The incredible story of the San Isidro family accused of kidnapping. The home. The
basement. The secret prison. The father. The wife. The rugby playing son. This is how
they lived. This is how they got along. All in this special report.
THE PUCCIO CLAN
Daniel “Maguila” Puccio, the other son.
Epifanía Calvo de Puccio, the mother.
Alejandro Rafael Puccio, the rugby player.

Daniel Puccio, the most involved son.
Epifanía Calvo de Puccio, the mother.
Alejandro Rafael Puccio, the rugby player.
This is the inside story of the Puccios, the San Isidro family accused of kidnapping
Nélida Bollini de Prado. Their house. The jail they had in the basement. The
relationship between the father and his children. An exclusive interview with Mónica
Sovik —the girlfriend of Alejandro, the CASI rugby player— after she was freed.
All about this new and surprising case of kidnapping in Argentina.

THE PUCCIO PRISON
In the basement, horror beneath an otherwise normal house. Twelve stairs nailed into place led to a room
filled with empty bottles and tools. A closet on wheels served as the doorway into the “cell”: a 32-square
foot room with no air circulation. The walls were covered with newspapers and a can served as a toilet.
The ingenuity of the kidnappers. Bales of hay outside the victim’s cell to make them believe they were in
the countryside. An electric fan was the only ventilation inside the “prison.”
The stairs down into hell. A can with a plank on top served as a toilet. Since it wasn’t cleaned out
regularly, this made it nearly impossible to breathe.

CHAINED UP FOR OVER A MONTH
This is where businesswoman Nélida Bollini de Prado was held for over a month, chained to the bed.
On top of it, a sort of tent had been put up to keep her from gauging the layout of the room.

Locals from San Isidro point out the vent to the basement where the Puccios had constructed a prison
for their kidnapping victims.
The iron gate into the Puccio home. They owned two trucks. One of them, now in police custody, was
apparently used to kidnap their victim.

THE PUCCIO HOME
Martín y Omar 544. Downtown San Isidro. This is where the Puccios lived. On the corner
was their nautical sports store. Next door, the iron gateway into the house. That’s
where the van supposedly used to kidnap Nélida Bollini de Prado pulled in. Once inside,
down in the basement was the spot now known as “the Puccio jail.” Investigators are now
trying to determine whether other kidnapping victims recognize the San Isidro home.
A shot of the patio of the Puccio home in San Isidro. This is where they parked their
vehicles. The neighbors swear the rugby player is innocent.

The door to the Puccios’ kitchen swung open violently and a rough, husky voice interrupted the silent
night. It was Friday, August 23rd, a warm night that felt like spring in San Isidro. “Up against the wall!
Up against the wall!” yelled a man with a leather jacket and long blond hair down to his waist. He was
holding a submachine gun. Alejandro Rafael Puccio —age twenty-six-, a rugby player for CASI who used to
play for the Pumas—had no time to react. All he managed to do was take his girlfriend’s hand. Both of them
were shaking. Mónica Sürvick —age twenty-one-, with straight blond hair, a little girl’s face and a
kindergarten teacher—stifled a cry and ran towards the counter. “It’s a robbery! Oh my God, what is this?”
And in just a few seconds, the patio outside the colonial style home on the corner of Martín y Omar and 25
de Mayo, San Isidro, was filled with stomping boots and men shouting incomprehensible orders. The blond
man who had entered first flashed a search warrant and before Alejandro could even ask why, the blond had
him in handcuffs. “No, don’t take him away, don’t leave me, Alex!” yelled Mónica. But Alejandro was
already lying face down on the patio and as he cried, he kept telling the police, “I’m innocent. I don’t
know anything. Call my friend Polo. I don’t know a thing.”
It was exactly 10:12pm when Mónica found out the truth. It was 10:12pm when Alejandro—with teary eyes, and
shaking his head as if he couldn’t believe it watched as several men helped an older woman dressed in a
brown skirt, boots and a white blouse up out of the basement. The woman could just barely stand, and she
alternated between crying and laughing as she repeated in a shaky voice, “Is this real? Am I really free?”
Her skin was nearly transparent and she looked about 80 years old. It was exactly 10:12 pm when an officer
from the Kidnapping Investigations Department of the Province of Buenos Aires told Mónica, “A woman was
held captive here for thirty-six days.” It was exactly 10:12pm when a policeman from the Fraud and
Embezzlement Department of the Federal Police consoled Alejandro, who couldn’t stop crying: “Calm down,
kid, calm down. Don’t say a word now. Just think that today, the nightmare is over.”
The nightmare was over, yes. For Mrs. Nélida Bovini de Prado —age fifty-eight-, businesswoman, owner of
several stores on Independencia Avenue and the Tito and Oscar car dealership —it was over exactly when two
of the forty- five men involved in the sting removed the thick chains that had bound her to the bed. They
pulled off the one blanket that was covering her and helped her up from the damp mattress, thus ended her
thirty-six days of captivity and suffering.
When the twelve cars surrounded the Puccios’ yellow house, the neighbors, startled, began coming out of
their houses to see what was happened. “The Puccios were robbed,” everyone said. No one could have
suspected the horrific truth. They were a family everyone knew, one that had lived there for years, a
well-to-do family. The father, Arquímedes Puccio (age fifty-six), a former public servant, former diplomat
and public accountant. The mother, Epifanía Angeles Calvo (age fifty-three), an accounting professor at a
public high school in Martínez. The sister, Silvia Inés (age twenty-five), a fine arts teacher —with a
degree from the School of the Visual Arts in San Isidro, and another from the School of Fine Arts— at a
private Catholic school. One of the brothers, Alejandro Rafael (age twenty-six), owner of “the best
windsurf and ski store in town,” (the store, Hobby Wind, was located beneath the house) and ¾ back of the
CASI rugby team after stint playing for the Pumas. Another brother, Daniel “Maguila” Puccio (age twentythree), a third division CASI player and the “fun one” in the family. Or Guillermo —the youngest of the
brothers— and another serious sports player who is now in New Zealand, “because they didn’t want him to
leave [New Zealand] because he’s such a great player.” Or Adriana, the youngest, age fourteen, who had
returned just three weeks ago from a vacation to Mendoza with her mother, with whom she had a very close
relationship. No one could have suspected this parallel reality: that of a kidnapping for ransom that had
begun thirty-six days earlier. The kidnappers were initially demanding five million dollars but they had
been negotiated down to just two hundred fifty thousand.
Today, Tuesday August 27th, the Puccios are accused of kidnapping. Fernando and Ignacio Farot,
eye-witnesses who signed the police report, shared what they saw:
“They showed us the basement, with damp bales of hay and a fan. ‘What’s this?’ we asked. And they told us
that the hay was to make their victims think they were in the countryside because the smell would throw
them off. We saw a shoebox with a half empty package of cookies, a tea bag, a little mate: this is where
she was fed. And behind this huge closet on wheels, a door opened into ‘the prison.’ We saw a tiny
nightstand piled with medicine and chains on the bed. Down there, which looked like a basement where just
tools and paint was stored, a woman had been held prisoner… And to think that Mr. Puccio had told us he
was building this big basement because he wanted a cold storage unit for the takeout food place ‘Los
Naranjos’ that he ran a few years back. The place was filled with bottles of good wine, maybe four hundred
of them.”
“Then they made us sign a ton of papers. That’s when we read the list of other possible victims and we saw
some packs of cigarettes that were open and empty and which they apparently used to send messages. We saw
magazines with articles about the guerrilla warfare and human rights underlined in three different colors.
The book Nunca Más was there along with a sort of ‘Kidnappers Manual’ that detailed how to carry out a
kidnapping. We saw four different passports belonging to the father and one false document. The policeman
came over and asked, ‘Do you recognize this man?’ And it was Mr. Puccio’s face but the last name on the
card was Rocca.”
PHOTO: The basement workbench. The last “visible” area of the house. Just a few inches to the right was
the closet and behind it, the doorway into horror.

Eduardo Cortés Echenique, another witness, was equally surprised. “They made that lady use two buckets for
a toilet and they had an air freshener but let me tell you, the smell down there was nauseating. It was
all so sordid no story you ever hear, no matter how terrifying, is going to erase the impression I had
when I went in there. It was a little room, four feet by eight feet, with a burlap sack over the roof and
newspapers on the walls. Now, the Puccios had a rabbit and a dog as pets. And I bet not even the rabbit
was living in such deplorable conditions…”
Mr. Lutemberg, owner of the kiosko right across the street where Alejandro always bought snacks and
chocolates for his girlfriend, was taken aback by the news. “Mr. Puccio had a strange habit of sweeping
the sidewalk out front at any hour of the day or night. He’d come out with his broom every half hour or
so, and when I closed up the kiosko, sometimes at two in the morning, he’d still be out there sweeping.
Once he even crossed the street to sweep my side and he said, ‘We should all be good neighbors and help
each other out, don’t you think? All of us have to work together to keep San Isidro beautiful.’ He even
painted my lamppost, because he said it needed a layer of paint.” At the nearby YPF gas station, the
family filled up the tanks of Arquímedes’s gray Ford Falcon, Alex’s F-100 pickup truck and the yellow
Mitsubishi van with curtains that Arquímedes gave as a gift to Daniel. This van was the one supposedly
used by Arquímedes and Daniel —along with a third accomplice, Guillermo Laborde— to kidnap Mrs. Bovini. An
YPF employee, Luc Chielens, said that he and his coworkers had known the rugby players “for years and
years” and added, “Puccio was somewhat of an obsessive. He always popped his head out of his office
whenever there was any noise on the street. He was a strict guy, very formal. He liked to dress elegantly.
He wore a tie. He wasn’t too social and in the neighborhood, they called him ‘Cuckoo’ because he would
always stick his head out the window or Bernardo, because he looked like El Zorro’s deaf buddy. But he was
a family man, a neighborhood man, who always talked about helping out others and his youngest daughter’s
future. He always said, ‘The little one is my little girl. The others are all grown up and they’ll leave
home, but I have to take care of my little Adriana.’ When we heard the news, we just couldn’t believe it.”
Others who are having a hard time accepting the news are Alejandro’s teammates. They not only held a
special mass at 7:30pm at the CASI club, but tear up when they say, “We vouch for Alejandro. He’s got
nothing to do with this.” Luis Varela, his coach, added, “I’m going to support my friend unless a
confession proves me wrong. He’s innocent and we’re behind him one hundred percent.” Guillermo Cacho
Barone, his best friend, chimed in: “On Sunday, we were all speechless in the locker room —we just
couldn’t believe it- . But we know it wasn’t Ale. So we went down to the prison to bring him some food, we
bought a few things he might need and we gave him a club jersey that we all signed so he knows we’re with
him to the end.” Fernando Benegas, the coach of the youth division at CASI, got glossy-eyed when he shared
his theory: “Maybe they used Alejandro, who was so popular, such a good guy. His store was separate and he
didn’t work with his father: maybe he didn’t know what was going on. I swear to you, he barely lived in
that house. Last year, I spent forty days by his side when he had hepatitis and I was at that house and I
know that for him, it was like ‘a boarding house.’ He only went there to sleep. His store was doing great
and this must have hit him like a hammer, just like it did us.” Florencio Varela, José Beccar Varela,
Jorge Alen, Daniel Sanés, and all his teammates from CASI agree: “It’s wasn’t Alex. He was tricked.”
That’s also what Mónica, his girlfriend, says. At her house in Boulougne, with a strength difficult to
imagine in a twenty-one-year-old girl who was in jail for two days before she was absolved of the
kidnapping. “I’ve known the family for three years, since Alex and I started dating, and I swear to you,
he had nothing to do with this. He never had much of a relationship with his father: the younger brother,
Maguila, was his dad’s favorite. But Alejandro said that didn’t matter, because he wanted his brother to
get ahead. Maguila didn’t have a job and since he had come back from his trip, he had become a vegetarian
and he said that anyone who wore fur was a murderer. I don’t know. I don’t understand what happened. I
never saw anything out of the ordinary. Ever. Did I ever go down into the basement? Never. And Alejandro
almost never went, either. It wasn’t a place the family used. That house is divided into independent
living spaces. Each room opens onto the patio, with no doors connecting them on the inside. It’s perfectly
reasonable to think that Alejandro never knew. I’d vouch for him and Silvia. And if the mother knew and
she didn’t say anything, it was to protect the family. Believe me, they had nothing to do with it. The
father must have tricked them. And that’s the worst of it. That double life he was living for… how long?
Who knows? It’s terrible. Alejandro must be destroyed and now more than ever he’s going to need his
friends’ support. I’m going to be there for him too. I’m twenty-one and this was a tremendous blow. I
mean, when I say ‘I can’t believe it,’ it’s a way of defending myself. But the facts are there. I saw the
woman who was kidnapped. All I can say is that if the father was involved, he was either a cynic or a
great actor. We never saw anything weird. H was a simple man who was very strict with his children; he’d
go out to eat with his wife twice or three times a month; he’d chitchat at the table; they didn’t have any
money issues. I don’t understand how this could have happened.”
Many others are as bewildered by the news as Mónica. They wonder how a woman could have been held in the
basement for thirty-six days without anyone from the family knowing. Or whether a stranger —spotted by
many neighbors— could have come and gone from the storefront (now closed, next door to Hobby Wind). Could
he have been going down into the basement without anyone from the Puccio family seeing him? Many, many
people don’t understand. Especially Alejandro’s friends, who remember going into the study of Arquímedes
Puccio, a spacious room filled with papers and books, and finding a little sign on the desk that read, “Do
good things without expecting anything in return.”
PHOTO: Arquímedes Puccio: they say he was a serious man, strict with his children

