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FIRST EDITION

Pier Giorgio Tomatis was born in 1965, in Turin, lives in Pinerolo and has always written short stories and screenplays. He collaborated with Il Monviso, Il Piccolo di Pinerolo, former Director of the Municipal Bulletin of Saluggia. Ex-Scout Educator, ex-President of the SISIFO Group Cultural and Social Volunteer Association, editor of the “Reading is Magic” and “10 Little Authors” Project. His narrative debut is dated January 2008 with the fantasy-thriller GATELAND. In the same year he received the recommendation of the ARTE CITTA 'AMICA of Turin as part of the works published with his novel ROBINSON JR. In 2009 he released his third novel, a story of political satire entitled TODOS CABALLEROS which is followed by Satan's Womb / The Uterus of Satan a return to the fantastic themes dear to him. The story told in ENFANTE TERRIBLE was born from some stories told by some colleagues. Maybe it's true, but if it is, it's only partially true. As described by the author in the opening notes, his intent was not to lose this story by pushing it into oblivion. And talk about a psychological pathology. And the environment and relationships within a factory. One like many. Unfortunately.
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	Pier Giorgio Tomatis, Gateland; fantasy thriller

	Pier Giorgio Tomatis, Robinson Jr .; fanta-horror

	Pier Giorgio Tomatis, Todos caballeros; satirical

	Pier Giorgio Tomatis, Satan's Womb / Satan's Uterus; sociological-horror

	Pier Giorgio Tomatis, The Strange Case of Doctor Chances science fiction, adventure

	Pier Giorgio Tomatis, Terrible Enfante; dramatic

	Pier Giorgio Tomatis, Pazzi and Matti S. p. a.

	Pier Giorgio Tomatis, Anger 'n danger; fantasy thriller
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Dedicated to SOME women ...

Dedicated to SOME men ...

And to ALL the others ...

ANY REFERENCE TO ACTUALLY EXISTING OR EXISTING FACTS, PLACES, AND / OR PEOPLE IS PURELY CASUAL.

All the characters and places in the story are the fruit of the author's imagination, as are their names and characteristics; the opinions expressed by the characters do not necessarily reflect those of the author.
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The story that the reader holds between his fingers and that I tell in this novel was told to me, in a nutshell, by some people I met several years ago during a team work. 

I'm not sure if they agreed to make fun of me or if a character like the one I outline, in the following lines, really existed. I firmly believe that this doesn't matter at all.

I am convinced that it is a beautiful story to tell (beautiful from a literary point of view and not for its contents) and I am convinced that it should not be lost. If anyone thinks of seeing himself in the episodes of the protagonist's life, I apologize in advance. It was not my intention to criticize anyone in particular if not to face a pathology that has many hidden secrets to bring to light, to make known and understood and all the problems that this operation causes.

My intention is not to advertise facts or misdeeds but only to help in understanding better an illness that I believe has deep roots more in our animalistic past than in the civilized present. Even if the two things no longer seem so distant from each other as they did a few decades ago.

All the names of the characters have been invented and if someone accidentally turns out to be their namesake, this fact is certainly not wanted. This is a normal hiccup.

The choice of Villar Perosa as the place where the events of history intertwine is not to be referred to anything other than a gesture of homage to a valley (Val Chisone) that I particularly love so much that I decided to live right at its feet . 

I have no idea how many novels have been written about Villar Perosa. 

I do not want its inhabitants if I have decided to write one more. 

Happy reading everyone.

The good horse does not lack the saddle.
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A small town
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I don't know what pushes me to tell what I saw and heard in those years. Perhaps it is a serious remorse of my conscience. Of course I cannot forget that Villar Perosa is a small town in Val Chisone, a few tens of kilometers from Turin, and that many are convinced that for this reason we cannot expect great things from it. Some scientists and philosophers have determined with in-depth studies that there is a connection between the magnitude of certain events and the number of inhabitants of a place.

Maybe they are right. 

Maybe not.

According to what these distinguished and esteemed professors affirm, the suburbs of large cities cannot host large and distinctive events. 

I do not agree. 

I fear that these professors are very wrong however, and I am sorry, I have no arguments to counter this thesis of theirs. The same story I am about to tell you is not part of the so-called great events. It is a cross-section of the provincial reality in which everyone knows everything about everyone. Me too. I know everything about this story that is rumored in the village and even more precisely because it was told to me. Like so many others.

About thirty years ago, an esteemed local professional got married to a girl a little younger than him. The two lovers got married in the church on the 4th of October, the day dedicated to Saint Francis of Assisi. The ceremony was solemn. The climate was mild and the sun illuminated the churchyard as if to underline a sort of divine blessing.

The couple were well known in the village and everyone wanted to be part of the big party. Villa De Carli kept the gates open for three whole days. A catering company was made available to guests from the morning, for breakfast, until the evening, for the buffet dinner.

A musical group, Piero Vallero's Labirinto Twins, delighted those present with a music show with cover versions of famous songs, all for about fifteen minutes approximately every hour. No expense was spared but that was not what made that day worth remembering. Everyone in the village loved the new lady De Carli and the architect Tullio. The consumerist aspect of the ceremony only confirmed the link between the two families and the villaresi. Within a few months, another good news thrilled the local community.

Mrs. Elide (this is the name of the new bride) began to show off an unmistakable baby bump and the city got ready to witness a new happy event. A country is a country and every novelty (even the smallest or normal) ends up being a magnet for every conversation. Perhaps, it is the almost total absence of particular events that transform a single episode, usual and habitual in a big city, into an event worthy of polarizing so much chatter from the most common people. It must be said, however, that after an initial period of calm and tranquility this small idyllic village picture began to crack. Mrs. Elide showed herself more and more tired and suffering and the visits to the trusted gynecologist, Doctor Palmese, became more and more frequent.

The people of Villar Perosa gathered around the family. The neighbors helped the woman in the last months of her pregnancy and all her closest friends practically stayed overnight at Villa De Carli. The closer we got to our goal, the more serious and worrying the woman's suffering became. Other medical specialists were also consulted but all confirmed that the alert level had not been exceeded. Mrs Elide had to raise her pain threshold by herself and face childbirth with more courage and determination. As if he had heard these words, on the second of September a baby was born: a female weighing 2,720 kilograms. She was given the name of Marina.
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