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A JOB IN TURIN (from C. to C.)
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Arriving in Turin by train, the car stopped on a square in Liguria with the engine broken down, is like going back in time, reliving ancient rhythms and emotions, of a time that seems too far away to have experienced it firsthand. 

Arriving by train in Turin means stopping to look at Porta Nuova, so cold and changed, technological and aseptic, and the gardens of Piazza Carlo Felice, green and agitated with people, languages ​​and colors, the strangest and most exotic, the most unthinkable only a few Years ago. 

The midday of August hangs over the city, the sun is veiled but the heat wets the clothes and the skin. 

The tram is late in arriving, no one is waiting at the stop. 

I throw myself in the basement and go to the garden, there is a free bench, I have an empty plastic bottle and the fountain nearby. Sitting in the shade is better, around there are those who waved and who rant in Romanian, others whisper Arabic, others agree almost in French, the Africans are the only ones not sweating.

I look around: the square, having removed some signs and the huge machines, has remained the same as it was when I was still a child. Here I stopped, waiting for trams and buses after the raids in the center to look for girls and musical and sci– fi emotions.

I read pages of freshly bought books, admired record covers to hear at home, quivering waiting for the croaking needle, sitting on the benches with an attentive eye across the street, at the Hotel Roma, the one where the poet had, nine years before my birth, decided to end it all. 

I still look at the building. 

The August sun and smog make it look bright, and the heat seems to drive away any cars and noise from around the garden. They all seem to leave, and there is one crossing the flower bed. In a suit and tie, he approaches the fountain, drinks and wipes his mouth. I can sit down, he says looking at me, the shirt and sleeve are still wet, please, I'm alone as you see, I answer. It's hard to wait for the moment, he tells me, this heat is overwhelming. Too much for me who missed the tram under this sun and am now arriving from a train journey, I repeat.

I have seen and heard worse, the sun in the countryside, on the parched hills, he tells me, and the one overlooking the sea of ​​Calabria, which is Italy but it seems that of the South Seas. 

He speaks well, quietly, the Turin accent, he is calm but has a tense air, accentuated by his gaunt face, he has vivid and wise eyes, but he looks far beyond the station, beyond the horizon of the houses and the tree– lined street. 

He is thin, and he must be tall if sprawled on the bench he occupies it almost completely. He is not old even if he looks and dressed like an old man, or his clothes are old, perhaps he is even younger than me, and he speaks almost in dialect, with the certainty of being understood.

What does she do in life? What life, I answer, of the many that I live? And so I tell him about the jobs, about the many jobs I do, and they lead to nothing, if not to increasingly strong economic tensions. I mention loves, friends. I tell him, a stranger, about my wife, about the children and passions I had and that I have, the joy of dedicating myself to studies, to reading as a teenager, to university exams. I tell of my ease in writing, of love for words and art, for life as a poet and for new music. The life that immediately brought me, at the age of twenty, to having to fight every day against everyone, and no one has ever given me anything. Yet I remained naive and light as then, and I'm wrong, always. And I continue, between grumbles and regrets, to talk to him about the time wasted trying to become an important artist (living the dreamed life, made up of smiles and gratifications, satisfied to bring a little art in the hearts) in this Turin that forgets everything, and eats up talents. Corrode, Turin, his best sons, especially if they don't have political cards, and the right connections. He's right, he tells me, in Milan at least they'll take you to dinner, they are happy to have someone at the table who knows how to tell stories, but it is in Rome that there are women and there is some hope of achieving success. In Turin the artist works, and struggles on his own to be able to support himself with the other works, and if he fights in Turin, if he does not fall into darkness, he goes to Rome and overwhelms. Look at me, who have overwhelmed destiny and achieved success, the women of cinema and the stalls of prizes. But I sold myself and my job to success.

They tied me up, me flying, and sailing with Melville. Dull hierarchies, parties, politicians have bought and sold me, used me. Now it is clear to me. Now that I have prizes and salons to attend, paid jobs, perfect typewriters and hotels to sleep in peacefully. It is clear to me, and it destroys.

But Turin is still my city, my factory, and I had to go back, that I still have one last job, the most important, to do. 

I look at him, he lights his pipe, I think I have already seen him in photos faded by the years. He has America in his eyes, the hills, the curves and the dust, the blood of the useless dead, the fear and the pain. Now yes, I know him, he is the poet of the hills and of the myth, the distant man, the best of all at translating, writing moments, reading and narrating a whole generation. He has in his eyes the nights feeling shot, the ungrateful politicians, the streets of Rome and the beaches of the Po, he has the breath of the wind and the land that burns with love and sex. And the ancient masters, the hill gods, decided his fate.

He confides in the sun that not even success is enough for him, we were born to die alone. Then he gets up and lightly almost bows and says hello.

The gust of wind sweeps away the heat and numbness, I can see him entering the hotel by himself. I could stop it, scream don't do it, it makes too many happy if you kill yourself like this, but I stay and watch it and the square returns to today's life. Pass the tram and I get on it, as always fate betrays my dreams ...
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The publisher asks me for a small introduction to the volume. In not too distant times the reader who approached a literary work, poetry or fiction that was, was not interested in the life and thoughts of the author, both for the scarcity of news and information about it, and for the lack of direct contact between the published page and the social and physical figure of the author himself. The cases of authors made famous more by their public life than by their works, while valiant, can be easily cited. In France Voltaire, Victor Hugo, Jules Verne and the Poets Maledetti, in Italy Manzoni and D'Annunzio, before the media advent of the Neorealists, in England Oscar Wilde and Conan Doyle, in Germany Goethe, these were certainly the most evident cases authors from important and recognized public life. Of the others, the readers of the newspapers, the tissue papers, the first fantastic magazines did not care, the written words, the stories told, the evoked atmospheres did matter. Now no, now the author's life comes before the work itself. The artistic and correct photos of the smiling faces stand out on the third or back cover, the television presentations multiply in participation in talk shows of all kinds, the advent of social networks has then opened the doors of a second parallel life of the author, made of photos, reflections, anecdotes that arouse the morbid curiosity of the reader by now transformed from user to buyer of the work. Well, to indulge the reader's tendency to fathom the author's private life, I tell you that the writer has passed the age of fifty, not without damage, and has always lived and worked in Turin. He has carried out various activities but his true passion is what he is doing now, writing. He has written for newspapers and magazines, already published short stories and a novel. He has lectured on historical, artistic and fantastic themes. Passionate about sports, he is responsible for the Granata Literature Competition, entirely dedicated to works dedicated to the Torino team. Shocked in his youth by the appearance of Delirium in Sanremo in 1972, he lived playing flute and guitar, composing poems and songs that have never been presented in public, but there is time. Enough of me, the author, you already know too much. We will be able to discuss what I have written. 

In this book you will find several stories, not consciously autobiographical, none with the presumption of literary value. Small films, I would say, to be enjoyed in images.

The first, – Un Lavoro a Torino– , has opened the book and is the only one with some reference to the artistic world and to poetry that tickles me so much. The others are stories. Stories of Mysteries, Intrigues, Books and Wizards, Stills and Time Travel, and abuses solved by ravenous Vampires.

The first is still set in Turin, the magical city and the Capital of Mystery. It seems unlikely that a young priest can solve everything, he will certainly try.... good fun.
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Chapter I

The sword

The man's body lay in a pool of blood, lying on his left side. 

A long, strong sword ran through him at stomach level. 

The steel blade now stained with blood and visceral fluid protruded from his back. 

The hilt, somewhat elaborate and in medieval style, was firmly gripped by the stiff fingers of the dead man. 

His mouth, still open in the scream of extreme pain, spewed a slimy white drool. 

Large traces of dark blood stained the beautiful wooden floor, extending to a very valuable Persian carpet. 

The acrid smell of the intestines torn by the blade hit me like a stabbing fist in the stomach, forcing me to leave the large, hot and sultry attic, the scene of the macabre scene. 

I rushed down the ebony stairs to a cooler, more welcoming dining room downstairs. 

I lay down heavily on a comfortable sofa, trying with long breaths to prevent the feeling of fainting that was gripping me from gaining the upper hand over my body. Drops of cold sweat dripped from my back while the violent malaise seemed not to want to leave me.

A black woman, her face disfigured by tears, could hardly answer the questions of a man in uniform. Scattered among the rooms of the apartment other soldiers were, somewhat clumsily, rummaging through furniture and drawers for clues.

–  Look for guys, one does not decide to kill himself in such a blatant way without leaving a note of justifications or excuses to explain to the world, and to himself, the reasons for the insane gesture ...

I was well acquainted with Marshal Gualtiero Scalia, the last descendant of a noble family from the South, relegated by fate and a decent salary to the life of the Carabiniere. Honest, upright and highly educated, he had recently been appointed Section Head, and he was proud to have reached the coveted milestone as soon as he turned forty. He looked at me surprised.

–  What are you doing here? You seem late to administer extreme unction to the poor man upstairs ... Tell me everything, dear parish priest, or I will charge you for contaminating circumstantial evidence!

Tell him everything, good question and even more difficult and unlikely the answer given that the vice– parish priest of a suburban church should not be at the scene of a suicide, in a lodging in the center of Turin, at three in the afternoon on a weekday early summer.

–  I did not have funerals, nor baptisms or confirmations ... –  I replied with that defiant tone that I liked so much to use to play down situations –  so I took a walk along via Garibaldi, I saw the two gazelles with full sirens darting in the pedestrian area and the I followed. It was certainly not difficult to get here, camouflaging myself among your plainclothes men on the stairs, and the screams and cries of the woman who opened the door intrigued me so much that they took me up to the attic. Seeing the gruesome scene I had a violent bout of nausea and had to get off... I didn't touch or pollute anything, if that's what scares you. After all, you know that I always see you with pleasure ...

It was true. 

I had followed the two steering wheels with my eyes, running to the house theater of the story just at the corner of Via Milano. 

The palace, located at the end of a tiny courtyard, had been refurbished a few years ago even though it exuded an ancient and imposing air. 

A large stone staircase led to the lodgings, set over three floors. 

On the fourth, the hustle and bustle apartment, the large entrance to the living area, dining room, kitchen in full view, color TV set in a niche under the spiral staircase, CDs scattered over beautiful red sofas. A masterpiece of architecture, extremely elegant and refined.

I had entered. 

The boots of the carabinieri had already sprinkled the beautiful platform of the staircase with muddy footprints, guided by the gestures of the weeping lady, disappearing upstairs. 

I followed them quickly, intrigued by so much hype. 

In short, I certainly hadn't done anything wrong. 

Looking in the mirror at the entrance I saw my face as white as a rag, and I felt the need to drink a glass of water. 

Among the busy men I reached the kitchen and, finding the refrigerator, took a still unopened bottle of mineral (so as not to pollute the evidence) and drank at least half a liter in one gulp. 

I felt reborn and among all those busy people I busied myself looking for clues, or things out of place, too.

When he had finished questioning the woman, a Peruvian maid who could speak only in Spanish and cry in despair, the sergeant called me. 

We sat down on the comfortable sofa. 

White and very thick hair framed the shaven face of the guardian of the order, father of a very lively child who attended catechism in our parish. 

Sitting on the sofa, with his jeans and shirt untucked, evidently to mask a certain tendency to gain weight, Gualtiero Scalia seemed the archetype of the civil servant, cowardly, flabby, resigned. But, as always, appearances can be deceiving, and in Turin few colleagues and opponents could claim not to be afraid of him and his insightful culture.

–  Do you know who this madman is? –  the friend said to me with a smile and, without waiting for my answer, continued: 

–  He is a famous merchant, a computer and marketing expert shopkeeper, a man too busy with his work and his family: his wife is a scientist, a renowned researcher in the field of plant pathology. He has two beautiful children who are now at the seaside with their mother and grandparents. A successful, busy and lucky man. Never a fuss with the law, taxes always paid, respected and admired by the whole city. We carabinieri often used him too, and I too knew him, as far as you might know a supplier, he seemed a kind man and always had the right word and advice for everyone. Now it will be hard to warn the family, those parents who helped him so much in his business, and that beautiful, beautiful wife, so introverted, so absorbed in her job as a teacher at the university and scientific researcher. And it will be hard to find a reason for the gesture even if, if you think about it behind the perfectly white facade of this man, there remains a dark or at least disturbing side. See those two black– covered books? He wrote them. They are fantastic novels. He liked to write, he often talked about it in the company with his most loyal customers, said he was a poet, and was proud to show those who saw him as a cold and in any case anonymous trader his sensitive and poetic soul, aimed at analyzing stories and problems a far cry from his daily struggles. We should analyze these books, try to understand if there are any traces to follow for this suicide, which seems absurd to me, and I think it would be advisable to read them as soon as possible. One who has all the fortunes in this world and gets pierced by a sword on such a sunny and hot July day probably has reasons, and it is my job to discover them, or at least try to do so.

A young carabiniere came down the stairs with three volumes in his hand.

–  Look Marshal, I found three books, they seem to be written by the victim, there is his name above the titles.

Gualtiero took them, leafed through them, overturned them and, seeing that the copies on the shelf in the dining room seemed newer, he handed them to me. They were two volumes of short stories and a book of poems with a rather strange and original title.

–  Read them too –  he told me –  so I won't be the only one to draw conclusions, maybe you like them too. Meanwhile, we seize everything, papers, notes, computers, musical instruments. I thought with horror, as a passionate lover of books and a staunch supporter of reasoned disorder, of the hands of the young soldiers who would soon settle, like a pack of hungry hyenas, on the infinite shelves of the many bookcases scattered around the house, to collect the memories of that body, now cold, lifeless and devoid of memories to tell. Soon it would all end up in cardboard boxes, ready to feed the mouths of hundreds of rats in the courthouse basements.

I went back to the parish with the books under my arm, thinking about the bitter fate of that man and the strange and sudden malaise that had hit me. 
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Chapter II

The books
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The heat kills, the heat maddens and weakens, the July heat transforms winter cities into tropical asphalt forests, cities of smog and heat, of avenues with dry trees and rivers that are now sewers ... only mice and cockroaches will be able to resist the progressive destruction, the reign of hot darkness is about to arrive, the hell of heat, eternal drought, power plants without electricity, stormy nature is upon us ...

I was tossing and turning deliriously in bed, begging my God, who is source of water and wisdom, who is fresh breath and eternal spring: I prayed to the Almighty to generate a storm over the city to refresh, if not sleep, at least the my thoughts. 

The moon, serene and joyful among bright stars, entered the glass of the window, and showed itself with shamelessness, announcing how vain my prayers had been.
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