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  Cap.1




  





  The wedding dress looks nice, although I would have preferred the lavender one; but Alex is a traditionalist: wedding in white. My bridal veil feels heavy on my head, while the hairdresser is fixing an elaborate hairstyle, fighting against my hair strands that keep falling down, as if they refused to participate.




  


  And what about me? Sometimes I would drop everything.




  


  I’ve been dating Alex for about six months and our wedding is what is known as a marriage of convenience. Daddy says I'm a lucky girl because I am moving to Miami, in Florida.


  But I am not so sure about it; I only saw Miami on television. When Mom died, Daddy decided to raise me in Tuscany, where I was born. I have been to the United States only once. I remember that the lady of Liberty was was a major disappointment, as I imagined her to be a lot more impressive.




  


  I speak English very well, but Daddy insists that we speak Italian, in memory of mom. Alex instead does not speak fluent Italian and is not even interested to improve. At the moment all he’s interested in is his career, and he wants to have an heir, that’s why he’s marrying me.




  


  But I'm too young to have children. And, most of all, I am still a virgin.




  


  "We're done, Viola, you can take off the dress”, says the seamstress.


  "Thank You".


  I dress up quickly and I wear riding boots, I want to go for a ride before it gets dark. My filly Stella hasn’t been out for a week. Riding has been my passion since I was a little girl.


  "Hello Teresa, see you at the rehearsal. Thanks for your patience.”




  


  "Yours is the wedding of the Century, I am proud to be part of it. I will see you on Thursday."


  I hasten to the stable and I enjoy the hills of Lucca at noon. The country side has always been able to put me in a state of inner peace. I fear that when I move to Miami I will feel trapped in a prison made of glass and concrete.




   




  ****




  


  “Mom is here, Stellina, beautiful girl”, she is so happy to see me. We have a special connection, I mount her since I was twelve years old.


  Here she arches her neck and prepares to gallop."Let's go!"




  


  The ride feels fantastic, I am full of energy and Stella urges to go faster and faster, as if we were running away from something. Now we jump the fence that splits the fields and the woods, and we are on free running.


  Now there's just me, Stella and the wind. The smell of the countryside possesses me, like an elixir that gives me peace, safeness and a deep sense of freedom.




  Pretty soon the stream appears before us like a vision.




  "Hey, good girl!" - Stella somehow is bolting and all of a sudden I fall to the ground.




  "Ouch!"




  


  I fell on my back; thank goodness the ground is soft because of the water. But Stella is going away. "Stop, wait!” - I try to get up, but I can’t. “Here, Stella, here!"




  


  Then suddenly a male voice: "I got her, don’t worry."


  Then I see him, upside down, because I am lying on the grass. He is a man in his thirties, tall and strong, with shaved head and blue eyes that look like the sky of Lucca in September.




  He’s holding the reins and smiles at Stella, while caressing her. "Good girl."




  I can tell that he likes horses as much as I do; in fact, in a few seconds Stella calms down.


   




  “Thank you”, I whisper from the ground.


  The mysterious rescuer link Stella’s reins to a tree and caresses her for a long time. Judging from his clothing he looks like a country man, but probably not from here. I think he is a stranger.


  "Do you speak English?" I finally ask.


  "I am American."




  


  The stranger takes my hand and helps me out.


  "Are you okay? "


  "Yes, I am. Thank you."


  The American stretches his hand towards me and says: "My name is Rick."


  "I am Viola". We shake hands.


  While he holds my hand, we look each other in the eyes for a long moment that seems to never end. Rick has magnetic eyes into which it’s impossible to look without feeling naked. But most of all, the touch of his skin on mine turns me on instantaneously.




  


  "I got to go," I say for no reason.


  Rick releases my hand, but he doesn’t look away from me. He points at a red roof over the river, on top of a hill, where I can finally spot a country farm house which I have never noticed before.


  "I live in that house. Come and rest a moment, have a glass of water before you leave. "


  I'm tempted, but I do not know him. It may be dangerous.


  "Some other time," I reply.


  I caress Stella, now she’s calmed, and I put my cheek on her long snout. This is the way we recognize and love each other.


  "You sure you're okay?"


  "Sure."




  


  I climb on the back of Stella. Before I leave, Rick comes up and hands me a flower. Strangely and inexplicably, it’s a violet.


  "Violet is a beautiful name”, he says melancholically. "Once I loved somebody with that name…”


  I finally push Stella -"See you around!" – And we leave.




  


  I walk away quickly and almost abruptly from this unexpected encounter, which left me with a strange taste in my mouth, like a sense of anticipation.




  


  ****


   




  At the dinner table with Daddy tonight I don’t feel like mentioning that I fell from my filly. Yet I hurt my back, but it’s getting better. I asked Joan (the maid) if our cook knows the owner of the cottage by the red roof. He confirms that he’s an American, but no one knows him in Lucca. He is shy and reserved, and doesn’ talk to anyone.


  Joan says that he is a former Marine, who was on duty at the military base in Naples years ago.




  


  How strange. In all the times I've ridden the brook I never noticed the red roof of Rick’s cottage. It feels as if, for some mysterious reason, I had to find out about it just now.


  My mother used to say that there’s a time for everything in life, and that everything happens for a reason, especially when it comes to unexpected encounters.




  


  ****


   




  Today I am having breakfast with Daddy and Alex, on the veranda. The view on the hills is spectacular - in Miami I will die of nostalgia.


  "You are thoughtful today" - says Alex.


  "I'm just looking at the country side”.


  "I saw the dress that you chose for the wedding. It looks a bit pretentious, don’t you think? "
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