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He opened a cupboard. Inside there were about fifty small bottles with ground stoppers, all numbered.
‘Please, pick one.’
Morandi looked at him perplexed; he extended a hesitant hand and chose a small bottle.
‘Open it and sniff it. What do you smell?’
Morandi inhaled deeply …
‘This would seem to be the smell of barracks.’
Montesanto in his turn sniffed. ‘Not exactly,’ he answered. ‘Or at least not so for me. It is the odour of elementary school rooms; in fact, of my room in my school … I understand that for you it’s nothing: for me it’s my childhood.
‘I’m also preserving the photograph of my thirty-seven classmates in the first grade, but the scent from this small bottle is enormously quicker in recalling to my mind the interminable hours of tedium spent over the spelling primer; the particular state of mind of children … during the terrifying suspense before the first dictation test. When I sniff it … my innards are convulsed in just the way they were at the age of seven as I waited to be called up to be interrogated … 
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