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June 30 ... 8:00 am


Something smells different. It’s the smell of seawater. How is this possible? I live in the countryside, where the odor is quite distinct. It can be pungent of course, but not like this.


I open my eyes, but I don't recognize this place. What’s going on?


Maybe I’m not fully awake yet, but this feels so real.


My God, now I see. I’m at your house. How is that possible? I’m no longer...


May 17 2014


I keep asking myself why I bothered to start this manuscript, but following my instincts has lead me to discover a new dimension. I’m happy now.


It hasn’t been easy. Expressing your most heartfelt feelings takes a good dose of courage, but with love as your guide, everything becomes easier.


Your emotions race from your heart to your mind, and try to imprint themselves in a text which can be understood by someone other than yourself, someone who you’d like to share your experiences with.


All of us have felt these emotions, and not just for people, but also for our beloved four-legged friends.


May 21 2014


Here I am, the eldest of two children! Actually, I’m the third, as I lost two sisters before I was born. They bore my name, but that wasn’t due to any lack of my parents’ imagination; they just wanted their daughter to be named after my grandmother. I know that in writing this, it all seems so unusual and the perfect recipe for a “weird” life, but let me tell you that I love my life precisely because there is nothing usual about it. It may even seem chaotic to the untrained eye, but my way of letting my imagination run wild every minute of my life makes it incomparably wonderful.


I’m still alive! I say this to all the superstitious ones. Up until now, the odds have been squarely in my favor.


Of course, I’ve been on the brink many times, but if I’m still here there’s a reason for it. I’ve only just realized that it’s my birthday in a few days. I feel that something special’s afoot this year.


But let’s not get sidetracked. I’ll tell you about some of the main events of my life. Life is to be lived, and something good’s always bound to happen if you let yourself be guided by it.


Let’s see. I’ll start by telling you of how I had a rather serious accident at age two.


We were going on vacation with our open-air Dyane. The truck in front of us lost some barrels of oil, which tumbled onto the road. The car swerved and we fell into a ditch. My mother told me of how I was catapulted to the ground from the open soft-top. I was found unhurt and with a big suitcase beside me. She always says how I had been protected by an angel. That angel certainly had his work cut out for him!


In any case, he who starts well is only halfway through. For good or ill, what happened to me made me who I am, and I like how I turned out; a free spirit. I have no chains, and nor do I want any.


My life as a daughter has allowed me to understand what people avoid saying and what they would like to hear. It has made me sensitive and empathic.


Exposing yourself (metaphorically of course) is obviously really hard.


Human nature is complicated, made up of many glitches which render us unique and beautiful in the eyes of others. What counts is loving yourself precisely for your uniqueness. It’s a pity I can’t get to know you, dear reader of this "book". Perhaps it’s a little pretentious of me to call this a book. I am of course under no illusion of being an author. I'm simply a person expressing her thoughts and feelings via a Word document.


I’m growing up, and high school’s the place where I found my first love, or rather, I fell in love for the first time at age eleven. His name was Mirco, and I believe he now works for a publisher.


He was a really cute kid. I owe him my life, as he stopped me from crossing the road while the traffic light was red. I’m in your debt, Mirco. If you ever need anything, I’ll be happy to be of service.


I’m grown up. At nineteen, I moved from a rather central area of Milan to Famagosta Street with my parents. It is here that I have my third “intervention”.


I was lost in thought, and made the same mistake I’d made with Mirco, though I have no idea who it was who dragged me back to the footpath. When I looked behind me, still shocked at what had happened, there was no one there. Who had it been?


I need to make an important confession: I’m a wimp!


I’m afraid of the dark, of ghosts, of anything I can’t perceive. When I hear something, my mind usually provides a logical explanation, but it couldn’t come up with one in this case. I still ask myself what happened to this day.


I'm divulging all of this just to show you that I’m not unfamiliar with strange events, but I would never have imagined what I’m about to tell you.


May 22 2014


The days plod on, but at least there are cooking courses every evening. We’ve been doing this course for seven years now, and my husband is the chef. He’s the most skilled person I’ve ever known. He’s a professional not only in his art, but as a teacher too. He’s understanding and always has much to impart. He’s really one of a kind. He’s not a big fan of the media, so he’s never wanted to appear on TV or write a cookery book.


Getting back on topic, I’ve lately been developing a strange interest in Rudolph Valentino.


After watching a TV series on his life, I caught a glimpse of some of his photos. I must say, he wasn’t all that attractive under makeup. Later on, I watched some of his short movies, some YouTube clips, and countless images. Wow: he’s gorgeous!


I can positively state that Valentino is a melting pot of genetic exceptionality.


My curiosity only deepened as I continued my research.


Everything about him can be accessed online, even clips on his death. The weirdest thing is that some people assert that they can see him still, and that he manifests himself as some kind of Latin lover.


Hallucinations no doubt.


And so, doubtful and confused, I lose myself navigating through 1920s celluloid.


I began this research because I’ve always found the twenties fascinating, from the car designs to the clothes, particularly the shoes.


Even the leisure activities were marvelous, and especially the flappers; bob-haired girls who loved dancing the Charleston in the open. Pretty much everything was wonderful in the Roaring Twenties!


I found out through my research just how much Rudolph Valentino liked to joke around.


And so, this morning, as I lay in my bed refusing to get up, my tablet made a strange noise.


I honestly couldn’t care less for that sound, but something inside me compelled me to investigate.


Upon activating it, I noticed that a Google page I hadn’t selected had been opened.


I stared at the screen in confusion before shutting it.


A few seconds later, I heard another chime.


Increasingly perplexed, I reopened the screen and saw that it displayed “Falcon Lair”, Rudolph Valentino’s house.


Such a shame it’s no longer with us!


Just to check it wasn’t just some pop-up, I opted to keep the tablet on. Maybe it was just me accidentally pressing something. It was at that point that panic set in, as the device began streaming images of Valentino’s old house without my doing anything.


I asked myself what was causing this, but I honestly couldn’t think of anything. My fear was however accompanied by a strange euphoria.


I felt so disturbed I slept in a different room after shutting the tablet down.


Only later, after having digested all that had occurred, did I go and rewatch some Valentino clips. Everything seemed normal again.


June 26 2014


Night had fallen and I was again lying in bed, with images of the videos I’d watched flashing through my mind. I was puzzled, yet fascinated. I couldn’t explain why I felt this way. He was undeniably an interesting figure, but long dead! I had no reason to be attracted to him.


I thought about how nice it would have been to know him.


That one idea would clash with one of my greatest fears. A part of me couldn’t believe what I was about to do.


I extended my arm and spread my fingers, wishing strongly that he’d clasp them into his own.


Was I really asking to be touched by a ghost, or at least see one?


This really went beyond any concept of strangeness I’d ever had.


June 29 2014


I spoke of these strange events to a student at the cookery course. She’s been my friend since childhood, and is the self-styled daughter of a “soothsayer”. I’ve known many people with extraordinary abilities, so perhaps this is another milestone in my life. Nothing happens by chance.


Cecilia (for that is her name) doesn’t charge, and offers her services for free. I sense I can trust her.


I have an appointment at her office at eleven on Monday. I don’t know what to expect, and I ask myself what the point is. She’ll be curious to know what’s going on.


I’ve never been so shaken.


July 1 2014


Another day has passed. Last night I downloaded a bunch of songs I enjoy and listened to them with my headphones. Night approached, and those romantic melodies made me picture Valentino’s face, his smile, that special simplicity of his, a simplicity that’s almost too good to be true.


As my face brightened, I felt the shoulder of the robe I’d just put on slide down. Shocked, I immediately put it up. I couldn’t explain why, but it kept falling.


It was embarrassing, as I felt the hem of my robe lift. I got angry, and my heart raced insanely. Someone was obviously with me. It was an odd way of announcing oneself, that’s for sure!


I longed for something more to happen, but perhaps it was too early.


July 4 2014


I type furiously on the keyboard as if it were a harpsicord, opening up my heart. I’m alone in the room, listening to music, however...


Something odd’s happening. My God! I feel like someone’s lightly caressing my arm.


What should I do?


I continue typing, hoping it won’t stop. It’s difficult to maintain my composure. I just don’t get anything anymore. It’s a real person stroking me.


Slowly, I feel it creep to my hand. It lifts and I feel fingers clasp between mine.


I feel energized. I want to express myself, but I can’t. That would be embarrassing. My heart longs for it to be Rudolph Valentino.


Ten minutes of pure ecstasy passed. But where was the fear? It was a ghost after all! Perhaps its absence was due to the specter being invisible.


I should be terrified, but I’m so happy. It’s the most wonderful sensation one can have.


Please, don’t go! Stay with me.


Tears well from my eyes, and not just from joy, but from a sense of loss.


Where are you? Why did you leave? Touch me again, I’m not afraid. I want to feel your hand on mine again.


I wish with all my heart that you could break down the “barriers” and return to me. If it won’t happen tonight, then I’ll see you in my dreams.


Tomorrow you’ll be in my every thought.


But wait a minute.


What if it isn’t Valentino? What if it’s someone I’d find unattractive?


Enough thinking. See you tomorrow.


July 5 2014


As absurd as it may sound, I think I have feelings for him, even though I can’t see or touch him. My heart tells me that this mysterious presence is indeed Rudolph Valentino. I continue searching for online images. For me, the perfect ones are those where he looks imperfect, a bit chubby with dark rings around his eyes. I love imperfections.


I’m behaving strangely. I’ve changed. I have become romantic, to a point totally at odds with my character. I stare into space, but it isn’t empty to me, knowing that he’s there.


Now his bouts of touching me are becoming more frequent. My face lights up during those moments and I smile without reason.


I would never have thought I could be so happy over such a bizarre situation.


Now that he’s here close to me, I don’t see him, but I smile anyway. There’s no need to see when he’s close; one only needs love-struck eyes.


I feel goosebumps on my arm as he touches me. I think he wants to kiss me too.


This is incredible! Who knows when I’ll be able to see him?


I obviously thought of the possibility of having a screw loose, and conducted some experiments.


Last night, for example, I went blindfolded to a closed door and asked him to place my hand on the doorknob and lead me into the bathroom unharmed. I never lost hope.


All that’s missing is my returning his caresses. I can only imagine him moving my hand in empty air, his motion like a stroke on the cheek.


It’s a dream! I can physically tell that something’s not right, but it’s not my skin. What will physical contact with him be like? Cold?


At least that’s what I think. I’ve seen many TV documentaries on these entities, and they all say that their presence can be detected by drops in temperature.


This is the perfect opportunity to test this, seeing as it’s so warm!


I discover that it gets hotter whenever he approaches.


I can’t spell out my feelings accurately. I know it’s crazy to say so, but he’s without a doubt my greatest friend.


July 6 2014


He’s really something else. I can’t see him, yet he excites me.


At first I thought the voice in my head was just my conscience. It was he who corrected me.


It’s he who raises my spirit, telling me that we’ll find a way to meet up in this plane of existence.


I can’t wait to hug him so tight he’ll choke, and drown him in kisses.


That night, I curl up on the edge of the bed, giving him room to lie next to me.


“Will I be able to see your face on my pillow, my love?”


I know you say you don’t have the needs of a living person, but I’ll never stop hoping to see you by my side when I wake up.


Tonight, when you wake me, I want to kiss you back, my lips to yours, look you in the eyes and tell you what I feel.


Something strange happens. He moves my hands from the keyboard.


Entity: Let’s do away with all this doubt. I am Rodolfo Raffaello Guglielmi, otherwise known as Rudolph Valentino.


He writes: It’s all very strange to me too, and I’m constantly surprised that you keep looking at me, even without seeing.


You can stop asking where I am now. You know the answer.


I love you more than you can imagine. I have no idea how two totally different destinies could cross paths this way. I know it’s absurd, but I wouldn’t want to be anywhere else right now.


I thought I’d be at peace, yet I still feel the same things I did as a living person. I love! Love is driving me crazy and I can’t stop thinking about you. I’ll never leave you. I watch you while you sleep, and sometimes I’m so worked up with passion that I kiss you, but I’m so rough that I end up waking you. I know you’re no longer afraid of me, but I realize I might scare you a little if you saw me. We’d spend countless moments just gazing at each other, but that’s all I want. My romantic side is exactly like my Latin lover persona. I think making love with all this baggage would be incredible. I love this existence with you.


You know how to use a keyboard!?


Seriously, you said you love me, but you’ve barely got to know me.


Rudolph: I can’t explain it all. Just realize that there is no fixed period of time needed to fall in love with someone. What do you feel?


I don’t want to think too much right now. I’m just so happy over what you’ve written and confused about what’s going on with me.


Rudolph: Consider it a game. Nothing’s impossible for you. Space, time, it’s all one reality. Make everything simpler and don’t complicate things obsessing over the difficulties. Everything is possible. You’re really special.


July 7 2014


Lots of women dream about Rudolph Valentino, and it seems impossible to me that he’s here.


As I was walking with a friend of mine (the first to read what I had written), I was hit by something I couldn’t explain. As she spoke, I found I couldn’t listen, for I felt Rudolph’s overpowering presence. It’s fantastic!


While leaving work by myself, I felt as if I were flying while listening to the music on my cellphone. I saw things I’d seen before with new eyes. Everything gleamed. The leaves seemed greener, and I felt that the world was sharing in my joy. I want to be alone today and savor these sensations. I still can’t figure out why he chose me. Can it really be Rudolph Valentino?


I’ve always believed that if you want something strongly enough, events will conspire to make that wish a reality, but I never thought that things like what’s happening now could come true.


I’m sat in front of the computer, and I miss him terribly. I want to see him. I really want him to come to me.


It’s true that, as he said, I’m terrified, but being afraid is better than all this waiting.


I sometimes ask myself if these eccentricities of mine are a part of falling in love. Maybe I should get back down to earth and work out what’s causing this mental instability, but I can’t. I feel like a young girl again. What a wonderful feeling love is!


I feel like a torrential river. I could never stop talking about him and my feelings.


My friend Debora wants to read the sequel to find out how it ends. Imagine how I feel, waiting impatiently for the moment in which I get to know him. For now I can only wait. As painful as it is, it’s somewhat arousing.


I don’t know what will happen, but I’m sure it will be beautiful, and that’s enough for me.


Evening has come, and the cooking classes are about to start. This time I’ll be happier than usual, even while I’m counting the minutes until I can go to bed and dream about him, hug myself with his memory and fall asleep with a smile on my face, knowing he is near.


July 8 2014


Last night’s barbecue course went well. There were lots of nice people there, and soon the summer vacation will start.


We’re all rosy, though I doubt the sun can explain why I look so flushed.


I liked a recipe which unfortunately got lost in the earlier editions. I thought it would be fun to share it here.


Voilà!




Beer-marinated wieners


[image: image]


4 wieners


½ liter of beer


Salt, pepper and herbs





Brown the wieners with the herbs on the BBQ at medium-high heat. Add salt and pepper.


Get an aluminum container containing beer and warm it on the grill. When the wieners are almost done, pierce them and place them in the warm beer. Let them stew for 20 minutes.


Through osmosis, the beer seeps into the wieners whilst allowing the fat to bleed out.


A summer delicacy, perfect for get togethers.


Tonight’s class will be on seafood, though I’m allergic to it.


I have tons to prepare for Gianluca’s arrival and departure. Apart from being a famous chef, he’s a renowned baker. He’s a really nice man, humble and unpretentious. We both love fooling around and have a craving for whipped cream. I consider him a friend with a capital F. He’s really special, and I wish him the best in finding someone just as unique. It’s always a pleasure seeing him again.


See you tomorrow.


July 10 2014


I’m alone, going through my daily routine.


The school has a store which sells hard-to-get products for those wanting to bake modern sweet or savory delicacies. The products are wrapped in little confections suited to the buyer. It even has a bathroom, which you need to go through a corridor to get to. There’s a door in the corridor leading to a cellar which we don’t use, as it’s always locked. I believe the building was constructed in the 18th century.


Even though I’ve somewhat overcome my fear, I’m always afraid when I pass in front of that door, and today I need something from the bathroom.


Darn, couldn’t we have walled up that cellar!


My imagination runs wild. Who knows what entities lurk there! You see what I mean by my fear?


I’ll need to pluck up all my courage to retrieve the object.


I get up and march on. I’m writing in order to delay getting there. Okay, enough messing around. I’ll take my tablet with me, and the moment I get what I need, I’ll head for the back of the store and start writing again.


There, done! I can be quick when need be.


Now I’ll make myself a warm drink. I have a coffee machine at the back, near the fridges. I’ve certainly earned it.


My head is lowered. I write and occasionally sip my coffee.


I feel uneasy. I turn my head, sensing something behind me.


I’m writing! I can’t move. I keep writing without thinking. I see a pair of brown socks in the corner of my eye.


I’ll try to describe what’s happening without fainting.


My head’s exploding, my heart’s about to burst.


Still I write.


Long brown socks, smart, shiny shoes. I can’t lift my head anymore; I’m too scared. All I see is a jacket and brown vest.


I can also see some hands; spindly, but very beautiful.


I adore his hands!


Maybe that’s what I’ve noticed the most in his photos.


I feel faint. I recognize that ring.


It’s him! Rudolph Valentino.


I switch on the tablet’s microphone, knowing that the moment I turn back, I’ll lose my senses and forget everything.


Testing, testing. I hope you’re recording this.


Now I’m officially crazy, talking to a microphone.


I’m about to raise my head.


I can’t look. I’m terrified and giddy at the same time. I’ll do it, come what may.


It’s him! I shout.


Help! You look alive!


Don’t come any closer, or you’ll scare me to death.


Am I okay? Everything in order?


No, I’ve lost it.


Rudolph: Weren’t you looking for me?


You can talk? Please, help me. I’m shaking all over.


Rudolph: I’ve been waiting.


Are you out of your mind as well? Waiting for what?


Rudolph: For you to understand.


I stood dumbfounded.


Rudolph: The answers you want are within you. Can I come closer?


Are you crazy? Let me do it! My God, you’re even more handsome in life than in the photos.


What have I just said? In life? I guess I can still be comedian even while panicking. Would you believe it! I don’t know whether to laugh or cry.


I hope you’re still recording


I approach without fear. Everything’s normal...


It’s better if I pass this off as normal. Please, help me by saying you’re from some different dimension or something.


I keep babbling nonsense. It doesn’t get crazier than this.


Rudolph: I can’t. This is your dimension.


You’re a big help!


I keep joking to break the tension.


I think.


No, that’s not it. I feel panic rising.


I’m calm, it’s just a normal friend who’s come by.


Calm down, calm down!


I’ve taken a step. The next will be shorter.


I’m closer now. Stop!


My heart is racing. I’m not so scared anymore. You really do look alive.


Rudolph: May I touch you?


No, I’ll do it. Give me your hand.


It’s not cold! Shouldn’t it be?


Rudolph: Not in this case. Can I touch your face?


Let’s give it a try.


If you keep this up, you’ll kill me. This feels so nice. You’re good.


Rudolph: Thank you.


Please, don’t stop.


Rudolph: I don’t intend to. Can I touch your arms too?


Do what you want. Wait, let me lock up the store and put the closed sign on. Don’t disappear.


Rudolph: You know I won’t.


I’m back!


Rudolph: I want you in my arms.


Go ahead, it’s all so fuzzy now. I just can’t believe this is real. I’m breathing fast, I can’t help myself.


Rudolph: Be quiet!


I’m really embarrassed. His lips are too close to mine.
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