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THE ANGEL IN THE WINDMILL


FOREWORD

––––––––

I wrote this book a long time ago when I was still a teen. It was a delicious summer time. A time when I all I wanted was to become a writer; a time when there was no violence or crime amongst teens and children. A time when there was no Youtube, Cds, or the Internet. A time when all the children used to play in the open field with a ball, and fly their kites or play marbles. A time when we used to listen to vinyl records; finally, a time of serenity. If you can notice some yearning, nostalgia or melancholy in these words, believe me, it’s not a pure coincidence. But, the fact is that I wrote this book at that time although its plot can be timeless; actually, the story can be set in the 50s, the 60s, the 70s or even the 80s, or in the not too distant future. It will all depend on the reader’s imagination. It will be your imagination that will define the plot. So, do not be surprised if there are some illustrations with blank spaces on these pages. You are supposed to fill them in with your drawings, clippings from magazines or photos. Feel at ease to give meaning to those spaces, according to your imagination and creativity. I will tell the story and you will make art. Together, we will enjoy this literary adventure about friendship, hope and faith; an adventure in which the point of departure and the point of arrival is precisely the same – a windmill. 

Denis Lenzi

April/2015


CHAPTER ONE
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In a very remote area of France, there was a small town called Villejaune. It was given this name because everything there was yellow - the leaves of the trees, the flowers, the houses, the walls, everything. A bit farther, but not too far, there was a huge hill. It was a beautiful, pleasant and green landscape. On the top of the hill, one could see an old windmill that seemed to be abandoned and lost in time. The windmill had been built in stone and was cylindrical in shape. Actually, it looked like a cone, with wooden sails, weathered by the sun and the rain. Its roof was pointed and in ruins. The windows were covered with a thick dust layer; some of them were broken. That windmill had been completely forgotten, belittled, ignored. No one had ever cared about it. Until the day when three children showed up and changed the situation. They would find out amazing things about the place. 


CHAPTER TWO
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––––––––

Not far away from the windmill, two boys, aged 12, Alan and Julian were running and playing happily on the grassy field that surrounded the windmill. Julian shouted of joy while Alan ran after him, trying to catch his friend. But, Julian was a very fast runner. So, Alan had to run even faster and faster as he had never run before. And, eventually, he managed to catch up with Julian.  Alan jumped over his friend and both rolled along the ground. Julian couldn´t stop laughing out loud.  

‘I got you! You thought I wasn’t able to do it, didn’t you? But, you were totally wrong. Got you!’, said Alan, panting heavily because of the running. 

‘Okay! You will be a top athlete! You were much faster than me!’

‘Thanks!’ 

Alan was very proud of himself. But, suddenly they stopped laughing as soon as they heard a little girl’s voice.

‘Julian!’

Julian was really upset when he saw a little girl running towards them. 


CHAPTER THREE
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––––––––

Alan was a quiet boy, intelligent and very polite, entirely different from Julian. His eyes were blue and he had light brown hair, and suntanned skin. He had lived with his grandparents since he was a little child, when his parents went to heaven because of a terrible plane crash. All the passengers died in the crash except the little boy, who managed to escape unscathed, something that moved the entire world. Alan wasn’t very fond of his grandma; he thought she was a bit weird. She was always worried about him and would keep asking him to look after every single thing at home, which was very annoying. However, Alan loved his grandpa, who wasn’t always saying what he should do and used to tell amazing stories to his grandson.  One afternoon, Alan was in his bedroom, reading comic books and listening to rock music on a vinyl record; suddenly, he looked at the clock on his bedside table and stepped out of his bed in a hurry. He took his kite and left. And there he went, wearing his favorite striped T-shirt and blue shorts. He was meeting his friend on the field. They had combined to meet and play together.
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