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To Pinerolo.

To Charles.

To Sigmund.

With much affection and gratitude.

Thanks to all:

those who will understand it,

those who will appreciate it ...

and also to others.
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"It is no wonder that in a crazy time the insane do well". It is no wonder that in a moment of madness the insane give good proof of themselves. (Niccolò Machiavelli, Letter to Francesco Guicciardini, 5 November 1526).
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Prologue
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August 8, 2037

––––––––
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The heat of the sun seemed to shatter the cobblestones of the road that unravels up to the top of the hill, turning those stone pebbles into pure grains of hot sand. An old man with an undone beard wiped the sweat from his brow with a silk handkerchief, trying to take cover among the columns of the arcades of the old part of the city. Two young students, backpackers, were walking slowly, chatting and looking absently at the shop windows. A nauseating smell of spoiled fish, and who knows what else, pressed against the nostrils making it even more difficult to breathe. A top-of-the-range car sped by, regardless of the smallness of the road passage on Via Trento.

The raised sidewalk and the walls of the old arcades were the most dilapidated they had ever seen.

It was curious how the facades of the upper floors of the newly renovated houses gave unwary observers the impression that they were prestigious homes. A traffic cop was drafting a report for a no-parking car. After all, you were inside the restricted traffic zone. A battered, filthy and sick dog was rummaging through the rubbish next to a garbage can. The sight of this was not the most uplifting. But the two young men had not come to make observations on the livability of the historic part of the city or its architectural development. Their much more modest goal was to reach Via Principi d'Acaja. They had a very important appointment.

Still missing a lot? Said the younger of the two. If it hadn't been for his work, he probably would never have set foot in Pinerolo. He didn't try to hold back, hiding this thought.

Because? Are you already tired of your trip to the outskirts of Turin? The second replied, seasoning his words with an amused smile. He loved his job and found his colleague's professionalism very valuable. However, he often enjoyed teasing his ego.

And do you know what my interest may be in places like these? The young man echoed him with an equally sarcastic question. The heat ensnared him but the distance from Turin was even more so, a city that he considered more his own, more man-friendly. Having been forced to travel to a country of only thirty-eight thousand souls for a service, he considered it a small descent from the ladder to success.

Calm. It is a question of traveling only more than a hundred meters. The colleague replied snorting.

How do you know these areas? The younger asked his colleague trying to tease him and get spicy details about his past, present or future. By working with him often she had learned about him and knew that he had good success with women.

An old flame of mine lived in these parts. The colleague answered him in part sincerely and trying to hide a mischievous smile.

And what was it like? He whispered curiously.

Warm and exciting. Like today's climate. He said staring his colleague straight in the eye.

It was already late morning, the bell tower of San Maurizio had just struck the toll of eleven thirty, when that bizarre couple of individuals arrived near the home of the old Luigi Gariglio, an unusual destination for their pilgrimage.

It was a house with a recently renovated facade set on two floors above ground. On the side facing the street it had four small windows with dark oak wooden doors. The sun continued to beat hard on them, reflecting its light on the glass of the windows, which returned all the heat and directed it onto the cobblestones of the cobblestones, thus making them even more smooth and slippery.

Of the two men, the younger and more robust was dressed in casual clothes, wearing classic blue jeans and a designer polo shirt.

He carried a shoulder bag of the type used to store the camera. Meanwhile, he was holding another, larger one, with his right hand. Maybe it was the container for a video camera. His colleague, on the other hand, had a height of about one hundred and eighty centimeters, a thick hair and dressed in a more classic and showy way, a suit of light gray jacket and trousers, a white shirt and a hideous tie but embellished by the signature of the designer on duty in vogue of the moment. They stopped on the threshold of that house in the historic center, right in front of the House of the Senate in Pinerolo.

Are you sure this is the place? The first asked in a tone that betrayed his strong insecurity and restlessness.

Via Principi d'Acaja number twenty-three. The other replied reading the contents of a piece of paper that he held in his left hand. 

There is no doubt. He added with subtle irony.

We're late, you know? The younger one pressed him, muttering "I always tell you", frowning and admonishing his colleague with a look full of disapproval.

You will see that he will not pay attention to it. The other replied with a firm and confident tone. Cameras fix a lot of things. He confidently ruled on this philosophy. Ready? Asked the elegant man seeking the approval of his colleague even with a single glance, as if to expect him to dispel all his doubts in this way.

Ready. The young man agreed, still not entirely convinced that arriving late, for those who work on television, is never a big problem.

Then let's play. The elegant man carefully looked at the names on the doorbell buttons. He pressed the one about the old man and waited for an answer. It was not long in coming.

Yup? It was the timid reply from the man on the other side of the intercom. He did not hide his Piedmontese origin by speaking with a strong local accent.

We are from television. We have an appointment with Mr. Luigi Gariglio. Said the elegant man.

It's me. Go up as well. There was a metallic click as the lock opened with a remote control.

It is done. What did I tell you? Let's go up. Ah ...The elegant man stopped short after crossing the threshold of the entrance. It will not be a short thing. Did you know, didn't you? He added.

Katia had warned me. He didn't tell me one thing. The younger of the two exclaimed cryptically.

Shoot ... The elegant man deliberately used this slang tone.

What will the old man tell us about? Finally, the young man asked.

The elegant man began to laugh. Of our past. Come on, follow me ... Having said that, he flung open the door and advanced towards the stairs, expecting his young colleague to do the same.

I am here. The old man said waving his arms and inviting guests to go upstairs. The staircase to access it was an old stone slab structure recently renovated. The steps were narrow but others deep. The iron handrail had been painted a brilliant black that stood out in the pale artificial light of a small sconce. The two went up and saw old Luigi Gariglio standing in front of the door of his accommodation. He kept waving his arms and welcomed them with a smile and a happy expression on his face, nevertheless a certain discomfort was evident in him, probably due to the task he was about to perform.

Come in. Come in. He said, urging them not to stay on the landing. Don't mind the clutter in the house of a poor old pensioner.

The two men crossed the threshold of that apartment and noticed that the phrases of circumstance with which they had been greeted represented mere formalisms. The house was in perfect order. A little retro, perhaps, but since it was the home of an old man over eighty, it seemed at least understandable.

Come in, please. The coffee will be served in moments. The old man said in a faint voice, perhaps, so as not to annoy the neighbors. He made his way to a modest kitchenette where the water from a century-old coffee pot was boiling over the fire. He opened the doors of a cupboard and fumbled inside for a few clean glasses. He took a napkin, used it to wipe three. He took some lumps from a sugar bowl.

How much sugar? He asked.

One lump is enough ... for me. The elegant man answered promptly.

For me too. Added his young colleague.

The old man served the cups of coffee with a cabaret. After that, he sat down in his chair behind a large, sturdy desk. He hesitated before sipping his coffee. The mind got lost behind a myriad of thoughts. He realized that at that point he could no longer back down. He knew that this time he would have to tell everything ... but absolutely everything that happened in his past. The veil that had hidden what had happened for years had to be removed. Only in this way could he achieve the peace he had longed for for a long, long time.

*
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The prince skilled in the art of governing men, uses their defects to repress their vices. (Duke of Lévis, Maxims, precepts and reflections).
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Chapter one
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Gustu

––––––––
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The three drank their coffee and ate some biscuits that old Luigi took from a jar placed on the sideboard, continuing to converse and get to know each other. The young cameraman said his name was Gualtiero Strizzi and the journalist his colleague Marco Balbi. The old Luigi, in his youth, had been one of the ecological operators of the city and it was in the context of this job of his that what he intended to tell his two illustrious television guests happened.

I will tell you everything. Luigi said sunk in his chair, an old-fashioned armchair, probably from the past century. He was seated and in front of him had a desk of old worm-eaten wood and on the supporting surface there was a series of books, some thick tomes, some of them were open. To the two colleagues, this seemed extraordinary. A citizen who in his life had done a job, considered humble by many, showed a dialectic and a culture that was certainly out of the ordinary.

As you like. Marco answered. When he wants to start, we'll turn on the camera.

I remind you that what I am about to tell you has never been told to others. The subject of our chat is very exclusive. Old Luigi warned, looking at both of his guests as if to find confirmation.

Only we will deal with this topic. Rest assured. Marco said, exchanging a glance with Gualtiero.

The old man seemed to brighten up as a result of that answer. He breathed a sigh of relief and rested his head on the chair. His movements were difficult. Partly because of his age, partly because his clothes were preventing him. The brown suit he wore was tight, old, and out of date. It was a suit jacket and trousers, with a shirt with a stiff collar and a single-colored tie, which was also too short. He tried to speak while sipping a mushy concoction from his glass. It was probably some kind of medicine.

I want to tell you what happened that year. It was a long time ago. I was really young then. It was 2008. I remember it very well because my niece Clotilde was born in that year. I was in my Pinerolo and I worked as an ecological operator. Do you know? I love my city. I find it quiet, clean, serene. And you? What do you think?

Both gave a slightly hypocritical nod of appreciation using a different facial expression. For those coming from Turin, a modest town like the one at the foot of the Val Chisone appears decidedly monotonous and boring. It was not so for the old Luigi Gariglio. He found it perfect for himself and, as he continued his story, the two guests had the impression that the events mentioned had all been experienced by him in the first person, rather than for the most part known because they were reported in the city chronicles or from the gossip of the people of the country.

Listening to Luigi's words, their minds were catapulted into a local reality that was almost thirty years older, in which the real protagonist was a small Piedmontese town. The narrator's voice almost disappeared and it was replaced by vivid and strong images, almost palpable. Gualtiero and Marco took a step back in time by twenty-nine years.

In those years Pinerolo was a pleasant and peaceful town of thirty-seven thousand inhabitants, located on the outskirts of Turin. The distance from the Piedmontese capital was about thirty-eight kilometers but due to the wild overbuilding, favored by the growing demand for quiet that Turin could not give, this space seemed not to exist. Bathed by the Chisone stream, it had an area of ​​just over fifty square kilometers and was three hundred and seventy-seven meters above sea level.

In short, Pinerolo was a typical piedmont town that no one would particularly remember were it not that ... the story that the old Luigi Gariglio was telling was destined to jump to the altars of the Italian political news. In fact, in addition to being the birthplace of some of the most illustrious parliamentarians of the First (when the old man spoke these words, Marco and Gualtiero looked at each other perplexed) and of the Second Republic (there was another quick exchange of glances between the two guests), it was the municipality of Augusto Barra's residence. "And who * $ * # * is Augusto Barra?" the reporter and the cameraman wondered, before some memories of the school books began to resurface in their minds.

After all, twenty-nine years had passed, and the most recent events are those that are always in a shadow for our school system. It seems that to enter the history books certain events take centuries to obtain the approval of those old trombones who are concerned with deciding what a pupil or a student should learn and what not.

Well, the story that the old Luigi Gariglio was telling began precisely by answering this question. Augusto Barra, Gustu for his friends, the liar for his enemies, was a well-known Italian parliamentarian, who, with a shrewd clientelist policy, now shifted his face to the government majority (which became such only by virtue of that vote), now in opposition, holding in hand the legislative activity of the Belpaese.

He was born in 1942 in Porte, a town bordering Pinerolo. From an early age he had shown more interest in socializing and playing than in applying and studying. At school he never went beyond the two years of high school. However, he found in his friendships and acquaintances an inexhaustible source of income. He worked little or nothing. More than anything else, he was a salesman but soon got tired of such a tiring occupation.

He showed a completely different interest in politics which he immediately found more suited to his aspirations and expectations. He understood that he could live by administering the work of others. His job, and at times he knew how to do it splendidly well, was to create agreements between different people and often in quarrel with each other. Pinerolo first, and then Italy, provided him with the opportunity to emerge from nowhere, to get to the places that matter. His country was full of people who needed a guy like him. There is no state in the world where the population feels less national sentiment, where making it in defiance of others is considered a virtue. Gustu was first elected in the city elections of Pinerolo, as Mayor from an independent list, and then in the national ones. Thanks to this he was able to claim the office of Senator. He managed to convince a dozen colleagues to join his political group and in doing so he messed up the plans of the majority and the opposition.

Of course, all the deals that Gustu made for his neighbor came with a certain price. Always very high. The only thing he remained faithful to was the motto "do ut des". His every intervention in some political dispute translated into business. Business, contracts, armchairs, there was only the embarrassment of choice. In all the years of legislature that he spent among the benches of the senate, in Rome, he created a huge fortune out of nothing. This did not prevent majority or opposition parties from making use of his work. Indeed, it encouraged its use. Knowing that we could always count on him "at any cost" raised the problem to a level that was practicable for everyone. In fact, when one knocked on Gustu's door to ask him for a mediation, the discussion that was generated was always aimed at the "how much" and never at “the”.

He never took sides openly for anything, he never joined any political coalition. He didn't need it. He firmly believed in what he did and his task was to build bridges between the particularities, between the diversities of the Italians. There is no more divided people, in competition, in quarrel, between groups, ethnic groups, citizenship and much more. To tell the truth, every occasion is good to demonstrate one's intolerance towards the other. It is no coincidence that the main source of criminal acts in the beautiful country is not the Mafia, as one would be led to believe, but the neighborhood relationship.

What originated this feeling of hostility is not known. Perhaps the different foreign dominations of the peninsula had a great influence. Germans, Austrians, Spaniards, French, barbarians, Turks, many peoples have shed blood among these lands and disseminated descendants in every century. Today, the most common divisions are those related to sporting passion, skin color, religion, but there are many other more subtle and dangerous ones, such as long citizenship.

There are not a few people who suffer psychological violence that is not indifferent because "they are not one of us", they have not lived in our country for generations, because "they come from outside", they are Italians but of a nomadic nature, they have moved from city to city, resulting in losing one's roots, one's identity and "purity". In this type of Italy, a character like Gustu found his perfect place. Indeed, it was configured as if it were the pi-greek of an equation. That value recognized by experts, thanks to which the mathematical process found its raison d'etre, the maximum (and perhaps only) expression of its functionality.

But as for everyone, even for great personalities like him, the time came to knock on the door of St. Peter's and his departure threw the Italian political coalitions even more into chaos, since that fateful day in a stalemate. institutional. The government of the country, at that time, was based on the small majority of a few votes (that of Augusto Barra's small group of loyalists, in fact). The number of parliamentarians lined up for the majority coalitions was equal.

Augusto Barra himself guaranteed the prevalence of one of the parties, ending up playing the role of needle of the balance, due to the intrinsic lameness from which politics in Italy suffered. His replacement became fundamental. The town, which until then was only remembered for certain jokes of Totò, found itself incredibly with the spotlight on. The eyes of the whole nation were focused on that small strip of land and on a small handful of voters.

Aware of the importance that Fate had decided to give to that event and to their city, all the people of Pinerolo suddenly became large consumers of print media and radio and television news. Every morning, at the newspaper kiosks, there was a long line of people. A snake capable of blocking city car traffic and even rail traffic. Editors and newsagents worked tirelessly for ten, twelve, fourteen, even sixteen hours a day to try to satisfy customer requests.

Once the last delivery was finished and all the copies of the local newspapers and weeklies had been sold out, the poor unfortunates who were left without reading were only left with television. From noon to thirteen thirty all the people of Pinerolo glued themselves to the video to see their candidates who were guests of the various barkers and thus form their own opinion on how to resolve that electoral dispute.

There was no other topic in bar discussions now. There were those who wanted to replace Gustu with a strong man, those who instead wanted a more understanding senator, those who wanted him moderate, those who didn't want him at all because politics is all a dirty thing, and politicians are even more so. Everyone, however, was beginning to have their own opinion on the increasingly imminent democratic confrontation. Finally, having the eyes of the whole nation focused on it seemed to have transformed, galvanized, even the most timid, fearful, static, monolithic, granite, fossilized citizens in their vision of participation in the social life of their country.

The party coalitions interested in winning the competition, the only ones that seemed to have any chance to play, were three. About twenty aspiring senators signed up and almost all had been proposed by phantom political support groups. Thus it was that in Pinerolo representatives of these movements, very often personal, among the strangest and most bizarre it had ever known in its history, presented themselves on the list. Among them, there was the candidate of the honest, the irreducible, the fed up, of Italy to the Italians, of the imperialists.

Other curious facts resulted, for example, the image choices made by some of these groups. Thus, to represent the housewives was a man, a young man led the party of retirees, that of the honest was headed by a gentleman who had legal pending, the party of judges had at its peak a lawyer, that of journalists a former marshal of the Army and that of the Trotskyists an entrepreneur. There was even the student revolt movement which was led by a high school teacher and that of the unemployed, managed by an accountant, who invoiced approximately one hundred and twenty thousand euros a year.

Together with the flirtatious lists, the parties and movements in search of free publicity also competed with the historical ones. To be clear, the very ones who were fighting bitterly in Parliament. They were the Social Democrats, headed by the former mayor Vittorino Trinciabue, the Liberal Democrats, led by another former mayor Edmondo Marzabotto, the Catholics, who united the Christian Democrats with the Christian Liberals, were instead directed by Settimio Pigialuva. The latter had never held the position of mayor but had actively participated in almost all the last legislatures as councilor, president of the city council, commission, deputy mayor, etc.

The work of the three parties became more feverish every day until it became incandescent as the deadline for the presentation of candidates and lists approached. The Social Democrats sought a prominent figure in the world of work who could convince both employees and entrepreneurs that theirs was the best possible choice. The Liberal Democrats considered various hypotheses but basically their orientation was directed towards the master class. After all, those who had already proved to lead a company well could only do the same with the tasks that awaited them in Rome. Catholics relied heavily on farmers and families to find the right candidate to resolve the electoral competition in their favor.

Vittorino Trinciabue came to have three briefings a day, to visit hundreds of apartments a week, to call at least once every five minutes. Edmondo Marzabotto tried not to be outdone by him. He traveled in his private plane from Caselle to Rome three or four times a week to make direct arrangements with his national party leaders and unleashed his secretaries throughout the college. Septimius Pigialuva did not miss even a Holy Mass officiated within a radius of twenty kilometers in order to steal the mood of his possible electorate and kept in constant contact with all the priests of the area.

Despite their good intentions, however, none of the three was able to find the right candidate, on time. The importance of the stake was such that it advised against "the usual suspects" to try their luck. The three, each with a different style, vigorously protested to obtain an extension of the deadline for submitting the lists. Vittorino Trinciabue chained himself to the gates of Montecitorio, Edmondo Marzabotto broadcast a very harsh TV commercial, Settimio Pigialuva gathered a few people and paraded through the streets of the capital. Parliament, which would not have looked favorably on the exclusion of these lists, deliberated in their favor and granted an extra week of time using a legal quibble in such a convoluted way that few understood it and no one trusted to oppose it. Strengthened by this success, Vittorino, Edmund and Septimius tried everything and finally managed to untie the knot of candidacies. Cornered by the party leaders, the three area managers proposed to their regional and national superiors the names of those candidates who could have presented in the elections and who possessed sufficient appeal and cultural background to achieve final victory. The social democrats of Vittorino Trinciabue chose a certain Aldo Boaglio, class fifty-eight, the artist, bassist of the Free-Tribe musical group, a rasta-band that boasted some national successes, as well as several participations in the Sanremo festival. The liberal democrats of Edmondo Marzabotto identified in Giovanni Stortis their ideal representative. Of the same draft as Aldo, only a few months older, he was a building contractor who had made his way with speculation in public procurement, in the construction and renovation of hotels for the world championships on the snow, and in the construction of affiliated, subsidized and popular housing. The last but not the worst triptych was closed by Giacomo Peretti, a local breeder and farmer who invoiced around one million euros a year for his legitimate activities.

None of the three had ever made the card for a party, had shown any interest in a political career, had sided more or less explicitly for the solution of some problem of common interest. So, what was the origin of the interest that was forming around their figures? First of all, they had an aura of "virginity" (never having spent themselves they had never burned). Over the years they had accumulated enough money to be able to economically support such a competition. They were gifted with a good cultural background, which enabled them to speak in public. All three, for generations, had lived in Pinerolo and carried out their main occupation here. They were well known in the village and last but not least, Vittorino, Edmund and Septimius had tried them all and with everyone, receiving resounding refusals and in the best of cases "another time, maybe".

It would not have been difficult to convince them to apply and once they succeeded in the undertaking ... "to manipulate them". It was only a question of finding the appropriate arguments and the three managers said they were confident of succeeding in this undertaking.

*
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Only those who have faith in themselves can be faithful to others. (Erich Fromm, The art of loving).
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Chapter two
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Aldo

––––––––
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That morning the sun filtered faintly through the slits of the shutters of the apartment on the third floor of that building in via Caprilli. A tawny-haired woman in a slender cream-white petticoat was sleeping on her side, under a sheet she held over her up to her pelvis. On the other side of the bed was a sleeping man in a prone position. He was almost entirely hairless and had a slightly protruding nose.

The keys inserted in the lock of the front door immediately aroused both and it was panic. They jumped out of bed and began to dress and collect evidence of the man's presence from the ground. Meanwhile, the door opened and someone entered the room. The man and the woman stared at each other frozen for a moment. Then they made the decision. The person who had entered the room went into the living room, placed on the sofa a leather work bag filled so much that it had two completely round hips. He went into the small kitchenette, took a glass from the cupboard and opened the fridge. He looked inside for a few moments and then closed it. He went back into the living room, opened the door to the bar and took out a bottle of vodka. He filled his glass and drank it all in one gulp, even though it was only seven in the morning. Then, in a decisive tone, he exclaimed ...
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