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After we fight, my wife has the habit of locking herself in the bathroom. She sits on the toilet and smokes a cigarette. Then she gets up, goes to the sink, washes her face and goes back to the kitchen, where she pretends to tidy things up. She doesn’t say anything: she just waits for me to get close to her, wrap my arms around her from behind and kiss her on the back of her neck. She then relaxes and starts talking as if nothing had happened. That’s how it works between us, always. But not tonight.

I sit on the sofa in the living room. Laura has left the bathroom and is now in the kitchen. She moves around and is making a lot of noise, just in case I have not noticed her.  I switch off the television, close my eyes for a moment to gather up all remaining patience I have and join her in the kitchen. Her face is tear-stained and she has the look of someone expecting an apology.

“I’m going out for a spin,” I tell her, surprising even myself. She turns and can only mutter a feeble “What?”

It’s raining and it’s cold, but I like driving around in this weather. And it’s even better if the streets are deserted. That’s exactly how it is.  After all, it’s Monday, and nobody wanders around Milan in the evening in early January. I don’t turn on the radio, but sink into the seat and focus on the rustle of the wheels on the wet road, occasionally interrupted by the noise of a passing car. And here, surrounded by these silent noises, my thoughts return to Laura, to our quarrel, to how I will find her when I return home. We’ve been married for nearly nine years, but I still can’t predict her mood.  She might run to me, throw her arms around my neck and bury me with excuses. But she might also not speak to me for a couple of days. I can’t tell: I swear!  I never know what to expect.
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