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                        INTRODUCTION TO THE BOOK
                    

                    
                    
                        
                    

                    
                

                
                
                    The world never appears in its true form, but in a distorted way, almost twisted. What we see, we live, we touch, are not real facts, real physical objects, but only the fruit of our mind, of what she believes to see, to experience, to touch. Nothing, in essence, is how it looks.

 


Here, in summary, the main theme of the eight short stories that I have gathered in this small volume. Novels I wrote in my own hand over five years, on several occasions, but they have ended up being linked to each other, as a kind of speech fragmented over time.

 

  Eight stories, or tales of paper, where it does not matter the name of the protagonist, often absent, or a physical description, absolutely irrelevant, but what it does, or thinks to do. And in this game of mirrors, I hope, is also involved the reader: he only seemingly able to understand the world, but also intended to see his point of view when, finally, the story deviates from the mind of one who He lives, showing the reality (real or supposed) of the facts.

 

  Technically it defined "surprise ending", but the real surprise is the realization that it was clear from the beginning, almost transparent, and that they failed to grasp it was only due to the mental schemes, the banality, within whose narrow limits we self-inmates.

 

  Eight novels, therefore, as many worlds of paper, unreal but alive, eight or eight ways of seeing reality.
  Conclude the work the two short poems, slightly detached from the main theme. Two small gifts to the beauty and life itself, for nothing, perhaps, have been there more than live dreaming. 
                

                
            

            
        

    
        
            
                
                
                    
                        Introduction to the first novel
                    

                    
                    
                        
                    

                    
                

                
                
                    The prey had a genesis of its own: I was asked to participate in a national competition for emerging young writing. Of course I was pretty sure I would have had no chance, so this story sketched hastily, within an hour. As in many things in my life, I was wrong in full. A few days later the organizers phoned and they were excited not only the story was liked, but it was also ranked first. They even asked to read it myself during the awards ceremony.

 

  The story reflects his writing: hectic and tumultuous, even if it takes place within an absolutely motionless. Because basically that's how many of us live: running like crazy up and down in a World unchanging and unchangeable. 
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                    Cold. Snow. The stillness broken only by his run; silence torn from his heartbeat. Faster, faster and faster.
  -If I turn it over ... -
  Thoughts run as his muscles
  -Faster, faster! -
  It is a scream rather than a command that gives to him. Them, the others, they can be anywhere; ruthless, insane and tremendously powerful. Saw them; they saw what they can do. When alone they are not worth much, but when they are too many, they are dangerous: no mercy, no rules, the others do not belong to this world. So they told him and then he saw it with his own eyes; He saw them go hunting in broad daylight regardless of all difficulties. He was hiding at that time, they have not noticed, but today is different, today he is the prey. At this thought his body was shivering. It is not fear but anger: anger at becoming a prey to anger his run to safety, he is a warrior, a hunter, the best of the five tribes. But now it's just, chased, hunted like a deer.
  The instinct is alert making unwrapped suddenly to the right; a moment later a tree explodes; bark fragments squirt everywhere. Safe, but for how long? He allows himself a moment's respite. If it continues to run so the risk of passing out or getting hurt: the snow is deep, the potholes and fallen branches are not seen. Gasps, exhausted. The frozen air penetrates into the throat and lungs, ideas become lighter. It needs a refuge. He cannot escape to infinity and no one from the tribe will help: too old or cowards. Just to die laughing: the greatest of hunters forced to think like the stupidest of prey. A little story for children, a hoax, and madness became reality. But, even if abandoned by all, its code imposes on him not to betray the clan. A flock rises in flight, demonic screams echo: They are, they saw and they approach, can smell the stench oily. Must go away, he takes them away from their families by bringing to the river. There are several crevices in which to hide and then they do not like water, hinders them.
  Again, faster than before. This time to support him there is also hope; hope to get by, to review the Clan and to find out why. Yeah, why am I here? Not forward ever so deep into the forest without a good reason. And a very good reason can be Half-eye. That damn scarred: it was him. It was vaunted to be smarter and faster than all but the facts have always denied. One night, however, came back full of food. He had driven him those rabbits; He had stolen those rabbits. He was over the clearing to the east and it was forwarded to the valley of the others. Somehow he had also robbed and fled. And now, they had come to look for him and get revenge but had encountered him and the hunt began: a prize worth the other, this must have their suggested the low instincts which are driven.
  Half-eye if I survive you're dead! -
  Does not finish the thought. Now is the clearing of the rock.
  -Damn I pushed too close to the mountains-
  The space is large, even if done in a hurry. No shelter, only the enormous mass planted in the middle as if a God had stuck there waiting to germinate. Remains paralyzed a moment, undecided. Cannot go back, has no escape, she must cross racing and hole up in the low vegetation on the other side. From there it will be easy: just slide down, down the hill to the river. She closes her eyes, takes a breath, stiff muscles, a last prayer to the gods of the world and then off. Take quick, quicker than it has ever been. Still little, so little that almost already hears the river, salvation. Then a roar: pain, blood, falls, rolls, gets up and falls again. His breath crops, only pain and cold. But it is too close, a final effort, beyond the trees, almost crawling like a worm. He lets go down the steep side several times slamming the head and back: more blood, more pain. Hears them coming, you hear them shout for joy. No, they would not have his body; it would not have become a trophy! Among the roots of a huge pine tree, a whole, wet and filthy. There strip deathward. It's dark there, but it is also deep and narrow. The Strangers, too big, will never be able to enter. More screams, but frustration, echoing through the forest. How ironic, the end is safe but it does not matter anymore. One last smile and closed eyes. Death was immediate.
  -Bastard Of a wolf, not ever going to get him out of there-
  -Now Calm down Petrov, you have avenged those four dirty rabbits you ate it? -
  -I made a lot of rupees by selling his skin-
  The man called Petrov took a generous swig of liquor and belched. The other, less drunk, put his gun on the ground and peered cautiously into the hole.
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