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    The present novel is a figment of the author's imagination. Any reference to real and/or existing facts, people and/or things is purely coincidental.




     




    


  




  

    L 'arrival




     




     




    I leave behind Rome, the city that raised me and that I have always loved as a person. Its grandeur astounded me but also crushed me at times. Yet Rome remained, my city, my nest of enthusiasm that I carried with me continuously, on every trip, on every move.




    And even now I take you with me, Rome, but I leave you behind me and watch you from afar.




    Months of silence over a worldwide pandemic that has forced us into our homes, away from everything, away from everyone. Deserted cities, emptiness around us, deprivation, freedom escaped from our control. I get into my car today and take back my freedom. I take back my enthusiasm, I take back the oxygen that I had missed. And already after a few glances out the window, out there the world, I no longer feel crushed, I feel free again.




    Rome seems more and more distant to me. I close my eyes, I see the Colosseum, alone, deserted; I see the silhouettes of a few disillusioned, hopeless people. And I do not see a smile, rather I see silent weeping in that greatness of Rome, and I weep too.




    Then I open my eyes again and look out the window again. There is an air of rain, the clouds are moving slowly and the landscape is changing all the time. And something changes inside me, too, because I feel the excitement again, I feel that joy I had lost has come back to visit me. Four hours of driving through endless curves and then the light. I felt that we were almost there, I had arrived before even anyone else, passing Lazio, Campania, and finally I had arrived in Basilicata.




    Matera I could see it perfectly before my eyes. And as I walked through the streets, I was getting closer and closer into the heart of that very special civilization that had changed its appearance several times over the centuries, until it became the European Capital of Culture and before that a World Heritage Site and, before that, so much more. And the deeper I went, the more I went down into the stones, the more I was aware that I was the first one to get there after so many months when no one passed there anymore. Carlo Levi's intimate and descriptive words came back to me and I recognized them in what I was seeing and what was so extraordinarily incredible.




    I found the excitement again in those descents, in that solemn entrance among the houses in the stones, with the closed doors and green windows. No human presence, there was only me in a romantic, almost divine silence. I find that there is something that Rome and Matera have in common. Both cannot be captured by an image. They are elusive and cannot be captured. A territory in essence autonomous from photography. In their complexity and completeness lies their whole meaning. And I grasped it right away. So, as with Rome, that silent weeping that the city made me feel, I sensed it all and, again, I was moved by such capacity for communication.




    Silence communicates the incommunicable.




    Words are stones, said Carlo Levi. I say stones are words, you just need to know how to listen.




     




     




    


  




  

    My new home at Via Fiorentini 45




     




     




    How many times, upon entering a place, do we have the feeling of being at home. This happens because home is not made by the place but by the feeling of a place. Here, I really felt at home because that place generated a feeling of calmness in me and my heart had begun to beat before I even inserted the key in the door.




    The house is basic. There is a kitchen, a loft bedroom with a small closet, and a bathroom at the back. There's no washing machine, but that doesn't matter to me; it will mean that I'll wash clothes by hand, the way it used to be done. I really like "the way it used to be" things, imagining a past that fascinates more than the present, because it is mysterious and different and seems more authentic. I see myself there in the past, maybe in a carriage or on a horse or right at the river washing laundry. So I don't mind making do, I think I already have everything.




    The house is perfect, but something is missing that speaks of me. So I arrange the scented candles on the fireplace, adjust the linen sheets on the double bed, hang the clothes on the ladder, and scatter a few books here and there along with my postcards from the world. These are objects I carry around with me that describe who I am, who I was, and who I will be tomorrow; they are objects that speak of love, a gesture of friendship, and are there to remind me of the value of bonds.
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