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SUMMER


Summer. Sunday, the sun is high and warm; the horizon seems to float, almost dancing thanks to the humidity rising from the asphalt. A group of friends heading towards Garda Lake in a van, the Volkswagen Kombi that they affectionately called Chamomile, because of its performance on the road. It was a slightly faded sky-blue, with several designs on its sides: an enormous guitar on the left and a huge eagle on the right. It carried a long clump of wire on the bumper, a subterfuge found after an incautious reverse where Lorenzo discovered for himself that even low walls are not easily bent. They hoped they wouldn’t be stopped by the police, who would have had a very good excuse to slap them with a very heavy fine or even sequester the vehicle. Poor thing, this van was very old, as could be seen even from inside: the red cloth seats, now completely thread-bare, barely acknowledging their original color, although all kinds of stains were very much visible, and the dashboard was completely covered with stickers and various graffiti. Peter, Giorgio’s German uncle who lived in Hannover, had given it to him for his eighteenth birthday; he had taken care of it for many years for the nephew who, just like him, played in a band and in whom he saw himself as a young man. His friends defined Chamomile as “the legend” because they had faced so many battles together with her ever since they were eighteen year olds: concerts, the mountains, the sea, adventures through half of Italy and even excursions abroad.


Their feet were hanging down out of the window, while singing songs by Vasco, Ligabue, Springsteen, Bob Marley, ending up by shouting out a couple by groups in the area – for example the famous Bastard; the frenetic music of the Squirties – the band in which their good friend Joe Barbarossa (the nickname given to him because of his long red beard and Rasta-style dreads) played. There was a festive, holiday feeling in the air after months of hard work; a somewhat heavy air, at least inside the van, since they had celebrated practically until dawn and all sorts of odors floated inside there. The seats were full of crumbs and a few beer cans rolled aimlessly on the floor. A black sock also flew dangerously around, swishing its foul odor here and there, but no one accepted the responsibility of recognizing it as theirs. They were childhood friends, all of them around twenty-three years old. They had left their girlfriends at home for a get-together among friends, just like in the old days. A weekend together after three long years was just what the doctor had ordered. They had become children again during the get-together; a day at the lake, and they were lost, just like in the old days. Only Alessandro was missing from the group, because his girlfriend just hadn’t wanted him to go with them. She said that they led him astray. She was so delusional… the poor thing thought she had put him on the straight and narrow by taking him to church and never letting him go out in the evening unless it was with her. Sure, she kept him in line, but the segregator didn’t know that, whenever it was possible, her dear Alessandro also went out happily with her best friend. Even better – always behind her back – he escaped with his co-workers to drink a few beers and, every once in a while, a toccata and fugue at night to enjoy a few strippers. Anyway, now they were traveling and who wasn’t there, well, that was too bad, because he was certainly missing a good time with his friends.


And among those friends were Giorgio the hippie and Giorgio the head-banger, who played the electric guitar for a group in the area. He had a big tattoo shaped like an eagle on his back, while a Gibson towered proudly on his breast, right where his heartbeat. And that’s not even counting the eight earrings spread out on his earlobes or the piercings – one on his right nipple and the other on his nose. He had music in his blood and many appreciated it, not just the metal fans, but even the girls went crazy for this damned man. But he was a serious and faithful boy; he had already been together with his Patty, who followed him enthusiastically to all of his concerts, for five years. He never even considered cheating on her, nor to even doubt their story; they were a beautiful couple and were both deeply in love. All of them, good or bad, had tried to play something as teenagers, first the guitar and then something else. They were often overcome by their enthusiasm and the sense of emulating their idols, but they were easily discouraged right after their first attempts and mediocre results. Among the group of friends, he was the only one who ended up continuing to cultivate this passion; unfortunately, even though he was good, the music wasn’t enough to live on. But the satisfaction was so great that Giorgio hadn’t given up and alternated his evenings between concerts and working as a bartender in a small bar along the main road of the Valsugana.


Then, there was Shy Lorenzo, certainly the quietest among them, with his head screwed on straight: even if the world should fall apart, he wouldn’t. He had gotten his friends out of trouble more than once, intervening at the first sign of a fight or taking them home when they were pitifully drunk. He was about six feet tall and weighed about two-hundred pounds, with a round, peaceful face, black hair, green eyes and a pleasant smile. His nose was very pronounced and because of this was nick-named “the big eagle”. He couldn’t conceive betrayal or superficiality. He was finishing up his studies as a mechanical engineer and was doing very well; he saw his future probably opening up in one of the area’s companies, where there was never a lack of work in that sector.


Another member of the company, who undoubtedly never went unnoticed, was Augusto, known as “the colossus”: gigantic, six feet six inches tall and two-hundred sixty-four pounds. To his mother, he was a doctor lost, because she would have liked to see him in a white jacket whereas he had chosen to become an architect. He still had a few more exams to take and his doctoral thesis to write, but he already knew that he had a brilliant life and a future rich with great opportunities ahead of him. Several technical studios had come forward, offering him a postgraduate apprenticeship, but anyway, as the son of a well-known, rich builder of dams and bridges who did a lot of work in China, Augusto knew that the near future would take him there. His passion for food equaled that for the women that he continuously tried to win over thanks to his great innate pleasantness. In case of need, he used his wallet, never sadly empty, and his physical attraction: despite his stature, his face was well-featured and gave a sensation of delicate sweetness. In addition, he knew how to behave in a kind and friendly manner. In short, he was a ladies’ man. Once he had won his prey over, sooner or later he ended up by cheating on her. He just couldn’t stay faithful!


And then there was Emanuele, defined the teetotaler by his friends, who was presently at the van’s wheel. Actually, he had had a couple of glasses, but just wine, and only what he himself had produced. Unlike the others, he was born outside the province of Trento, in the zone surrounding Verona. He moved to the Trentino county seat with his family when he was a child, because of his father’s work as an important company leader. At first, the move had traumatized him, but then he settled down. When he finished middle school and then trade school, he began to pursue a great passion born in the splendid countryside surrounding Verona, a passion that soon became his business: a vintner, and in just a few years he had also opened a small wine-cellar where he proudly sold his unbottled wine. Emanuele was the only one in the group that had already set the basis for a solid future for his family, in which he obviously contemplated marriage with his adored Giuliana.


They arrived at the parking lot along the lake. It was strange, but the sunny day hadn’t given rise to the crowd that usually invaded the parking lots and paths around the lake in a chaotic manner. Having parked Chamomile, they headed off – backpacks in place – towards a strip of beach where they had often spent their weekend since they were eighteen. That beach was truly beautiful, near a park, with a stand for getting something to drink or eating an ice cream. There was a small dock a few yards further on: you could listen to the breaking of the waves which then formed clouds of drops that were carried away by the breeze. The low turnout allowed them to pick their places and to delimit the best area with their towels. The spectacular reflection of the light on the lake caused the water and the entire area surrounding it to shimmer. They put on their bathing suits and rubbed a minimal amount of sun screen on their skin, convinced that otherwise they wouldn’t get even a hint of color, except for Lorenzo who was more worried about getting a sunburn than a great tan. He used almost half a tube of maximum strength sun screen, enough cream to completely smear face and body with an oily, white coating. His friends never missed the chance to make fun of him when he did this. Lorenzo had an obsessive terror of getting sunburnt because once, at the beach, when he was very young, his mother had settled him down on a lounge chair, with half of his body in the shade and his legs exposed to the sun’s rays; at the end of the day they found him practically burned.


They stretched out on the towels and began to enjoy a little sun on their skin. Other people arrived during the next few hours to savor the spectacular day, just like them. Couples, singles, groups of friends, characters with absurd bathing suits that obviously gave them a reason for joking and laughter. Then, when the girls walked by, they went vague and pretended to look in another direction, but they sized them up from the corner of their eyes, pausing to look at the parts they considered the most interesting. That is, until a girl in a topless bathing suit walked by. At that point, Augusto started to stand up and head towards her, but they grabbed him by a leg, pulled him back down to the ground and jokingly attacked him – while everyone laughed on – with newspapers, towels and whatever else they happened to find at the moment.


It was seven o’clock a.m., but Francesca couldn’t wait to leave her hotel room to spend the last day of her vacation in Trentino. She was in seventh heaven after having recently obtained her doctorate in economy and business. Once the summer was over she would begin her professional apprenticeship with an important job with a company in Vicenza, but above all, she would be going to live on her own, far from home and without her parents following her. When she received her degree, they had given her a vacation and they had a second gift ready for her upon her return, the fruit of a promise made to her when she began her studies at the university: a ticket for a trip to Japan.


Her parents had a big company of aerospace products in Padua. Her father was from the area, but her mother was originally from Calabria. They met during a vacation where Raimondo, Francesca’s father, went to Tropea. He noticed her immediately, that splendid, dark-skinned girl: the big, deep black eyes, large breasts and wide hips. The classic Mediterranean girl. With a little work, he had been able to wrangle a date with her, with others following after. In fact, they had dated during the entire vacation period, going out together in the afternoons or evenings. She worked in the country, and as soon as possible she would search for any excuse to leave her parents and go meet Raimondo. The day before he left, enveloped by the fragrance of saltiness and passion and the intimacy of a starless night, they made love in the sand designed by their bodies, on a small beach, hidden among the reefs. Raimondo was contacted a couple of months after returning home by her parents, furious because their daughter was expecting. Following the customary explanations from both sides, the relationship between them, at first very tense and complicated, was soon resolved and became very friendly; however, the two lovers’ embarrassment was alive, they were scrutinized with good-natured severity by everyone as they just stood there, looking into each other’s eyes, hand in hand, without saying a word. In the end, everyone agreed that the young couple would get married, despite the young age and the brief engagement, to “repair” what had happened. Maria and Raimondo conceived Francesca on that warm, accommodating beach, on that night full of their love. Now, they were about forty-five years old, and after more than twenty years their life as a couple was still intense, always in love and always together.


Francesca was very much fascinated by the country of the Rising Sun. She liked everything about Japan: from the tiny bonsai – she had four at home – and the harmony between past and present, traditional and modern, to the gigantic populated metropolis and their apparent chaos, where respect for rules, people and an almost maniacal organization reigned. She was madly in love with sushi and that delicately refined way of preparing all food. She loved the oriental culture, the civilization and traditions of the empire, the Samurai and the geishas. She even loved the manga comics, and considered the Japanese eroticism excellent and intriguing. Like her mother, she was splendidly dark, five feet, three inches tall, deep black eyes, very light skin that immediately took on an olive tinge in the sun, taking on amber-toned lights. Her shoulder-length hair was done up in braids; she looked like a Medusa—don’t look her in the eyes. Two deep, black pools that unleashed femininity, sweetness, capable of bewitching those who casually looked into them, brushing her with their glance. A small tattoo on her left wrist featured a tribal rose while her right ankle displayed a pink dolphin. She was a confirmed single at twenty-five, wanting only to have fun without tying herself to anyone. Up until then she had had only one important love story, which had lasted around two years. The madly in love sixteen-year old had been distraught and disillusioned when her boyfriend had broken up with her. From that time on, Francesca had decided on her priorities: studies, career, fulfillment in her work, a house that was all hers and maybe, someday, even her own business. She had really had fun during those three weeks on vacation. Shopping, excellent cooking, a few evenings at the discothèque or nightclubs, swimming, long, relaxing walks and wonderful views. There was no lack of friendships with the locals, like Dina, a nice old lady that lived along the road of shops and who, when she saw her passing by, invited her up to her small apartment for a cup of coffee and to talk about when she was young. Around noon, Francesca loved going out for an aperitif before lunch or else a nice fruit ice-cream. She preferred the mandarin and lemon flavors, in a cup. She slowly savored the ice cream, careful to not let it melt on her fingers, when it might end up on her dress. Sometimes, she enjoyed causing a little chaos by strolling along the path around the lake, in the most popular zone for swimmers, in skin-tight bathing suits that emphasized her beauty. She walked slowly, entertained by the infantile reactions of the men: some came out with foolish grins and stared at her with the vain hope of attracting her attention, others who pulled their stomachs in and posed like Greek statues and others yet whose comments on her shape were explicit, if not vulgar. Once, a not particularly young man made her laugh until her sides split; he stood in front of her in a position that was intended to be sexy and definitely was not. And if that wasn’t enough, he had clumsily slipped some handkerchiefs inside his bathing suit hoping to increase his virility; the strategy failed miserably since he had exaggerated the dimensions, and small scraps of cloth peeped pitifully from the unforgiving suit. And, as if that itself wasn’t enough, while he was trying to put on his most winning smile, unfortunately for him, the illusion was destroyed as his dentures fell noisily to the ground. Francesca was without a doubt very pleasing, and beyond the more or less consistent masculine admiration, she generated angry glares from the women who envied her sensual and elegant figure, her overflowing femininity and her impishly solar attitude, not to forget that she attracted the attention of their husbands or fiancés much more than they did. Many of them courted her during those days that she spent alone, but from the ranks of suitors, she had chosen only a lucky few, strictly those that she imagined would entertain her, in and out of a comfortable bed. She had casually had sex with the hotel’s server and cook, several times and in the most absurd places: in the kitchen, in the cold storage and in the laundry-room. They were both very cute boys; the first was thirty years old and had his degree in engineering but, unable to find work, he earned a little money by working as a seasonal server. The cook wasn’t even twenty yet. Other than these two, she had met a married, middle-aged man with three children in tow, who had tickled her fancy on the first day of her vacation. His hotel was only fifty meters from hers. She had set her eyes on him and seduced him with enchanting glances and smiles, sent his way with deliberate intensity, every time he looked her way. At first, he hadn’t paid much attention, but then he quickly gave way to temptation. Not even four days after their first encounter he moved closer to get to know her at the first chance. That day, Francesca was sitting at one of the small tables outside a baroque-style bar. Wearing her sunglasses atop her head, she was staring fixedly at the lake while sipping from a goblet of pinot grigio. She had smiled when she saw him arrive and sit at a nearby table, knowing that her prey had fallen into the trap. She had finished drinking her wine while the man had continued to sit there without breathing. He pretended to look around, while casting a glance toward Francesca from time to time, but obviously knew neither how to move nor what he should do. Perhaps he was afraid of being discovered there by his wife, whom he had conveniently let go shopping with their children. He hadn’t gone with them because he wasn’t feeling well: that had been his excuse. Francesca had begun to stare at him, seeming to want to study the slightest details of his face, body even his most imperceptible movements. He had become aware of that scrupulous examination and had begun to move his right leg in a nervous tic. She smirked, and then stood up, took his hand and dragged him behind her. They had remained closed in the girl’s room for an entire afternoon. Satisfied by the victory, she had spent the rest of the evening in a club where she had danced until dawn and from which she left completely drunk.
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