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  FRANCESCA

    A flower.
  Just a tiny common, yellow flower. The only evidence that links them to the murderer.
  To me, according to their initial suspicions.
  An anonymous flower.
  I love flowers. I sell them. But this doesn’t make me a murder.
  I loved Francesca. First as a sister, a friend, a loved one.
  Then with all the emphasis and the emotion of a real, great, primeval love.
  The love between a man and a woman and between two people of the same sex.
  But first things first.
  I knew Francesca since school, the first school, I mean the nursery.
  The morning we met I thought she was a creature from another planet. So beautiful, she filled the room with her presence. An ethereal girl, with long blond curls and unreadable blue eyes.
  Francesca didn’t look at things, she saw things, people, and every detail. And she didn’t hear, she listened too.A childso smallwith the inquisitivenessof an adult.
  That was the first of many mornings spent together ,elbow to elbow, always just the two of us, in good and bad times.
  I was so jealous of Francesca, it bothered me when she paid attention to the other children, seeing her playing with themsharing their spaces.
  I wanted her to myself, my best friend forever.
  We were as one also at the elementary school, atthe same desk, always, for 5 years .
  But things change, you grew up and, inevitably you are no longer so unique.
  She found other friends at the upper school, and so did I even if I didn’t give a damn about them, using them for spite, to get her angry
  to make her jealous ,but she seemed unawareof my pathological attachment for her.
  Francesca remained the child I met: neither jealousy nor bitterness.
  She talked to everyone, and everyone was a friend.
  Time distanced us, inevitably. After the high school I entered the University to become an interpreter, and she moved to Milan to her philosophy studies.
  A philosopher…I thought that it was the perfect school for her nature.
  Our little country continued to live its quite daily life with the buildings that stood ordered one beside the other ,the routineswallowed me up completely, and it didn’t give me time to think that maybe I should and could have called her sometimes.
  Before leaving Francesca gave me her mobile number, begging me to call her now and then, and she would have done the same, as soon as she settled into the new house that her parents have rented in the center of the city.
  Many times I was about to do it ,but I immediately changed my mind, perhaps for fear of disturbing her, to cause her discomfort in some way, even though I knew it would not be so.
  Days passed away with a thousand things to do; studies, chores at home and much more.
  My parents split up a few years before and I decided to remain with mum, who run a beautiful flower shop, where I fell in love with these scented wonders, so delicate but at the same time strong and determinedin growing upand to face even the most impetuous winds.
  I spent every afternoon in the shop, inebriating myself with the most different scents, from the sweetest to the strongest, to that one who stuns you just by passing near it.
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  THE REVELATION

  
  

    Meanwhile I thought about our first kiss we exchanged during a school trip the last year of the secondary school, around the woods of Maremma, in Tuscany.
  She talked and talked , listing the natural wonders of the place, and I didn’t think about anything but the depth of her glances.
  I looked at her without understanding; what was happening to me?
  What was that tremor that sudden shook me inside? The desire to hold her to me, not to comfort her as a friend, orfor affection.
  No, that ardor was a symptom of something else deeper, of a feeling hidden for too long, it was blindfolded as when playing blind’s man buff with kids.
  But suddenly the blindfold fell from my eyes and I saw…I saw what I never wanted to see.
  I felt not only sisterly affection for Francesca , I wanted something more from her, and that something I got.
  “Anna, are you listening to me? What’s happening to you today? You are inattentive, you seem elsewhere.”
  “What?” her words awakened me from a deep sleep that was making my senses asleep. All, but one.
  I drew her towards me with a rush I didn’t know I had, and she looked at me.
  A look at first astonished, scared but maybe not quite wary.
  She looked at me and seemed to understand what was going to happen one minute later.
  Our hands sought each other, our faces came more and more, until our lips touched.
  And that kiss, the one that came after, it was a true kiss, like I didn’t receive one any more in my entire life.
  A kiss woman style. Soft, tender, sweet, true.
  My first true kiss in love.
  And Giorgio then? What was left of the kiss exchanged with Giorgio the previous week during a party at his home? I thought it was forever, I thought that contact had sanctioned a lasting feeling with him.
  But I didn’t need to do the math to realize that Giorgio had been nothingmore than a test, waiting for her.
  That kiss lingered on us all the way back, it floated in the air as if suspended in a limbo, swirling over our heads like a feather that never settled down.
  Mine, hers words, suddenly deleted from a whirlwind of feelings that walked us away and then approached us like magnets gone mad.
  None of us said anything then, and for many days that silence spoke for us.
  She didn’t ask me to make our homework together at her house any more, but she sent me colored notes with smiles and hearts, lots of hearts, they speak louder than a thousand words, of all the languages of the world.
  “Are you coming to the school party tomorrow night? Hey Anna, am talking to you, are you going to come?”
  Paola snaked like a mouse into the den of my thoughts.
  “Everybody’s going to be there, u know? Also Giorgio. He told me that you have kissed. So are you engaged? Is that true?”
  “Paola, don’t say bullshit, we are not engaged. That kiss didn’t mean anything, it was a kiss as you exchange many times at this age.”
  “maybe” she said looking at me sideways, “but to me it has never happened so far, and when it will be, I have found a very special person, the man with the privilege to have myself forever, who will marry me and with whom I will have many children and……
  Bla,bla,bla…how much is she talking? Damn, the school party, I didn’t remember about it. I don’t give a damn about it, but maybe it may be the excuse to stay with Francesca, to talk to her and maybe to get something definitive on all this story.
  “So Anna, do I sign u up? Are u coming?”
  “What? Oh yes, sign me, I’ll be there. Who’s going to miss a party with all their lovely school mates?”
  “Well, see you tomorrow evening then. At the gymnasium.”
  Every year the party took place in the high school’ gym, next to the middle school.
  There were training the best of the local basketball boys, so tall that I thought they didn’t need a ladder to change the light bulbs at home, at the height they were .
  Also Giorgio trained there, although he wasn’t so high.
  Poor Giorgio, probably he had the illusion that something could be blossom between us, I could tell it by the way he used to look at me when I passed through the halls at school. His look so dejected when I hardly greeted him and I often tried to evade his constant attempts of approach.
  Every time I turned my back on him I had the impression that he was curling upon himself like a poor wet little dog.
  But I was not able to get back on my feet and take care of his wounds.
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  THE WORLD HAS STOPPED

    
  

  
  “TWENTY YEAR OLD GIRL FOUND DEAD ON THE HOUSE STAIRS. POLICE INVESTIGATE. ONLY CLUE SO FAR A COMMON YELLOW FLOWER ON THE VICTIM’S BODY”

  
  

  It was in this way that I learned of the death of Francesca, with these words written in large letters on the front of a newspaper.
  I bought it, affected by the news of the death of one of my age, and to learn more about that misfortune.
  I certainly didn’t expect what I read inside: her name hit me like a shot, the letters danced as witches around a Sabbath in front of my eyes, they went up and down and then came back neatly and politely in their place, spelling that name. Francesca, the beloved of Boccaccio, she is ,she is not of Battisti song, my Francesca , she died on those stairs that so many times I have travelled to get to her door.
  -She is not Francesca-now it sounded so discordant, so cruel ,so unbearable .
  That song was so inappropriate now, that I would have deleted it forever, I would had buy all the disks around the earth to prevent them from singing a lie so hard to accept.
  Because it was just her, my Francesca, the girl mentioned on the newspaper.
  The reporter talked about murder ,of a yellow flower found on her slender child’s body ,it lying on her chest like a crown; a final gift or the mercy of those who wanted to leave something pure on her.
  The world began to spin around me, the plants was moving like during the strongest storm that I had ever seen, my legs didn’t keep me standing anymore and I fell, losing consciousness.
  When I come to my senses someone was talking to me gently, I heard him in the distance , like whenyou can’t wake up from a dream.
  A doctor with short white hair and a face that looked like a caricature was calling me, “Anna, Anna, how are you?”
  It took a moment to me to realize that the Anna whom he referred was me, and to remember what I had just learned.
  Francesca was gone, and I would had to digest her disappearance from the moment I would have left that hospital.
  Those white sheets on which I had been lying seemed to me a shroud now, a huge white sheet to fill with all the tears that my body would be able to pay.
  I would not have had enough, I would look for anywhere on earth, but I knew that I would not have enough life to find them all.
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  LEDA

      "Leda, the charming Queen of Sparta,wife of Tyndareus, captivates with her beauty the fiery God Zeus, whoturns into a beautiful swan to conquer her, and catching her on a bank he bewitched her with thesupple caress of his long seductive neck , and makes her his own while the air is intoxicated by ragweed, that stuns and make submissive the sleeping Beauty ."
    That was whatI thoughtwhen I metLeda.
  That day I decided that it was time to buy a new pair of jeans, and I opted for a new model much vaunted by the designer of the moment, sexi, enveloping, able to work wonders on a lower back, in pain.
  That same day I decided that I would have called Francesca, we finally made an appointment for so long postponed, and we'd meet again.
  I did not want to wear the usual clothes discounted, those with whom I had already seen a million times.  
 I wanted something that would leave her without words, that enhanced my figure, my long legs, my slim small screw. Something sensual, that hit the target.
    When I entered the shop I took a tour of the different departments, then headed toward what interested me and I had already decided to buy.
  “Can I help you?” a voice at by back startled me.
  How boring, the usual salesgirl “I know everything” that will not let you wander around the store, pick things up calmly, without the embarrassment of having to prove "this one that fit u so good " and not be able to say that instead you find it horrible, that it looked so great on the showcase and now you’d never everwearit under torture.
  Instead, you are inevitably with the bag under your arm and a dress that you’ll put awayin the closet at home, in the most remote possible place, so that even CSI could never find it.
  I turned around, ready to reply that I was ok by myself, thank you, when I saw her.
    A mass of red hair on a face with freckles put there not by chance, as drawn by a painter, but a good one, one who knows her stuff, know exactly where to put things, one really paying attention to details, too much in her case.
  “Sorry, did I scare you? I am Leda, can I help you?”
    Leda .... at that time I thought that I could be her Zeus ... female version of course.
    Our friendship started in this way, with the purchase of that pair of jeans that, she told me, fit me amazingly.
  I got them, and her mobile number too.
  You know when you meet and become friends instantly? You do not need years and years of acquaintances, for some it is so, you meet, you look, you choose each other. And that’s all.
  Leda and I have chosen each other, in that moment, when she handed me those jeans that I hadn’t seen, when her eyes said that they were made for me.
  But do not get me wrong, Leda was engaged, to Manuel, a guy with curls so dense that they could accommodatea heron’s nest.
  Her friendship was enough to me, I had alreadyfound my love.
  I didn’t think nor to substitute Francesca with somebody else, either to have a flirt, though Leda was really beautiful. But the thought to kiss her just didn’ttouch me.
    Meanwhile, back home, I decided to dial the number of Francesca.
  I did it with trembling hands, pressing the off button over and over again, trying again, in retrospect.
  Then her voice replied .
  “Hello? ”
  “Hello Fra, it’s me. How are you?”
  It’s me, with no name, because I knew that there would have been no need, because also she was waiting for that call in trepidation.
  “Hi Anna, finally. I am fine, and you? Tell me that you are going to visit me.Will you? ”
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  WHY, LISA?

  
  

  
  

  
  “ NO TRACES HAVE BEEN FOUND ON THE VICTIMS BODY THAT WOULD SUGGESTA SEXUAL MOTIVE FOR THE MURDER”

  
  

  
  

  I read and reread the article as if I could not understand what was written.
    Francesca had been hit in the neck by someone who obviously knew her, she was about to enter her house, and then left on the stairs with the little yellow flower resting on her chest, as if to give a decent burial to a body still on the surface.
  Under her small head was placed a satin pillow pink, as if instead of sleep forever she was restingfor a shorttime.
  His little head resting on a pillow as a child, a color princess, for a lullaby without awakening.
  The phone rang at that moment, catching me unprepared and scaring me to death.
  “Hello Anna, it’s Lisa.”
  Lisa, the beautiful mum of Francesca, seemed arrive from another world, as if she had gone with her daughter and was calling me from some kind of place beyond this.
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