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All the fault of the quarantine. Anna Maria Stratta and Franca Bosco, Turin by birth and spirit, come to the drafting of this novel with different experiences.

Anna Maria comes from thirty years of experience in the Historical Archive of the Municipality of Turin.

Franca spent her career in the primary school as a teacher. These activities taught both of them to work as a team, allowing them to write their first noir with four hands but with one head and one heart.

They met in 2017 at the Popular University of Turin, where they both successfully attended the Criminal and Investigative Psychology course held by Professor Fabrizio Russo.

The love for noir and detective stories led them to participate in conferences and seminars held by experts from the Federal Bureau of Investigation, the Carabinieri and Criminal Profiling.

During the period of quarantine for the coronavirus they decided to put their experience to good use and Murders between the pins was born.

This is only the first chapter of a series starring Commissioner Achille Ferrero, aided by the faithful Inspector Sarri and a meddling sister but with a fearful hound's nose.

You will see them at work solving increasingly intriguing and complicated cases.

You will fall in love with these characters you can identify with because they have the same virtues but above all the same defects.
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The Turin of 1948, just out of the war and still torn by bombing, is the protagonist of this novel, fruit of the imagination and the pen of a couple of Turin authors. Among the fog, the arcades, the attics and the houses of the gentlemen, the characters of this thrilling thriller move delicately, just like then, with the reserve and discretion typical of the subalpine city of those times. The long series of murders and disturbing facts that unfold around the refined tailor's shop in the city center, frequented by wealthy ladies and supported by poor workers with difficult lives, involves a very interesting couple of investigators.

He, Achille Ferrero, Commissioner of Police, is still a young and decidedly handsome man. She, her sister Carlotta, a high school teacher, is a determined and intelligent woman, ready to help her brother in the investigation. I do not want, and I cannot, in any way give clues or spoilers (as we would say today): “Murders between the pins” has all the qualities and the necessary ingredients of yellow and noir to grab and grip the public.

In this small introduction, however, I can give some suggestions and underline some pleasant peculiarities of this beautiful work to those who are preparing to immerse themselves in the story. First of all, I invite the reader, to immerse themselves in the atmosphere and breath of the city of that time, excellently evoked by the authors. Of that Turin so distant in time, but in a certain sense still alive in the architecture of a center that still hasn't changed much today, we have, in our minds, the stories of our grandparents, our parents and many faded photographs, in black and white .

It was an extraordinary city, ready for change, modern in industries and in the pursuit of fashion, committed to recovering from the ugliness and destruction of war. It was the Turin of the Grande Torino, the Invincibles team that brought to Italy and the world the honor of a nation that was rebuilding itself and was trying to get out of a very difficult period with its head held high. It was the Turin that opened up to immigrants from the mountains and countryside of Piedmont, Veneto, Polesine and the South. Men looking for work and a new dignity that from the mid-fifties would have literally flooded it, attracted by large industry and the possibility of a decent salary, finally far from arid lands and from an agriculture that is too old-fashioned for personal and family sustenance. In Turin there was fog, it was cold in winter, men had to wear jackets on the tram, only the dialect was spoken.

On Thursday and Saturday nights, the locals gave joy to the many young people. Macario, with his little women and the many laughs, overwhelmed the spectators in the theaters, in the dance halls the new rhythms arrived from America depopulated. The bicycles were about to be replaced by the first motorcycles and scooters, the cars began to return to the roads, not even all paved. Where today the concrete barracks of the new residential districts stand, peasants and breeders looked after important farmhouses. The meadows surrounded the city, which was experiencing a new renaissance with passion, despite being still tied to the ancient traditions and customs of the Savoy.

To better understand the story told in "Murders between the pins" it is therefore necessary to immerse yourself in that fascinating world, described so well by the Authors, breathe that air, wear those clothes, eat and drink the foods of those times.

The blood, the murders, the fires, the threats that involve, in a kaleidoscope of events and images, the characters of the story are perfect ingredients for fans of the genre. "Murder between the pins" is a good thriller, a thriller that does not miss anything and that will certainly conquer with its fast pace and the beauty of some of its characters. Certainly the reader, at the end of this adventure, will only wait for the return, on the literary screens, of the pair of Turin brothers, the Commissioner and the Teacher.

Under the arcades, between the alleys and the railing houses of our city, walking quietly or sitting at the table of some famous restaurant or cafe, we will certainly find them again. They are destined for great success and a beautiful and bright future, like their Authors who we ask, right now, to give us a new case involving them as soon as possible. Turin, we know, is a magical city and will certainly inspire Anna Maria Stratta and Franca Bosco to tell us a new story. We look forward to it. 

Claudio CALZONI
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A thick fog enveloped Turin giving it an almost surreal magical aspect, hiding the rubble that still covered some streets and squares.

The massive bombings of April 1945 had deeply wounded the city which, still three years after their end, was struggling to re-emerge.

The cathedral bells rang nine in the evening. Lisetta pulled her frayed coat even closer to her. She pulled up the now faded and stripped fur collar. She had been delayed by the hem of a wedding dress she had had to finish.

Cold and tired, she couldn't wait to go back to her attic in Via Po. She hoped in her heart that the wood with which she had filled the stove that morning would still burn. She loved the warmth of her humble abode.

She had just passed the sparkling windows of the Musi jewelry, when she heard a chilling scream coming from her shoulders. It was thrown by a woman. Frightened, she turned but did not see a soul. She heard only the clear sound of hasty footsteps moving off towards the Royal Gardens.

Even more terrified, she began to run at breakneck speed in the opposite direction to finally reach her home. Her hands were trembling and cold so much that she could not put the key in the lock of the door. After a few unsuccessful attempts finally her efforts were successful and the door swung open.

Lisetta catapulted inside, quickly climbed the stairs and reached the attic. She opened the door of the house and closed it quickly behind her. That done, she leaned against the thick, reassuring front door.

Home. I am at home and I am alive, she thought, strange, very strange, Lucia, her roommate, as well as her friend and colleague of hers, had not yet returned even though she had finished working before her.

That night, a night watchman was taking his usual watch shift. He was in Piazza Castello, near the State Archives building, when he noticed a figure lying on the ground. At first he had seemed like a sleeping homeless man. He got off his bicycle and walked over to him.

With horror he realized that it was a young woman and a stain of blood had spread under her body. She appeared to have been stabbed.

He put on his bicycle again and headed at full speed towards the police station in Corso Vinzaglio, where the investigative headquarters were located. At the entrance, the attendant on duty asked him what had happened and, knowing it, directed him upstairs in the office of the inspector on duty.

It was Umberto Sarri who was intent on arranging the paperwork of the investigations concluded in the appropriate file. It was one of those tedious jobs that were done routinely when offices were deserted and the phone didn't ring. The whole day had been calm and peaceful. At that very moment he rang the phone. It was the attendant who warned him of the arrival of the night watchman.

Suddenly, the door swung open. An agent accompanied the screaming night watchman. «A murder ... a murder! She is dead ... she is dead! ».

Inspector Sarri looked up to observe the night watchman who had just entered his office. «Who died? Where did she die? What murder? », He asked calmly and patiently but still with the decision that the uniform imposed.

«Yes, yes, in Piazza Castello, in Piazza Castello! She died! She is dead!» Repeated the vigilante almost stammering.

Only at that point, Sarri picked up the phone and called the coroner, alerted the agents in charge of the surveys, finally alerted Commissioner Ferrero. «Ready Commissioner, here is a night watchman who claims to have found a body in Piazza Castello. Now I'm going to see immediately. See you there, on the State Archives side ». He put down the phone, left the office, turned off the light, and closed the door behind him.

The fog had grown even thicker. It seemed a veil that hid the wounds, still open, of the merciless bombings that hit the first capital of Italy in the heart. Historic buildings, universities, libraries, hospitals and even the large FIAT car industry. The damage had sometimes been slight, often severe and at times only several heaps of rubble could be observed. The city paid a considerable toll in civilian casualties.

The investigators arrived at the crime scene. There was hardly a glimpse of an immobile bundle, under which a bloodstain spread.

In the meantime, the coroner, the agents, the photographer arrived and everyone began to work observing the body and the crime scene.

It was a very pretty young woman. Not far from the crime scene, the investigators recovered an abandoned handbag. They opened it. Inside they found a handkerchief, a bunch of keys, mint candies and an identity card. They discovered that her name was Lucia Berri, she was twenty, she was domiciled in Via Po and she was a seamstress by profession.

At that point they knew his identity. She was a very young girl who had been stabbed.The night watchman had been right.

Meanwhile, Commissioner Ferrero also arrived on the scene."What happened?" He asked.

“Commissioner, it is a 20-year-old girl, a seamstress and she was stabbed. She lived a few blocks ahead, in Via Po. At the moment I can't tell you more”.

The Commissioner approached, he too looked at the body and then motioned to take it away.

For a moment, the investigators were undecided about what to do but, then, despite having seen that it was almost ten in the evening, they still decided to go to the apartment. On the other hand, the distance was not prohibitive.

Once in front of the house, with the bunch of keys in hand, they opened the door and began to climb the stairs, observing the names written on the bells next to each door.

Sarri, who was slightly overweight due to his love of good food and glasses of candy, trudged up the stairs, cursing. "Surely, with the usual luck, it will be the apartment in the attic!"

"Come on, Inspector, a little movement will do you good", teased Ferrero who, with his lean and slender body, had nothing to envy to the actors of the cinema.

The stairs were cramped, dirty and very unkempt. Finally they arrived at the right apartment. They tried to put the keys in the lock but it was as if the key was inserted on the other side.

Then they rang and a very light, almost fearful step approached. They rang out: "Police, open!"

A key turned in the lock. The door opened and a trembling, frightened girl appeared.

«Good evening, I'm Inspector Sarri. He is Commissioner Ferrero. We wanted to know if you know a certain Lucia Berri? ».

“Yes, sure, she is my roommate but she hasn't arrived home yet. Strange because you should be here by now. She got out of work before I did.”

"Will you let us in, miss?"

«Please, go inside. Take a seat ».

"Do you know your roommate very well?"

«We come from the same town, Giaveno. We came together to live in Turin and always as a couple we found work at Sartoria Merveilleuse. We have been hired there for three years now and we are happy with it ... but why are you asking me this? ».

“Unfortunately we have very sad news to give you. Your friend was killed this evening.”

"How ... was she killed? Where is it? From who?".

“Unfortunately we don't know. The body was found in Piazza Castello, near the entrance to the State Archives”.

"Then that cry was hers."

"What cry?" Asked the Commissioner, who had not yet spoken yet.

“I was returning. I was half a block ahead, yes, in front of the Musì jewelry, when I heard an almost inhuman cry and then very fast footsteps moving away towards the Royal Gardens. It was about... yes, nine in the evening. The bells of the church of the Annunziata had rung, no ... no ... not of the Annunziata but of the Cathedral. I hastened my pace, partly because I was tired, partly because I was afraid. That cry got me so much ... so much ... so much anxiety.

I arrived home and was surprised not to find it because I lingered in the tailor's shop. I was supposed to finish a hem for a wedding dress and I went out later but she was ahead of me... Yes, she must have left work on time. When I got home, however, she wasn't there.”

"Tell me," asked the Commissioner, "your roommate had a boyfriend, a lover ... I don't know ... a relationship?"

"Ninth. Even if, looking back, about a month ago, leaving the cinema on a Sunday afternoon, a young man approached us and asked us if we liked the film.

We chatted with him, lingering, and since it was already getting dark he offered to take us home. I was a little doubtful. He hadn't made a good impression on me. He seemed too kind, obsequious, I don't know ... Lucia, on the other hand, liked him very much. He was a handsome boy, tall, with dark eyes and hair. He had a very refined way of speaking, perhaps even too much, as if he wanted to sound like he wasn't himself. Kind. Yes, very kind... on the way he even offered us a coffee but we refused, because we wanted to go home before it got too dark.

On the way he asked us where we worked. Lucia confessed to him and he pressed on. “Ah! However! You see so many new people and who knows how many beautiful dresses sewn”.

I in turn questioned him. "And you? What's your job?". He replied: “Right now I'm unemployed. I'm looking for a job. Unfortunately, there aren't many professions that interest me. Several of these are from unskilled workers. I studied and I don't feel like going back and working as a worker”."

"Do you remember his name?" Inquired the Commissioner. «It seems to me that his name was... Piero, yes, Piero Perlati, Farlati, Ferlati... no, I don't remember his surname but his name was Piero. Of this I'm sure. For a few days we didn't see him again, then, suddenly, three days ago we found him at the door of the tailor's shop. This surprised me a little ... Lucia was happy, nevertheless, visibly happy and so she had accompanied us home. In the meantime, she had said that he had gone for a job interview with a notary, yes, a notary indeed, and she hoped to have good news soon. And then ... and then I don't know anything ... it's true that I didn't like him but he didn't seem like a bad person. He didn't scare me.»
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