenes.

			There were some that could become dangerous in terms of climbing market share and that is also why the strategic choice of Pietro Marzotto and Lorenzo Bosetti was to pursue the objective at all costs. The interest of Benetton, for example, producing mainly jumpers, was aimed exclusively at acquiring control of the carded spinning mill and it was clear that from this point of view, the Trevisans could become dangerous because, in this way, they would compete in a production segment that Marzotto also possessed.

			So the role Bosetti played in that affair was extremely important because he was able to maintain a great balance with Pietro in the acquisition of Lanerossi by agreeing to close deals that were not initially in his intentions.

			In terms of labour relations, did the entry of Lanerossi introduce complications? 

			Naturally, as the sites multiplied, a rationalisation of the production cycle had to be faced, making choices not only of a strategic or financial nature but also of an industrial nature.

			Among these were particularly clear-cut ones. In textiles, that of investing heavily in technology to relaunch production, with the union being asked to adopt a policy of working hours that would allow maximum utilisation of the new plants.  The main thing was the adoption of ‘6x6’ hours (six hours for six days a week) at the Piovene Rocchette spinning mill. A huge investment in the looms at Schio was also proposed, but this was not followed up against the unwillingness of the workers. 

			The other direction of the industrial reorganisation was the merger of two clothing companies, namely Maglio di Sopra, a hamlet of Valdagno, the site of a historic spinning plant - marked by the Principe brand - with other smaller sportswear companies and Lebole of Arezzo. This was the most difficult part of the whole operation because, in order to have an industrial logic, it was necessary to succeed in composing the division. The choice made was to keep the centrality of textiles in Valdagno and instead transfer the entire management of the clothing assets to Arezzo, with results in this case that were not exciting and also with many elements of suffering within the company. This is the period in which I remember the great determination, but also the linearity and rigour, of Bosetti, in a design that at this stage cannot be read as detached from that of Pietro Marzotto.

			What was Bosetti’s attitude towards the union?

			She was a person who, while formally willing to deal with different issues, was very aware of her function and the responsibility that her position entailed. So he was not a difficult counterpart, in the sense of being hostile to trade union organisations, but very strict with respect to the role each had to play. She let the importance of personal relationships shine through, but the strictness is what I remember most.

			End of 1991, the last real big deal of the Bosetti era. The acquisition of Hugo Boss. There are different memories of the influence that the managing director, Pietro Marzotto’s right-hand man, would actually have.

			

			I don’t know what his role was in that but it certainly changed the company’s outlook for better or worse. It seems to me so big that I don’t think he stayed out of it.
After his exit, how did the climate change in relations between the union and the company?

			In a comparison with those who succeeded him, and I am speaking in particular of Ernesto Fugazzola, vice-president and managing director from 1992, the year Bosetti left all duties, and Silvano Storer, top manager from 1997 to 2001, I must say that he was of a different calibre. In his place later came figures who perceived their role as less ‘sacred’, more focused on showing themselves off than on enhancing the company’s performance. Certainly in labour relations they did not have the same level of reliability. And I believe they were also less loved by the people of Valdagno.

			

			JEAn DE JAEGHER’s TESTIMONY: relational challenges

			

			A Belgian, the son of industrialists, with a high-profile school education and broad cosmopolitan outlook, Jean De Jaegher is the man whom Pietro Marzotto at a certain point called to Valdagno to try to internationalise the group more, since it is present on foreign markets for a share of turnover that is still too modest and needs to be increased in a world where globalisation is beginning to take hold. Extroverted and brilliant, bearer of an evolved and dynamic vision also in the way of conceiving external communication, De Jaegher found himself, at the end of the 1980s, cohabiting at the highest level of management with Lorenzo Bosetti, both with the rank of managing director, and being preferred to his Italian colleague when Pietro took the decision to hand over the presidency of the group for the first time to someone not named Marzotto.  It cannot come as a surprise if relations between the Piedmontese and the Flemish, which have never been easy since the day they were introduced to each other, now resemble a real conflict and if, as soon as he is able, Pietro will find other positions for De Jaegher to ease tensions by sending him to the USA for a while.

			Dr De Jaegher, let’s start with your debut at Marzotto.

			I arrived in September 1968 as an executive, the month in which Pietro also grabbed the levers of the company. For years before that, I refused to join Marzotto because I was a supplier through my father’s company in Belgium. Incidentally, nearby, in Castelfranco Veneto, there was a company, Pettinatura Italica, with which I already had relations and in which I was about to acquire a stake. Strangely enough, no one in Italy was in the business of selling combed wool, but there were many combers organised to make façons. There I got in touch with Marzotto, I met Giannino who suggested I go to Valdagno. I explained to him that I owned a company in Belgium, in a town that by then had in textiles the only real industrial dimension, a bit like Biella. At 23, I was managing relations with other companies on behalf of the family, planning mergers and operations of various kinds. At a certain moment I told my father that I intended to move to Italy to prove that I could do there what I was proposing in Belgium but remained unheeded.

			And Marzotto gave him the opportunity?

			For me, realising my plans in Valdagno meant showing all my friends that the decadence of their town, like many others, was rooted in the fact that they were making too much money and their children were no longer working. For me spinning was a matter of DNA, in 1810 my paternal ancestors founded a company in Flanders, by 1840 we had three spinning mills. We had a very old industrial and family culture, my grandfather owned a wool mill and also produced wine.

			With Peter the understanding was immediate?

			He was my age right, we were both born in 1937. We got to know each other well only a year later. One day in 1969, the technical director of hairdressing, whom I had as sales manager, told me ‘next week one of us will be out’. I remember that I had criticised him several times for his incompetence; he had invented a hallucinatory productivity research system, doubling the weight of the combing tape required by international rules. The aim was to increase production, but complications arose downstream due to which much of the work had to be redone. He was very sure I would be kicked out, I told him: ‘engineer, I have friends in Biella and a company in Belgium, imagine if this would be a problem for me’.

			The following Monday I got a call from Vittorio, the eldest of the Marzottos, then manager of the company because his father, Gaetano, had meanwhile returned after removing Giannino, and asked me how I was going to organise the combing. I said mine, explaining that I would close Valdagno to move all operations to Mortara (Pavia), and other things. He then asked me how much I thought the manoeuvre would cost, and I replied that I had no idea. Frankly, there was no reason why I should have thought about it. At that point he informed me that from the following day I would be taking over as general manager of hairstyles. Since three quarters of production was related to the spinning mills, of which Pietro had just been appointed director, I made contact with him, we organised ourselves and the work we did together was of great quality. In August 1972, upon Gaetano’s death, Pietro became managing director, I was given responsibility for combing and spinning, later also for weaving and clothing, and found myself general manager of all industrial operations at Marzotto.

			And how were your relations with the Veneto environment to which you moved?

			Honestly, it was difficult for me to understand the Italian subtleties, with one contract for workers, one for clerks, one for executives and so on. We are all working gentlemen, there should be no such differences. I was criticised because my driver’s daughter used to come to my house to meet a daughter of my age and then she would go to sleep at her house. This, according to the mentality of the place, was not appropriate. And then there was the archpriest who conditioned my wife to be nice to me, since I was responsible for so many people. I discovered an incredible classist environment at the highest level.

			When did you meet Lorenzo Bosetti?

			Initially I had no relationship with him. I considered him very provincial because he did not know the world, he did not speak foreign languages. He was certainly a very capable person in his administrative field but he had no industrial management culture, he had no experience with markets and he did not know how to travel. 

			Whereas Peter was more convincing in this respect.

			Pietro Marzotto did a huge job, he was the real restructuring of the company. He had to cut, reorganise, make huge investments. In the 1970s, we were earning 7% productivity per year thanks also to the automatisms introduced by Pietro. After the reorganisation it was the turn of the Italian acquisitions, Bassetti and then Lanerossi. The company that Mariano Rumor had trimmed from Eni with Enrico Mattei voting against... Adriano Caprara, managing director of Lanerossi, was with me in the Vicenza Rotary. In the 1980s, at the end of a meeting I said ‘I must congratulate Caprara because today he has managed to add a thousand billion lire in losses in his management’. I did the count, it corresponded to tot lire per head borne by the Italians. He got angry, I told him ‘you are stronger than you think because your price list for big customers is very simple: Marzotto’s price minus one thousand lire’. He sold the fabrics with this formula and so did the yarns to Benetton. With payment in 270 days and a part in black. I never made a contract with Gilberto Benetton, whom I used to visit, because I could not apply those terms to invoices. In short, the Benettons bought the raw material, which accounted for 30% of the value of their product, sold, collected and then paid a part. Rightly so in Ponzano Veneto they made their fortune this way. But the state’s management of these things was insane.

			At one point you found yourself having to work with Lorenzo Bosetti and it does not seem to have been the happiest experience. How did things go?

			Pietro was called to preside over Snia and he then thought of appointing both of us, Bosetti and myself, as managing directors. He was to take care of the administration and I of the industrial and technical side. Then, on weekends, we were all to work with Pietro. I observed that this would not work, I made it clear that Bosetti and I were like water and fire, I considered my colleague to be lacking many of the skills necessary for an industry of that size and international scope. 

			However, Bosetti is mentioned as a decisive figure in perhaps Marzotto’s most splendid operation of those years, the acquisition of Hugo Boss.

			Total madness. He must surely have developed Excel tables for Pietro when he was negotiating, but nothing else. In 1984 I told Pietro that I rejected the combination of the two managing directors. I waited for him to finish his work at Snia and then I announced my intention to leave, I had several opportunities. Pietro protested that I could not behave like that, that I would disappoint the whole family. He then proposed appointing me managing director of Jolly Hotel, also foreshadowing that I would have a prominent position as soon as a large international acquisition was finalised on which the group was focused. He convinced me and I accepted. He fulfilled the agreement and in 1989 told me to come back because he was negotiating with Hugo Boss. In December 1991 the negotiations were concluded, we had control of the German house, but in those years I never saw Bosetti involved.

			Compared to Hugo Boss, what tasks were assigned to you?

			For five years I was on the board of directors, the only non-German of five, representing the controlling shareholder. It was only then that a major hole came to light that the Holy brothers, the company’s previous owners, had kept quiet about even at the stock exchange. It was a $25 million loss in the US subsidiary and none of the directors agreed to go to the US to try to fix it. So on 2 January 1992 I flew to New York. In one year Hugo Boss USA went from 1795 to 700 employees, a new factory was built and a balanced budget was achieved. With the American trade unions the problems were overcome because all the people who left found jobs. A paradise compared to the trade unionists in Valdagno who, when there were unrests, would even prevent me from entering my office.

			When did the time come to return to Italy?

			In 1995 I told Pietro ‘I’m finished here, Hugo Boss is doing very well, I want to leave the Group, I’ve done all my work’. My plan was to buy a company with other partners. He opposed it and offered me the presidency of the Marzotto Group. He told me: ‘you come back, in 1996 and in 1997 you are practically vice-president with all executive powers and in 1998, at the end of my term, you take my place. So, after 162 years, the presidency of Marzotto went to someone who did not belong to the family.

			How did the city welcome the ‘novelty’?

			The people of Valdagno used to tell me that I was a double ‘outsider’, neither from Valdagno nor Italian. I had proposed myself for one term, at most two. I stayed three years; when I took my leave, Marzotto had 10,000 employees, half Italian, and another 10,000 façonists. Hugo Boss produced 80% of the group’s profits. In Germany we very rarely had strikes and what is important is that everyone knew the operational plans. I was nine years, vice-president of the board of directors for five. I never saw Bosetti, nor did anyone appoint him. In Metzingen he never came. So who is telling this story? They say what they like, but the big purchasing operations were always done by Pietro alone.

			What was the difficulty in the relationship between you and Bosetti mainly due to?

			He had his own agenda, he was not transparent. In companies it is fundamental to be able to trust and communicate, instead he had his own agenda and that’s how it always was. There were many factors that were not acceptable to me.

			And what is your opinion of the Marzotto dynasty as a whole?

			My family ancestors on my father’s side date back to 1810, my mother’s to 1840 and my wife’s, who is German, to 1815. For us, perpetuity is in the blood, it is such a fundamental value that it seems unthinkable to me what the brothers did to Pietro. They destroyed the company to make their own capital, they were incapable of managing the new dimension we had created. They demolished the industrial humus of the city that will never return.

			At Pietro Marzotto’s funeral, where Carlo De Benedetti and his great friends were present, I made a fierce comment on those who had exiled him. I was extremely harsh on this. You can have differences of opinion on this subject but perenniality, when you work in a company, is the value to be carried through to the end, you cannot run a company based on your own opinions.

			I never worked for the money, I was entitled to guaranteed stock options which they never gave me but I never complained.

			Returning to Bosetti, as mayor his fellow citizens gave him great credit.

			Undoubtedly I think it has been good for Valdagno politics. Apart from the roundabouts, which are exaggerated because in Valdagno you go from roundabout to roundabout, I think he did a good job. In the political field he was more up to the mark, in terms of ability, than most of the people who worked with him. He did very well, he was able to express himself better.

			And why, in your opinion, did Bosetti also not consider you a nice person?

			Sometimes he would recall, albeit in a friendly manner, how I was born into a family of industrialists and received a high education and quality education. I would reply, ‘Lorenzo, if you came from a simpler family, I can’t deny the prerogatives of my past. In my opinion there was an underlying inferiority complex, and I can also understand that. But he should have gone beyond these problems and acted with a different transparency. I have never been Bosetti’s enemy on a professional level, but I have never had a qualitatively useful relationship with him.

			

			matteo marzotto’s TESTIMONY: bosetti in the foreground

			

			“My uncle Pietro was an ace and a beast. The tireless and silent Lorenzo Bosetti was among the few who knew how to handle him’. Matteo Marzotto, son of Umberto and Marta Vacondio Marzotto, retains very clear impressions of the extraordinary and overflowing personality of the president and, by contrast, of the equally memorable discretion of the CEO from Turin, opposite in character but drawn from the same school of those who ‘are in the factory very early in the morning and very late at night’. “I had admiration for this dynamic uncle. As a child, I often accompanied my father to Valdagno’s board meetings, I was a bit of a mascot. I felt the myth of my grandfather, Gaetano, and I started working in the company when I was 25, at the height of Uncle Pietro’s career as an entrepreneur and company head’.

			What did it mean to be managing director of Pietro Marzotto in those years, as Bosetti and Jean De Jaegher were?

			We must not forget that Pietro was executive chairman, Marzotto was listed on the stock exchange and therefore the profile of top managers was different from that in more traditional governance models where the chairman was less operational. Pietro was a competent man in the extreme of industrial processes, he had a passion for numbers and was in charge of strategic guidance. Bosetti and De Jaegher were valuable sidekicks, but more in terms of operating the machine than guiding the choices, also because he, Pietro, had retained all delegated powers.

			

			So either Pietro Marzotto’s sidekick was identically capable, tenacious and competent or he would have been short-lived.

			If Bosetti became Pietro’s first point of reference and remained so for so long, working with him closely, he certainly had to be impeccable especially in management control and more than up to the mark in the field of industrial processes. His uncle worked six and a half days out of seven and had a cult of detail, of numbers. He was also very energetic, to put it mildly, he didn’t mince words and didn’t give discounts. I think Bosetti managed to stay so close to Pietro because he knew how to take it. He was not a man of relations, he did not appear on the outside in any way, but he was very well-respected, balanced, shrewd. I never heard him raise his voice. This always made me perceive him as likeable because he was in no way trying to appear different from who he was. The ability to be oneself is something I learned to admire with him.

			In his ‘second life’ Bosetti accepted a candidacy and served as mayor for two terms. This implies an aptitude for people-to-people relations that his reserved conduct at Marzotto seemed not to permeate.

			That a not particularly empathetic Piedmontese has become such a popular mayor in Valdagno is actually something that may come as a surprise. In the company we have had waves of managers from different parts of Italy who, having completed their tasks, have almost always returned more or less to where they came from. He stayed and this pleased me, it meant that he had absorbed something of the territory. As mayor, I always heard him referred to as a very structured person. In my opinion he had a preparation, a frame of mind, a consequent ability to be on so many issues at once that made a huge leap forward in the city’s government. Without taking anything away from the others, previous and subsequent.

			Aren’t private managers and public administrators too different professions to allow such a rapid transition from one plan to the other?

			The thing that makes me smile about Bosetti is how he could have been a politician. He didn’t look it to me at all, if I have to look for a key word for Lorenzo Bosetti the last one that comes to mind is ‘politician’. You can have great ideas but in the City Council there is never a lack of opposition, you always have to reconcile the different demands of those who are constantly pulling you by the jacket. However, I have had several institutional roles and if I had to choose one that I miss before I die I would like to be the mayor.

			Why not?

			It has been proposed to me many times. After all, the family tradition is quite long, my great-great-grandfather and great-great-grandfather were mayors, maybe even my great-great-grandfather. But with all the love I have for Valdagno I would like to measure myself in a more complex city.

			

			Back to Bosetti. A common opinion among those who worked with him at Marzotto is that Pietro Marzotto’s decision to place a figure like De Jaegher alongside him in the role of managing director was a tad risky, given the profoundly different nature of the Belgian and the perhaps easily foreseeable frictions that arose between the two

			In the vision of Peter, who was not a primus inter 
pares but an absolute dominus, in my opinion the two did not necessarily have to get along. I think that, from a point of view of numbers, order and discipline, Bosetti was better than De Jaegher, and the lack of harmony between the two could be expected. One had to keep a very steady tiller on the purely managerial side, the other could be more representative. De Jaegher liked to talk, to appear, to inaugurate. But the dry figure, the focus, the productivity of the individual twisting machine, of a specific spinning machine, of a certain group of looms, union relations and a whole range of other matters were Bosetti’s job. In any case, both were very loyal to Pietro, the only one who was really in charge. They had to ensure that the whole system ran smoothly and they did so. And I am convinced that, mentally, the most free of Pietro Marzotto was Bosetti.

			

			Bosetti municipal administrator

			

			luigi dalla via’s TESTIMONY: the tunnel

			

			During the years in which the tunnel was being completed, the mayor of Schio was Giuseppe Berlato Sella (Ppi), who entrusted the management of relations with neighbouring municipalities to his deputy, Luigi Dalla Via. He is Lorenzo Bosetti’s constant interlocutor both in the phases of realisation of the work and in the advancement of projects for synergies between the territories to which the tunnel is expected to give new vigour. This within a design that cannot, however, fail to take into account a third important centre, Thiene, led by the Leghist Attilio Schneck, as well as other smaller municipalities involved in joint ventures.

			‘With Bosetti,’ sums up Dalla Via, who will become mayor of Schio in 2004, ‘we knew each other for almost 18 years, until 2012, when the presidency of the Alto Vicentino Ambiente (Ava) integrated waste management company ended for him.

			Let’s start with the tunnel. The operation now had the air of an undertaking that could wait no longer. Do you remember the climate of those years?

			In everyone’s opinion, the tunnel was a conditio sine qua non for making sense of the entire Alto Vicentino integration project. Each of the two mayors, Bosetti and Berlato Sella, had delegated a couple of councillors with the task of defining it in detail, I was among them, and the rule was to meet once a month. We had previously launched joint initiatives, but they only gained full momentum with the opening of the tunnel. Since 1987, for example, there had been a project called ‘For the integration of the Schio, Valdagno area and the territorial context’ in which it was already clear that the Schio Valdagno Pass would be both a goal and a condition. It was undeniably the great political intuition of the time, and it was a theme that Bosetti rode very strongly without sparing any energy.

			From a personal point of view, was the feeling with Bosetti difficult to achieve?

			When I first got to know him he was already known as a high-profile character, I was hesitant. The relationship of mutual esteem built up over time and was not to be taken for granted. However, it must be said that he was an exceptional person in all respects and this was immediately apparent. At meetings, there was hardly anyone more knowledgeable than him on the issues on the agenda, but that did not mean that, in the end, we necessarily came out with his idea. From here you can see the character. It was not easy, of course, but Bosetti, who knew that he knew, also knew how to be a person capable of grasping interesting content in someone else’s thesis. A thesis that, perhaps, once deepened and metabolised, could even be ridden by him with greater conviction than the one who had proposed it. It was not immediate, but if it happened he could get excited and become more realistic than the king.

			

			That is, integration and the need to run the tunnel, issues that existed before Bosetti, he brought them forward because he shared every aspect of them? 

			Let us bear in mind that when he became mayor, he found on the table a subject that those who preceded him had experienced as a problem. The tunnel project was defined in all respects except for what would happen once it landed on the Valdagno side, where today’s bypass was not. Not a detail. While on the Schio side it was clear how the connection with the existing road system would be achieved, Valdagno was still on the high seas and the hot potato had to be taken care of by the neophyte Bosetti.  He was able to provide an answer that had previously seemed impossible, but which eventually made it possible to cross the town without burdening the centre. In short, if at first he was on the defensive because of the need to study the scenario well, once he found a way through that knot he became the first advocate of integration even though it was not originally his idea.

			Do you think others, in Bosetti’s place, would have behaved differently?

			They could, quite understandably, have approached the problem more coolly, saying ‘I am mayor, it’s up to me’. He, on the contrary, kept on relaunching and devising new proposals. For this I held him in high esteem.

			Do you think, therefore, that in Valdagno they tried to convince Bosetti to stand as a candidate mainly because he was perceived to be up to handling complex games - such as, precisely, the tunnel - that it would be difficult for someone else to close?

			I try to objectivise by reconstructing the context from the outside. In those years, the traditional parties disappeared, and Valdagno, amidst the crises of the DC, PCI, PSI and PRI, was bewildered, unlike Schio, which maintained a certain continuity in the transition from the former DC to the Populars. Beyond this, I believe the fear was that of handing the country over to people with little ability, leading men in the ranks of the centre-right, which at the time had a very good chance of asserting itself. I am convinced that this was also the fear of the Area group. They basically went after him because he was the ace to play. The centre-left supported him, but it would be wrong to say that he ‘flowed’ into the centre-left because of this.

			Bosetti is also said to have first felt the pulse in the rooms of the Lega and Forza Italia without, however, arousing enthusiasm, despite the fact that these were the circles, one can imagine, most akin to the sensibilities of the Area members. How do you explain this?

			Perhaps because in the centre-right they thought they were already winners with the names they had. The others, who started from a disadvantaged position, felt they did not have as heavy cards in the deck other than, precisely, the ace. But that is my interpretation. They must certainly be credited with the intelligence of accepting that Bosetti’s civic list had no party symbols.

			

			Apparently there was no alternative on this.

			Bosetti’s character led him with difficulty to accept mediation, and I use the word mediation and not compromise. And another key term that I invite you to keep in mind when reasoning about Bosetti is that of rigour. He was very rigorous, starting with himself. In order to be mayor, he resigned from a number of important roles in companies and credit institutions, even losing a lot of money. ‘I am the mayor and only the mayor’, he had imposed on himself. Yet the private positions he held were in no way incompatible, legally or substantively.

			At the deadline he supported Alberto Neri planning to remain as deputy mayor. What do you think?

			In such cases it is almost impossible for problems not to arise; I have seen many such situations. In 2004, he again joined the council as councillor for the budget and town planning, as well as other matters, and as deputy mayor. Basically, in City Hall he was still perceived as ‘the’ mayor, and this, inexorably, led to the rift. At that stage I, as mayor, met often with both Neri and Bosetti, and was able to gather the opinions of both. Beyond the wrongs and the reasons, I can say that Bosetti suffered a lot because then the differences descended to a personal level.

			Would all the incompatibilities that subsequently arose have been predictable?

			Try to imagine having at the top of the 
municipal structure an incisive person like Bosetti who does not act as mayor three times a week, but every single day, from eight o’clock in the morning until evening, attentive and present on all issues. His time expires, he dismounts, but he is still deputy mayor and handles key issues such as town planning and the accounts of the municipality. it is inevitable that the employees and collaborators in a general sense turn to him basically as if nothing had changed. And a difficult situation to keep in balance arises in which other people are involved who were also previously on the council and with whom many hours have been spent for years. With whom dreams have been worked out and therefore very strong ties have settled. One can understand that, after the break-up, he suffered a lot.

			That is to say, ‘relays’ between first and second citizens would always have little chance of working.

			I bring my own case. Berlato Sella was mayor for 17 years, we’ve known each other for 45, I was first councillor and then his deputy. I consider him my teacher, even now we see each other every week. But from the moment his term of office ended and I became mayor, I have never once seen him come to ask me this or that, nor has he dared to give me advice. He has only done so at my request.

			

			Bosetti and Neri’s cohabitation in the town hall was short-lived; the former mayor became president of the Ambito territoriale (Aato), now the Bacchiglione Basin Consortium, also at your urging. was it an initiative conceived only, or mainly, to relieve Valdagno of a problem?

			Not at all. Bosetti was the person we wanted in that role. We pushed him, Neri, Schneck and I, overcoming party divisions because we were all convinced of the man’s value. We confronted the municipality of Padua, of which Flavio Zanonato was the mayor, but above all the administrators of the Bassa Padovana, sometimes clashing with party situations that were not easy.

			Now the water system has settled down but back then there were several thorny elements, including the need to formulate uniform tariffs. Schio’s bills were different from those of the municipality next door and this was the case practically everywhere. Normalising the overall picture was very complex politically, economically and normatively because there were no clear rules. And he was exceptional. We sincerely believed that an uncommon person was needed to manage such an intricate situation at the time, and that person could be none other than Lorenzo Bosetti. That is why even the Leghist Shneck supported him, in spite of the discontent of his party colleagues in Valdagno.

			Skills that Bosetti then also demonstrated as president of Alto Vicentino ambiente.

			Ava is a company in which some thirty municipalities in the area of Schio, Thiene and the Asiago plateau participate, but Valdagno is not a partner. As mayor of Schio, in 2006 I proposed Bosetti for that position and my colleagues accepted. Again confirming the excellent relationship, at the time, between administrations run by political forces of different colours.

			The most controversial moment in Bosetti’s history seems to be his decision to run again for mayor of Valdagno, in 2009, with his own list and against Alberto Neri, for whose election, five years earlier, he had personally campaigned. It went badly. Was it a gamble?

			He was convinced of his own ideas and his own project, and felt that Neri’s was not enough for Valdagno. He explained this to me with great conviction. He was sure that Valdagno still needed him. Not superficially, not out of personal pride, but for deeper reasons that he considered so important that he went so far as to launch the challenge. I exclude that he did it out of revenge, he was never light even on himself and he was not a man to fall prey to momentary feelings, let alone political revenge.

			I imagine it was hard for many people in Valdagno who loved them both. I think of Maurizio Martini, Eliseo Fioraso and others who must have experienced that moment as an internal, personal tear. You have two people that you respect, that you love, they are against each other and you have to choose sides.  It was not easy for me either, since, from Schio, I had to relate to Neri often. I did it gladly, I never thought that the responsibility for the opposition lay entirely with one or the other. I also remember some moments of bitterness that Bosetti shared with me at that time, I think he felt more misunderstood than anything else, and in any case the Valdagno affair made me feel sorry. I don’t know why Bosetti misjudged the situation, the sadness remains for the epilogue of such a beautiful and important story of serious commitment.

			In conclusion, what is the legacy Bosetti leaves to those who knew him more or less in depth?

			Overall he was a great asset. I also had some thorny moments, it wasn’t easy to tell him: ‘I have a different idea and in my opinion it’s right like that’. But the different idea was considered and, as I said, if it was well founded it was not impossible for him to accept it. There won’t be another Bosetti, but we can learn a lot from his story, starting with the witnessed values of preparation, dedication and rigour, including with regard to the interpretation of regulations.

			Within the scope of legitimacy there are always aspects that can be handled with some margin of tolerance, but not for him. If this is not up for discussion, he said. I have wondered more than once whether such an exceptional person could have avoided - and avoided - more than one disappointment if only he had been more flexible.

			

			riccardo ferrasin’s TESTIMONY: bosetti mayor

			

			So, since the summer of 2005, the new mayor of Valdagno no longer has the problem of managing relations with his deputy by walking the tightrope and dribbling embarrassments, which are not easy to keep confined within the discreet walls of the palace. Bosetti has taken off, he moves within provincial perimeters, Aato Bacchiglione absorbs him completely and he disappears from the village scene. In the meantime, the fame of his skills reached other supra-municipal bodies, and in 2006 he was in nearby Schio as president of Alto Vicentino Ambiente (Ava), an ambitious integrated waste management company in the vanguard of new, and not always well received, technological solutions. Here Bosetti meets Riccardo Ferrasin, the general manager who will accompany him for the six years he will serve.

			I did not know him,’ recalls Ferrasin, ‘except as the previous mayor of Valdagno. I had only met him once at a conference where I was a speaker but, beyond the pleasantries, we did not exchange other words. He arrived in Schio after a somewhat troubled period for our company, in which 31 municipalities of the Alto Vicentino and the Unione montana dell’Altopiano di Asiago participate, not so much because of the activities, which were many and positive, but because of some conflicts over governance. It was the shareholders themselves who identified and appointed him as president, who also appointed two board members, Antonio Carollo and Giorgio Meneghello, who remained on the board for both terms.

			

			The news of Bosetti’s imminent arrival in a certain environment, we have seen time and again, generally caused a certain apprehension. was this also the case in Ava?

			The reputation that anticipated him was that of a rather difficult man, demanding in relationships and very authoritative. In reality we ‘got it’ straight away. I was already general manager, he as president confirmed me for the duration of his tenure. We established a relationship I would dare say absolutely cordial and of great harmony. it was one of the most positive periods of my professional life. We do not have to celebrate a saint, but I must say that Bosetti was an extremely competent and, above all, a very upright and strict person. A man I would say almost rigid, especially with himself. it is a character trait that also caused him some relational and perhaps even personal problems, especially in his last phase.

			Did the other employees of the company have the same opinion?

			Undeniably with Ava he was able to interface well, to understand in depth what was needed. The world of waste and urban hygiene is very difficult and he applied himself a lot. He studied, he prepared, if he didn’t know something he tried to delve into it almost maniacally, he split hairs and, if necessary, even eight. We even had a bit of fun with this because he would tell me ‘you are an intuitive, whereas I have to have proof that you can only do it that way’. But that came from his training and all his previous experiences. Bosetti was by nature a controller, he lived in numbers, but then you also have to know what to do with numbers, otherwise research is sterile. His goal here was to do something important and we succeeded because he was not at all that great centraliser described on the outside. He was able to involve the group, we made a good team by working a lot, and he had a great respect for some of the people who then collaborated on the industrial plan, the effects of which we still enjoy today.

			Shall we explain this path a little further?

			Some previous steps need to be reconstructed. I had initiated the first industrial plan in the late 1990s and early 2000s when we built a large line for the plant. When I arrived, this company was a consortium of local authorities which, in 1999, turned into a joint stock company, now a limited company. The consortium was set up to build a waste-to-energy plant, the one we have is one of only three operating in the Veneto region out of less than 40 in Italy, and the subject matter is in itself very delicate. There are currently three lines operating, and the commitment has always been to keep it up to date with the latest technology through continuous investment. It may not be as pretty to look at as the new ones, but the facility performs an essential function in closing the waste cycle while also allowing for a high level of energy recovery. From the combustion of waste we produce electricity, a third of which is used to power our utilities while the rest is sold to the national grid. We have also had the great intuition of exploiting heat through an important district heating network to which the entire nearby industrial area is connected, as well as the Alto Vicentino hospital. This is perhaps the most important feat contained in the plan signed by Bosetti and approved by the shareholders.

			A rather modern vision for the times. Was it difficult to make it understood?

			A wonderful experience. With Bosetti we went to propose it to the then management of the Ulss dell’Alto Vicentino, which was planning the new hospital, a very important user for district heating systems since it needs heat continuously throughout the year. The hospital was a project financing project, so we had to discuss it for a long time with the company that had the task of building it, and in the end we succeeded. it was the first large user to be connected, and these days we are still expanding the network. Investments have continued even after Bosetti’s departure, and this year alone we will spend another four million to cover the entire industrial area of Schio. When buildings are tele-heated, they can practically close their chimneys, eliminating fossil fuel emissions, and the environmental benefit is extremely important. The industrial plan that we called ‘2008-2012’ was based above all on the maximum utilisation of the energy produced and the upgrading of the plants, as well as raising the level of differentiated waste collection. These, I would say, are the most important features, from an operational point of view, of Bosetti’s activity with us.

			

			Back to the human dimension of the president. Apart from work, was there anything else you discussed?

			As I said, I never perceived him to be a difficult person and that from the very first moment. Partly because he was also joking. And then he would always say ‘we were born on the same day and the same month’, 14 February, so until shortly before he died, we exchanged birthday greetings on that date. It must have been a matter of astral harmony. He was reserved and always focused, that’s for sure. In the company at the most he could propose ‘let’s go for a coffee’, but not even at the machine would he let you go. So I would tell him ‘doctor, that’s enough, let’s talk about football’. He was a Juventus fan, I was an Inter fan, so there was always teasing, since that was the period of the Nerazzurri’s ‘triplete’ and he had to swallow an ugly toad. He spoke of Juventus as a creature. Sometimes he would tell me about his youth, which was troubled, about his mother who worked at Philips, where he was later also employed, and he would tell me about being a dockworker in the Porta Nuova district of Turin. He had a rule, he never bypassed the levels of internal organisation. He would go so far as to ask me if he could ‘steal’ a certain person from me for a few hours, a delicacy that is not taken for granted. In his very austere and polite style he would call everyone by “lei” as everyone, of course, addressed him in the same way. At least two or three times a week he was present at the company, countless times we went together to lunch at the restaurant where his greatest transgression was sparkling water. They were occasions to talk a little about our lives even though he tended very much, while wrapping his spaghetti, to return to company topics. I would then allow myself to stop him.

			And did he ever talk about what he did outside?

			He had an all-encompassing relationship with work and in my opinion this limited him in his ability to 
reinvent himself a little at the end of his professional life. I got into such a confidence that I could say to him ‘look outside a bit, take a few days off’, which I have no recollection of. I never heard him say things like ‘I spent a week with the grandchildren at the seaside’. He was extremely reserved about things. I am convinced, although we obviously never got into the subject, that he earned a fair amount, that is to say rather well, but with salaries that were abysmally far removed from those that would later be awarded to his successors. I believe he also spent himself on charitable donations but very discreetly, he rarely mentioned this to me.

			You were also previously mayor of a municipality in this area for ten years. Although it was a different time, before 1995, and Chiuppano is one-tenth the size of Valdagno, you had that experience and then went on to manage a company that, although it is owned by public shareholders, functions in all respects according to the rules of a joint-stock company. A bit of an inverted path compared to Bosetti’s. What are the difficulties encountered in changing helmets so profoundly? 

			I come from a family that was very involved in social work, it’s a way of thinking that you start absorbing as a child. At the age of 22 I was already a councillor, but in small towns it was not so extraordinary. You started out in the parish and then the transition to looking after your community from the municipal rooms was quite natural for many. When I was 27 I was mayor, perhaps in the worst years of our Republic if we remember all the things that happened between 1980 and the beginning of the 1990s, from Ustica to the bomb at Bologna station, the murders of Giovanni Falcone, Paolo Borsellino, the bombs in Via dei Georgofili in Florence and unfortunately much more. These are moments that make you reflect, they were years when you had to choose sides. At the end of my second term as mayor, I stopped politics because I had two children. I could have stayed with other roles, but I remember a sentence from my mother who told me ‘I hope you don’t run again. For two reasons: first, you have small children; second, people outside are happy about what you did’. I mean, she meant, don’t waste it, stop. He was right, I no longer set foot in the municipal offices except to renew my identity card.

			A very different story from that of Mayor Bosetti.

			Yes, he understood that very well himself. One day when he was in the mood to open up and we were talking about our pasts as public administrators he pointed this out to me. He told me, ‘you were mayor when you were young. I still wonder how they could have voted me in when I think of how many people, as managing director of Marzotto, I had previously sent to the redundancy fund’. In any case, I think that accepting to be mayor for him meant the discovery of a much wider world, the dissolution of the aridity of a thought made up only of numbers. I think values were awakened in him that were previously dormant. He knew that he had done important things without much fanfare and he also expected a different attitude from politics towards him. But he had come to politics late and in that world you always have to be careful even of the nuances, it takes little to disturb the whole system. 

			Does it seem strange to you that it was mainly left-wing parties who supported it in 1995?

			I don’t think it was just by chance, a positioning by exclusion due to having found closed doors elsewhere. The way I knew him I would say that his orientation was that of a centre-left liberal, he had an element of attention to common needs that probably grew out of being mayor. It’s one thing to think in the upper echelons of Marzotto, it’s quite another to have someone come into your office and say ‘I don’t know what to feed the family tonight’ or even worse. He had developed a strong social propensity, but not in the charitable and hairy sense of the term. When faced with states of need, he did not grant handouts but thought of something structured or stable. Be that as it may, when budgets were discussed at Ava, he often urged that performance bonuses be distributed in full even if perhaps not all the agreed targets had been met. He well understood the economic difficulties of workers at certain times in recent history.

			

			Did he ever talk to you about his intention to run again in the 2009 Valdagno elections?

			It was clear to me that it would be a mistake and I tried, very broadly, to make him understand my opinion. I tried to ask him if he had thought it through. Times change, were the observations I allowed myself to make, people’s perceptions also, ten years in politics are geological eras, the terms he had already served had been excellent. The meaning between the lines was: don’t go and hurt yourself. He told me about a survey he had commissioned on purpose among Valdagno voters with encouraging results. At one point he told me ‘I have to do it otherwise I would not forgive myself for not having tried’. However, he saw the defeat as a great injustice, a kind of lack of gratitude from the city for what he had done. He also suffered when he realised that in Ava he would not be confirmed for a third term. In other words, he had initiated projects that others would carry out.

			Have you maintained contact afterwards?

			We spoke on the phone at birthdays, Christmas and Easter and saw each other a few times at dinner with mutual friends. He would come willingly and that pleased me a lot. Then, unfortunately, everything ended with Covid.

			

			afterword: Bosetti, a master for me

			by Maurizio Zordan

			

			I met Lorenzo Bosetti when I worked at Marzotto as a controller. It was ‘91, and I came in to work on the management control system that he had implemented almost thirty years earlier, when Marzotto rebuilt productivity through measurement after the workers’ occupation. The company was recognised as a true outpost of management control, and its controllers were highly sought after by companies in the province because experience there was equivalent to a master’s degree. The instrument we used was very sophisticated and measured all variables that had an economic or technical content; to add further pathos to the legend my older colleagues would add that Bosetti had built it while he was studying.  

			The monthly reporting had something of the religious about it because of the emphasis placed on delivering on time (and with square numbers) the divisional profit and loss accounts that compared with the previous year and the monthly budget. There was an enormous power in the floor above ours where the offices of Pietro Marzotto, Bosetti and the general managers of the textile and clothing divisions were located. After a year or so working there, there was some tension: one of our senior colleagues was about to leave the company because he had been called by an important competitor from Verona, the Tiberghien. After a few weeks of nervousness Bosetti entered our office accompanied by the colleague in question, the two of them approached the desk and the colleague collected his things. All without a word. Then the two left the office and Bosetti accompanied him to the gates. The negotiation was over, a line had been drawn and that gesture communicated very clearly to all of us that our colleague had gone over to the ‘enemy’. 

			 Those were tumultuous years, we were working on the integration of Lanerossi, which had been acquired a few years earlier, while in ‘91 Hugo Boss had also joined the group, and in ‘92 the koruna balance sheets of a Czech wool mill had arrived in our office to be reclassified and translated into lire. It was that of Nova Mosilana. Only three years had passed since the fall of the Berlin Wall and Marzotto was buying a company there. Unbelievable! However, the ‘93 crisis was also brewing, and when it arrived, my boss and I were summoned by Bosetti to his office because he wanted to know how much fixed costs we were covering in the fabric cost labels, worried that they might make the price uncompetitive. An expression he used at that juncture was ‘it is the volumes that cover the fixed costs’. A colleague of mine from Milan printed it out and hung it in his flat in Valdagno. Bosetti left Marzotto in ‘94 and I left it in ‘96. 

			In the ‘95 elections, my father and I signed the manifesto that nominated him as mayor with the ‘Scegli Valdagno’ civic list. That was the first time I voted as my father. I met Bosetti again a few years later on the occasion of the negotiation for a PIP lot that had gone empty, and even though the negotiation did not see us as favourites, I breathed and appreciated his rigour in doing the town’s interest and at the same time the interest of businesses. 

			

			About a year and a half ago, I decided to visit him in the Villa Serena rest home, accompanied by the director, who described his condition to me but, at the same time, was keen to tell me that the wing he was housed in was the extension of the rest home he had had built as mayor. When I saw him I was moved, especially hearing his thin, very tired but unmistakable voice. It was difficult to have a proper conversation with him, but I stood there as long as I could, it seemed like a unique opportunity. I gave him the book about our company, his daughter was able to read it to him and he was very pleased. A month before he passed away, I went to see him again and that time he asked me to bring my ear close to his mouth so that the nurse wouldn’t hear him, and he asked me if there was a taxi in Valdagno because he wanted to go back to Alpignano, the town in the Turin hinterland where he was born. It made me very tender to hear that request, which was also his last teaching. In my opinion, when I told him that there was no taxi service, he thought: ‘If I were still mayor I would have to give Valdagno a taxi service’.

			

			EDITOR’S NOTE

			

			This book is the result of the collaboration between Maurizio Zordan, Maurizio Martini and Eliseo Fioraso to reflect on the close relationship that exists between the business world and the development of territories, and on how to carry out administrative action that contributes to the harmonious growth of an entire community. The book is a reconstruction of Lorenzo Bosetti’s actions and is the result of numerous testimonies, including critical ones, collected from the protagonists of the two seasons experienced by Lorenzo Bosetti both as CEO of Marzotto and as mayor of Valdagno. We would particularly like to thank Emilio Perardi, Santo Ungaro, Bruno Zanini, Gianni Mion, Sergio Spiller, Jean De Jaegher, Matteo Marzotto, Luigi Dalla Via and Riccardo Ferrasin for their testimonies. 

			We would also like to thank Marina Maddalena, Silvia Bosetti, Susanna Piva, Annalisa Gavasso, Paolo Slaviero, Piergiorgio Zanuso, Graziano Dal Lago

			Lastly, we would like to thank the mayor of Bergamo Giorgio Gori who, by retracing Lorenzo Bosetti’s professional and administrative career, allowed us to enrich the volume with an in-depth reflection on his experience as a ‘mayor-entrepreneur’ and, more generally, on the meaning of civic engagement for those who have previously gained professional experience in the business world. 

			The Publisher

		

		
			
			

		

		
			
			

		

		
			
			

		

		

		
			
				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

				
				

			

		

		
			We recommend downloading the map of Valdagno to better understand the areas mentioned in the book
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