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I dedicate this book to all politicians with the hope that it will be a source of inspiration for them.

I also dedicate it to the aforementioned Tullio Cirri, 

Enrico Varacalli,

Fabrizio Legger,

Alessandro Di Nardo, 

Giuseppina Tavella, 

Pierluigi Marino, 

Sergio Giachero,

Augusto Ziosi,

Marco Calcagno and 

Valeria Gumina.

EVERY REFERENCE TO FACTS, PLACES, AND/OR PEOPLE REALLY EXISTED, OR EXISTING, IT'S PURELY RANDOM.

All the characters and places in the story are the fruit of the author's imagination, as well as their names and characteristics. the opinions expressed by the characters do not undoubtedly reflect those of the author.
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The novel you hold in your hands and which, anxiously, you are beginning to read (forgive me "fat "optimism) comes from two of my particular needs. 

The first is to package a tribute to one of the movie characters I have loved most in my life: Harvey. The older ones among you will no doubt remember a great Universal movie from 1950.

The main character was a two-meter-tall rabbit (a pooka) and was never seen. This is because he lived only in the mind of his companion, a nice and good-natured James Stewart who delivered one of his best interpretations to the history of Hollywood. The comedy in question, all played on misunderstandings, is a metaphor on intelligence and goodness, on tolerance and the morality of common living.

The second personal need is to provide my small contribution, to express my personal opinion on political events that continue to mix private and state affairs. 

The paradoxical metaphor I have created allows me to force the reader to reflect on the consideration and mental attitude that each of us should have in dealing with daily political issues.

After that, I just have to leave room for reading and your vivid imagination.

Pier Giorgio Tomatis

Dedicated to James Stewart 

by Harvey "
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And "

Mr. Smith goes to Washington ".
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Who nominate

––––––––
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He immediately had that feeling of inadequacy that assails an unprepared student when the teacher questions and her name comes out of her mouth ready to stick in the ears of all those present (and her parents in particular). The meeting with the party comrades was less than an hour and despite all his efforts he had not managed to find any candidate worthy of arousing a shred of enthusiasm. Pinerolo was a town in the Turin belt of almost forty thousand souls. It was not possible that there was no man or woman able to accept the offer and return to his party that seat in Parliament that had been missing for too long. The opponents had moved on time and well.

The Social Democratic contenders had nominated Varacalli Enrico, a Marxist expert who had made his bones as a trade unionist and who for some time had divided himself between the administrative tasks (he had a kitchen shop in precious wood but also held the role of Councilor for Labor of the city ) and that in the field of volunteering (he was President of the local section of the Telefono Azzurro).

Even the Liberal Democrats, for their part, had appealed to all forces and were absolutely sure of winning with Legger Fabrizio, an assault journalist, well known and loved by the people for his battles in favor of those who suffered injuries and abuses. On the pages of his newspaper the candidate stood as a champion of the weak and defenseless without looking anyone in the face. Historic had been his battle against Michael Jackson which earned him numerous criticisms from fans. He was like that. If something was white it was white. If it was black it was black. He was unfamiliar with the art of diplomacy and many thought he was the right person to turn things around in the Roman Parliament. This place is notoriously full of innumerable shades of gray.

Tullio Cirri also thought that the institutions of the capital needed to be renewed while he was cleaning the lenses of his bone-rimmed glasses in the bathroom of his house. And he cursed the day he offered to remove the chestnuts from the fire for his party: the Democrats of the center. What had he thought? What convinced him that he could succeed in this enterprise? Unanswered questions. It had been an impulse. He had listened to his instincts. Until then he had never betrayed him. Now, however, he had made him spend those last two and a half months between refusals, indecisions, anxieties and fears.

Come on he thought up to now I have always managed very well. It will happen again this time. Despite this recovered optimism, that feeling of self-confidence, the fateful hour in which he should have brought the name of the chosen candidate to his Party colleagues, was getting closer and closer.

He decided to leave the house for a healthy walk. Stretching his legs would help him think better. He greeted his wife Romana and walked down the stairs determined to overcome that state of impasse in a different way from how he had tried to do up to then. As soon as he emerged from the door of his house in Corso Piave, he bumped into a man with an elegant suit but not in an expensive and refined way, thin, almost bony-looking, with short cut hair and an accentuated facial expression. At first glance he seemed to him a user of the nearby Center for Social and Welfare Services in Via Montebello.

Excuse me so much. My bad. They were the first words he managed to squash in front of the stranger.

Oh, don't worry. It was nonsense. Some of it was definitely my fault. The stranger replied with a display of kindness.

Oh well then. He replied, waving his hand. After you. He stretched out his arm, drew back his face, showed the stranger the way forward.

Thank you. Very nice. It was the man's answer.

After letting the stranger pass, Tullio walked in the same direction, remaining a few steps behind. Lost in thought, he headed to the corner of Via Montebello. Even the stranger. Both arrived almost simultaneously at the pedestrian crossing. To avoid bumping into each other again, the two nodded and gestured with their arms. Just before stepping on the strips, a horn sounded. From a car, the driver and the woman next to him waved and smiled. Tullio stopped embarrassed. He did not know either of the two people he had just seen go by in that Toyota Yaris. Maybe he had been mistaken for someone else. While he was doing all these arguments the stranger spoke.

Hello. Hi guys.

Tullio, who was used to being recognized in every place and corner of his city where he was, was stunned. The stranger, smiling, crossed the street and came to the opposite sidewalk. Tullio, after a moment of bewilderment, recovered and did the same thing. The two, about ten paces apart, proceeded swiftly to Portici Nuovi. They passed a bar and a few moments later a man of about forty came out to the door to shout at the two.

Hey ...

Tullio and the stranger turned in unison.

Professor... Specified the patron of the bar realizing that he had created embarrassment. The stranger smiled again and answered.

Oh, boy, it's you! And he waved his long and bony hand in greeting, then, he started walking towards Via Buniva. Tullio began to wonder who was that mysterious character, so well known. A professor? He acknowledged that he had neglected schools in recent years and that he was not aware of who were the new teachers at the various institutes in his city.

Tullio kept walking and finally reached Via Buniva. With his quick step he passed the stranger at the point where it was necessary to cross the street. He turned just as quickly into the corner of Piazza Barbieri and walked quickly towards the opposite one of the Portici Nuovi. He glanced casually at the shop windows, hoping that something would capture his vivid imagination. He was thinking that perhaps the corner optician could be a good candidate, not disdaining the ice cream maker, the San Rocco organist, the nice bus driver and (why not?) The chubby policeman who many considered good despite his profession immediately attracted particular dislikes. And then there was the incompatibility of roles to consider. While he was absorbed in his reasoning, a familiar sound made him turn around. It was a whistle, delicate and decisive at the same time. He saw that from the newsstand that had just passed the owner was hurrying out to shake hands ... with the stranger.

Professor. Exclaimed the newsagent who was no longer in the skin. The stranger held out his hand and returned the greeting. Tullio, almost with a movement of anger, retraced his steps, turning and heading towards the Municipality. So, he mused, I was thinking of the traffic cop ... He might even be a good candidate. I don't think he could do much resistance. I know him. He wouldn't say no to me.

Professor.

An almost unanimous scream hit his ears. It came from the other side of Corso Torino. It was launched by young and old people who had just come out of the Church of San Rocco at the end of the Holy Mass. It is useless to underline who the greeting was addressed to. Once again, the stranger had captured popular interest and, in spite of himself, Tullio's attention.

Hi everyone. The man who seemed to be known by everyone except the UDC citizen secretary Tullio waved his arm and waved waving goodbye. 

His toothy smile with 42 teeth accompanied the people who recognized him for a few moments. A soft sigh and a shrug followed. Realizing that he was being watched, he approached Tullio to introduce himself.

Excuse me ... I'm Marco Calcagno. He said holding out his hand in friendship.

Tullio Cirri. Replied the City Councilor replying the gesture and squeezing it.

Curious.

What, excuse me? Tullio asked.

It is called just like the City Councilor.

I'm the City Councilor. Tullio reaffirmed promptly, adjusting the collar of his jacket.

Oh... but look. I always read good things about you. In the newspaper, I mean.

I, on the other hand, do not have the pleasure of knowing her more thoroughly. Tullio replied dryly.

Oh, I'm just a humble Buniva teacher (the Commercial Technical Institute and for Surveyors of Pinerolo).

A slight embarrassment overtook both of them. 

Well, what if he doesn't need anything else? Tullio cut it short.

Oh sure. Excuse me. Who knows how busy he will be ...

Tullio made a sort of grimace as if to agree with Professor Calcagno. He noted, however, that the individual, despite an annoying clumsiness and excessively slouching gestures, possessed a kind of personal magnetism. His gaze was one of those that in television jargon are defined as "capable of penetrating the camera". He was undoubtedly a strange person, out of the ordinary, but it could be believed that he was very much loved by his students and also by other older individuals. Having greeted the Professor, Tullio started walking briskly towards the Town Hall.

Pierluigi Bersani, 

Secretary Pd. 

"We are all here 

for 20 years. 

And is time to take off 

by the balls." 

(March 7, 2012)
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Chapter Two
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The Executive accept

––––––––
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On balance, despite having tried to convince the traffic policeman to run for his Party and the efforts made were notable, Tullio had presented himself without an authoritative name in the decision-making room (the democrats of the center called him so, in an auto -ironic). 

His assembled colleagues were all seated and talked to each other. Tullio distinguished some opinions here and there between the confused chatter of his parents and this weighed down even more, in that particular moment, his fragile position.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
Mad and Crazy people S.p.a.

(8

[ER-GIORGIO TOMATIS





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image015.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





