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The Yellow in History
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In 1864, Innocenzo Vincenzo Bartolomeo Luigi Carlo Manzetti from Aosta built a steam vehicle. According to the chronicles of the time, it looked like a van. The authors, from Turin DOC, who thank bored for the splendid drawing, wanted to remember this event that joins their novel only for the coincidence of the historical date.
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Dear women readers and men readers, with this book we are inaugurating a new series “Murder mistery in history”.

Why will you ask yourselves to set a noir in periods so far away from us?

Simply out of love for the past. Discover and rediscover moments from the past that remind us of how we used to be in order to better enjoy the present and the future.

Don't worry, we have no intention of abandoning our beloved favorites from the series dedicated to Commissioner Ferrero.

With the hope that you will be passionate about these new noir novels, we wish you a good reading.

Anna Maria and Franca
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Synopsis
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Turin ... afternoon of September 21, 1864 ... Piazza San Carlo, you can hear a crash of beatings, screams, shots, screams of fear, noises of excited footsteps, sobs, tears, requests for help and then ... just silence.

The first of the popular protests had taken place regarding the transfer of the capital of the Kingdom of Italy from the Piedmontese city to Florence. Disputes that will lead to the "Turin massacre".

That same afternoon, in a square not too far away, a young aristocrat had just taken the life of his mistress.

As our nobleman walked away from the apartment where the murder had taken place, conflicting emotions within him tormented him but at the same time exalted him.

“How nice to be able to own the life of another human being. Deciding to end another person's existence made him feel almost omnipotent. Then that little slut like she had allowed herself to insult me ​​and even leave me. In the end, however, I left it”. These were his thoughts crowding his head as an evil grin pursed his lips.

The disappearance of the courtesan Cristina starts the investigations of Inspector Filiberto Pautasso. Well known to insiders, he had solved several cases not only in Turin but also in other Italian cities, where he was often called for advice. His expertise was appreciated everywhere. He was a reserved person, of few words but many facts.

The non-cooperation on the part of one of Cristina's friends and the clumsy attempt to blackmail the killer opens the door to a series of crimes, blackmails and some attempts at misdirection.

The action takes place between the Savoy Court, courtesans, counts, dukes, barons and diplomats linked to the most important governments of the time, French, Spanish, and Austrian.

It contrasts with the world of the simpler people who have to work in order to survive, prostitutes, circus performers, laundresses, hostesses, gendarmes and carabinieri.

Thanks to the help of one of his trusted collaborators who will infiltrate the Turin aristocracy, Inspector Pautasso will discover the identity of the multiple murderer. 

The revelation of the murderer will take place during the sumptuous end of year party at the Reggia di Venaria.

In the excitement of the attempted capture, the nobleman will escape putting in place a daring escape, moving away not only from the city but also from the Kingdom of Italy.

Police from several states will hunt him down but he will momentarily manage to make him lose track.

However, he will be forced to leave behind his old and dissolute life to embrace a completely new and different one.
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Lovers of the "historical mystery" find satisfaction in the book for the plot and the proximity of the story in which there is much of the well-known Turin.

In a city wounded by bloody events, the Authors build a story that evokes an era in which the deteriorating aspects of the human soul are balanced by positive characters and simple feelings that give the story a reading marked by the understanding of human frailties; the pathos of the investigation is accompanied by a pietas that the text wisely uses to keep alive the interest in the plot but also to propose the cross-section of a conservative society but with positive values, even if in transformation under the social aspect. The reading proceeds quickly following the events narrated and making the reader feel, who can enjoy a moment of authentic escape, concretely participating in the unveiling of the truth.

With love...

Daniela Giannone
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Chapter 1
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A still hot late summer sun was enveloping Turin and illuminating it with a beautiful, vivid light, as if to make us forget what had happened the night before.

The riots, the dead. The massacre of the innocents took place in Piazza San Carlo.

Everything seemed to have been forgotten but not in the thoughts and souls of the outskirt of Turin struck in the heart by that infamous action carried out by the government which had bowed its head to the request of Napoleon III.

How could they, almost everyone thought, take the capital away from Turin?

The City had seen the birth of a united Italy.

What an affront had been made to her.

As evidence of this there were those poor dead. 62 victims between 21 and 22 September, excluding the countless wounded.

People had resumed their activities. It seemed like a normal day but it wasn't.

Along the streets of the center, in the crossroads of people only that was talked about.

The speeches ended up focusing on the massacre that took place and the imminent move of the capital.

"But what will become of us?"

"What will become of our city?"

Everyone asked these questions, they were worried, anxious about what had happened and what was yet to happen.

Someone had placed flowers in Piazza San Carlo and some hastily even made the sign of the cross, a little timidly, almost ashamed of it.

In a very beautiful house in Piazza Vittorio, on the second floor, in a finely furnished apartment, so much so that it resembled a wedding favor, a couple of lovers were arguing.

«Cristina, please don't leave me! I love you with all of myself! Do not leave me! I will do anything, anything for you! You know, you know! ».

A young woman had her back to the man who begged her. She looked out of the window with an almost unnatural detachment. Then, she turned and looked him in the eyes of her.

“I'm sorry, I don't love you anymore. It is finished. Of course, you are not used to being left because usually you are always the one who is leaving. It will mean that this time you will have a new experience. You will experience what it means to suffer for love. Now I have to go!”.

"No, I won't let you go!"

«Won't you leave me? Get out of my way please! »Cristina uttered these words with a contemptuous tone, her gaze arrogant and sarcastic as if she were looking at the last of the men.

«So is it true that you are in love with someone else?" Is it true that there is another? Who is he? Is he that handsome dandy Valerio? Is he your new lover? Is it he who makes your heart beat? ».

«Yes, if you want to know the whole truth, it's him! And he is worth ten thousand times more than you! You're just a little homunculus who thinks he is who knows who! ».

"I get it! I understand very well but you who you think to be? "

A blind, furious, silent rage was taking hold of him. He had never tried one emotion such. At one point he felt a rush of heat reaching every cell in his body.

His brain was clouded, he could no longer think straight. With a leap he reached Cristina, his hands found themselves around her thin and diaphanous neck. He began to squeeze and more he did, the more he felt that feeling of oppression that had overwhelmed him ebbed away from him. The girl tried to resist but her clumsy attempts to defend against that brute and primitive force were of no avail. Death came.

When the man removed his hands from that neck, the young woman fell to the ground, at his feet, almost as if she were an inanimate puppet.

Only then did he seem to wake up and understand what had happened. There, on the floor, was the lifeless body of Cristina.

A thought crossed his mind: one less slut.

But now I absolutely have to make the body disappear.

I need to think calmly, to reflect clearly. Only in this way will I be able to make no mistakes.

The body is not to be discovered here, perhaps only found in a long time, by which time it will be unrecognizable.

Yes, there is that trunk that Cristina bought from a second-hand dealer on one of their trips. It looked like a very tacky but roomy chest.

It was right for him.

He went into the anteroom, grabbed him and dragged him close to the body which he grabbed with ease. The weight of the lifeless girl was light, she looked like a feather and, as rigor mortis had not yet arrived, she placed her without problems inside that trunk which was lined with crimson velvet. She looked exactly like a coffin.

Before closing the lid, he looked one last time at the enchanting face of the girl.

How many kisses given and received by those full lips, not to mention the beauty of the locks of her long light brown hair, with which he loved to play after making love.

With a sigh, he stroked the now cold face and, without second thoughts, threw a blanket that was lying on the sofa over her body, carefully locked the trunk which slipped in the waistcoat.

He left the apartment, calmly went down the stairs and went to look for the janitor.

"Good morning, dearest!" He said as he handed him two banknotes with a casual way.

"I need your help."

"Tell me, tell me ... what can I do for you?"

“I need to send a trunk full of books to Rome, to an acquaintance of mine who has been waiting for a while.

If you could take him straight to the Porta Susa station, there should be a train, in the evening, that leaves for that city.

Now I go up and write the address where this trunk is to be sent. Any problems?”.

«Do not worry. Consider the assignment already done! I'll go immediately to call two of my friends who, with a nice tip, will bring it directly to Rome ».

The man calmly went up the stairs while the porter went to look for the men who would help him who, given the sum offered to them, hurried to the apartment in question.

They quickly climbed the stairs, went inside, took the trunk and went back down almost without saying a word. They then placed him on a cart that was in the courtyard of the building and set off towards the Porta Susa railway station. Once it arrives they dumped it.

They did all the necessary paperwork and finally the trunk came loaded on a wagon and sent to that person, unaware of the macabre content.

I had met that Roman gentleman by chance when he had come a few years earlier to visit a distant relative of mine. Poor man, when will open the trunk will have a nice surprise! And more importantly not will know never who sent him this package. The sender used, of course, was invented and his name was fake. It is the same as I have used to rent the pied à terre.

In the meantime, our nobleman had left the palace and, slowly, lighting a cigar, was walking towards Piazza Castello.

He had a strange look. Conflicting emotions within him tormented him but at the same time exalted him.

How nice to be able to own the life of another human being. Deciding to end a person's existence makes me feel almost omnipotent. Then, that little slut like you and allowed to insult me ​​and even leave me?

However, in the end I left it.

These were the thoughts that crowded his head as an evil grin pursed his lips.

Meanwhile, in the Royal Palace there was excitement and an intangible feeling of anguish given the events that had taken place in the city in the previous days.

The ladies of the court were busy because the Archduchess Maria Carolina of Habsburg-Teschen, who at that time managed the organization of the Savoy court, should have visited the Little House of Divine Providence founded by Giuseppe Benedetto Cottolengo in 1828 but based in Borgo Aurora only since 1832.

Work of charity towards the marginalized and people with serious disabilities, it was regularly helped by the Royal House.

With the death of Vittorio Emanuele II's wife, the court was left without a guide. The daughters had thought about it for a while, but with their respective marriages this was no longer possible.

For this reason, Maria Adelaide's sister-in-law often came to lend a hand in the management of the court, even more so at that time in which they were preparing to move the capital.

Unfortunately Cristina, the favorite among the ladies of the court, had not presented herself to the woman. One of the other noblewomen went to Maria Carolina:

«Your Excellency, I'm sorry but we can't find Cristina. We looked everywhere but ... nothing! Nobody has seen her for hours now! ».

«It does not matter. As soon as he comes back he will hear me! This time she won't get away with it! This delay of her will not be forgiven! Now, however, let's get ready because I don't want to be late ».

At these words the maids began to dress her, helped by the ladies of the court.

While all those women were busy, she thought it was very strange that Cristina was not there. She was bound to her by a sincere affection. Furthermore, she was a very thorough and precise person and she would never forget a commitment without notifying her Benefactor of her.

The King's sister-in-law was angry but also very worried. She decided that if she did not show up on her return from her visit to the Cottolengo, she would contact someone to track her down.

Someone else was also very worried about the woman's absence. Her young lover, Valerio, could not get rid of a bad foreboding from her soul. She knew that she would have to meet with him, her ex-lover of hers, to leave him. She didn't have written not even a ticket, as he had promised to do. With a sigh, he thought that perhaps he had changed his mind and decided to be with the other and did not have the courage to tell him.

Cristina was beautiful, perhaps a little fickle but good-natured and she would never leave him without telling him in person. These thoughts worried him and he couldn't get that indefinite feeling out of his mind that something bad was about to happen.
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