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	Are you sure that you are in the image and likeness of God?



	
BOOK ONE

	 

	HUNTING

	 


CHAPTER 1 - Confused thoughts and old friends

	 

	Time, it seems incredible how men waste time so easily and naturally; it is simply their most precious asset, a good that is not regenerated, that cannot be topped up, that you have available only one, single time.

	This throwing time to the wind with a disarming naturalness is even more shocking if we think about how man manages to get angry, instead, for completely irrelevant things.

	This evening while I was having dinner in the company of peaceful solitude, suddenly and forcefully I was reminded of a phrase from the fourteenth Dalai Lama that I read some time ago; I don't remember exactly where, but I remember very well that it read "what surprises me about men is that they lose their health to make money and then they lose money to recover their health. They think so much about the future that they forget to live the present in such a way that they cannot live either the present or the future. They live as if they should never die and die as if they had never lived”.

	The greatest of truths concerning man in one, single sentence; the fact that I had thought about it so intensely should have led me immediately on the right path: to make me understand that something in me no longer worked like all the other times.

	But it is Saturday night, an evening that can slip quietly into the night without having to worry about the next morning, an evening that I can dedicate to myself, an evening in which I can pretend that time does not exist.

	In these warm early summer nights, I like to settle in the garden on my favorite deckchair with a beer to keep me company, the windows of the room overlooking the lawn always open, and the computer always on transports me into a world of sound sensations light years away from the squalor of everyday life.

	What a great thing technology; beautiful, of course, as long as it was properly used, I have always been convinced, and so it will be for this reason that I have never felt guilty to use my super technological silicon chip, to listen to music that comes from a time when computers, as we know them, could not be imagined even by the most eclectic minds.

	I open the door and the warm wind of the night caresses my face; I turn off the light of the room keeping only a small wall lamp on, and while Vivaldi's four seasons begin to color the air around me with notes, I go out for a walk on the freshly cut grass.

	I start stargazing.

	The noises of the summer night blend with the notes of spring in a single symphony; everything is perfect, nothing clashes with the wonder that I will enjoy shortly.

	I sit down relaxing and letting myself be lulled by the peace of the moment, I inhale deeply and for a long time savoring in advance the show that awaits me silently; I have to relax, it is all week that I have my stomach in pieces because of the nervous, I really need to relieve the pressure and dedicate a few hours only to myself.

	It does not matter if it is the first or the millionth time, the spectacle of the sky studded with stars that seem to fall all together towards me has no equal, there is no greater emotion than this.

	I close my eyes for a moment so as to quickly accustom them to the dark, I raise my head to the sky, and finally I can look; watching billions of tiny diamonds whose flickering light enters me even into my bowels, lifts me from my miserable state as a human being, and brings me, even if briefly, closer to them and their condition of pure energy.

	I no longer count the times I have felt this emotion; I don't remember the number of nights spent with his head up in a vain attempt to get answers from the stars that no human will ever get in this life.

	But this night there is something out of tune; it’s a distant feeling, like a tiny grain of sand that does not want to abandon you even after you are now far from the beach, but as seemingly insignificant as it is, something has crept into my mind and, I am sure, it will not let me go so easily.

	I do not want to pay attention to it, I do not want such a small thing to ruin all this, it is not right and does not deserve so much; I keep repeating it to myself, insistently, but in my head this belief is disappearing and less.

	As often happens, the grain of sand just does not want to leave, does not want to be crazy away; it rolls free in my head when it was animated by its own life, and little by little it becomes a fixed thought, the only thought.

	The magic of the stars is sublimated by now, and confused thoughts have totally taken hold of me; I don't know what they represent at the end of the day, but I know that if they managed to distract me from my beloved stars, then they definitely deserve more attention from me.

	It is just a grain, a corpuscle apparently almost useless, but if you think about it, after all, who can say without a shadow of a doubt who has the most right to exist?

	Me or a little grain of sand?

	What is certain is that, both he and I, exploit a definite amount of matter in the universe in order to continue to exist, a matter that is not infinite and that, just like time, should not be wasted.

	Okay, I tell myself, let's try to better understand what's wrong this night.

	I sit down taking my head in my hands and, bringing them to my eyes, I press on them as if to make a last attempt to squeeze out the bad thoughts.

	The multicolor glows resulting from the pressure on the eyeballs flash in front of me; they seem unreal effects of the kaleidoscope with which I played when I was a child replace the initial flashes. 

	I stay so long, I can't say how much; when I recover myself, I am aware of one thing: the grain that has been spinning in me for days, months, maybe years, in the end managed to change me, to make me become something that I do not yet know how   to define.

	Our thoughts crowd the head, but above all they do not want to know to leave and leave me alone.

	They are evanescent people, some of which are certainly true, but which ultimately caught my attention suddenly; thoughts that certainly do not knock on the door before entering, but that appropriate their place as nature sometimes does when it is excessively raped by us human beings.

	Welcome to your new state of mind, it seems to tell me a foreign voice that from today will reside in my head permanently.

	Will this be the first tangible symptom of a slow slide towards the oblivion of madness?

	I lean on the deck chair enjoying the contact with the rough fabric I resume contacted with a reality that seemed to want to move further and further away from me.

	I open my eyes, they hurt me from the pressure, in front of me a tuft of grass reconnects me with reality; I look around with bewildered eyes.

	I get up, I need to drink, I grab the can and drain it all in one breath; now it's better, I breathe two breaths of air and, definitely groggy and with a strong headache, I return home closing the night and the stars outside my room.

	I sit in the chair massaging my neck, I feel lost; a whirlwind of thoughts unfolds in a chaotic way in the head, while the thought of my mother reaches me even here, not even she has ever accepted me for what I am, even for her I have always been "strange", more a burden to bear than a joy of life.

	I don't know what to think, to be honest it's all week that I don't feel well, that a sense of inadequacy doesn't leave me alone all day; it's as if I'm out of place, out of my time, a feeling of complete and general uselessness.

	Here, useless, I feel useless, not only, I would even say harmful to a planet that gave me life and that offered to welcome me in the best way.

	It seems to me to achieve so much without being able to give anything in return, indeed, not only am I not able to give anything, but I represent a damage, an evil that pervades the delicate system that oversees life in this portion of the universe.

	I'm too tired to think further; I get up, gain a bath, meticulously brush my teeth, and slip under the covers and fall asleep immediately.

	Dream, I do not often remember the dreams I have, but this is a dream that every now and then, when luck assists me, I find myself elaborating: I dream of landing on the moon, of descending from the ladder of the lunar module, and of sinking my hands into the regolith; the Earth rises behind me in all its beauty in the form of a perfect blue sphere mottled with white.

	I have always loved the moon: the Apollo missions are my passion, in particular the last, the seventeenth, the only one to have a scientist, a geologist on board; the dream continues, so I dream of going for a walk around the moon with a rover, you perform experiments in gravity and seismic, the dream is so real that I remember very well even the mission patch with my surname sewn on it on display. 

	At 9.30 in the morning, however, the passage of a tractor not really recent puts an end to my dream, making me fall back into a squalid Sunday where, surely, I will not know how to make the best use of the time I have been granted. 

	I decide to hear an old friend of mine, a friend of those to whom you can report everything, but really everything, without fear that he could laugh straight on your face.

	I call him on the phone that starts ringing, I can imagine that Cosmo on Sunday morning at 9.30 wants to sleep, but I need to hear a friendly voice.

	The voice is slow to arrive, but in the end after a dozen rings here it appears, cavernous and deep as if coming from the underworld: "ready?"

	"Si, I'm ready, but you don't know" I think to myself.

	"Hi Cosmo, I see that you are already up, I guess you have not yet had breakfast, we can go and get something somewhere; I wanted to say a few words, don't tell me you have to work?"

	"Do not utter the word work in my presence, please; do you want to go for breakfast at the bar on Sunday morning? But if you've always hated it, too many people and too many box breakers, you repeat it to me every time”.

	True, I have always hated the mass of people on Sunday mornings at the bar; all crammed into two square meters to tell each other the usual nonsense, the usual inconclusive speeches just to train the muscles of the tongue, and to fill their stomachs, first with a coffee, and then with various alcohol with the excuse of the aperitif, so much so that at noon most of them are already drunk and struggle to go home for lunch.

	"I know, I know, then since you hate it too I pass by you, but you make me a decent coffee, not the usual broth that you overflow" I say, and with reason: Cosmo makes an undrinkable coffee.

	"Yup, I’ll make you a decent coffee; have I ever been wrong?"

	Ten minutes, just the time to put on a T-shirt and a pair of pants, and I'm at his house.

	"What's wrong this morning? It's not even ten o'clock and you're already here, usually you arrive a few minutes before noon just to agree on what to do in the afternoon".

	I realize it, I am agitated despite the beautiful dream I had last night, but I cannot define exactly the reason for my state of mind.

	"You call me slackers?  Please Cosmo, don't make me laugh. Look, I don't know what's wrong, but something is definitely there, something I can't focus on, but that makes my nerves jump and makes the day unbearable, as usual I would dare to say”.

	"I would say it's not good; listen, let's drink this fantastic coffee of mine so then we go for a walk to the mill. Due steps calmly can only do us good, so you tell me, or at least try, what is going through your head ".

	"OK, we drink this crap coffee and then we go out; I do not understand how it is possible that one in fifty years has never learned to make a kind of drinkable coffee; you are a case apart from Cosmo, you can make it disgusting even with capsules".

	"It can't be my fault, it will be the coffee maker or the machine, depending on the case" he replies laughing almost to want to justify himself seriously.

	"You convinced me" I answer him in return; I throw down the black mixture plugging my nose in an attempt not to feel the taste, and I get up from the chair inviting him to go out

	The mule track that leads to the ruins of the old mill is a small road that we have traveled thousands of times, it is our personal 'Way of St. James': when we have to talk seriously, think seriously, or simply seriously isolate ourselves from everything and everyone, we invariably always come here.

	The mule track, paved with stones as large as a soccer ball and perfectly smooth and rounded, is surrounded both on the right and on the left by a stone wall built with the same type of stones but much more irregular; centuries of rain and humidity have allowed a thick layer of moss to take root and proliferate, coloring it a green sometimes light, sometimes darker, sometimes still almost iridescent.

	Between stone and stone the wind has deposited small amounts of Earth sufficient to allow the growth of a particular type of fern of small size; I gently touch the small leaves with my fingers, and immediately the memories run to childhood when my grandmother always made an undrinkable decoction against cough.

	All around freshly mowed meadows and others full of brambles; tall beech, maple and ash trees give coolness with their shade during the summer season to travelers like us.

	At the bottom of the road, you find yourself in front of a tiny stone bridge dominated by a pine forest of douglasia so dense as to be impenetrable to light; here you can breathe an air impregnated by the scent of resin, and the flow of water in the stream puts the soul at peace with the whole of Creation.

	To the left of the bridge the ruins of an old mill destroyed by the avalanche of 1971, always remind us that nature, finally, still has the last word on the work of every living being, or so I believed until recently.

	We sit on the small bridge, and at that point Cosmo breaks the silence.

	"Well, we did the walk to relax the nerves, now you want to tell me what's wrong? When you arrived at my house you had your eyes out of orbits and totally crazy, can I know what’s wrong with you?"

	I look down, I always do when I have to open up to someone, when I’ve to speak about me, and with the tip of the shoe I start playing with a stone making it rotate under the sole.

	"A serpentinite" I think to myself; scientific training always has the upper hand over everything.

	"Well, for sure I can tell you only one thing: it’s all the week that everything goes bad; feel myself so nervous, hard stomachache, and I can't be able to concentrate myself to play a simply solitary game on PC".

	Cosmo looks at me and smiles "all right, you're nervous, but now answer me sincerely: has there ever been a time in your life when you weren't? There will also be a reason for all this agitation; you’ve told me you don't know, but inside you it’s not true, you just have to pull out everything; just to begin tell me how long this story has been going on".

	I look at him but I immediately lower my gaze "I know I'm always nervous, but this time it's different; well, I would say that it has been going on for about two weeks, but in a really way since one, from Monday".

	Cosmo collects a stem of grass, carefully cleans it from the leaves and roots, obtains a piece about ten centimeters long, and calmly slips it into his mouth turning it between his teeth.

	"Well, do you see? It isn’t difficult, it is a week that chews nervously; now tell me the truth: have you done some big bullshit and you don't know how to get out of it?"

	"No bullshit Cosmo, I swear, in fact I didn't do anything at all, nothing special I mean”.

	"Then you have seen or heard something that makes you angry? Are you ruminating on something that has been tormenting you for a long time but only now manifested itself even on a physical level? Nervousness, stomach pain, and I guess headache, and so on, am I wrong? I don't think so to a proper look".

	"No, you are not mistaken, let's say that everything was born from a sense of inadequacy, inadequacy to life I mean; just to understand it is not about work or anything else but it is as if a deep self, my personal voice of truth, told me that I do not deserve to exist".

	I observe him and I notice that Cosmos looks straight ahead of him; with his gaze fixed on a point chosen at random by his mind, he begins to repeat in a low voice my last words: I do not deserve to exist.

	Without ever ceasing to torture the blade of grass in his mouth, I see him shake off the almost trance induced by my words, turn to me, and with a more serious look than ever ask me "you do not deserve to exist in what way? In the sense that you as a person do not deserve to be in the world? Suicidal thoughts? It's not the first time you've told me you're fed up with this monotonous life devoid of the interests you want. I remember last year's crisis well, don't tell me we're back again".

	He is right, it is certainly not the first time that I make such speeches, so I think about it for a moment continuing to play with my stone; I feel the pressure on the muscles of the neck loosen, the head seems to float in the void.

	Now it is as if I were millions of light years away from everything that surrounds me; it is true, it is as he says, it is like many other times in the past but not only, it is more, it is something that starts from the individual and extends to the whole human race.

	Without looking away from the ground I try to answer him "so is it Cosmos, but this time is even more; it is true, I am tired of an existence dedicated only to the superfluous, the useless, the ridiculous. Every day a continuous race to never get to anything, to never get anywhere; a continuous repetition of actions done and redone thousand times, surrounded by stupidity and banality in profusion. It's as you say, I've had enough of all this, but it's not about wanting to commit suicide, it's rather about intolerance of people in general, I can't stand being surrounded by this insignificant chatter anymore. Words, millions of words to say nothing, my head’s full of useless chatter; every day I absorb millions of words that mean nothing as not even a sponge could do. Do you want to know if I really can't take it anymore? Well, yes, I'm really tired of all this, but this time there is more. There is certainly the fact that I do not feel worthy to occupy the place that has been granted to me; I'll tell you more, it’s the race we belong to that has gone further, and in my opinion, has lost all the rights to inhabit this planet".

	I watch him try to focus all his attention on me, but I notice that a small fly begins to flutter around him deconcentrating.

	Smiling at the grimaces made by my friend in an attempt to remove the insect from himself I resume my speech "look around Cosmos, look at the wonder that surrounds us, look at this pine forest in front of us, these meadows; what would the life of nature as a whole be like if we were not there? But what right do we have to exist? Really Cosmos, what are we doing here on Earth? What should be the purpose of a being with an intellectual capacity like ours in your opinion? Were we created to go around like so many idiots choosing the latest fashionable dress? The head, this one, the one we attached to the neck, was not meant to be taken to the hairdresser or the hairdresser once a week; we care more about what we have on our heads than what we can get inside with reasoning and study. The universe was not created for us Cosmos, we are not the masters of anything, the proof is that everything we own has been given to us on loan, a kind of free use; we don't have to pay rent to be able to use what the Earth offers us, but we shouldn't take advantage of it either. In the end we will have to return everything to its rightful owner who we do not yet know, and the only thing that will eventually remain will be what we will be able to put into our heads; in the Cosmo head, not on the head. Think of animals and how men are able to arrogate to themselves the right to dispose of any living being for their use and consumption, setting up from time to time the most stupid and absurd reasons only to justify all the filth they do. We have taken the laws of nature, the laws of God if you prefer to think in these terms, we have set them aside with a well-aimed kick, and we have invented our own rules, ridiculous and absurd rules that have nothing to do with the true meaning of things. Think of economics and politics, rules invented to manage an entire planet in the most economically convenient way; it is all so absurd that there are not even words and terms sufficiently exhaustive to describe the havoc caused by our race. Does this make sense to you? Cosmo, honestly, do you think all this should be considered right?"

	I look at him and instinctively put a hand on his shoulder as if to encourage him to admit a truth that I consider irrefutable; he moves his gaze to the ground, spits out the stem of grass and simply tells me few words.

	"Better of course, they would live much better without us; no, you're not wrong, all this makes no sense but what can we do with it?"

	Nothing, I know perfectly that we can't do anything about it, but that was what I wanted to hear at this moment.

	“You know Cosmo, one day at the university a professor of mine told us that since man appeared on Earth, he has always believed that the rules valid for billions of years had changed only by virtue of his appearance in this universe. Well do you know what I'm telling you? He was absolutely right, and in my opinion, it is more than enough reason to affirm that our eventual disappearance would only be good and certainly not a disgrace. We exterminate entire species of living beings without posing the slightest problem, but if one of us dies it seems to be the end of the world, too bad it isn't. The universe has gone on without our useless presence for billions of years, and if we were to disappear, I don't think anyone would notice, and this gives you the measure of what we are".

	We look at the time, it's almost noon, so we decide to go home to have a spaghetti meal so we can still be together and keep talking.

	"Come on Cosmo, let's go get something to eat, and then do you want to put my coffee in comparison to yours?" I tell him smiling.

	"Walk and shut up" he replies, finally relieving the tension accumulated during the discussion.

	Let's go down talking about the plus and the minus until home, where I prepare a spaghetti with garlic, oil and chili pepper, a pasta able to resurrect the dead.

	"Not too hot" Cosmo tells me lying on the sofa like a king.

	"Don't worry, you are in an iron barrel" I reply back.

	I don't need to see him to know he's rolling his eyes; it's nice to know with me on a day like this.

	"How much pasta?" I ask.

	"Put on half a kilo, I have to cheer myself up".

	As usual, when we cook, we always overdo it, and this time too is no exception; time to cook everything, and the spaghetti is served.

	"At the table, go downstairs to get the beer" I yell at him from the kitchen.

	"I'll drink an orange juice, beer makes me sick with spaghetti".

	I never understood how you can mix orange juice and spaghetti but I pretend nothing has happened, I bring the dishes to the table and we start to eat; it is pleasant to have lunch with an old friend taking out of the hat memories funny events and situations of our common past.

	Outside a thunder warns us that the Sunday weather will not be the best, but that doesn't worry us too much.

	Once I have finished lunch, I quickly tidy up the kitchen and sit in the dining room with Cosmo while outside the rain begins to fall abundantly, causing the temperature to drop rapidly in the house as well, so I decide to turn on the fireplace to soften the environment.

	I love watching the flames dance on the incandescent logs, so many phoenixes appear in the act of rebirth, while the crackling of the wood, with its thousand sparks rising upwards, have always given me the impression of being the perfect metaphor for life: short as a flap of wings.

	We make ourselves comfortable filling our glasses with something strong to drink to keep us company, today we will taste the new brandy that was only delivered to me a few days ago “what about this Cosmo brandy? I like it very much, definitely fruity with an apricot aftertaste, delicious I would say".

	"I can't blame you, it's excellent, where does it come from?"

	“Bratislava” and for the next ten minutes silence falls in the room, we are too intent on enjoying this alcoholic nectar; it's up to Cosmo to break the silence "well, at least our race has done something good," he says, observing the brandy left inside the glass.

	"Of course, but it is an end in itself, or rather an end to the satisfaction of our needs, as usual we do not contribute anything to the system that supports us, we just take".

	Cosmo is thoughtful and replies with a simple "yes, true, definitely true" and for another ten minutes we concentrate on the brandy without wasting even a drop.

	"In all honesty" he tells me, reaching out to have his glass refilled "I can't really blame you, on the contrary, it's something that I have elaborated too, perhaps it has never touched me so deeply as it did with you, but don't believe who never thought about it ".

	"Who knows if the others think like us too?" I pursue him looking at him through the glass again filled with amber liquid.

	"Maybe boy, maybe" he replies with an extremely serious air.

	“We can always ask him, but unfortunately you know what the real problem is? The only real big problem is that, as we ruled a few hours ago, in any case we can't do anything about it".

	“Yes, that's right, helplessness in the face of the inevitable, the same old story that we already know all too well. Do you know who thought like us? Luca. Who knows what happened to it? He had had to flee to England with his fiancé because everyone here made fun of him.

	Damn, I liked Luca, we had a lot of laughs together; he was an intelligent and sensitive person and was certainly a good friend; I had talked to him about this issue several times, and each time we agreed.

	He loved to repeat to me “you're right, we really suck”.

	I would like to see him again but I really don't know how to contact him again, in any case even without him I am happy to spend an evening together; what do you say? Shall we call them? "

	We both smile, the idea of a nice reunion is always good for morale.

	"Come on, let's call them, let's go to dinner in that pizzeria you know where fish is good, what's its name?"

	“Sorrentino, it's called Sorrentino and it's not a pizzeria, it's a restaurant that also serves as a pizzeria”.

	“Oh well, how many stories, then let's go to the restaurant which also serves as a pizzeria; come on let's call them, so we can agree ".

	No sooner said than done; four short SMS and in a few minutes, we are all on a video call, even if we had to decide the fate of the human race.

	“Hey what are you doing? It's raining so bad here” David begins aloud.

	"Well, if I opened the window, I can hear you even without turning on the computer, but what do you always have to shout like a madman?" I reply back.

	A simple sentence was enough, and laughter has already infected everyone; it will be at least six months since we all met, and every time it is always a pleasure.

	“So” Cosmo's speech begins, pronouncing it word by word in order to give the network time to transmit the important message as it should “we would have, I mean the two of us, we would have thought it would be appropriate. Indeed, I would even say necessary since we have not seen each other for several months now due to the mandatory commitments on the part of...".

	“Cosmo don't make it so long” I intervene “the question is this: dinner at the Sorrentino restaurant next Friday evening, are we all here or does someone, as usual, have some fake problem or commitment just to annoy us all? By the way, do any of you know how to track down Luca?”

	"No, no problem" is the unanimous answer.

	I feel much more relieved to have a nice dinner with friends at my favorite restaurant; I feel happy, almost that all the mental problems of a moment ago have evaporated within a few minutes, or so it seems.

	We spend a couple of hours teasing each other and laughing like so many fools; how much laughs we make when we are together, we should see each other more often.

	Luca just seems untraceable; he had certainly expressed a desire to do away with his past life to create a new one away from everything and everyone, and probably when you cross the general tolerance threshold you have to disappear for a simple matter of survival.

	I just hope he managed to get what he wanted I hope he is happy even if we all miss him a lot.

	After the video call we realize that it is now after seven in the evening, the canonical dinner time "OK dear doctor Cosmo, what shall we prepare for dinner?" I ask, already knowing the answer.

	"I would propose to stay on the classic, spaghetti" as they wanted to demonstrate, I think.

	“I always imagine garlic, oil and chili; we hope to be able to go to the bathroom again in the morning” I tell him laughing.

	“How many stories, we hadn't even eaten a kilo of spaghetti”.

	The time of dinner is my favorite because it is much more intimate than lunch; we sit at the table calmly, and calmly eat, we toast to nothing or anyone, and chat as if all the time in the universe were at our disposal.

	I wash the dishes as quickly as possible, slowly the cloth used to dry it on the radiator in the kitchen and say "and now ladies and gentlemen, to the room of time".

	"Grab the brandy" Cosmo reminds me as I descend the spiral staircase.

	The so-called time room is the room in which we spent some of the most beautiful and funny moments of our childhood and adolescence; on one wall there is a wonderful ship clock that I deliberately stopped at 10.10, because when you go to the time chamber, the latter stops running.

	In the time chamber it is always 10.10, and therefore having all the time available, you do not go out until you have said everything that the situation requires.

	The room is small but cozy, with a nice, well-stocked modern bookcase on the right, and a comfortable sofa with a glass table on the left; in one corner there is a place for the computer and printer, while in the opposite corner a corner cupboard more than one hundred years old, contains every kind of possible and imaginable liqueur.

	I turn on the two small appliques; the ceiling with exposed beams makes the environment even warmer and more intimate, while the soft light immediately transports us to our past.

	"Holy shit what memories we have here, right?" Cosmo asks me with transport.

	"If it's true? Yes, it is, indeed” so my mind starts racing when we were 14; what wonderful memories, and how sad not to be able to relive them but only to remember.

	"Let's see if old age has turned your brain in jelly Cosmo, what was there on this table now occupied by this insipid PC?"

	"There was him, the lord of computers, the BIG C, the creator of the most beautiful evenings of our lives, our personal silicon divinity: the Commodore 64".

	I open the lower door of the bookcase and take our first computer out of its sarcophagus; in religious silence I prepare it for the first ignition after many years, we hope that the transformer still works and that the fuse will hold up after all this time.

	After a quarter of an hour everything is ready "shall I go?" I ask visibly excited.

	"Go, press the power button and let's see what happens" Cosmo replies with his eyes fixed on the old CRT TV still waiting for a signal from the computer.

	A couple of seconds, and the loved initial screen appears on the screen; the past resurfacing, I could not have hoped for better to end the evening.

	From this moment on, and for the rest of the night, it's all about remembering, laughing, being moved; it's all that makes a friendship special.

	We leave the room late at night "how is it possible that we always manage to make it three or four in the morning when we start doing these things?" ask me Cosmo, writhing completely to crack the bones of his back.

	“Look, you break everything if you do this. How do we do it? Well…” I declare, spreading my arms “…because time doesn't exist here, you know that”.

	“Yes, the only chance we have to be able to at least virtually strangle the hourglass of life, blocking the fall of the hated sand.

	At least for a few hours, at least in our fantasies, sometimes time doesn't get the better of us ".

	“Yeah, only and always in our fantasies though; what shift do you work tomorrow? "

	“The second round, what a disgusting existence Manuel” he tells me with a sigh as he lowers his gaze.

	I don't want to see him sad, but above all I don't want to ruin such a beautiful day at the very last minute "OK Cosmo listen to me: tomorrow morning I have to do something in the studio, but tomorrow around noon I stop everything and book the restaurant, then towards evening I will call you to let you know if everything is okay, and at the most we can even meet ".

	“Okay, if they're closed tell them it won't stop us, we'll break the door and get the fish we need with or without their consent; I really want to spend a nice evening all together ".

	“Yes, I will certainly report your exact words to the owner, I don't think he will have anything to say; for the moment goodnight, and above all thanks for the talk”.

	"Obliged boy, obliged, anyway thanks to you for the beautiful day, goodnight".

	I calmly return to the house, I feel strangely calm, so I decide to drink a glass again trying not to think about anything, after which I move to the bathroom to wash myself, and I throw myself on the bed still dressed; my new friend from Bratislava does not betray me, starting to do his duty immediately, and catapulting me into a deep sleep devoid of dreams and thoughts at least until tomorrow morning; if I really have to dream, I would like it to be the moon or the BIG C.

	 


CHAPTER 2 - Dinner with friends and lessons at high altitude

	 

	The week goes by more or less monotonous, except for the phone call from Daphne, my friend-consultant-therapist-confidant of all time who, pitied by my precarious mental state, offered to listen to me and advise me every time I hear of it. need, in practice at least four or five times a month.

	I have always suffered from OCD, a word game that turns out to be quite annoying in ninety-nine percent of daily activities; do you close the door and almost casually check if it is really closed before you leave? Well, in my case the check can last for half an hour or more, making the dullest action a real mental Everest to climb over and over again a day.

	With all this I do not want to say that the chats with Daphne are a single outlet, far from it, but a good fifty percent of the conversation inevitably focuses on how we feel and on how we are facing the life that, daily, fate puts before us; for my part I try to do everything possible by listening and advising in my turn.

	Once we have discussed our problems, we allow ourselves, as always, a light chat about our own affairs and above all about those of others.

	“You know Daphne, I also called you because on Friday there will be a dinner with the whole band, you are coming too, right? I don't promise you high-level discussions, you already know that, but at least you will eat fish”.

	“Nice, but where are you going? Wait, I know, at the Sorrentino I guess; but why don't you buy it and go and live in that restaurant? "

	“It doesn't mean I won't do it if I suddenly find myself a billionaire; sure, we will go to Sorrentino, it is the only place that still accepts us” I reply laughing.

	"I don't know, I'm tired, and then I always have a lot of things to do, I'm always in a hurry, once more".

	“Daphne, still with the story of speed? Apart from the fact that there is also the brake and not just the accelerator, but because every time I propose an evening different from the usual dinner based on ignoble inedible baby food, also sadly heated in the microwave, followed by a fantastic first vision of some lousy movie from forty years ago, do you always make up some excuse? "

	I hear her laughing, I like to listen to her laughing because she does it without ever stopping talking, making what she is saying practically incomprehensible "please, my dishes are not inedible baby food and I don't heat them in the microwave, microwaves are bad for your health".

	“Radiation can hurt Daphne, not microwaves; however it is true your meals are not disgusting, maybe they were, it would already be a step forward; enough, a few chat, see you on Friday at 20.30 at the Sorrentino; hello, goodnight and heartfelt thanks as always”.

	"No, I didn't say that I can…”.

	Basically the secret is all here: when it comes to Daphne, just throw the phone down without letting her finish the sentence; luckily she'll be there too on Friday night.

	Another blunder from the weekly monotony: round of phone calls to confirm dinner; I look forward to our Friday night.

	Friday night, finally it's Friday night, so I get ready and leave home well in advance, I don't want to run in the car; I am calm and excited at the same time, an evening all together after a long time.

	The road flows as if it were liquid under the wheels while Pink Floyd reminds me that, when it comes to time " the sun is the same in a relative way but you're older, shorter of breath and one day closer to death", and with the notes of Gilmour's guitar as background I finally arrive at Sorrentino.

	Parking behind the restaurant, I am the first but within a few minutes all the others arrive; Daphne parks near my car, gets out calmly, and smiling at me as she always does, her first greeting towards me is the classic "hello, you set me up again this time".

	"Not at all stuck, it's not my fault you're the trick of slamming the phone down it works all the time”.

	Here we are, finally all gathered, the greetings are as always affectionate and bestowed with the utmost spontaneity; yes, we are a really good group, a group of fifty-year-old teenagers, but still a good group.

	“OK, thanks to my savoir faire once again they will let us in despite your unrealistic clothes and your absurd faces, so mesdames et messieurs s'il vous plait” and with a broad gesture of the arm I start our evening.

	Our friend Alissa, who works as a waitress in the restaurant, makes us sit at the table, and knowing perfectly our aversion to alcoholic beverages she immediately asks us "so, sparkling white, and up to here, we are all in agreement, but how many liters to start?"

	Laughing and joking we agree on the usual four liters of fresh and fragrant white wine which, of course, will finish even before starting the actual lunch; to be honest there is a teetotaler, David, but it doesn't matter, we'll drink his share too.

	Our very personal group of friends is structured as follows: there is me, a 49-year-old geologist, a bachelor, a lover of the mountains and lately also of the sea, a lover of everything that is not work, and of cooking when well cooked.

	Then there is Cosmo, the son of two astrophysicists who did not know how to do better than to call him Cosmo, a lifelong friend, graduated in particle physics but soon converted to a job in a factory; he didn't feel like giving up everything and going abroad to continue his career as a researcher, and from a certain point of view I understand it, on the other hand absolutely not.

	He is a few years older than me, 52 well-worn, also a bachelor and a lover of the mountains and science fiction films, and just like me absolutely no lover of work.

	Next to me sits Daphne, we met at university and immediately made friends; she is actually an archaeologist, but out of passion she came to the Earth Sciences department to follow the Quaternary course, and that's where we met.

	She loves everything that is nature and natural, and as if that weren't enough, she is a very sporty 49-year-old nubile who knows how to cook pumpkin ravioli and peppers well in any possible and imaginable way.

	In front of me I have Noah, a 54-year-old paleontologist, a physicist in his spare time for pure passion; thin as a nail and with a laugh that always infects the whole group, he is constantly looking for something that at least vaguely resembles a soul mate, but up to now he has not been particularly lucky.

	He loves cinema and theater, especially Stanley Kubrick, but his real passion is Deep Purple.

	Finally Rolo, the baby of the group with his 45 years brought not in the best way; mechanic by vocation and by necessity, he loves mechanics beyond all acceptable limits, and when he has free time he spends it fixing some engine.

	Monothematic friend who has allowed all of us to get by with our wrecks of the 90s without spending a fortune on repairs, he is fascinated by the moon and would like to know more but does not feel like taking time away from his true passion, precisely engines.

	We throw ourselves headlong into ordering, the portions are very abundant at the Sorrentino therefore we opt as always for a consensual division of the goods offered by the generous cuisine.

	One appetizer each; I trust in a classic of the classics, the very fine octopus with cherry tomatoes, rocket and fresh capers, all seasoned with lemon juice and a sublime extra virgin olive oil that the managers bring directly from Campania.

	The former served us the usual discussions as it is the most substantial dish: being a must to divide, we agree on two pasta with seafood and a half-ton plate of steaming spaghetti with clams strictly in white.

	For the second it is total anarchy, each for himself; I choose the grilled sea bass with baked potatoes and cherry tomatoes while Daphne with me tries the hunchback shot "I'll eat a little from you".

	“Are you crazy, do you want to starve me? Eat yours second "I answer, throwing a crumb of bread on her.

	The orders begin to come out of the seething kitchen with perfect timing, so in a short time we start eating; for the first ten minutes no one breathes, it's all a resounding of forks and knives accompanied by a suffused shouting imbued with appreciation of Mediterranean cuisine, because when an italian is eating can't think of anything other than food, and if has to talk, then should be a single topic: food.

	Steamed the appetizers in record time, we allow ourselves a few words with each other while waiting for the first courses; how are you, how are you, how is work going, always alone? I too unfortunately; practically the classic chatter that could depress anyone, but we are not anyone, we are worse, and therefore it passes and goes.

	At this point the wine begins to do its duty, and as if by magic, smiles and jokes emerge; we begin to remember, to remember that in spite of everything we are still here, still all united and all ready to help each other.

	We divide the first courses in equal parts and, in turn, we honor the excellent cuisine of the restaurant by completely brushing the second courses too; the binge slows down in intensity as the sense of satiety increases, probably this is the moment in which you truly savor the food, the moment in which the most profound speeches begin to take shape.

	Desserts conclude the banquet; I indulged in a zeppola filled with cream with vanilla ice cream and fresh strawberries, an authentic delight, followed by the solemn oath to dispose of it with a sound walk the following day.

	While sipping the coffee, the fateful question arises "you won't have to work tomorrow, I hope?"

	It is Cosmo who usually takes care of connecting dinner to an alcoholic after dinner at someone's home; discounted my answer “work? Let's not joke, I have the whole evening and also the weekend off”.

	Like me, the others don't work on Saturdays and Sundays, which makes our Friday night reunion perfect for a weekend full of memories, laughter and toasts at all hours.

	Daphne timidly tries, as always, to pass us off as trouble makers troglodytes and she as the virtuoso of the group, but with little success as always "if you want, we can all go to the cabin, but let me study because I have the suitability test shortly, and I don't want you others to ruin everything for me as usual, do we understand each other? "

	“Stop it Daphne, stop talking, nobody believes in your good proposals anyway; everyone to the cabin, come on” I say raising my voice as I get up from my chair and risk falling backwards.

	Noah comes over and whispers "did you bring the ammunition?"

	"Sure, a twenty-four cans of double malt blonde beer, another red, plus some non-alcoholic crap for that crazy David" I wink at him and disappear at the cashier with the others to pay.

	We decide to go up with only two cars, the restaurant managers always allow us to leave the other cars in their private parking, so we say goodbye to all the local guys thanking them for the service and the excellent food, and we set off towards the upper Susa Valley.

	The road is long enough and not without holes however we know it well enough not to risk finding ourselves on the valley floor in no time even though the view begins to cloud over due to the sparkling white wine sipped during dinner.

	The hut is exactly what the name suggests: a splendid two-storey building in rough stone and wood, placed almost overhanging a rocky ridge overlooking the Val di Susa.

	The stone roof and exposed beams are fantastic, but the thing that drives me crazy is the large window in the room that allows you to enjoy a unique view even from inside.

	The wooden window frames have been painted a soft purple, while two huge lavender plants on the sides of the entrance complete the whole, giving the house a characteristic look: a mix between the classic alpine cabin and the typical Provencal house.

	The first operation to be carried out as soon as you arrive is to recover the wood for the stove, the second operation to light it in the shortest possible time; the aforementioned stove is actually quite small but very efficient, with a wonderful door with a large glass that allows you to see the fire inside.

	As a matter of fact, thanks also to the fairly mild summer temperatures despite the altitude, the welcoming central room is hot at the right point.

	We sit wherever we like, also because the floor of the room is covered with carpets of all shapes and forms that make the room a soft favor; the wooden beams and the rough stone walls seem to want to wrap us in their warm embrace, while the solid wood furniture are caskets that preserve inside them memories and scents that we all know very well.

	I love this house, I have loved it from the first time, and I remember how our first high altitude reunion was now.

	Daphne usually perfumes the room with vaporizing essential oils; who knows why this time he chose lavender, perhaps to remind me of the lilac fields of Valensole; thanks Daphne, I really needed it.

	I sit on the ground, leaning my back against the chair, throw my head back, and I thank God for giving me my friends and evenings like this; the wood crackling in the stove and its aroma mixed with that of lavender, are the perfect soundtrack for our nightly chats.

	Daphne turns on the spotlights that illuminate the room with a pleasant soft light and is the last to sit in a circle with us; now only one thing is missing: the soundtrack.

	Rolo takes care of reminding us "music?"

	"Yes" I say; I get up, take the USB stick that I usually use in the car from my bag, insert it into my home stereo, and decide to leave the choice of the first song to chance: Beethoven's moonlight sonata, nothing was more appropriate.

	We start sharing the beers, and David, the abstemious black sheep of the group, opens a can of miserable orange soda for himself.

	"Well? What do you have to look at? It is not necessary to be an alcoholic like you to enjoy life ".

	“What a fabulous evening and what a great night; what do you think, shall we stop time? "

	I don't know why, but Rolo always manages to be the forerunner of our evenings, even the most mystical.

	We all agree, how could it be the other way around?

	This speech will be the guiding thread for the whole night “think you can really stop time at this precise moment, indeed no, think if it were possible to be able to slide it backwards; Sunday night a tap on the hands and it's Friday night again “he says almost whispering. Cosmo from the other end of the room replies “this story of time just doesn't want to leave us, does it? Rather, we are so much among friends, Manuel, time and clocks aside, is the rest better?”

	"What rest of Cosmo?" Rolo interrupts him.

	"The rest, that of the inadequacy of mankind to populate the planet Earth".

	"I do not know; no, I would say no, I always feel inadequate and I continue to be convinced that our presence is only harmful, we are like a cancer that devours the organism that is keeping it alive”.

	"Well, finally an ounce of positivity in this vale of tears" yells David raising the can of orangeade as if to toast, then continues "anyway yes, I fully agree, we don't deserve anything we have, right?" bursting into a final thunderous laugh.

	"Right? Again this right, but why do you put it everywhere? Anyway, after all, what really prevents us from traveling through time? Patient zero, the first homo sapiens, could be traced, given Cosmo's coffee to drink in order to kill him, thus avoiding our proliferation on the planet”.

	Coffee aside, it seems to me a good thought from which to start a nocturnal pseudo-philosophical discussion, so I decide to express it aloud emphasizing the fact that our race of goodness has very little to offer the world.

	Cosmo agrees, but only in part “I leave out the criticisms, even more, the free insults to my fantastic coffee and I answer you. What prevents us from traveling through time? I would say at least a million little things, first of all the fact that the past is past and no longer exists, also a fundamental law of physics, just to make it short the second law of thermodynamics, and sorry if it seems too little ".

	Noah thinks about it for a moment and asks “but excuse me, and the whole story of spacetime, the cone of light and all the rest? Don't you consider it possible that there is a passage between present and past? "

	“Let's start with the definition that interests us most” says Cosmo sliding like a bear skin on the sofa with a can of beer in his hand “spacetime and time. It is basically the four-dimensional structure of the universe hypothesized by special relativity”.

	"That of reference systems in motion with respect to each other?" asks Rolo.

	“Exactly, just that; it is made up of three spatial dimensions called x, y and z, plus a fourth time dimension called t. For simplicity we call this particular structure 4D. If I go too fast tell me, it seems to me that there is already a first victim; Noah, I see you bewildered, perhaps as a man of the theater you would like to find yourself somewhere else.

	Where if you could choose? I hazard a perhaps too banal answer: to the Royal Opera House in London”.

	“Well, yes, at the Royal Opera House, and surely I would have my place of honor on the stage, while you would be in the audience cheering me like a star”.

	David, who doesn't miss the chance for a joke, explodes saying "you know what a good show".

	We all burst out laughing as Beethoven gives way to another great classic, one of my favorite pieces, Pachelbel's canon in D major; I close my eyes and savor it note by note.

	“OK, it's certainly not going to be a great show with Noah as an actor, but the stage would still be very respectable; returning to us, try to imagine our 4D structure as a place with three spatial dimensions plus a temporal one, this is precisely the house in which matter, divided into its various states, spends its entire existence, and it is here where the different physical phenomena materialize; now, having said this, how can physical laws change as the reference system changes? "

	"As he likes" explodes Rolo laughing like crazy.

	"Too much beer already at the beginning of the evening" I say continuing to keep my eyes closed.

	“Not exactly” continues Cosmo laughing “let's take as an example a non-relativistic system and consider the inertial system A within which all the physical laws are represented in the simplest way.

	Now let's put in place another system that we will call A 'which, devoid of rotations, moves with uniform motion with respect to A; it is obvious that A 'can also be considered an inertial system ".

	We like to listen to Cosmo when he explains, he has a soft voice that caresses the synapses, drags you without you noticing it in his universe of more or less complex explanations, and although he considers everyone unable to understand him, he always manages to make you fall in love instantly of his favorite subject.

	“Now we have to make two important considerations: the first is that the time in A is identical to that in A ', therefore tA equal to t'A', and is relative to the same event; second consideration: the duration of the event is the same both in A and in A ', with A' in motion with respect to A ".

	I stretch making all the bones in my arms and pelvis crack, I get up, and as I go to the kitchen to get another beer I ask "so far everything is clear, but I need another beer to be able to continue in lesson, who wants some? "

	“Give me one too” Cosmo shouts to me from the room “I need it to keep students as ignorant and undisciplined as you at bay”.

	"On the fly" I yell at him returning to my station throwing the can as if it were a baseball.

	“So, let's pretend that you have managed to understand everything perfectly, but what I have said so far can work as long as we remain in a sphere of Galilean transformations, but it no longer holds true when we take into consideration Maxwell's equations; we must necessarily introduce the constant c in the formulas, the speed of light ".

	“The limiting speed in vacuum of the whole known and unknown universe,” says Noah.

	“Exactly, nothing in a vacuum can go faster than light, not even Daphne's Panda, and more generally nothing can ever be faster than it ever.

	"And who told you that to you?" asks Daphne laughing "I also changed the tires, don't be smart, and don't despise my custom-built car that has brought all your beers up here".

	“Guys, you must understand that the old conception of space and time seen as two distinct units is no longer valid with relativity; in fact, the concept of time is redefined, introducing spacetime in its place.

	In the universe of spacetime there is no longer a privileged reference system; for each single event, x, y, z and t are linked together as a function of the relative displacement of the observer.

	The idea of contemporaneity must be replaced with the concept of absolute elsewhere; this must be well understood, because it is the basis of a first big problem that concerns a hypothetical time travel: the reciprocal non-interference of two events ".

	"Now that you said non-mutual interference is better" says Rolo breaking a silence that lasted a few seconds "it's like in the pistons of the engine: everyone does his job without ever touching each other, and luckily".

	“What kind of example Rolo, however it is true, now it is much better, now everything is clearer; by chance, also Grendizer has something to do with it, right? Rolo, I heard that Grendizer also had a turbodiesel engine inside, can you confirm this? " David begins making us all laugh.

	“I can't believe what my poor ears hear, it seemed to me that the evening bullshit had to come out at all costs; anyway, yes Rolo, such a thing.

	Now, having defined spacetime, we must define the no less important concept of curvature of spacetime.

	General relativity states that spacetime is more or less deformed by the presence of any mass, in essence you have to imagine a huge rubber sheet stretched as wide as the entire universe, on which spheres of different materials and sizes are placed. planets, stars, black holes and so on.

	Now, all this is fine and can work as long as we reenter the Planck scale, that is the scale that defines the limit of applicability of physical laws, whose fundamental characteristic is that, in order to calculate it, it is necessary to refer it to a very precise quantity".

	I love the silence between one sentence and another; I observe the others and notice that they are really focused and interested in what Cosmo is saying and I am very pleased with it, what a sublime evening.

	"We are interested in one thing in particular: the quantum of time or chronon, in fact in Minkowski's spacetime, of which I avoid the mathematical treatment because your minds dedicated only to the superfluous would not hold up, the movement of a point-like object is described by a curve with increasing time coordinates called the world line.

	As previously said the object will never be able to travel at speeds higher than c, therefore the time vectors can only be of two types: + t if future and -t if referring to a past event”.

	“Are we + t or -t? This is not easily understood” asks Daphne as she exposes a thought that, I guess, has crossed our minds.

	“No, it is not immediately understandable, but for the moment we are not interested, rather think of the tangent vector which can be of the type + to at most a future null if its speed is equal to c”.

	"Ah sure, the future nothing, right, now that we are, and I thought I was the only one with age-related mental problems" David jokes about continuing to drink liters of orangeade and chinotto.

	"We have always told you that orange juice slows down the motion of neurons, it's your fault if you don't understand" Rolo says with a smile.

	"Will you let me finish? You are incredible, so I was saying, this implies that two events A and B have a positive temporal distance + t and therefore cannot be correlated by any universe line, that is, A can never condition B in any way because it is unattainable.

	The whole outside the cone of light is precisely called absolute elsewhere, and this impossibility of contact makes any journey through time impossible”.

	“Yes, it's impossible to go back in time to closely observe a T-rex, or attempt to tame a raptor,” I say in a low voice while staying focused.

	The rain increases in intensity and its beating on the glass brings us back to reality for a moment; we all turn towards the large window of the room watching in silence the drops slowly slide on the glass.

	David gets up and goes to rekindle the fire, Noah takes care of the beers, while everyone else languishes in an almost unreal peace.

	From the window I observe the lights of the lower valley, it seems to me to be on the ISS intent on observing the Earth from space; the beers and the serenity of the moment do the rest, effectively simulating weightlessness; few times in my life have I felt so peaceful.

	The soft light of the environment makes the shadows animated by the tremor of the flames even more real.

	We are all in silence enjoying this shared intimacy; no one speaks, we do not feel the need, after all we all love to stay away, together, from the ugliness that life gives us every day.

	I love the soft and warm touch of the carpet under me, I let myself be lulled by the crackling of the wood that blends with the classical music spread throughout the room, finally without thoughts.

	How I wish Cosmo were wrong and that today's theories were refuted by some misunderstood genius, how I wish that time could really slide backwards within a pre-established loop, in order to be able to block forever the moments we love most.

	I feel the heart beating slow in the chest, the endorphins released by the brain expand throughout the body relaxing the nerves and raising the mind to an almost higher level of consciousness; a thousand thoughts run after each other at this moment, but everything appears strangely clear, limpid, as if nothing could interfere with this state of grace.

	After a time that seems to expand indefinitely, Noah gets up to earn the bathroom, it is the price to pay for a healthy drink; back in the room he asks Cosmo "anyway you also talked about the problem related to thermodynamics, were you referring to the second principle, why would it be a problem in the case of time travel?"

	"Because" Cosmo says with a voice slightly mixed with alcohol "we are talking about entropy, remember that the entropy in an isolated system can only increase or, at the limit, remain unchanged, always by reversible thermodynamic cycles I mean".

	"Of course" I reply.

	“You have to think that the total energy of the universe is constant, and the total entropy is constantly increasing; in the end we will reach, certainly not us, we will have gone from time immemorial, to a state of equilibrium in which there will be no more free energy to do work; the universe will thus be in conditions of uniform temperature, the so-called thermal death of the universe”.

	"In the end, we always end up with the same speech, when we die, but because we can't finish a sentence without thinking about something else" mutters Rolo, half sleepy.

	"Because everything that has the misfortune of being born in this universe will inevitably also have an end" I declare.

	“Listen” Cosmo resumes in a hollow voice “it's like wanting to break a glass and pretend to have it whole again without doing any work; it is true, we can again obtain a glass with the same shape, color, etc., but we will have to melt the glass and reproduce it as it is, and this is a waste of energy that will increase the level of entropy of the system ".

	“And what about the uncertainty principle? Even his theory was a stumbling block in your opinion” I ask.

	“Not in my opinion, according to physics. Heisenberg has shown us that the more I tend to be precise in measuring a value, the more I will lose in precision in evaluating the other parameters of the system; I will never be able to define exactly the coordinates and the position for a jump into the past.

	I could end up, as I know, in this same hut but in a time outside of time, before it all begins, or fall into a gravitation well formed at the end of time, I don't know, however I certainly could never define exactly precise values, values necessary to essentially make a time jump ".

	"I understand" Daphne tries in every way to appear present and awake, but does nothing but confirm the current condition of the group; we are sleepy, terribly sleepy, and it is time to get under the covers, so we give the fire one last enlivened, and we all go to bed.

	“Well, it's four in the morning, it was sublime Daphne, thanks for everything”.

	As I thank you, I turn around to share my thoughts with others.

	“Yes, thanks Daphne, a fabulous evening” everyone echoes.

	I take possession of the sofa in the living room, it's hot, a light blanket will be fine; I observe the ceiling beams and the pine wood beads that separate us from the stone roof and isolate us from the cold of the night.

	The shadows cast on them tremble in the light of the stove fire; I close my eyes and think “who knows if at this precise moment somewhere, even in a world so far away from us as to be completely different from ours, someone else is doing what we did this evening; if the answer is yes, I hope it will be as enjoyable for them as it has been for us. Goodnight wherever you are ".

	It is now eleven o'clock on a splendid sunny Sunday when we wake up, the clouds of the night have dissolved and a golden sun warms the whole valley; I get up with difficulty with a slight headache, evidently not all the beer has been disposed of during the night.

	I notice that the others are still sleeping, so I head to the bathroom, and after rinsing my face to recover from the comatose state, I start making coffee.

	In the sideboard I find a professional collection of Neapolitan coffee makers; I choose the largest and prepare it meticulously.

	Methane does not reach up here, but the house has a very large LPG donut; I prepare the coffee and pour myself a generous bowl of milk, the aroma soon spreads throughout the house, and slowly everyone regains consciousness, joining me for breakfast.

	"Good morning to everyone, if you give me five euros, I'll give you some coffee" I say to my friends destroyed by sleep.

	“OK, five euros for every coffee, I'll pay; when they give me a decent salary of course” says Noah looking at me without really seeing me.

	We drink all the coffee, I make some more and we drink that too, it's nice dark, full-bodied, with a roasted aroma that quickly brings us back to reality.

	"What do you eat for lunch?" asks Rolo.

	We all look at each other with questioning looks "nothing" I say "we only brought up food in liquid form, you can drink a couple of beers".

	We are at the usual times, David and I have to go down to the valley to go shopping, so when we reach the Susa shop, we venture among the shelves without a precise idea of what to buy.

	For each offer, we fill the cart by one level; in the end we go out spending a fortune and taking with us enough provisions for a good week.

	Upon our arrival, Daphne opens the trunk of the indestructible Panda 4X4 and exclaims “but what did you buy? You're out of your mind? This evening we’ve to go home, what are we going to do with all this food?"

	"It was on offer" we justify sneering without convincing her too much of the goodness of our choice.

	However, despite our poor purchasing skills, we manage to indulge in a more than excellent lunch based on prosciutto in jelly, pasta, and chocolate pudding.

	After tidying up the kitchen we spend the whole afternoon in the sun of two thousand meters, with beer at will and crisp air that intoxicates the mind.

	I find my favorite deckchair in the attic that has been waiting for me for a long time, so I take it out of its dusty box and unfold it exactly in front of one of the two huge lavender plants; sun and lavender aroma, that's just what I need right now.

	While we are all absorbed in our thoughts and our afternoon naps, Rolo jumps up with a proposal that is not like him “guys but do you realize the peace that is up here? Honestly, I really don't want to go back down and get dirty with oil and grease; listen, what do you think if this week we only work until Thursday and, for once in our life, we take the other days to come back to the cabin? We have all those provisions to take out”.

	I raise my head while lowering my sunglasses “Has the fine air gone to your head? But if you have never managed to stay more than half an hour away from your workshop ".

	"I know, but I don't have a lot of work, and honestly I need to be at peace too, even if you will still be in the way”.

	"Thank you" we all reply back.

	The first to speak is me "it's okay with me, not working is the best for me, you know".

	It is a proposal that any human being would not be able to resist, so in turn all the others also approve the proposal without hesitation.

	"Well, it's decided, tonight we go down and Thursday evening we return to Daphne's hut for a long weekend" he declares without giving us the chance to fight Cosmo.

	What a dream, a long weekend in this paradise with my friends, could not have been better.

	When the evening arrives, we have dinner with the leftovers of lunch, put the house in order, and go down to the valley; once we arrive at the Sorrentino car park, we each jump into our car and make our way home; for once I am not sad to say hello to my friends, only four days and we will all be together again having a good time.

	An hour later I am at home, happy for the weekend just ended, but above all happy for what will happen on Thursday evening.

	I go to bed satisfied and without thoughts that grip the mind like a vice; I feel strangely good, light, so much so that even my delusions of control and recheck seem to have vanished into thin air.

	I allow myself a goodnight glass, turn off the light and fall asleep immediately; goodnight to you too my friends, and thanks for everything.

	 


CHAPTER 3 - Deep dive in the sea of the deep web

	 

	The week goes by like a train; I work more than usual, even until late, both to feel at peace with my conscience as a listless worker, and to be able to go to the cabin without problems.

	On Thursday at 18 o'clock I say goodbye to everyone in the studio "hello guys, see you on Monday, have a good weekend everyone"; I run to the car and, after an hour and a half, I am at the turning that leads from the main road up to the hut.

	The road climbs conspicuously and the pavement is not quite the level of a billiards table, but my van after the treatment based on additional springs and reinforced leaf springs by Rolo does not complain and grinds the dirt road without too many problems.

	Once I get to the base, I see Daphne's and David's cars parked in the clearing behind the house “these two slackers are already here” I think immediately; better, the house will already be warm.

	The sky is leaden gray, and the rain-laden clouds chase each other driven by a cold and sometimes even violent wind; with my gaze still turned towards the sky and with the first drops of rain that wet my face, I approach the entrance smiling.

	I like the idea of locking myself up in a warm cabin with all my closest friends, losing myself in days and days of endless chats while outside the rain, snow and wind create a sublime show, so I take the bag with the clothes from the trunk and within.

	"Hello everyone, ladies and gentlemen, how are you?" inside there is a hellish noise, Daphne and David are vacuuming throughout the house.

	"Good, but it was time for someone to come, take the duster and give us a hand”.

	I obey immediately; in reality there is no dust to remove, but Daphne is a perfectionist, and therefore you have to work to remove the dust that still has to settle.

	After half an hour the small parking lot is full of cars; as scheduled, all the others finally arrived at the base ready for a slap-up evening.

	"So, let's put the record straight, I've already dusted and prepared dinner, what have you done?" I ask, pointing my finger at everyone in a joking and accusatory tone.

	"But if you arrive ten minutes before us, and then dinner is already as good as it is ready, with all the stuff we left over from the previous time" Cosmo replies, starting to laugh.

	"Anyway, I had to reheat it in the oven, come on everyone to the table, I brought a case of prosecco which is a fairy tale, take two bottles, I'm in the cool back".

	While Daphne and I are setting the table, Cosmo and Noah uncork the prosecco and begin to pour everyone a generous glass, a few minutes and we finally sit down at the table; I look at my friends and I only see smiling faces, it will be a fantastic evening, I'm sure.

	Dinner is, in fact, a riot of laughter and mutual teasing, expertly seasoned with memories of holidays spent together, one in particular, the summer of 2003 that we spent in a campsite in Provence.

	Cosmo - “Do you remember? We rented that ten-seater van and loaded it until it exploded. "

	Daphne - "Yes, he was about to burst because Manuel had brought the equipment for kayaking, trekking, climbing and so on and so forth”.

	Manuel - "Of course, if I listened you, I would have brought only fork and knife, you went up there only to eat and sunbathe".

	Rolo - “Vacation is synonymous with vacation and nothing else. I remember when we reached Digne via the Clue de Barles and stopped to go to the bathroom; as soon as we opened the door of the van, a hundred degrees air hit us. We looked at each other and we said "let's start well, it will be a lousy holiday", instead it was one of the best holidays of our life ".

	Manuel - “Yes, one of the most beautiful” a quick glance at everyone and I continue “do you remember when we stopped on the beach up the canyon? The promise, what do you say? Have we kept it? "

	Noah - “Yes, I would say that we managed to keep faith with what we had proposed again, even if that summer there were still seven” he reminds us, lowering his eyes.

	Rolo - “Yes, in seven, poor Clara, I often think about it and when I can I also go to see her”.

	Daphne - “Me too, when I am in front of her grave, I even speak to her; sometimes when I'm in trouble I turn to her, it seems to me that she is still close to me, it's incredible, she gives me strength even now that she is no longer there ".

	Manuel - “To Clara then, may her soul fly free wherever it is”.

	"To Clara" they all answer in chorus.

	We finish eating in religious silence, everyone's thoughts are turned to our friend who left us a few years ago; he fought with all his might a desperate battle against relentless cancer; for our part we did everything in our power by staying close to her, encouraging and accompanying her in the various radiotherapy and chemotherapy sessions, but despite all our efforts that Saturday afternoon of a particularly snowy winter, she left us in silence; greeted us one by one and is gone forever.

	We were with her, we wanted to make her die at home surrounded by her friends and not in an anonymous and cold hospital room; I injected her last dose of morphine just before she passed out.

	I like to think that his immortal soul is still with us, even this evening, once again all together.

	“Dear guys” I say breaking a cloak of silence that weighs on us like a boulder “think if his soul was here with us and fluttered over our heads, what could he think? Do you think she would like to see us sad?

	Do you remember when he decided it was time to show everyone that he would have the courage to dive from the spur where we sunbathed? "

	Daphne bursts out laughing as tears roll down her cheeks "yes, do you remember her face when we brought her back to shore?"

	Yes, we all remembered it.

	We finish dinner in a few minutes, and after having cleaned the table diligently, we dive into a wide-ranging tasting of a whole series of classic and non-classic liqueurs; even David allows himself a shot of amaro.

	It is he who initiates the discussion “anyway I didn't sleep there because of the history of time travel and the inadequacy of the human race.

	Personally, I would agree to sacrifice myself for the sakè of all other life forms on the planet; several times I have thought of becoming vegan just to somehow atone for my sins, but I have never succeeded".

	"It's not bad to eat vegan" interrupts Noah who seemed to be sleeping with his eyes open "this evening is what we did: salty spinach and carrot pie, fennel salad, and vegetable pie".

	"Yeah, really not bad, what do you think? Will there be anyone else on the face of the Earth who thinks like us? " I say getting up to rekindle the fire in the stove.

	"Maybe, however you could always search the net, it's a pity that there is no Internet up here," says Rolo as he gets up to give me a hand.

	“And who said we don't have the internet? Look at these damn cellphones they take up here too, it's the curse of 4G. Damn, we are invaded by this infernal stuff. Daphne, assures us, picking up her cell phone to check the status of her connection.

	"Hey it's true, 3G in the open field" says Cosmo "I'm going to get the laptop I have in the car, I didn't want to waste time going from home, so I took it with me".

	"See how a perfect evening is organized?" Noah confirms with a smile, for him everything is always perfect when we are together; I like him as a person, but I like his laugh even more, he has a very pronounced Adam's apple, and when he is about to shoot one of his own or start laughing, he looks up licking his lips, so much so that the neck at that point seems to want to explode.

	Cosmo comes back soaked with the PC under his jacket "it's not raining, it's a real deluge".

	"Come on, let's plug it in and plug it in, who still has a few gigs available?" asks Daphne on the fly.

	After a brief consultation we decide to connect it to my hot spot, so after a few minutes we are online, permanently connected with the rest of the world.

	We spend a few hours searching and searching on the web, but apart from some sites that range from the ridiculous to the paradoxical we find almost nothing.

	But if it is true that two heads think better than one, six heads can solve practically any problem “wait a minute, gentlemen wait a minute; in my opinion such a thing, if taken seriously, we are looking for it in the wrong place” intervenes Cosmo, silencing us all.

	"And where should we look for?" asks Rolo.

	“Well on the Internet certainly, but not on the web, on the dark web; you see, what we call the web is broadly divided into three parts: web, dark web and deep web”.

	“And what would dark and deep web be? You invented them now and you want to take the piss out of us; right, I understand everything ” laughs David.

	“No, you didn't understand anything, I didn't invent anything, the deep web is that part of what we commonly refer to as WWW but which is not indexed by normal search engines; it cannot be reached using normal browsers but it is necessary to use specific browsers.

	This particular portion of the web is located on networks that overlap the Internet, for example Tor or Freenet, which are identified with the name of darknet; inside them anonymity is guaranteed especially if you use VPNs.

	The problem is that when you access this network you no longer have any type of protection, and if you come into contact with malicious people it can be painful, so if we want to make this attempt on the PC there must be no personal data of any kind.

	It is typical to come across sites dedicated to criminal activities or in any case operating outside the law, you can find practically anything ".

	We look at each other as if we are planning a coup; it makes us burst into laughter, but by now we are too busy to ignore it, so we put all sensitive data on a stick and dive into this dark sea full of secrets and pitfalls.

	The process takes only half an hour, then we are ready; let's install Tor and start navigating the onion universe of dark sites.

	We immediately run into a site that trades in drugs of all kinds "look what a beautiful marijuana, I wish I had a handful for the evening" says Noah.

	"What are you saying? You don't even smoke, what do you do with marijuana?" Daphne asks amused.

	Noah responds with a laugh and a shrug.

	We continue to search by going deeper and deeper into an ocean of lawlessness and depravity than I ever imagined; at a certain point the LED of the PC camera lights up, Cosmo quickly lowers the laptop screen and warns us “do you see? Someone has activated the camera and probably also the microphone and is observing and listening to us, now I open it again to be able to go out in order to block it ".

	So, we do and immediately the LED turns off allowing us to continue, but after a few hours of fruitless research we decide that for this evening it is enough, we turn off everything and we all go to bed.

	"Of course, the dark web story is incredible," says Rolo.

	“Incredible and potentially dangerous, you need to know what you are going through to be ready to react, as we did this evening” concludes Cosmo.

	Wishing each other goodnight we put an end to the evening.

	I lie down next to Daphne in the great room, right in front of the window overlooking the valley with a glass of cognac in my hand "Peace, Daphne, honestly I can't live the life we all know well, I'm more and more tired and bored, I should really retire, what do you think? "

	"Retired? At fifty? "

	"Yes, at fifty, the average retirement age was once about fifty-five”.

	"Yes, but they started working at fourteen, not thirty like we did".

	"Details, the age is the right one, I just have to figure out how to do it".

	“Details huh? So, when you have discovered the necessary alchemy just let me know OK? I wouldn't mind stopping running like crazy from morning to night”.

	"But if every time we hear from you tell me that you are stepping on the accelerator and that you cannot do without it, but what stroke does your pedal have?"

	"Obviously I'm running out of gas too, goodnight Manuel".

	"Goodnight Daphne, goodnight and sweet dreams".

	In the morning it welcomes us with a shy but nevertheless inviting sun; the outside temperature is not for flip-flops but is still pleasant and constantly increasing.

	We decide to go for a trip to the tip of Rocciamelone, at 3538 meters above sea level; It's been a long time since we all went trekking together in the mountains, who knows if your legs will still hold up.

	We prepare backpacks and boots, but when it is time to leave Cosmo pulls back "you go, I prefer to rest, in all honesty I want to continue the search on the dark web, let's hear from the radio and please, take lots of photos otherwise nobody believes that a ramshackle group of fifty-year-old like you managed to get to the top”.

	“Don't worry, keep the radio on, the cellphone definitely won't pick up there, luckily I dare to say; while we're not there, don't use our credit cards to buy you marijuana, understand? " Noah apostrophes.

	"OK guys, no weed, have a nice trip and be careful".

	We start leaving Cosmo at the hut and we set off on the path that leads to the summit; we walk quickly, we feel fit, and happiness accompanies us to the top.

	Once we arrive at the highest sanctuary in Europe dedicated to Our Lady of Rocciamelone, we pose for the ritual photos in front of the bronze statue of the Madonna placed on the summit, after which we sit down, tired but happy, to have lunch.

	"Here the top team, here the top team, can you hear us Cosmo?"

	"Here Cosmo from base camp, how is it today at the top?"

	"Wonderful, there is a sun that breaks the stones and below us we see a sea of clouds that look like whipped cream, but is it raining in your part?"

	“Not for the moment, but we certainly can't say that the weather is good; who are you? Manuel? Reception is not optimal, try to get off before dinner otherwise I will eat everything myself ".

	“No, I'm Rolo, don't worry, let's finish lunch and go downstairs, see you later; you should have come ".

	"It will be for next time, say hello to all the others".

	While eating a sandwich I stop to observe the world below with enthusiastic detachment; how well I am up here, I tell myself, I would stay there for the rest of my life, away from everything and everyone.

	Up here it seems that the ugliness of the world does not exist, it almost seems that man has never placed his evil hand on the planet.

	We decide to go down to the hut immediately after lunch to avoid bad weather, it is never recommended to be caught by a storm in the high mountains, and nobody knows it better than me.

	We arrive at the base before the sun begins to set, tired but very happy with the trip that has just ended; we enter the house, throw the backpacks on the ground , and in single file we go to the bathroom for a regenerating shower.

	We look around and we notice the lack of an element of our group: Cosmo is not there "he will have gone for a walk too" says Rolo, so we do not worry and continue to prepare for the evening.

	When the sun is about to set, we hear the creaking of the door hinges, and we see a ghostly figure enter the house and sit at the table without saying a word.

	It is certainly Cosmo, but at the same time it does not seem to be him, the gaze fixed on the void suggests that something happened during our absence.

	"What's wrong with you?" I ask, approaching him cautiously.

	“It exists, do you realize? It really exists, they did it seriously” he replies cryptically.

	We look at each other silently wondering about the meaning of an apparently meaningless answer.

	“What exists? Who is doing what Cosmo? But you're fine?" Daphne asks softly.

	He raises his head, looks at us one by one, and then freezes us saying "time travel in search of the first homo Sapiens, there really is a secret worldwide project for the creation of a time machine aimed at erasing our race. eliminating the first specimens of our species; among other things, not only is the project in its embryonic stage, but travel is already a reality.

	D imitate everything I have told you about the non-feasibility of such a thing, at this point I have to admit it, I have never understood anything about physics ".

	We remain speechless, looking at each other with wide-open eyes totally in disbelief at what we have just heard; whoever is still standing seems to move in slow motion, I sit on the arm of the chair and stare at the floor without saying anything.

	At a certain point I begin to fiddle with my hands in an attempt to shake myself out of a kind of numbness, then my gaze falls on the clock of the belief that Daphne inherited from her grandmother and I notice that it is 20 o'clock.

	"OK, I'll make dinner" I say without receiving a reply; I get up anyway and go towards the kitchen.

	After a few minutes Daphne joins me, she is pale but extremely alert, she takes a pepper and begins to slice it finely, this evening crudité of vegetables.

	"What do you think, seriously I mean" he asks me.

	"About what? Of the trip or of Cosmo's statements? "

	"Please, what Cosmo found out”.

	“I don't know Daphne, I just don't know. Surely if this were true it will certainly need to be evaluated more thoroughly ".

	“Yeah, much deeper”.

	We finish preparing the vegetables without adding anything else, we arrange the vegetables on two large trays creating two real works of art, so much so that we decide to immortalize them in two shots that will always remain in our imagination as the moment in which our life changed for always.

	The dinner takes place in a serene atmosphere, as if nothing had happened; we talk about this and that, reporting to Cosmo all the details of the trip that has just ended.

	Once finished, I offer to clear the kitchen and tidy up the kitchen, after which I return to the dining room for the classic after dinner with friends.

	I find them all sitting at the table in silence, I make a complete turn of the table, stopping in front of the stove to revive the fire, and I go back to sit in my place without saying a word.

	After a few minutes the silence becomes too deafening for my ears, so I ask the question that is turning on the tip of everyone's tongue "so Cosmo, do you want to show us what you discovered during our absence?"

	Cosmo is playing with a strange yo-yo of finely studded wood found in who knows which drawer of the cabin; without raising his head he asks everyone “are you really sure you want to know more? Look, talking about it is one thing, deciding to take a similar leap is another story entirely ".

	"We can imagine Cosmo, of course, but how can we not be curious?" I ask carefully measuring the tone of my voice.

	"OK then, come all around me if you care so much" he orders as he turns on the PC and asks me to activate the Internet connection.

	From the desktop I see it start the appropriate browser, a purple screen with short and sparse white writing, informs us that the connection to the Tor network has been made; Cosmo moves the mouse on the favorites bar to select the link to the page he visited in the afternoon, immediately abandoning himself in a relaxing pose on the chair while the information is being loaded.

	We all look into each other's eyes, I read nervousness but also excitement mixed with concern and curiosity in everyone.

	The page opens, a very simple all black web page with in the center, written in white, an abbreviation that in my eyes means absolutely nothing: PROJECT HPCP

	"Click on it, come on" urges Rolo as if hypnotized in front of the monitor.

	Cosmo performs, and what follows is incredible: the acronym HPCP is the acronym of HUMAN PEST CONTROL PROJECT, or to put it in Italian PROJECT OF HUMAN PEST CONTROL.

	We begin to browse the site, strictly in English, and we realize that everything we have thought about, and what we have talked about, are nothing more than the foundations of a project of gigantic proportions started ten years ago that involves global hundreds of people and organizations known all over the world.

	It is also possible to download files in PDF format illustrating the research activities of the group and the results achieved so far.

	While we browse through a site related to a project that defining it as science fiction is little, we collect as much information as possible and save every page and every downloadable file; totally absorbed by what we learn and what we see (the site is also full of photos), we notice the time that passes only when we hear the cell phone complain about the lack of energy resulting from a heavy use of the connection.

	We download the latest files and log out; we have enough material to spend the next few days reading and discussing a project certainly outside any form of legality, I imagine, for the vast majority of people on the planet even any possible logic.

	Let's open the first downloaded file, a ten-page document that briefly illustrates the guidelines of the project; going against all logic, we also find the list of the people involved, as well as that of the research centers to which they refer.

	These are world-renowned researchers, including many Nobel laureates, apparently fed up with the fact that man's action on the planet has led to a completely unmanageable and no longer acceptable situation.

	The second file illustrates in detail the machinery used in the research; one in particular attracts our attention: the VLHC or Very Large Handron Collider, a particle accelerator with a diameter of 54 kilometers, located 120 kilometers underground near the city of Nakatsugawa in Japan.

	We had all heard of it, but we thought it was still under construction, and in any case not fully operational; the machine is a creature of pure technology with incredible figures: 25 TeV absorbed by 1842 superconducting magnets that generate the disproportionate electromagnetic field of 20 Tesla.

	The magnets are made by a US company, which is also involved in the production of specific components for the ISS, in an alloy of neodymium and americium; these are cooled down to a temperature of 1 ° K with a mixture of helium and liquid hydrogen.

	We read on, greedy for information as only a vampire to human blood can be; we devour file after file, until we get to the penultimate: CONTACT.

	It is a very simple file of a few lines:

	 

	If you have come this far it means that you are interested in our project.

	We kindly ask you to contact Dr. Aiko Sato by e-mail with no content and bearing the initials HPCP as the subject at the address

	AiSa@kronostate.powersecret.onion

	you will be contacted within a month, thanks.

	 

	We look stunned, now we just have to open the last file called PICS; certainly something sensational awaited us, but nothing could have prepared us for what we would see.

	It is basically a photo album capable of demonstrating, without a shadow of a doubt, that the successes achieved by the group are not the result of a particularly fervent imagination.

	There are portraits of some living dinosaurs, the great pyramid of Cheops in progress, the election of a pope that the caption indicates that Clement II ascended to the papal throne on December 24, 1046, and so on from photo to photo, one more incredible than the other.

	Of course, today computer graphics make it possible to achieve impossible things even a decade ago, but the most disconcerting thing are the dates relating to the moment of shooting superimposed on the photographs: these are photos taken about a year ago.

	"Cosmo, what is it? A joke? But how is it possible? " I hear from Noah that he doesn't seem to be breathing anymore.

	“It is possible, my dear friend; do you remember the movie Contact? Do you remember the whole story of the methodological principle known as Occam's razor? Well, never as in this case has this principle turned out to be more appropriate: take into consideration the only possible explanation, and that is that these people have managed to create a machine capable of making us travel through time".

	"But you have always maintained that such a thing is not possible," I reply immediately.

	“True, but as I said before, at this point I have to admit that I never understood anything about it; evidently I have always supported the false ".

	We observe the whole album in dead silence; there you can find a hundred photos, one more incredible, or if we want absurd, than the other, a photo album worthy of the best science fiction film.

	Once the photos are finished, we turn off the PC, put it back in its travel bag, and we all sit in the room, each lost in his personal thoughts and considerations of the moment.

	Nobody wants to talk, only a few hours before we were discussing it joking about it, but now we are here, aware that our fantasies for some have been more than solid realities for some years already.

	"Do you realize what that means?" David bursts with his cavernous voice "we never understood anything, not only that, our good project for a performance in a provincial theater suddenly became reality before our eyes within a few hours".

	“One moment David, one moment, always keep in mind that it could all be a joke anyway; maybe you write to that address, they give you an appointment somewhere, and then they steal your wallet” says Rolo miming with his hands the gesture of all giving themselves a good calm.

	"True Rolo, but what if it wasn't true?" I ask him.

	"If it wasn't true, I don't know, I just don't know”.

	"We all agree, I think, that it would be a unique opportunity to be able to put into practice a feeling that we all harbor in the depths of our soul, that of returning the planet to its rightful owners, right?" David says, seeking everyone's approval.

	“Yes” I say “but remember well that it is a one-way ticket, a journey towards nowhere, towards a real black hole from which you will no longer be able to leave even if you want to.

	Guys, if it's all true it's not something to joke about, it's not the usual game of the time room at my house, or the trip to Digne to see the ichthyosaur skeleton; here it is a question of saying goodbye to everything we know and that gives us confidence to take a plunge backwards into an ocean as dark as pitch and as deep as infinity”.

	"Personally, I see no other solution, we honor the promise we exchanged that day in the Verdon Gorges: let's vote whether or not to contact this elusive group of time travelers, and if everything were to be true, then that goes as it goes, we will be always, and in any case only one soul".

	Daphne is right, we must vote to be able to continue to be one team, even in the face of the impossible, and at this point we are all in agreement.

	“OK, then by simple show of hands, okay? Who agrees? One, two, three, four, five, Manuel what are you doing? You have to decide, you have to decide now”.

	Daphne is right, I have to honor the promise, and besides, wasn't it me complaining that I was not worthy to live in this world?

	"Yes, all right, I'm with you, let's do it".

	"Well, six out of six, one hundred percent, motion passed”.

	Daphne sits on the sofa and begins to breathe heavily, so I look at her slightly worried and notice that she is as tired and perhaps more than all of us, as tired as ever; too many emotions in one day, better to take leave of this day and go to bed.

	I get up, greet the whole group absently and catapult to bed; two minutes later I sleep heavily a sleep full of nightmares.

	The next morning, we got up very late, no one wants to talk, we are all aware of the fact that everything could change radically, and if should happens what we’re thinking, nothing will ever be the same again; could it be otherwise?

	We all sit together at the table in the dining room while Daphne serves us breakfast; the rain-swollen sky is a steel-gray color that makes the light inside the house even more ghostly.

	Silence has become a boulder that weighs on our heads, so much so that Noah gets up and finishes his coffee in front of the window; we keep looking at each other without saying a word, nobody feels like starting any conversation, even the most frivolous.

	It is Cosmo who finally stands up suddenly and declares "OK, that's enough, let's do what we decided last night and let's not talk about it again until we get an answer".

	I see him head more than convinced towards the entrance and return with the PC bag in hand; once the bag is open, I watch him take out his computer, turn it on, register on a site that ensures the anonymity of the emails sent.

	Once the e-mail program has started, I observe him in absolute silence writing these few lines:

	 

	GROUP OF SIX PEOPLE FROM ITALY INTERESTED IN YOUR PROJECT

	 

	Nothing more.

	“Done, but that's enough now, let's not think about it anymore otherwise my head will blow” and putting the PC back in the bag adds “anyway I have a nice surprise for all of you, I have kept it in store just for today”.

	"Which?" we ask in chorus happy; in for the next few hours we all want to pretend that nothing really happened.

	“Look what I have in this other bag” and as he pulls out the C64 he smiles at us as happy as a child.

	We all explode in an almost hysterical roar of joy "Commodore 64, you are number one Cosmo".

	“Soccer tournament” shouts David in an explosion of joy raising his hands to the sky and throwing his head back.

	Daphne runs to get the old television from the bedroom and takes it into the living room; we connect the old computer and turn it on, a moment of waiting is the legendary COMMODORE 64 BASIC V2 screen appears to us in all its splendid blue.

	What a thrill to see the cursor flash again under the word READY, I feel a shiver running down my spine.

	"Come on, put that damn tape in the Cosmo recorder," I exclaim in seventh heaven.

	"Wait, give me time, I don't even remember the command to start the upload anymore, assuming this thing still works”.

	The old tape worked perfectly, and we were able to have the best day of our lives, up there in our mountains, and with our old computer; all of us together once again, for one last, great and exhilarating reunion.

	We finished the tournament the next day at six in the morning, ate breakfast exhausted but happy as children on Christmas morning, and spent the rest of the day in bed as the rain gently lulled our sleep with its slow, peaceful roar.

	I am not sure of the time or day I’m, I only remember the tournament and nothing else; I get up and realize that only Daphne is already awake, sitting on the armchair in the room with a cup of tea in her hand.

	“Hi, yesterday you beat me at the last minute, so you don't deserve it, but if you want, I can offer you a cup of this soup”.

	"No, thanks, I'll make myself a coffee, but what time is it?"

	"Six in the evening".

	“Six in the evening? Well, at least we rested; what are we doing? Shall we wake up the troops, have dinner and go down to the valley? "

	"I would say that it is the case, tomorrow we start again".

	"Already".

	I wake up the others, and with Noah I prepare dinner; who knows what we would have done if we had known that this was going to be our last dinner in the cabin?

	Who knows what we could have said or done that was striking?

	I imagine nothing, after all what really matters we have achieved: we entered as a single team and we come out more united than ever.

	After dinner we tidy up the cabin as if we were to return shortly; Daphne takes care of checking the throttle, while I check that I have closed the water and windows at least thirty times.

	As I leave, my gaze falls on Daphne intent on closing, almost in a distracted manner, the wooden door of the cabin; even if only for a fraction of a second the idea that this is the last time, I'll see this place runs through my brain like a red-hot knife blade.

	In the years to come my rational self, increasingly unstable and prone to madness, will classify this image as a simple illusion dictated by the particularity of the moment, but my deepest and most sincere self will never believe it.

	We say goodbye in front of the cars already in motion, we hug each other, and we make an appointment as soon as possible; not a single word about the response we expect from the elusive time travel group is wasted on this occasion.

	Maybe subconsciously we all hope it's just a huge tease, one of those things to laugh about next time we meet, at least I hope so with all my heart, but honesty I don't really believe it, and that scares me to death.

	I drive all the way without thinking about anything, as if I had an invisible autopilot capable of taking me home; once the car is parked in the driveway, I immediately gain bed without even taking off my clothes, and I immediately fall asleep.

	The following weeks follow one another all the same; with the group we hear from time to time, but no one talks more about what happened in the hut.

	With Cosmo, on the other hand, we see each other practically every evening; living in the same hamlet it is natural for this to happen, but basically what we don't want to admit is that we don't want to be alone.

	It is as if a destiny weighed on us partly already sealed but not really wanted, a destiny as grandiose as it is terrible that will lead us to a horrible end.

	Thus, almost quietly, a month passed without leaving a trace of itself in our memories.

	Actually, tonight I could have thought of everything except the e-mail sent from the cabin; at 9 pm sharp, however, I hear the doorbell ring, look out the window, and see Cosmo in front of the gate.

	“Come inside, climb over what you do first”.

	I open the door sure to have to wait for him at least a few seconds, but I find him already in front of the entrance; he looks at me with glassy eyes and speaking to me in monosyllables he says “pour that brandy of yours, pour me some too, they answered”.

	I feel the blood freeze in my veins, a shiver runs through me from side to side; Cosmo enters and sits down heavily on the sofa, holding a sheet of paper in his hand, the answer to our email.

	I watch him while I serve him a drink, he throws down the liquor in one gulp, then staring intently into my eyes he says "yes, it's just as you think, it's the answer we've been waiting for, read it too".

	I take the paper in my hand, forcing myself not to tremble, put on my reading glasses more to waste time than for a real need, and immediately notice that the answer consists of two simple lines in English written in the center:

	NÖRDLICHE WÄLDER PUB - PLATZ 18 - MUNICH (D)

	22 th OF AUGUST - 8.00 pm - MIN 2 DAYS REQUIRED

	BEST REGARDS

	I remain dazed in the center of the room with the paper in my hand, I turn to observe Cosmo who is staring at the floor and ask him “shall we call the others immediately? We have to take at least a week off ”.

	"Yes, it is better to call them immediately but think about it please, I don't feel like it".

	"Okay, I'll call them, don't worry and serve all the brandy you want, I have another case in the cellar".

	In a few minutes everything is settled "what did they tell you?" he asks me worried.

	“Nothing, Noah and Daphne even limited themselves to a simple OK and hung up; this thing scares everyone Cosmo, do you think we have to go there, or do we pretend nothing has happened and forget what happened?"

	“Go as it goes let's stay united, wasn't it said to do so? Always faithful to the promise, are we always a group or not? "

	“Yes, we are always a group, okay, let's go to Monaco. What is best to do? Do we use the car or do we go there by train? I would exclude the plane; if it is possible, I will not get on that business ".

	“In my opinion the car is fine, but let's hear the others first as well”.

	"Okay, but do me a favor my friend, until the day of departure no more word on this matter, it is already absurd enough without embroidering on the other".

	“OK, no more a word, don't worry, but now sit here with me; let's have a drink together, but first answer this simple but vital question: if by chance we were to spend the evening playing with the Commodore 64, what would you recommend: let's try to finish Pitfall II for the millionth time, or let's try to reach the black belt with International Karate?"

	We finished the last fight at six in the morning.

	 


CHAPTER 4 - Monaco: two ways ticket

	 

	It is five o'clock in the morning of August 21 and it is unusually cold for the season; we all find ourselves in front of Daphne's house, sleepy and scared of what we might find once we arrive in Munich, but more determined than ever to continue.

	We decide to leave with two cars in order to be able to alternate driving more easily and come back when we like; none of us have particularly high-performance cars, but mine has a particularly large trunk to store all our suitcases, so one will be my van, while the other will be Noah's, which is diesel and consumes less.

	“Okay guys, the journey is long and tiring so we have to leave, nevertheless we are not particularly in a hurry, so we don't run and we try not to kill ourselves along the way.

	If anyone needs to stop to eat or to go to the services, let us do it with a ring, we will do the same ".

	I look at them sadly, and getting no objections, I get in the car, wait for everyone to be ready, take the completely deserted main avenue to our left, and head towards the motorway exit.

	Halfway through the journey we decide to make a stop “hey, what do you think? Do we stop so we can eat something and take a walk? "

	"That's fine for us, the next service area then”.

	I immediately go to the bathroom followed closely by all the others; it is definitely time for a sandwich and a beer, so from now on David will guide.

	“Too comfortable my boy, I drive and you drink beer, that's not right”.

	"Yes, it is, you would have drunk something non-alcoholic like orange soda or soda anyway, so don't break it”.

	"Look around you, all these people, think how they would react if they knew what we are going to do in Munich?" Daphne intervenes with little conviction.

	“They would never let us leave and they would lynch us here, on the spot; Come on, let's go, there's still a long way to go, come on David, it's your turn now, and treat my van well”.

	The remainder of the journey runs smoothly to Munich, where we lodge in a hotel not far from the meeting place.

	In the evening we have dinner in the brewery adjacent to the structure with sausages and beer; the place is very nice, typically Tyrolean, with waiters and waitresses dressed in traditional costumes.

	I am really hungry, and my nervousness only increases my desire to gorge myself, so I opt for a double ration of white sausages with onion, sauerkraut and mustard, all washed down with a liter of dark beer just to be sure to be able to throw down everything.

	I notice that the others also like to let go, to drown the frustration given by the uncertainty of the moment in the food and in the full-bodied German beer.

	After a short wait, dishes worthy of a king arrive at the table, and while the beer begins to flow freely, we indulge in confidences and teasing like never before.

	Even David, despite his stubborn abstemiousness, had to bow to the strict customs of the place after a waitress severely eyed him from head to toe at his request "for me an orange soda, thank you".

	"It suits you, so you learn to despise beer" I address him laughing along with everyone else.

	"Damn alcoholics, look where you took me, they don't even have an orange soda”.

	"Look, you are out of place, only a madman would go to order an orange soda in a Munich beer hall," says Daphne laughing out loud.

	Dinner lasts for two hours between extra courses and laughter heavily washed down by additional liters and liters of excellent beer.

	At one in the morning, we are invited to leave the place; we pay a substantial bill, and head for the hotel.

	Once in the room we decide to say a few more words all together “but honestly, in your opinion, are we doing the right thing, or the usual bullshit of the century? After all who makes us do it? When we are together, we are great, we have fun, we have everything, really everything, and as Clara said, we are enough for ourselves” I ask, addressing everyone as I lie down on the bed.

	“Yes, he said just like that, we are enough for ourselves; honestly I don't know, however I would say that at the moment it is not a big problem, tomorrow we will go and hear what they have to tell us about the project and then we decide, we can always pull back” adds Daphne leaning on the table in the room.

	“I guess so, after all even if we went around telling a story like that, who would believe it? I think this is their strong point, at best you can make a good science fiction book out of it but nothing more” concludes Cosmo.

	“Look, I lean towards Daphne's thesis too; tomorrow night we go to hear, and then we will calmly decide what to do, do you set the alarm clock Daphne? "

	“OK Manuel, I'll take care of it; well then goodnight everyone, and rest assured, we haven't signed any contracts yet”.

	It is morning, a new day that has come too quickly and welcomes us with a shower of rain that looks like a deluge; despite all the nice words I feel extremely nervous, I don't want to leave the room, and last night's hearty dinner is also enough for me as lunch.

	I spend time reading; my stomach is closed, my hands are trembling, and my manias seem to have no more restraint.

	Reached the limit I take a golden box out of my bag and throw down a one-milligram pill of anxiolytic, at least that weight due to anxiety will disappear until evening.

	Eventually, inevitably, the time for the appointment arrives; at the stroke of the hands at 20 we all find ourselves at the entrance of the brewery indicated in the email.

	We enter in single file, this time the brewery is much more spartan, even crude in some respects, it is definitely not the brewery of the previous evening; Daphne looks at me and begins by saying "what a place, I don't like it at all, and then excuses the question that may seem stupid, but who are we waiting for?"

	Yeah, who are we waiting for? We were so caught up in a thousand problems that we just didn't think about it.

	"Well, we wrote to a certain doctor Aiko Sato, so I assume a woman with oriental features”.

	I turn around and immediately notice her sitting at a table alone intent on fiddling with her cell phone; an elegantly dressed and finely made-up woman, with unnaturally bright red hair, and two pitch black eyes.

	I approach her and politely say "good evening Dr. Sato, we are the Italians who contacted you a month ago by email, can we sit here?"

	"You're welcome, there is room for everyone" he replies in perfect English without taking his eyes off his device.

	In the brewery the noise is noticeable, but in this corner of the room it is possible to talk without interruptions and without having to shout; it is evident that he knows the place and that, probably, the brewery is used by the organization for the first contact since the beginning of the project.

	We order drinks and food while quietly consuming dinner without our contact saying a single, single word.

	Once finished, I see her turn to me and ask me “can I see your documents? A simple routine check that we do all the time ".

	I guess he wants to make sure he's not in front of some plainclothes officer, so we all put our ID cards on the table without protesting.

	I observe her photographing the documents with astonishing speed; I am sure he will send the photos to someone who is perhaps thousands of kilometers away from us, who, after the necessary checks, will respond with a green or red light.

	"Well, you are clean, I introduce myself, I am Dr. Sato, researcher at the VLHC of Nakatsugawa in Japan and in charge of the first contact with any new participants in the HPCP operation

	I must report to my superiors what will emerge from the interview that each of you will do individually with me in order to assess your suitability or not for the project; show up tomorrow at this address, it will be an informal chat and don't worry, nothing will happen to you.

	Good evening gentlemen; ah, I forgot, I guess you all can speak English, right? "

	"Yes doctor, everyone" I answer for everyone.

	"Good".

	I watch Dr. Sato hand me a business card, get up, and leave without saying anything else; once I leave, I observe all the others waiting for some reaction which, in fact, is not long in coming.

	The first to speak is Daphne “but where did they get this from? What kind of first contact is this? "

	“Daphne” I tell her “do you know what we're talking about right? What did you expect? Could they invite us to a private party with the German Chancellor?

	In my opinion it went all too well; let's go to bed, we managed to fill our stomach even today”.

	We get up and go towards the cashier, but the girl in front of the register informs us that everything has already been paid, so we go out and go to the hotel; I just have a great desire to lie down in bed and not think about anything until tomorrow morning.

	When I get to the front door, I hear Daphne whispering in my ear "I'm not so sure we're not getting in pretty big trouble anymore”.

	"If that's why I've always thought so, anyway let's do as you said, let's hear and then we'll decide”.

	Once inside I approach the thermostat in order to raise the temperature of the room, I often get cold when my nerves are shaken; I throw myself on the bed without even taking off all my clothes and fall asleep heavily.

	Dream, we are all together at the hut and we are happy.

	In the morning I wake up while it's still dark outside; I don't want to get up, so I decide to listen to some classical music.

	I take my mp3 player and leave the choice to him; immediately Ravel's bolero rings lightly in the earphones, so I relax, and after a few minutes I'm asleep again.

	It is Noah who wakes me up by knocking on the door "come on wake up, it's time".

	I wake up tired as if I haven't slept in years; I head dragging my feet towards the bathroom, and looking in the mirror I can't help but notice the two heavy dark circles.

	"I have to take a shower immediately" I immediately think to myself, so I dive under the hot water, and once outside I call the reception to have breakfast served in my room.

	I eat slowly, as if I were a death sentence who wants to put as much time as possible between his existence and the inevitable gallows; the breakfast is great, chocolate cake, fruit, and coffee with cream.

	Once finished I dress calmly, who knows what the others are doing?

	As soon as I come out onto the street, I see them all sitting on a bench in the small park in front of the hotel; no one wants to talk, today we will have the fleas to understand who we really are and if we deserve the opportunity to travel through time or not, today, like it or not, we will have to get the words out of our mouths.

	We go to the meeting place, an old building just outside Monaco; the structure is so dilapidated that I cannot understand if the building was chosen to economize, or not to attract too much attention.

	The building has no lift, so, wearily and unwillingly, we go up the stairs; the whole building seems uninhabited, only the screams of a man and a woman arguing furiously lead us to believe otherwise.

	After a few minutes at the top of the stairs, we find ourselves in front of a wooden door all peeling of a bright yellow color that clashes with the rest of the complex, and since the bell does not seem to exist, we decide to knock

	From the apartment come quick footsteps that approach the door; when it opens wide, we are faced with Dr. Sato in a dark purple suit that looks great on her.

	Aiko welcomes us with a very formal bow, making us sit on old worn chairs, and asking us to be patient for a few moments.

	In the apartment there is only her, I see her arranging papers on a desk in the room adjacent to ours, after which she calls us by surname one by one in strict alphabetical order.

	The hours pass slowly, the interview lasts, depending on the case, from a minimum of an hour to a maximum of an hour and a half; I am the last to be called, so when I hear the doctor say my last name, I am relieved, I could no longer sit and look at the peeling ceiling.

	I enter by closing the door and settling on the only chair placed in front of the Sato desk; I watch her as she finishes writing some notes, then puts down the pencil and gets up walking towards a plastic table in a corner “would you like a cup of coffee? It's not the best but we have nothing else”.

	I accept the coffee which is not bad after all, I drank worse.

	"So, if you want, we can start”.

	"All right doctor, I'm ready".

	“It is not the case that I tell you that all this is highly confidential, as you can well understand it is not a question of teasing someone, but of putting an end to human life on Earth.

	Your friends have more or less dwelt on the reasons that led them to take such an extreme decision, so now I ask you the same question: why are you here today?

	Before you begin to list your reasons, if you agree, we can also say you, formalisms are useless, they waste time, and drive people away ".

	I take a deep breath and start talking.

	“Thank you for asking Aiko, I don't like meetings that are too formal either; as regards the motivations, or rather the motivation, I believe that man has simply exaggerated and therefore must be stopped at all costs ".

	"OK, this is certainly true, but why do you think it is necessary to eliminate it from the face of the Earth and not, for example, try to stem it with more severe laws and penalties or something like that?"

	“In all honesty because it would not help, it has always been that man has legislated for his own use and consumption; we took the laws of nature and threw them in a dunghill, we trampled them one after the other; no Aiko, the man must be stopped definitively, there is no doubt.

	You talk to me about laws, but you know very well that they would always and only be laws made for the use and consumption of our species; we are very capable of slaughtering each other in the most terrible ways, but whoever has all the power in their hands will never decide, on their own initiative, to shoot themselves in the foot ".

	"I understand, so it's a simple problem related to politics rather than economics if I don't get it wrong”.

	“No, I would say no, or at least it is only partially, in reality the whole is the product of a much bigger problem, much deeper, linked to the biological inadequacy of intrinsic life in human nature.

	Economics and politics are uniquely a product of our species, the birth of a deviant mind that delegates its survival to non-existent, twisted, and above all absurd rules.

	The planet is able to support the life of all species, as long as they follow the rules given by those who created it in the world”.

	"Do you mean God?"

	“Nature and God are the same thing, you choose the name you prefer; the laws of nature are the true laws, the true and only rules deriving from the thought of a higher being or system.

	You can call him God if you want, but the rules will always remain the same.

	I'll give you an example that, in my opinion, fits perfectly. When I was studying paleontology at university, our professor told us that in nature, in the course of the aeons, numerous organisms unsuitable for life have appeared on Earth because they are too specialized; our problem is precisely this: we are super specialized beings, and every super specialization brings with it a fundamental problem: the inability of the subject in question to maintain control of his evolved part.

	We have never had total control over our mind, our brain deceives us, makes us see and hear things that do not exist; it is as if it were a foreign organism inside an envelope which has, as its sole purpose, the production of energy capable of keeping it alive, as if we were made up of two distinct beings.

	In my opinion there is in each of us a mental self and a physical self, and as always happens when we talk about our species, the evolved part, the mental self, backfires its own source of survival, that is the self. physicist.

	Unfortunately, our case, in addition to being unique, is also the worst that has ever been seen; we are not only harmful to ourselves, but we are also harmful to the other forms of life that populate this planet, and this is definitely intolerable.

	Nature alone is unable to stem such a pandemic; maybe if the brain hadn't evolved so much it would have gone differently, but maybe you don't make history with i ".

	"Have you ever met a girl named Natsuko Nakamura?"

	“Natsuko Nakamura? No, never, why? How could I? "

	“Too bad because he thinks exactly the same as you do, however we will fix it as soon as possible if you are chosen.

	You were the most concise and the most convincing of the group, do you know?

	I learned from one of you that you are a tight team and that for you there is only "all or none".

	Although in some cases it is definitely counterproductive, I must say that it is a philosophy that I really appreciate.

	You will be free to choose whether to accept or not in case you were chosen, so you do not have to fear any retaliation or blackmail, also because this is in itself such an absurd project in the eyes of other people, that even if told around, it can at most bring to big, fat laughter from everyone.

	Yours was the explanation that I liked the most, without detracting from your friends who are just as motivated as you are; personally, I don't need to torture you anymore, so if you want to reach out to others as well; about ten minutes and I'll be with you”.

	I leave the room, and as soon as the door is closed, Rolo exclaims “already finished? How is it that we have been in for hours, while you only scarce half an hour? What have you done to her instead of telling her your whole life? "

	"I didn't do anything to her, I just was more convincing than you troglodytes”.

	We are silent for almost a quarter of an hour, after which Aiko leaves the interrogation room and invites us all to come back together; we remain standing in the center of the room while she looks at us smiling, then she speaks without ever taking her eyes off our figures, most likely quite clumsy too.

	I feel relaxed, almost absent, and I realize that there is no tension in the air, rather a great curiosity.

	“Well gentlemen, since you have presented yourselves as a group, as such I will consider you, and therefore I will give a single answer valid for all of you.

	The HPCP project is at an advanced stage of development, indeed I would say that as regards the technical part relating to the space-time jump, it can be considered completely concluded.

	Yes gentlemen, we are indeed able to travel through time, as you will find out, perhaps, in due course.

	You may wonder what keeps us in a stalemate, well quite simply the lack of a team of highly motivated technicians, and so crazy I add, to be part of the team that, materially, will go hunting for HS0, the homo Sapiens zero, the first group of Sapiens from which all our species originated.

	It is useless to tell you what you can easily imagine right now: if you are accepted you will move to Japan for training because you will be the one to form that team of crazy technicians; this means that you will walk through the millions of years of Earth's history with one purpose: to physically eliminate HS0.

	Don't worry, you won't go there alone, and you won't be armed with clubs and sticks; you will encounter all kinds of dangers, I think it is easily imaginable, and it is not excluded that some of you will lose your life along the way, however I do not think this is the biggest problem.

	If all goes as we hope the whole human race, myself included, will simply cease to exist; matter, which now makes us real, will disperse in the form of energy, and nothing that is at this moment will ever be.

	Everything that man has represented, for better or for worse, but above all for evil, will be canceled in a single moment due to the effect of the resonance existing between cause and effect, everything and everyone except you, because in that moment you will find yourself from the other part of the fence.

	When, and if you return to this specific spacetime, you will spend the rest of your life in an environment highly modified by the absence of man in evolutionary history, but above all you will be deprived of everything that we currently take for granted, and that allows us to live the life we know.

	We have contacted you because all of you are alone in the world, therefore nothing affected to abandon, including children; this does not mean that you are not able to reproduce, so the last condition we impose on those who want to become part of the project is to be sterilized.

	Everything will happen without you feeling the slightest pain, I can assure you one hundred percent: all of us inside the project have agreed to undergo the sterilization treatment, why it seems obvious to me.

	Under no circumstances do we want to risk the success of the project just because some of you decide to have fun once too many.

	Now, after the two o'clock lecture, I leave you free; you can do what you want including go home.

	We will always contact you by e-mail, and now only one, unique, true advice from a friend, an advice that, believe me, comes directly from the heart: enjoy these days, because whether you are the chosen group or not, they will still be the last. Thanks, and good day to all”.

	We leave greeting her, but above all thanking her for her sincerity, it would have been foolish to try to gild a pill that, in the end, would have been bitter anyway.

	We decide to have a bite to eat in some typical restaurant and then go to pay for the hotel before returning home; when we see the doors wide open and the word GEÖFFNET towering in huge letters above the front door of our first brewery, we choose without hesitation to enter.

	Lunch follows the unwritten rules of the early evening: lots of food and lots of beer for everyone, including David; at four in the afternoon, we pay and go back to the hotel, where we settle the bill, and we inform the owners that we would be leaving the next day after breakfast.

	We all decide to spend the evening in my room talking, but first we pop into the open deli a few blocks away to stock up on fries, yogurt and pepper sauce, and a good dose of cans of beer, plus a of orangeade for David of course.

	"Did you see that in the end it went as I predicted?" Daphne asks us with her mouth full of chips.

	"Yes, fortunately yes, after all who would ever believe a story like that?" I say dipping two huge thyme-roasted chips in the yogurt sauce.

	"Nobody, that's why they haven't killed us yet, right?"

	“Yes, right, right, but in my opinion, we have to decide one thing immediately” says Rolo who hasn't touched food yet.

	“What should we decide Rolo? And then you can know why you haven't eaten a single potato yet? " I ask.

	“Is it possible that you just think about gorging you like turkeys? But are you afraid of starving? With the fat reserves you have on you, you could cross the Sahara Desert and touch neither food nor water for two consecutive years.

	Anyway yes, we have an important decision to make, and I think we have to do it now, tonight I mean, before going home; we have to decide whether to accept or not”.

	Basically, he is right, we all look at each other without speaking, then I speak with a voice broken by the emotion of the moment.

	“You're right Rolo, we have to decide; OK, let's do it as usual, by a show of hands.

	So, assuming that their answer is positive, that is, that we have to leave everything to embark on this adventure of no return, what will the group decide? Raise your hand if you agree to participate ".

	Very slowly, but without too many hesitations, we all decide that the thing must be done, it must be done because everything that we consider normal does not actually make sense of existing, it must be done because man has had his time of destruction and death, it must be done. done because our race must be stopped, and must be stopped now.

	“OK gentlemen, then we agree, if they call us, we will respond positively, after all, if we don't do it, someone else will do it, and whatever happens this will end soon; but now we finish the chips and then go to bed, tomorrow we have to go home”.

	During the return trip we all agree on one thing: these last days of normality we want to spend each on their own, so that we can once again visit the places that are dearest to us, and to see people once again. that have counted for something in our life.

	I arrive home late at night with my back to pieces, and tired as if I had been forced to climb Everest in a hurry; I park the car in the driveway forgetting to lock it, and without even bringing my suitcase inside, I go up the stairs as if empty.

	Without even taking off my clothes I throw myself on the bed and fall asleep in an instant.

	In the morning I wake up very late, practically at noon, I call the office to find out how things are going, and to warn everyone that we won't see each other for a few more days.

	I make myself a salami sandwich and go out into the garden, now that I have completely recovered from sleep, a ferocious anxiety almost seems to prevent me from breathing.

	In front of the entrance gate there is my neighbor who is waiting for me to tell him all the news “hey, are you back from Munich? Was she beautiful? What did you go for? Have you found a beautiful German to marry? "

	“Hi Alan” I reply with a faint voice “I'm back; the city was beautiful to be beautiful, but I have not met any German to marry. What am I going to do? Work, what else? "

	“Are you there in half an hour? I have to disassemble the cardan of the bike to change the bearing, can you give me a hand? "

	“Don't worry, I'm not going anywhere, eat calmly and when you're done, let's start”.

	Fortunately, Alan doesn't eat, he gulps down food without even tasting it; I don't want to be alone, I want to talk to someone about something that is not the end of the world as we know it.

	After less than half an hour, as if he had read my mind, I see him go down the stairs already dressed for work, stumble on a boulder in the middle of the courtyard, to get up quickly cursing and calling me waving his arm in the air.

	We spend the whole afternoon together disassembling and reassembling the motorcycle transmission at least a dozen times: once we forget to tighten the pinion, the next time we forget to insert the oil seal, and so on all the time.

	In the evening the work is finished, and we can finally observe satisfied the bike finally ready to leave for new adventures.

	I am invited to dine with him with a pat on the back, so I spend a moment at home just long enough for a shower and a quick change of clothes; We have known Alan for at least thirty years, I also know his wife Nora and his son Paolo very well.

	During the dinner I realize that these people are not the real ones responsible for the ruin we have created, but unfortunately, they are part of the system that produced it; because of someone everyone will pay the consequences, and it will be a very, very high bill.

	After dinner we spend some time chatting like all the other times, and as always Nora asks me the usual ritual question “then nothing yet? I mean no wife? But what are you waiting for? Look, you are already fifty years old, soon you will be old like us and you will find yourself alone, and believe me that being alone is not nice, what if you need something? "

	“I know N now, but I don't know what to tell you, I don't find anyone who wants to put up with me; it's not true that I don't want a partner by my side, it's just that no one wants me”.

	"It's because you have a shit character," Alan tells me laughing with all of us, and for the next ten minutes we do nothing but make fun of each other.

	The evening continues placid and serene like all the others spent with my friends from the township; we chat about this and that, and how it would be nice to organize, one day who knows when, a trip all together by motorbike to Provence to see the lavender fields in bloom.

	At a certain point I see Alan yawning, I look at the time and I realize that it is already 10.30 pm "OK Alan, it's time to go to sleep, see you tomorrow, thanks for everything and goodnight" I say goodbye and I go home.

	My house is no more than a hundred meters from his home, but my legs are heavy as lead, and the journey seems to take hours.

	Finally, I throw myself on the bed, I am tired, I would say destroyed, but despite everything I am not really sleepy, so I decide to listen to some music in a desperate attempt to relax.

	I turn on the stereo and let the Saint Saëns Carnival of Animals rock me to sleep.

	The next day at breakfast I make myself a colossal cup of coffee with milk and cream, take a sheet of paper and a ballpoint pen, and start writing down everything I intend to do and see for, perhaps, one last time.

	Today I have a nice motorcycle ride between France and Italy on the program; I go to the garage where I keep dedicated motorcycles and clothing, I prepare myself without haste, and I leave; it's a beautiful day, and the desire to ride a motorcycle is really great.

	After an hour of travel, I finally reach Briançon, park the bike on the main square, and take a walk along the main street of the fortified citadel.

	After half an hour I leave for the Col du Lautaret, and then up to the Col du Galibier, to then go down to Modane via the Col du Télégraphe; how beautiful the mountain is in this period.

	After having lunch based on baguettes and jambon, I finally reach the Moncenisio lake; its deep blue is almost hypnotic, and today there is a wind strong enough to knock you to the ground, but I still decide to stop and contemplate it.

	I park the bike and take a seat on one of the many benches placed in front of the lake without taking off my overalls, it will protect me from the wind and cold.

	Near me there is a church with the characteristic shape of a pyramid; the lake is beautiful as always, I would like to dive into it, but I know that the frozen water would make me return to the shore in the blink of an eye.

	I lose myself completely in its beauty, and the more I observe it, the more memories come back to my mind, that at a certain point I can no longer hold back the tears; I don't want anyone to see me cry like a child mistaking me for the umpteenth time for crazy, so I go into the church and sit in front of the altar.

	It is a very simple church, more than anything else functional, with exposed reinforced concrete, and a decidedly modern and stylized crucifix on the wall; modern certainly, but still beautiful as a whole.

	I take out a handkerchief and start to blow my nose when I see the priest from the village of Lanslebourg emerge from a passage leading to the basement; I've seen him on some of my previous trips to the lake, and he seemed like a really good person.

	He greets me with a smile, so I reciprocate as he approaches and sits down next to me “hello, disturbing? Did you see the wind at the lake today? "

	"No father, it does not disturb at all" I reply "it is true, today the wind is very strong, but the lake is always a great show".

	“True, nature is always beautiful; I'm sorry but I can't help but ask you, on the way up I felt you were crying, did something serious happen? If you want, we can talk about it ".

	I raise my head and meet his gaze, it is the gaze of a person who sincerely wants to help me “Father, yes something serious has happened, but only in my head.

	Something much more serious happened a lot, but a long time ago when we first appeared on Earth, and probably something even more serious will happen in the future, a future that will merge with the past, and that will allow us, at the end of time. of man, to pay for our sins”.

	“You know my friend, I don't really think I understand what you are referring to, but I feel your despair inside me; I know I can do nothing to help you, much less to make you desist from doing what you think is your inevitable fate, whatever it is, so I can do nothing but wish you good luck, take care of yourself. "

	"Thanks father, good luck to you too" I say as we stand up and greet each other shaking hands.

	I go out, and I realize that the sun is lowering in the west under the profile of the mountains, it is time to head home; I already have a helmet on my head when I hear someone called “hey, what are you doing here? Do you follow me in France too? "

	I turn around and see a huge digger tire sticking halfway into the dirt from behind, Alan and Nora in their new brand biker suits.

	“Hello bikers, what are you doing here at this hour? Paolo will be at home waiting for you for dinner”.

	"Of course, not" replied Nora shaking her hand as if to say wait and hope "Paolo went out with friends to eat a pizza, imagine if he is waiting for us two old pensioners".

	“So, if you don't have to cook Paolo we can go and eat something together here in Novalesa, there is a good restaurant that is also cheap”.

	“I don't see why not, let's go get served tonight, you lead the way”.

	Half an hour later we park the motorcycles in front of the restaurant, take off our helmet and gloves, and go inside; the mistress, who already knows me, runs to meet us “hi, how are you? Are we in motion today? They told me there was strong wind at the lake, is that true? "

	"Yes madam, I would say more than strong; as you see tonight, I'm not alone, there are three of us”.

	"Better, you always have to be in company, please come, I'll make you sit".

	We take a seat at a table for four people near one of the huge windows overlooking the garden of the building; the sunlight is giving way to twilight, and the mountains are losing their three-dimensionality, turning into a single profile as black as the night.

	We decide to treat ourselves well "look madam, bring us everything, from appetizers to dessert, to drink a bottle of sparkling rosé with a liter of still water".

	"Okay, if you celebrate something good wishes, and if you do not celebrate anything good appetite".

	We eat everything that is brought to us, in some cases even making an encore; after dessert I have a coffee and ask for a glass of grappa as well.

	"Listen Manuel, I've been wanting to ask you something since last night, can I?" I look up and see Nora shrug.

	"Please, just ask, but if it is for the story of the wife I can tell you already, today I have not found a Frenchwoman willing to marry me" I tell her, smiling at her.

	"No, no wedding this time" he replies with a terribly serious air that makes me uncomfortable.

	“Last night you were looking at us in a way that I can't define exactly; I don't know, you were different, as if you observed more than watched, as if you wanted to impress our faces in your mind as if you would never see them again, or as if you had to hide something terrible from us.

	Maybe it's just a stupid thing I have in my head, or a feeling that means nothing, but I didn't like it; It seemed to me that I was aware that something will soon happen that will turn our lives upside down forever, something extremely bad.

	Yesterday you had a few words with my father while you were waiting for Alan, did he say anything to you? He's not fine? If he has said something to you, please tell me, he is ninety years old and his head is hard as stone; if he is not, well, I must know in order to help him ".

	I remain petrified, a completely wrong conclusion but a perception that is incredible; I wish I could compliment you, but obviously this is not feasible, so I answer you in the most diplomatic way possible.

	“Absolutely not Nora, don't worry; Your father may have a hard head, yes, but he's healthy and better than all of us put together.

	The problem is that I am the one who is very well, lately I sleep very little and badly, and sometimes the brain makes me do and say things that don't make much sense ".

	“Ah, thank goodness, I was already thinking the worst”.

	We remain chatting for another half hour, after which we get up, pay, and after greeting the mistress who invites us to return as soon as possible, we set off for home; how wonderful it is to glide over the curves of these streets at night, with the air slipping through the visor of the helmet partially open, and the engine responding with its dark voice to every single caress on the throttle grip.

	Next morning, I travel by car, I want to go and see the Sacra di San Michele; you feel very small in front of such an imposing building, and everything, apart from you, loses its importance, so much so that when evening comes and the time comes to go back, I realize that I haven't even had lunch.

	Days go by, and even if we hadn't been given a time limit before considering the non-answer as a definitive no, personally after a month I took it almost for sure, and honesty I was not sorry, indeed, we I hoped with all my heart.

	This Sunday I decide to go walking on a mountain not far from my house, Monte San Giorgio; it stands overwhelmingly from the plain below for 837 meters, dominating it together with the town of Piossasco where, among other things, some of my friends also reside.

	I spend the day having lunch in the shade of the pine trees in the Wood of Fairy, and resting in the shade of the large cross placed on its top, and in the evening when the time comes to go back down, I take the longest path to extend the trip as much as possible.
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