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Preface

Piedmont is Terra Magica. Many Piedmontese places and cities are permeated with Magic and Mystery, overflowing with Ancient History and Arcane Myths.

In this collection of stories we discover that Pinerolo, Avigliana, Pragelato, Turin, Il Musinè, Limone Piemonte tell us ancient, occult stories, hidden from those who cannot discover them, to see among the folds of the Legend.

In this book, dear reader, the author Romana Villari will suggest the existence of arcane secrets of these places and apparently normal characters, simple and nice boys and girls, who find themselves stuck in adventures that are often bloody, anomalous, scary, set in real places but straddling the Fantasy and the Paranormal.

The world of Fantastic Literature is full of noble examples of the "feminine" vision of the horror story, starting with the most brilliant of them, that Frankenstein by Mary Shelley, written in 1818 and which has become a cornerstone of the collective imagination. The pen of the author, at the time of writing just eighteen years old, managed to touch very particular chords of human psychology, creating characters who became the archetypes of a whole literary, cinematographic, artistic genre.

Romana Villari in this work also tackles the crime, the mystery, the search for the solution of an enigma, with a marked tendency to the world and to the hearts of women. Often the protagonists of the stories in the book are they, young or older, described in detail in the act of fighting against adversity and Evil, amiably analyzed in their weaknesses. In reality, only the pen and the identification of a woman could give us such sensitive protagonists, ready to acknowledge the existence of an “other”, supernatural, transcendent world, which manifests itself in the stories and makes them fascinating.

The restlessness of normality can already be sensed starting from the title "The queen of the dolls", taken from the first of the stories in the book. Here the work that the author wants to operate on the mind of the reader is clearly manifested: the atmosphere of children's fairy tales is evoked in all its magical and terrifying meanings since, in the narratives of the Grimm Brothers, the queen is a dark character and the dolls have cold and mysterious eyes, they are often archetypes witnessing supernatural events.

The reader is thus transported whirlwindly into the world of the writer, apparently real and tangible, in the description of the places and their history, a world that is transformed during the evolution of the narrative, taking on mysterious and imaginative connotations. Thus Pinerolo, Avigliana, Val Chisone and Musinè become doors to other universes, places of evocation and manifestation of ancient and immortal entities.

I will not reveal anything about the plots and characters that move in the eight stories that the author has chosen for this brilliant literary debut. The female sensitivity, the natural propensity of women to "see beyond" is, as I said, the driving force of the events in which the stupidity of the search for money and the uselessness of human violence also stand out.

Ancient ghosts, modern witches, diabolical temptators and city serial killers animate the stories, also populated by intriguing policemen and masked boys who vanish into the hills. All observed incessantly by the cold and mysterious eyes of the Queen's dolls, which in the first story appear disturbing onlookers.

After reading these pages, when we pass through the alleys of Pinerolo or between the warehouses of the Dynamite Factory di Avigliana, when we will go trekking on the paths of Musinè and Limonetto or we will be walking in the center of Turin or on the Vallecrosia seafront, we will certainly find the way to savor new, magical and unusual sensations. For this, and much more, we will be grateful to Romana Villari and her "The Queen of Dolls".

Claudio Calzoni
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The Queen of Dolls


[image: image]




Pinerolo.

That night was particularly cold. 

Ghitin was on her way home. 

Under the dark and characteristic arcades of the medieval town there was no one. Each holed up in homes, in the company of loved ones. It was twenty days before Christmas and she, no longer young, alone, felt even more abandoned at that time of year. A cold pang pierced her heart but it was not from the bitter cold, but loneliness. At times, she would stop for a while at the bar under the arcades, where a sip of liquor and a chat made her feel at home, even if the ephemeral feeling vanished as soon as she went back through the door of the house ... and, perhaps for this reason, he had got into the habit of lingering outside for a long time.

Not even a kitten was waiting for her in her home, she couldn't afford it. She had, however, the dolls. Her little girls, with whom she spent the hours, arranging their dresses, gluing their worn hair.

Ghitin always had a passion. Every Saturday morning she traveled by train to the city, where the oldest and most characteristic flea market in the region took place: the Balôn. There, among stalls that exhibited the most disparate and bizarre objects, with a few cents, she could buy eccentric and particular clothes, and above all her girls. Dolls of all sizes and ages. Sometimes, unwittingly, she did great deals, bought unique pieces that were only emotionally dear to her.

She lived in a historic medieval palace that had been none other than the Vicar's house. The façade, punctuated by the typical arched windows and finely decorated with geometric patterns in red bricks, bore evident signs of the time. Ancient splendors now faded, through neglect, through speculation, in recent decades no restructuring had been made to that little architectural jewel, which endured over the centuries. The faded frescoes reflected the sad and dilapidated lives of the area's inhabitants. Poor people, people of ill repute and the elderly.

The ancient vestiges were still present in a rounded corner on the corner of the building that constituted the Pietra della Ragione, that is the public place where those guilty of reporting or non-payment of their debts were chained and exposed.

Climbing the decadent stairs to her miserable home, she thought of the Christmas gifts to prepare, for the acquaintances of the bar, for some shopkeeper in the area or for her children. One step after another, that first floor seemed unreachable. The key inserted in the lock, Ghitin was ready for another evening to be spent in solitude, sewing clothes or reading some magazine picked up months before. Her whole life was enclosed in two rooms: the kitchen which served as a living room and the bedroom, lit by two large windows from which the sun's rays only entered for a few hours a day.

Unaware that not everything was like other times. 

As soon as she opened the door she immediately realized that something was wrong: the same chill she felt outside had pervaded the house. She ran to the bedroom where she saw the windows wide open and with broken glass, all the clothes from the wardrobes spilled on the floor, her dolls submerged, magazines scattered all over the floor. She tried to close the windows but she heard footsteps behind her. Fear took hold of all of her frail old lady's body. Behind her, an arm gripped her neck. While she was trying to struggle, her whole poor existence glimpsed before her eyes: when a child ran in the fields with her setter, her mother, her father, then, the gray years of the war, the city cousins ​​she occasionally went to visit, her eccentricity that made her avoid most superficial people, her passion for the past and objects from other times, all the love she would have liked to give and receive ...

In an instant, she sensed the desperation of the end, she fell flat on a pile of newspapers beside her bed. As an extreme gesture of help she grabbed, tightly, a statue in the shape of Our Lady full of Lourdes water, as if to feel less alone and desperate, aware of the end, then, a blow on the head and it was darkness.

*
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The two thieves were looking for something. As they entered the window, they had begun to rummage quickly before the old woman came home (as they called her). There was no time to waste. Who had hired them had been clear. They couldn't be wrong. There were too many interests at stake.

They began to rummage without too many compliments in the closets, throwing everything on the floor, out of the drawers, scattering the magazines: nothing, they could not find what they were looking for.

Suddenly, they heard the key turn in the lock: shit! There was someone. They had to hide. Yet they had told them that the old woman lived alone but you never know, some friend of the bar or a neighbor. They hid behind a doorpost, waiting. The door opened a little and a small, somewhat shrunken figure stumbled in. It had to be her. She was alone. Fear took over, she didn't have to tell anyone what was happening in her house. She was a talkative, with a few glasses of liquor she had told the whole town uncomfortable things. Just after one of those nonsense they were there, to search, to absolutely find the precious object.

Unseen, they took her by surprise, from behind, near the bed, in the room from which they had entered breaking the glass of the windows. They didn't want to kill her but just frighten her to the point of making her keep her mouth shut and maybe still have time to force her to give them what they wanted and leave. One girded her by the neck. It was enough to knock her out. Squeeze the more burly of the two said to himself.

Everything happened in a few seconds, the old woman fell to the ground, tripping over some newspapers scattered on the floor, banging her head against the edge of the bedside table. A moment and the body lying on the ground was sprinkled with blood, as if it had sprung from the crack of a barrel full of wine. Life flowed along with that dark liquid, which soaked the newspaper.

After a few excited moments of dismay they calmed down. Now they had plenty of time to search and find what they had come for. A dead body could be a problem. The old woman was without relatives, it was said in the city, no one would claim her and they could simulate a very banal fatal illness: a messy tramp who, feeling ill, falls banging her head on the bedside table.

They left the lifeless body on the floor, lying at the foot of the bed, against a cold stone wall, gray and dirty, without an ounce of pity or respect for what a woman had been in life.

They finished rummaging. With a knife found in the kitchen they cut the mattresses, after undoing the bed. Finally, at the bottom of a drawer, they found what they were looking for and left the house, empty of life, full of desolation and confusion. Only the glazed gaze of a hundred dolls could observe them, glittering with the moon's rays that filtered through the partially broken windows, yet hidden from outside view by a thin curtain. On that cold December night.

*
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It was a February morning, one of those when thick fog divides space with the clear blue of the winter sky. In the city, at the foot of the Alps, the pungent scent of recent snowfalls could be felt in the air.

Commissioner Gualtieri had just taken up his duties when he was called to find the body, now in an advanced state of decomposition, of an elderly lady who lived alone in a dilapidated house in the historic center.

Everyone knew her in Pinerolo, above all for her eccentric and likeable manner: she dressed in a bizarre way, out of time, and never disdained a chat. Everyone also knew that she loved dolls and, when it happened, they gave her one as a gift. He also lived in the center and knew Ghitin. She did not know her real name but, for everyone, the odd old lady was called that. He thought, obviously, of the umpteenth story of abandonment and loneliness. In the past, the lady had dated a married man, then a widower, with a son, but for years nothing had been known. Sadly, but with the resignation and detachment that the profession imposes, he put on his jacket and set off on foot towards the Vicar's house. The police station was not far away and the historic center was not accessible by car. Given the political-administrative controversies related to that closure, he decided not to add problems and discussions, preferring to take a walk. In provincial towns, almost everything is within walking distance. Crossing the low medieval arcades, he allowed himself the frivolity of drinking a bicerìn in the historic Galup café, one of the most renowned in all of Piedmont. He had to go to the scene of the discovery but by now the old lady was dead and it made no difference if he arrived a few minutes late. Especially since he could take advantage of it to ask questions to bystanders. The bar is the best possible source of information for an investigator. The hot, sweet and bitter drink had in itself the very meaning of life. 

Arriving under the door he saw a great excitement, among curious neighbors, a patrol of carabinieri, an ambulance. Unfortunately, the discovery of the body of an elderly woman alone in the house did not cause a sensation but the procedures had to be followed to the letter. Inspector Bruni, who was waiting for him, immediately updated him: «Commissioner, good morning. We found the body lying next to the bed. By now, in an advanced state of decomposition. ». He continued in a cadenced and martial tone. «The alarm was raised by the neighbors who were alerted by the stench coming from the apartment and from the owner of the apartment, who had not received the rent for three months. At first, the neighbors who had never seen her again thought she had gone to visit some friends in Turin for Christmas. According to some witnesses, the dead woman, a certain Margherita Borghi, known in the village as Ghitin, it should have distant cousins ​​in the capital. ».

"When is the approximate date of death?" Gualtieri asked, snorting slightly at the umpteenth unexpected to the daily routine, made up of paperwork and cappuccino, sipped comfortably seated at his office desk.

«The lady has not been seen for a couple of weeks before last Christmas» the inspector briefed the inspector with abundance and reverence. “There are still some packages to unwrap at home, to confirm this hypothesis. Do you want to make an inspection? They have to take the body away. The hypothesis is that of an illness, which will be confirmed or not by the autopsy examination”.

"Sure, let's go up." As the two walked up the partially lit stairs, they saw reporters thronging. More or less authorized people were entering and leaving the apartment. However, it did not happen every day to find a body in the house, months after death. Everything was news, even the smallest gossip, especially in a quiet provincial town.

"Commissioner, a statement ..." a reporter said in a quivering tone, almost attacking the two policemen. 

“Did you know the homeless woman found dead? What can you tell us? It's the usual story of abandonment, reported to negligent social services, isn't it? As usual, bourgeois indifference! Answer us, Commissioner?” 

Commissioner Gualtieri remained impassive. In a low voice, with firm coldness, he said to Bruni: "Get the scene cleared immediately, I want to be alone in the house. And that strangers never again intrude on such occasions. We're not sure it's not a crime scene. Made myself clear?". He said raising his voice slightly.

Bruni abruptly cleared the area of ​​onlookers and technicians to make the Commissioner remain alone at home, as ordered. Gualtieri was a strange type, Bruni thought to himself. Migrated from central Italy, a "foreigner", but not a southerner, had a kind of sixth sense for particular cases. Even though he was a scrupulous and meticulous person, he didn't act like other policemen, he seemed to feel some kind of empathy for every crime that came his way. Shrugging his shoulders slightly, the inspector thought to himself: we might as well indulge him, he has almost always had a nose in solving the most controversial cases.

As soon as Commissioner Gualtieri was alone he began to wander around the house. The stench was impressive. You never get used to the smell of rotting human flesh. Any leftover food or animal carcasses did not have a similar stench. What a miserable thing is man, flesh and bones that decompose as soon as the Fates unplug the thread ... but there was no time for philosophical reflections, he had to concentrate on every little detail, the smallest detail to mentally reconstruct what could have happened.

Sorrow, loneliness, an illness, an accident, he couldn't tell: he had to look and observe. 

Instinctively bringing a handkerchief to his nose, the Commissioner proceeded with the grid method, starting from the entrance and moving to the left where there was a small kitchen overlooking the internal courtyard of the building. Dirty dishes, with withered leftovers, grotesquely set the table. From the refrigerator, with the plug unplugged, some bluish and foul-smelling liquid was leaking. Remains of a humble meal and some provisions.

Everything seemed normal: a glass, a plate, two cutlery, a half-empty bottle of wine, nothing in the sink. One person's last meal. One thing, however, caught his attention: he noticed that in the cupboard there were the same type of dishes that were on the table with the remains of the food. He would have expected to find mismatched junk in a poor old woman's house and not a service of greater value.

The Commissioner was a fan of small antiques and never missed a flea market. He always hoped to make the bargain of his life, and usually managed to buy himself some pretty goodies to take home.

The service was Richard-Ginori, decorated with Angelica Kaufmann engravings. It dates back to the late nineteenth century. Perhaps it was a family memory, which the old woman did not give prestige. Surely, in the circle of experts and fences, those objects would not have escaped.

He left the kitchen and proceeded to the second room, a little larger than the previous one. There, where the corpse was still standing, he smelled the stench of putrefaction more. For a moment he winced but he didn't have to be distracted: "The downside of my trade," he thought.

A grotesque disorder reigned in the room. It looked like a circle of hell, a Babylon.

Dresses and hats scattered everywhere, wardrobe doors wide open, drawers torn up and their entire contents spilled onto the floor. Big gashes in the mattresses. Everything suggested that there had been an attempted theft. Whether contextual or subsequent to the woman's death could not yet be said. The windows were broken from the outside but the curtain partially hid the thing. There were clear signs of forced entry.

The woman's body was lying on the ground, on a pile of newspapers made putrid, almost muddy, by a pool of congealed blood that had formed from what was left of the head. 

Yes, we needed an autopsy exam. Thought Gualtieri now an expert for the years he spent in homicides when he lived in Umbria. It might not have been an accident.

Once again the inspector's attention was drawn to a detail: the bones of the old woman's shrunken hand were holding something tenaciously. He knelt beside the body to be able to see better. It was a souvenir, a plastic Madonna with Lourdes water inside. Whether she had died of an illness or an attempted theft that had gone wrong, it was a sign that the old woman was aware that she was living the last moments of her life. A desperate gesture, a sign of the search for comfort and protection in that crucial moment of solitude.

Getting up behind him, the Commissioner noticed that on the sideboard were well arranged, in several rows, numerous dolls, companions and pastimes of Ghitin. Crossing the mountain of objects, with a leaping step, he approached. With the eye of the expert he noticed that they were not mere dolls of children's games. Among them were SFBJ, Lenci cloth dolls, some biscuit, Furga, caractère dolls: museum pieces, in short. About ten thousand euros looked at him with painted and glassy eyes, with sarcastic and sweet smiles.

In the Inspector's mind, those who had been mere suspicions were turning into certainties: it was not an attempted theft and probably not even an illness that caught the old woman. Certainly thieves, however inexperienced, stolen the very little money and the non-existent gold, would have pounced on some of those pieces that are very easy to sell on the black market.

"Bruni, come!" Gualtieri said in a decisive tone.

"Yes, Commissioner?"

“There is something strange, very strange. An illness following an attempted robbery does not hold up. Do you see those dolls?”.

“Yup. Commissioner”. The inspector answered a little puzzled. He didn't know about dolls and didn't understand why he was pointing them out to him.

“They are of great value. If not all of them, at least some of them would not have escaped thieves. They could have placed them easily. In the kitchen there is even a service of dishes of almost equal value.”.

"It may be that some gypsies entered, thinking that the woman was in the city with friends, they looked for gold and money, and, seeing the body, they ran away without giving weight to things. In fact, even the kitchen service was used normally. "

"Maybe but something is not right. It doesn't fit. The woman is ill and everyone still believes her in the city. By pure chance of the kids, two, one, we don't know, enter breaking windows, sneak in and devastate the apartment without first noticing the body or do they notice it and continue? Maybe but I have the impression that there is something out of place. Have the remains taken away, call forensics, arrange for the autopsy, and order the seals once and for all. Nobody has to set foot in here anymore. Not even the judicial officer or the curator, if there is one. " Gualtieri ordered in a firm and decisive tone.

“Yup. Commissioner”.

«I precede you to the police station. Also send someone in the neighborhood to ask if they heard anything around Christmas, ask questions around those who saw Signora Margherita in the days before her disappearance. For now, leave nothing to chance ». He finished and went out.

*
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It was a nice sunny Saturday. Spring, made up of a few days out of season, was beginning to feel in the air. Even in Turin, early in the morning, you could hear the circling battlements, perched on the branches of the plane trees that marked the long and elegant avenues of the city in parallel rows.

Going to the weekly Flea Market, Vittoria went as always to the newsagent to buy a couple of newspapers. One of those usual gestures, which are lost in thought and you would never believe they can change your life. Just outside the shop, he began to immerse himself in a whirlwind of voices and colors as only the multiethnic Balôn can represent. "Here we have everything for less." "Miss come and see what beautiful pieces today." Voices of distant languages, the scent of spices and the colors of the Mediterranean intertwined with colored skirts and eyes with the intense gaze of people from Eastern Europe or the Middle East.

Vittoria liked that colorful chaos, such a varied humanity: ugly faces, perhaps, for those who did not know how to grasp their beauty but of good people. Even if there were some fools among them, for generations now, most of them had been rag-picking to survive and for passion. «Yes, because even if it may not seem like it, being a second-hand dealer gets you inside. You are in contact with the truest human depth, the one that passes through the honor of despair. Even a pinch of innate curiosity doesn't hurt.». He reflected to himself, remembering that even in his family there had been some relatives that the junk dealer did it for real.

Every Saturday, Vittoria got lost observing the thousands of disused, broken, extravagant objects that arranged in piles, in disorder on the ground, were manipulated and almost trampled by the crowd, always with the hope of finding some valuable or simply original piece, at very little price. It was a family mania, handed down for generations. The grandfather collected the most unexpected things, the mother spent her days in the flea markets and collecting magazines but the person from whom she had learned the most was a distant relative, a cousin of her grandfather. Even though she had seen her very few times in her life, she knew that there was a special bond between them, an indissoluble fil rouge. Her name was Margherita Borghi but everyone called her Ghitin and that nickname suited her. When she went to town she always went to say hello to her cousins ​​and Vittoria liked that eccentric old lady so much, with original clothes, colored jewels, always smiling. She possessed such a sweet smile as only those who would like to have children and live in solitude can show. Ghitin also often went to the Balôn.

At home it was sometimes joked that there was a streak of happy madness in the family, just like Ghitin's. Yes, Margherita was really a person who radiated vitality with her extravagant doing.

Vittoria thought of her as she rummaged in a pile of rags. Any of those piles of things could have hidden a treasure, not intended as intrinsic value but as an artifact that could regain life. What represented someone's past could become the future for others.

Vittoria also adored the bohemian air of the French bistros that had sprung up a few years ago in the alleys adjacent to the market; especially one, in a small square surrounded by nineteenth-century buildings, clear and with finely worked black railings. It really felt like she was in Paris. The bistro had a few tables in the terrace, placed under young plane trees which in summer gave a cool and relaxing shade.

After the tour, she went and sat down at one of those tables and relaxed while reading the newspaper. She was listlessly leafing through page after page: politics, economics, news, when her attention was attracted by a paragraph, apparently insignificant:

"CORPSE OF AN OLD LADY FOUND IN THE HOUSE." 

"She was found dead at home three months after her death ...". She ran quickly. "The stench and non-payment of rents made the owner of the house suspicious ...".

«Once again we are faced with the tragedy of abandonment...». "The old lady was found sprawled on the floor in the midst of rags and magazines ...".

“Death occurred from natural causes and was traced back to a few days before Christmas. No relative noticed the death of the old woman.". Vittoria was stunned and perplexed.

No name was indicated, only some hint of the town where the incident had happened and yet a strange dismay grew in her, almost the knowledge that the news concerned her closely.

As if in a trance, she searched for one of the local newspapers in Pinerolo, L'eco del Chisone, at the newsstands to find further information on the news of the paragraph.

"FAREWELL TO THE QUEEN OF DOLLS". It headed an inside page.

“In her miserable home in the historic center, the old lady who everyone knew as The Queen of the Dolls was found dead, spilled to the ground. A bizarre and emblematic figure, she was known to the welfare agencies of Pinerolo. After years of youthful splendor, when she ran a prestigious antique shop, Signora Margherita Borghi, nicknamed with the diminutive of Ghitin, had lost her lucidity in recent years”. Vittoria couldn't believe the words she was reading.

«The circumstances of the death still remain mysterious but the most accredited hypothesis seems to be an illness. The body was found among rags and magazines, much confusion that denotes the state of neglect in which the elderly woman lived. Only the hundreds of dolls, which it seems she was very fond of in her lifetime, neatly arranged on a piece of furniture, witnessed the passing away.

That for dolls was not only a mania exasperated by the mental condition of the lady but a real business started from the time of her youth. In fact, among others, there were unique and very rare pieces, Lenci, SFBJ, biscuit. We are looking for the closest relatives. The body was buried in the city cemetery. ».

Vittoria's blood suddenly froze in her veins. The articles talked about the grandfather's cousin. That pretty and original lady she had known since she was little. Couldn't believe it. How come no relative had phoned her for Christmas and noticed her death? She wondered. She had to reach her mother immediately to receive explanations and break the bad news.

Hurriedly, she paid for the coffee and walked home. The brisk step reflected the racing heartbeat. When she got home she found her mother, Anna, returning from the same market in which she had been wandering carefree just a few hours earlier.

"Mamy, I read a piece of news in the newspaper, I couldn't believe it." She began muttering, breathless still.

"Tell me. What's going on? »Anna asked worriedly.

“Look, right here,” she pointed, “in the newspaper, there's the news that they found Ghitin dead in the house! For three months. Didn't Grandpa hear it for Christmas? " insisted Vittoria.

“Woh! I am shocked. I can't answer you for sure. I think grandfather looked for it and even though he didn't find it, he didn't worry. Sometimes, for the holidays, Ghitin went to visit the son of his ex-partner (the latter died years earlier). We need to ask him and know what happened. What a bad story, poor Ghitin.”, She concluded, sighing and shaking her head.

"Just think, how sad ... she died at home in complete solitude."

Vittoria was beginning to feel the sadness growing in her and she could not hold back the tears that flowed spontaneously. The thought that the kind lady who remembered playing with her as a child had died in solitude, without a soul to seek her out, disturbed her. Perhaps because that was her innermost fear.

Even though she was still very young, Vittoria was terrified of living a meaningless life. Lost between making ends meet and looking for work, without seeing the wonders of the world. She was afraid of not being able to live life to the full, not having someone with whom to share it, to whom to pass on her memories. Above all, she was afraid that no one would hold her hand when the hour of death came.

Perhaps for that reason or for the intrinsic bond she had with that extravagant and nice woman, she burst into tears, in convulsive and desperate tears.

"Don't do that," the mother scolded, a little impressed by her daughter's strong reaction. “Come on, you've only seen her a few times. After all, for you she was only a distant relative”.

Vittoria did not want to hear reasonable explanations.

"It's not for that reason, it's for the situation." She began to argue. “Alone, in the house, with her body rotting ... but do you realize? Without anyone. It is absolutely necessary to trace whoever found the body”. She added with determination. “We have to introduce ourselves as her relatives. We cannot abandon it like this”.

“You're right. We must turn to the Carabinieri. Then, let's go and bring a flower to her grave to greet her. Let's tell the grandfather first”. The mother concluded resolutely.

She picked up the phone and dialed the number.

"Hello," answered Grandpa's shrill voice on the other end of the phone.

«Hi dad, I'm Anna, I have to tell you something about Ghitin ...».

*
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In a very luxurious office in the center of Pinerolo, a middle-aged man, almost hairless but with a slight carryover, was waiting thoughtfully, seated in a leather armchair.

To himself, he thought he had to press the right pressure not to get involved and at the same time not miss the lucrative opportunity. His minions had recovered what he was supposed to be looking for. The old woman had told the truth, even if she was tipsy that night in the bar or maybe just because of that. But those two morons had done a lot of trouble by making us escape the dead. He could not get directly involved in the investigation or be involved in an unclear matter. He had a position to defend. After all, he was the most prominent lawyer in the town, the Prince of the Forum. While he was not new to shady business, he had always managed to stay out of direct involvement. It was one thing to circumvent the snares of his hidden trades, another to be connected to a murder.

Maybe he was getting too excited, he didn't have to worry. The lady fell and hit her head. The official version held up. For some time the old woman was no longer lucid. No one would have guessed that the confusion of the apartment was not only the result of the poor existence of the poor woman. On the other hand, many elderly people are found in apartments that look like dunghill.

In addition, the owner had hired him as curator of the files and could easily have kept the situation under control.

*
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"Mom, come on, I can't wait to get there." Vittoria said impatiently. "Maybe they'll let us into her house." Hopeful and curious to see with her own eyes the house of Ghitin and also the dolls described in the article. She knew how much her grandfather's cousin cared and maybe she hoped to be able to take care of it herself one day.

"The carabinieri told me that they have affixed the seals and that, having verified that we are her legitimate heirs, we will be able to enter when the judge considers the investigation closed." Anna answered.
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