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AUTHOR’S BIOGRAPHY:

 

Born in 1971 in Monopoli, a beautiful Apulian town by the sea, he lived and grew up in the countryside, in the hilly area of the city, in a serene and affectionate family environment, in contact with nature and with grandparents who only spoke to him in dialect. 

He followed the normal course of studies and at the age of 13 chose to enrol in the Liceo Classico following his passion for writing and history. At the time of choosing a university, out of a sense of responsibility, he decided to enrol in Electrical Engineering and completed his studies with fair results, soon finding work and moving to Milan (2001) where he married Anna (2005). His first book of short stories (Cronache erotiche, ironiche, un poetical, published in 2016) was published during these years and was the result of his continuing to write poems and reflections as soon as the opportunity or inspiration arose. 

He is currently back in his hometown where he continues his work as a freelance engineer and lives with his wife and their 4 wonderful children in a house that his parents bought for him when he was 7 years old and told him `this will be your home`. 

In 2016, he also published the collection of his poems “La Cometa.” 
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SPACE-TIME

 

I was on the train going to Milan, breathing the usual train air, a mixture of depression and loneliness, too close to Puglia not to feel the lack of friends and places, too far from the destination to feel euphoric about returning 'home'. At every station the same spectacle. Sweethearts canoodling before breaking up, families accompanying their fathers, groups of hard-working people with duffle bags and hands with fingers the size of cucumbers, groups of concept workers exorcising their undeniable status as emigrants by dressing smartly and handling the latest electronics and above all holding a reservation for a comfortable berth and not just a seat. 

I, always hovered between observation and life in the present, modulated my emotions by switching from one state to the other, and after the first hour of the journey I felt projected into another space-time dimension. The train was disengaging from the tracks and flying like in that Galaxy Express 999 cartoon, and similarly all the guests felt projected into a reality with different rules, habits, and desires. 

 

My journey had a few fixed stages. At first I read my book trying to avoid chatting with the other travellers, then I would stay outside the compartment in the corridor watching and scrutinising new arrivals, their movements, then long walks in the other carriages looking for familiar faces or female faces... The novelty of the women's berth had populated the trains with girls but they shut themselves up in their bunkers jealous of their apartheid status, then there were the carriages of seats, also populated by boys and girls, mostly female students, brave, fearless of the risks of the night train, used to the hard life of the off-roaders. That evening I had preferred to be seated, the incredible variances of the night train population excited me and soon the observer gave way to a cynical researcher of human affairs. 

 

My technique was always the same. At first I would read, abstracting myself to the arrival of the travellers who would share my compartment. Then, when it got full and people wanted to start sleeping (amazing how strong the desire to sleep becomes on the train), I would go out with my book and read in the dim light in the train corridor. In reality my sensors would listen for any emotion, sensation, desire passing nearby... I would wait for some girl to pass by who would like to rub up against me in the narrow corridor (very few). I hoped for some pretty woman to pause in my vicinity, so that I could talk and flirt with her. 
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