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There are people who believe that everything is their due. They don't care about others. They think only of themselves and do not worry if their behavior harms others. They exercise their arrogant arrogance and the weakest suffer, succumb to general indifference.

It happens every day and no one intervenes. 

It is not tolerable. 

Violence is not punished by law if it does not reach extreme levels and lately there is no guarantee of punishment for the most serious crimes.

I don't like arguing, I've always sought a conciliation. Among thinking being it could be possible to arrive at intelligent solutions that do not penalize any of the contenders. There are too many people, though, who don't use their brains. I have known many. I went through a lot. I have endured enough and for too long.

That’s enough. 

Someone has to do something.

I would love to live in peace, in a world where there is no bullying. Only this I ask: respect. My freedom ends where yours begins and vice versa. It doesn't seem like a big claim to me. I am kind, tolerant. If I can I give a hand. I do not prevaricate. In the queue, I'm waiting for my turn. I don't raise my voice. I reply to greetings (it is really unpleasant to greet and have no response, do you agree?).

I'm not a special person, on the contrary, just anyone. You could meet me at the post office, bank or market. I could live in your condominium or share a ride on the city bus with you. I can blend in with the readers in the library, in the crowd at a concert ... You might bump into me walking the dog. Like a trumpet fish, which makes itself invisible by managing to blend in with other life forms on the bottom of the Atlantic, so I stand among you and watch you.

I find the life of fish fascinating. I have a tropical aquarium that I personally take care of. I like to think that my behavior resembles that of the puffer fish. Leave me alone and you won't have any problems with me. If you meet me, however, be careful, you are warned. I no longer forgive, I no longer tolerate:

I judge, I condemn ... and I punish.
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Chapter 1 Lucia's secret
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"We got you, rascal!".

Amelia and Lucia look with satisfaction at the kitten locked in the trap cage. 

For two weeks they had been trying to catch her by lurking every day, placing bowls full of good food in their trap and waiting for the cat to come in, driven by hunger. 

Until now, the kitten had always managed to escape. 

“In the end, hunger and exhaustion brought you to us, little one. Now we can finally take care of you! ”.

"Come on Lucia, let's load the cage in the car and go immediately to the vet.".

“This cat is not well, she is too quiet! His belly is swollen. We hope well..."

“You're right, let's hurry. I think she is about to give birth ”.

Amelia, a volunteer and head of the “Code stray” Association that manages the municipal kennel, feels a pang of pain pierce her back as she helps Lucia lift the metal cage and put it in the van. Tireless animalist, always, now that she is widowed and the children are independent, she has agreed to live in a small accommodation that is part of the kennel structure. She has reorganized the premises, once used as an infirmary and offices, investing part of the liquidation (proceeds from over thirty years of work as a teacher) and now she can enjoy a nice and welcoming apartment: a comfortable kitchen, a tiny living room, an equally small bedroom and a bathroom with a comfortable bathtub where you can spend pleasant moments of relaxation. Amelia pays no rent, the agreements with the Municipality are these, but she is always available for problems concerning the animals of the territory. A solution that fully satisfies both parties. Amelia has her independence and can dedicate herself to what she likes: she is in contact with people and her beloved animals every day and at the same time the Municipality has found an excellent solution for emergencies concerning animals: who better Could Amelia Tavella take care of it?

The “Code stray” Association, of which Amelia is President, consists of about fifty volunteers who help her in the various animal welfare initiatives and in the daily work with the guests of the kennel - cattery. 

Amelia has her pension, more than decent, she is in good health and is 63 years old. She is energetic and always smiling. The volunteer with whom, now, she is heading to the veterinary office, Lucia, is a nice, diligent, young woman. Every morning at exactly nine she arrives in the kennel and until twelve she remains in the Association to help the volunteers on duty.

Lucia takes care of the cats. She loves cats. She takes care of the cats housed in the cattery and those of the ten colonies of the city. She is tall and slender, unlike Amelia who barely reaches six feet and weighs, alas, a good seventy-seven kilos. Lucia has fluffy mahogany hair and she is really beautiful. Amelia had been immediately conquered by that girl with a soap and water appearance and a kind character, competent in working with animals and reliable. In short, definitely different from the common imaginary idea of ​​cat lady.
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With all the delicacy she is capable of, Lucia takes the kitten from the cage to allow the vet to visit her. The cat does not resist. It looks like a limp rag.

The veterinarian, a nice fifty-year-old decidedly robust, immediately realizes the urgency of the situation: 

“The cat has been in labor for several hours and has not been able to give birth. This bad smell is due to the infection spreading through its body. She must be operated on immediately to save her life. If there are live kitties, what do you do? "

"They are saved!". Unison response from Amelia and Lucia.

Regina smiles. He would have bet (and won) on that answer of the two women. He allows Lucia a quick farewell from the little hairy patient and goes with the kitten in her arms towards the operating room calling in a loud voice Gabriella, the colleague and partner of the study, to be assisted in the intervention. Amelia follows her and positions herself near the bed in the pre-operative room, stroking the cat's head until the anesthetic takes effect.

“And now let us work. As soon as I can I will give you news by telephone ”.

Regina lifts the kitten holding her on her right arm, with the other hand she grabs the drip, detaching it from its support and disappears behind the door of the operating room.

"How are you?" Lucia asks anxiously as soon as Amelia reappears in the waiting room.

“The cat fell asleep. Now it's up to Regina and Gabriella. We just have to wait".

"How long will the surgery last?"

"I do not know. I think it's better to go back to the kennel. Time will pass faster by doing something useful! "

Lucia is easily persuaded and the two women head towards the van. In the clearing where, shortly after, there are already three cars.

“Mariella, Giorgio and someone whose car I don't know are already at work. Our furry ones are definitely very lucky! Come into the house for a moment. Take a coffee. We deserved it. "

"I believe. I'm worried. I have decided that I will call the kitten Desy, a delicate sounding name like she is right now. I know she's in good hands, Regina is a great vet but let's hope it's not too late. If we managed to get it yesterday ... "

“We have done what we can. That's what we always do. No feelings of guilt ”.

Amelia takes the coffee container from the refrigerator. A thick airtight tin can.

"Dear Lucia, coffee is a pleasure, but to really be it, it must be well preserved so as not to lose its aroma".

Opening the jar Amelia sniffs the dark powder for a moment and enjoys the pleasant fragrance. With quick and expert gestures, he then prepares the coffee pot, puts it on the fire and sets two places at the table by removing cups, sugar bowl and a tart with apricot jam from the cupboard.

Soon the room is filled with the scent and gurgling from the coffee pot.

Lucia is pleased to observe the whole ritual, without saying a word.

Amelia breaks the silence: "Do you want sugar?"

"No thanks. Let me taste the real taste of coffee. For me too it is a pleasure of life, a pleasure that I appreciate naturally ”.

“I got this from the coffee shop downtown, it's really good. I also cut two slices of cake. It is a genuine tart baked yesterday by Mariella's skilled hands. Remind me to take it to the office, when we go downstairs, others will certainly be pleased to taste it ”.

As she reaches out to take the saucer, the sleeve of Lucia's sweatshirt retracts a little, revealing a bluish stain that goes up her arm from the wrist.

“Lucia, what an ugly bruise! What happened to you?" the young woman instinctively makes a quick gesture to stretch her sleeve again and cover the battered skin.

"It's nothing. I knocked on the entrance cabinet in a hurry to get the keys and leave the house ”.

The cracked voice and a veil of tears immediately pushed back however do not escape Amelia who gently pursues her: "Lucia, the other day you had a bruise on your forehead ... are you sure everything is okay?".

Lucia bows her head looking for an attitude but after a few moments, like a dam that opens, she bursts into an unstoppable river of tears. Sobs, held back for too long, shake her chest, preventing her from speaking.

Amelia takes a packet of paper tissues out of her bag and hands them to her. She sits close and waits. It takes a quarter of an hour for Lucia to finally recover and begin to tell the horror of her apparently happy married life and instead tormented by violence, now daily.

“A few years ago we were happy and in love. We got married after only one year of dating, we seemed made for each other. Giulio, however, changed after a few months of marriage. He started getting jealous. An increasingly obsessive jealousy. He phoned me every half hour to find out where I was and what I was doing. There was never a real reason that could fuel his suspicions, I loved him and I was fine with him. I suggested that we get help from a psychologist, a couple therapy, but he reassured me by claiming that we could find our own balance on our own. He asked me to stop studying and take care of the house and family full time. Giulio is an engineer and his salary is excellent. He showered me with gifts and attention: flowers, romantic dinners in enchanting places, dream holidays, jewelry, books, materials for my hobbies. I love to read, I paint, I love to take care of gardening and at home, of course, I am not bored. I thought it might be a good idea, I hoped that his unjustified jealousy would have fewer opportunities to torment him and that we would be happy again ”.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
Titig] LA






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image002.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/image000.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





