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Before you start reading...

Dear Reader, 

thank you for purchasing this eBook, which was created with the collaboration of several people including editors, beta readers, and consultants. People whom I thank personally for their work.

However, I cannot presume that the work is perfect, nor that it is free of typographical errors, which, alas, can be found in any printed text. 

Therefore, I invite you, if you happen to find an error, please notify me at this email address:

master @ primadisvanire.it

Your contribution will be valuable and taken into consideration in respect of the collaborators listed above and their work.

Thank you again.

Marco Siena

Libera me, Domine, 

de morte æterna, in die illa tremenda,

quando coeli movendi sunt et terra. 

Dum veneris iudicare sæculum per ignem.

Deliver me, O Lord, 

from death eternal on that fearful day,

When the heavens and the earth shall be moved,

When thou shalt come to judge the world by fire. 

	1


Tobia passed away at nine o'clock in the evening, without a yelp. I had stayed there for two hours in front of him, while he watched me with that desperate eye, the dangling tongue, and the constant panting.

I had stayed there for him. I had postponed my departure for months because I had promised Clelia, God rest her soul. But now that Tobia had reached the old lady in the Heavens, I could do what I had planned to do two years ago.

I called the vet, letting him know that the dog was gone and that he could now arrange for the body to be taken away the next day. 

I got up from the chair, looked at him one last time, almost feeling sorry for not having loved him as much as he had deserved. Poor animal, and poor Clelia, who had left under my care the dog she thought of as a son. For God's sake, I did provide him with everything he needed, except may be for affection.

I went out on the porch for a smoke. The air was warm in that mid-summer evening. I thought that the weather was perfect to go on a journey and get lost in the countryside and valleys of northern Italy. Once I got to the border, I would have decided whether to turn back or to continue toward Germany. I had all the time in the world now.

The cell vibrated in my pocket. I answered. 

I didn't recognize the number. 

"Yes?" I asked. 

"What do you mean yes? Don't you have my number?" the voice on the other end asked; it was Francesco.

"Not this one at least."

"Oh, right, sorry, it's my company phone," he said after a few seconds. "How is Tobia?"

"He's gone."

"Fuck, I'm sorry..."

I knew he was sincere. Francesco was an animal lover far more that I was, so much so that he had offered several times to take care of Tobia. I hadn't felt like it, though; it would have seemed as if I were betraying Mrs. Clelia's trust.

"We're just passing through and all that," I said.

"This means that you're about to pack up your things and leave, right? You haven't changed your mind?"

"So many questions, old sport. Of course, I haven't changed my mind. I didn't buy this RV just to leave it parked in the yard. Rather, are there any offers on the house?"

"A few. I'm leaving the office now. If you want, I'll come by and bring you some of the offers."

I looked at the clock: nine twenty. And I had nothing to do, except for eat something, have a beer, and numb myself in front of the TV. A chat wouldn't hurt.

"Alright. I'll wait for you."

"Have you had dinner?"

"No."

"If you want, I'll stop by and grab some Chinese or a pizza on my way there. What do you think?"

I laughed. 

"Fuck, you remind me of Veronica!"

"I hope to treat you better and not disappoint you," he replied.

The joke fell flat, without causing any reaction from either of us. I just said goodbye, going for Chinese.
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Francesco arrived with a white paper bag smelling of Chinese food and soy sauces. The chopsticks in the red package were sticking out of a corner.

Without wasting time, we sat down at the table and started opening up the lids of the aluminum boxes. I found a spring roll and bit into it. Then I threw myself on the soy noodles, only stopping for a second to clean up my glasses, which had fogged up.

"Hey, how long has it been since you last ate?" he asked.
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