
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


A Collection of Short Stories

To Stefano,

thank you for being my friend

Preface

Good life,

Thank you for choosing to read this collection.

The short stories you are about to live were written more than thirty years ago, at a time when the dream of becoming a writer was still intact, and no one had yet convinced me to give it up.

For years, I moved the original manuscript from one place to another, silent yellowed pages reminding me that time passes even when we pretend not to notice it.

I picked it up many times without ever truly opening it. At least until recently.

Then, one day, it was resting on my desk, and something happened. It was as if it were calling for my attention, as if the time had come for it to speak to me again.

So I began to read.

It was a plunge into the past, into a time when I had different ideals, different ambitions, when life felt endless and the future decisively brighter.

Between those pages, I found something that surprised me. It was something worth revisiting, rereading, rethinking.

That is how a new inspiration was born. I approached those stories as if I were reading them for the first time. I found them more immature, marked by a latent anger that I now recognize as misplaced, yet genuine, and for that very reason, worthy of being brought back to life.

And that is what I did.

What you are about to read is no longer the original manuscript, but something new: a rewriting seen through different eyes, shaped by a deeper, more mature awareness.

Only one thing has remained unchanged: the title. I liked it then, and I still like it today.

I do not wish to detain you any longer. I would, however, like to sincerely thank Francesca Pischedda for her invaluable work in revising the translation.

This small collection is dedicated to a dear friend who is no longer with us, and for that reason I feel the need to remind you how important it is to give value to every single moment spent with the people we love.

I wish you an enjoyable reading.

Allen Dean

Allen Dean

Maiora

(Massimo Francesconi)
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“There's an unceasing wind that blows through this night

And there's dust in my eyes, that blinds my sight

And silence that speaks so much louder than words

Of promises broken”

1987 – A Momentary Lapse of Reason – Sorrow – Pink Floyd
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1.  ​Beyond Life, to the North​
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A thin breath of wind drifted lazily from the east, just enough to make the tops of the pines sway. The slow movement of the trees produced no actual sound. It was more like a faint rustle, barely there, as if someone were trying to tell a story long forgotten. Near the summit, the gaze stretched over a repetition of hills, rising and falling. In the distance, the river flowed sinuously and calmly. The air was warm, humid. The storm from the previous night had left its mark: the scent of damp earth and sun-warmed grass. A few puddles mirrored the clear sky, reproducing the passage of white, immaculate clouds. Birds chirped as they flew from branch to branch for reasons of their own. In that moment, the world had no demands to make.

A boy and an old man sat side by side on wool blankets. They were sheltered by the shadow of a tree and kept just enough distance not to touch.

They were absorbed in their reading: small universes born and living on inkblots orderly laid out on sheets of paper. Both stared at the pages, but only one of them was truly reading.

The boy lifted his eyes from the book. He did so without reason, as if something had drawn his attention.

The old man was watching him.

“I feel so... young,” the boy said, as though it were a banal, meaningless observation.

The old man hinted at a smile. “I know.”

“I still have a long road ahead of me,” the boy continued.

“I thought so too.”

The boy hesitated. He looked around, as if he were measuring the world or searching for a fixed point around which it could turn. It was a summer afternoon: colors danced in waves of heat, fading into the sky.

“I’m doing well,” he said to the old man.

The old man nodded slowly.

“I was too, for a long time.”

They remained wrapped in a silence broken only by the sounds of the woods. The boy had many questions, but he did not yet know how to shape them.

“Sometimes I look around,” he finally said, “and I wonder why everything seems so... possible. As if nothing could really go wrong.”

The old man closed his eyes. He inhaled deeply. The book slid onto his chest, halfway open, as though it no longer mattered. In his mind images without order yet bound by an inescapable logic passed: a dimly lit room, yellowed walls, dust on furniture. A loved face that first had turned gray and then had been forgotten. A pain that no longer hurt, but had never left, a scar from a life that no longer felt like his own.

Now it was the boy watching him, curious. He felt something stirring inside but could not make any sense of it. His heart understood; his mind did not. And that bothered him.

“Everything feels so... eternal,” he said softly. “As if time left no trace.”

The old man opened his eyes again.

“It does leave traces,” he said. “We just don’t always know how to see them right away.”

The boy did not answer. For him, departure was near and the journey had just begun.

The old man, instead, was almost at his destination. He knew it was only a matter of time. A bird flew low beneath the branches, passed over them, and disappeared into the treetops. The quiet that followed was not empty, only more intimate.

The boy remained silent as his gaze moved across the lines of the book on his knees, unable to grasp the meaning of what he was reading. It was as if the words had turned into weightless symbols.

“I wonder,” he said at last, “whether everyone feels things the same way. Whether this feeling... this lightness, is the same for everyone.”

The old man did not answer right away. He simply observed the landscape before him, as if searching for something elusive that was no longer there.

“Maybe yes,” he said. “Or maybe not. I don’t think that’s the point.”

The boy raised his eyebrows, intrigued.

“No? Then what is?”

The old man made a slow gesture with his hand, as if indicating the air, the trees, a movement that seemed to embrace time itself as it flowed, indifferent.

“The point is that you can afford to believe it.”

The boy frowned.

“Believe... what?”

“That everything is possible. That time is in no hurry to slip away. That what you lose can always be recovered. That life is always a little farther ahead, and that today you can allow yourself to let it flow.”

The boy smiled faintly, not out of irony, but from an instinctive sense of trust. “And isn’t that how it is?”

The old man lowered his eyes.

“For a while, yes.”

There was a moment of silence, almost tangible, as if the sounds had been trapped among the branches of the trees.

There was no embarrassment, only expectation.

“Sometimes,” the boy resumed, “it feels like time doesn’t touch me. Months go by, but I stay the same. As if nothing that happens to me can really change me.”

The old man nodded. “It’s a feeling I know well.”

He inhaled slowly.

“Unfortunately, one day you’ll realize that it isn’t so. It doesn’t happen all at once. There’s no precise moment. It comes quietly, without much commotion. And when you feel that it has arrived, you realize it has already swept you away. You notice it afterward, when maybe it’s too late. Time can’t be rewound.”

“After what?” the boy asked.

“After something has already happened, passed, like missing the only train that can take you home.”

The boy remained silent.

Those words had struck him. Not yet.

“I have experiences,” he said, “when everything seems to stop, to freeze like a snapshot, as if life were perfect just as it is in that exact moment. In those moments it’s hard to think of anything other than the emotions I’m feeling.”

The old man watched him for a long time. In his eyes there was no sadness, but a deep, composed weariness, steeped in awareness.

“I know,” he replied. “It’s because in those moments you’re not living in time. You’re living inside yourself.”

Now the boy was listening closely, not because he was grasping the old man’s deep message, but because he sensed that one day those words would return to him, perhaps as a lesson.

“But in the end, it passes,” the old man added. “Always,” he concluded, somberly but with resolve.

The wind rose slightly, making the pine needles tremble.

The boy closed the book and held it tightly in his hands.

“And once it’s passed?” he asked.

The old man thought about the question.

“Then all that remains is who you’ve become along the way.”

The boy fell silent, not because he had no more questions, but because he felt it was not the moment to ask them.

The old man shifted against the pine trunk. He sighed, almost in pain. The bark pressed into his back, but it was all right. It was a familiar feeling, a discomfort that felt almost necessary.

“You know,” he said, “a long time ago I was a bit like you.”

The boy lifted his gaze, as present as never before.

“Young above all. Curious. Convinced that if I observed the world long enough, it would be enough to understand it. I spent hours staring at things. Any object. A leaf. A reflection. A shadow. I thought that sooner or later they would give in and tell me something.”

He smiled faintly, without joy. His eyes stared ahead, lost in the labyrinth of memory.

“That’s one of the reasons why, despite the age difference, we’ve met,” he added. “You remind me of who I was.”

The boy felt a slight discomfort.

He did not know whether to feel honored or exposed.

“I too spoke with an older man,” the old man continued. “I remember he was on in years. Most of my peers didn’t understand that strange companionship. They thought I was wasting my time. I never paid much attention to their criticism. I don’t know how, but I knew that a few hours with him were worth more than many full days spent with people who, in the end, left me with nothing.”

The wind made the carpet of grass covering the forest floor ripple.

The boy listened, motionless, captivated by the old man’s deep voice.

“As often happens, the day came when we stopped seeing each other,” the old man went on. “I don’t remember the exact reason. I simply began to have less time. It was as if life had taken a direction independent of my will. After all, that’s how life goes: commitments, deadlines, all those things considered serious, important.”

He paused. He seemed absent. In his eyes there was a leap through time into a remote past, unknowable to the boy.

“The last time I saw him was before they buried him.”

The boy held his breath.

“I was crying,” the old man said. “Unable to stop. But I wasn’t crying only for him. I was crying for myself too.”

He lowered his gaze.

“You know,” he said with a bitter smile, “maybe he was the father I never had. Or maybe he was simply someone who knew how to be close to me for a while. Someone who gave me something important, a safe harbor where I could always find shelter. In any case, I lost him. And for a long time after his passing, I didn’t even remember him. life can be strange.”

In the silence that settled around the old man’s words, it seemed as though all the small creatures of the woods had stopped to listen to his story. Even the wind had stopped whispering.

“With time I understood,” he added, “that a part of him had never really gone away. Not as I had thought. Some of the wisdom he had passed on to me without my noticing remained, in certain phrases I used, in certain ways of acting, in the way I sometimes stopped chasing the frenzy of life.”
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