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On
how the bishop of Arezzo made the Poggio at Santa Cecilia, in the
countryside of Siena, rebel, and how it was taken back.
        
      
    
  



  

    

      

        

          


        
      
    
  
  

    

      

        
In
that year, at the end of October, Messer Guiglielmino of the
Ubertini
of Valdarno, who was then bishop of Arezzo, was more of a man of
arms, than man of clergy, for his will sending the Ghibellines of
the
County Of Florence and of Arezzo and Siena, he made rebel to Sanesi
a
strong fortress of the County of Siena, called Poggio Santa
Cecilia,
to wage war on Sanesi, so that a great disturbance struck the
entirety of the guelphs of Tuscany, but there was a lot of war to
be
done. For this, the Commune of Siena, with the force of the
Florentines, which  made many good people in Florenc rodee, and the
size of the Guelfs of Tuscany, where Count Guido of Monforte was
captain, came to host, got against them, taking in many siege
machines, and the siege lasted more than V months. And this bishop,
by summoning the entire host of ghibellines in Tuscany, to raise
that
siege, he didn't have any power, but that part, that of the
Guelphs,
was more powerful; for that thing, those of the castle having lost
their hope of salvation, they came out on the sacred saturday night
on April, and many died  and were taken, and those who were taken
to
Siena were hanged or their head cut off, and the castle was
completely destroyed to its foundation.
      
    
  




  

    

      

      

New
      Chronicle by Giovanni Villani. Eighth Book.
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"We've
finally finished, I'm giving you my best wishes for your future
home"
the notary smiled as he rose from the chair and stretched me his
hand. I pressed it, sweaty but happy, then the notary turned his
eyes
to the old widow who sold for little money that ruin near Rapolano.
She was tired and almost indifferent; there was a clear desire to
go
out of that study in her eyes, all that closed air. I thanked Mrs
Cesira and we greeted.

I had bought that ruin with most of my
savings. I repeatedly reproached myself the folly of leaving Milan
and the will to restore a country house in a bad state to go live
alone, away from the city, but I found out that my family was
originating from that area: Poggio Santa Cecilia, a long time
uninhabited castle near Rapolano Terme.

Having practiced the
orthopedic profession for forty years, I wanted to enjoy my
well-deserved retirement; I didn't want to marry, because I spent
all
my time in the profession and so I was alone. As a young man, I was
curious to know the origin of my last name, Di Ruffaldo, and a good
day Giuseppe, a colleague of work and a good friend, told me at
lunch
that he had searched for his last name Becevel discovering that it
was a French surname crippled by Venetian dialect and that it meant
"lower the sails". So, by chance, the story started before
a roast beef dish with potatoes at the hospital's
cafeteria.

"Umberto, you also have a not very common surname,
why don't you bother and find out your origins?"


    
  
  

    
"You
know, it might be a good idea. 
  
  

    

      
My
surname has always interested me" I answered, sipping a glass of
red wine.

"If you want, I can give you the phone number of
the agency to whom I commissioned the searches. I assure you that
they are very serious and professionally prepared people."
    
  





  

    
I
    put that phone number on a notebook and thanked him. There were
    still
    about three years to my retirement and I already tasted the
    free time
    I would have had dedicated to some frivolity. After a few days,
    in
    the wallet I found the phone number that Giuseppe gave me,
    while I
    was finishing my morning shift and the department was a
    relatively
    calm.
    

Driven by curiosity, I dialed the number on my old
    cellphone
    and the voice of a woman answered; we set an appointment in the
    center of Milan for that afternoon, so when I finished the
    shift, I
    changed my clothes and took the subway to reach the address I
    had
    been provided.
    

"Umberto Di Ruffaldo, my pleasure" I
    introduced myself to her, eyeglass on and courteous.
    


  


  
"Carla
  Fumagalli, my pleasure. 


  

    
Please
    sit down, doctor, what can we do for you?" she invited me to
    sit
    on an old leather armchair.
    

"For some time I wanted to know
    the origins of my family, I don't think you'll find anything
    special,
    because my ancestors are all from Milan, but I would love to
    know
    more."
    

"Do you care if your family has noble origins?"
    she stared at me.
    

"No, I'm just interested in knowing where
    they are from, in fact, who we are and where we come from. Di
    Ruffaldo doesn't seem to me a Lombard surname."
    

The woman
    asked me the names of my father and grandfather. Then she noted
    down
    the few news that I had on my ancestors: my grandfather in
    Asti, my
    great grandfather a shoe maker in Segrate, of whom I didn't
    even
    remember the name.
    

"Good, doctor, that's not a common name,
    and we have to work a bit on it, but if you only want to know
    your
    family background, we won't need much time and it won't cost
    you a
    fortune" she smiled, her blue eyes peering over her lenses.
    

I
    thanked and greeted her, then took a beer in a nearby brewery.
    It was
    March and I was already feeling the warmth of spring, I went
    home
    after a long walk.
    

After a week, Dr. Fumagalli called me
    back.
    

"Dr. Ruffaldo, I'm sorry, but we didn't find much news
    about your  family anyway, but if you want to come to the
    agency,
    I'll provide you with all the information we've traced."
    

I
    was very impatient and asked for an appointment for the morning
    of
    the day after; at nine and thirty am I rang at the door. Dr.
    Fumagalli welcomed me with a smile and made me sit on the old
    armchair again.
    

"I'm really sorry, Doctor, but unfortunately
    we don't have much to tell you. However, the few existing
    historical
    news are sufficiently certain. Maybe you'll be surprised, but
    your
    family is not of Lombard, but of Tuscan origin."
    

"Tuscany?"
    I babbled, confused.
    

"Yes, there's no doubt about it"
    the doctor opened a booklet containing notes and copies of old
    documents with some photos.
  





  

    
"We
    discovered a certain Turino of Messer Ruffaldo, who was a
    Ghibelline
    noble Sienese, of the thirteenth century, protected by the
    powerful
    bishop of Arezzo Guglielmo of the Ubertini."
    

I had never
    heard that name in my life, and not even that of the bishop of
    Arezzo. My interlocutor noticed my perplexed look.
    

"I guess
    that this may be surprising for you..." she smiled.
  





  

    
"Well...
    I am, in fact, because I have no memory of any Tuscan ancestor
    and
    until today I thought my family was absolutely Lombard."
    

"It's
    not like that, forgive me ..." she resumed the file in her
    hand,
    "Turin of Messer Ruffaldo, in 1285, took refuge in Poggio Santa
    Cecilia, a Sienese castle located in the municipality of
    Rapolano
    Terme and that the Ghibelline bishop of Arezzo made rebel
    against the
    Sienese guelphs. But the castle was besieged by Florentines and
    Sieneses between 1285 and 1286 and fell again in Siena's hand.
    Turino, along with the other nobles of Poggio Santa Cecilia,
    was
    captured, transferred to Siena and decapitated on the Easter
    Day of
    1286."
    

I glanced, amazed and horrified.
    

"These are
    the only known and documented news that we have of your family,
    but
    we don't know how and why yoour last name disappeared from
    Tuscany
    and then re-emerged in Lombardy; it seems that in the 14th
    century
    there was an old shop of painters in Milan with this surname,
    or
    maybe Di Ruffaldi. But it's only from the eighteenth century
    that,
    with certainty, the surname Di Ruffaldo is found in the
    register of
    the city of Milan."
    

"I've never heard of Poggio
    castle... again, what was its name?"
    

Dr. Fumagalli gave me
    the papers she had before her and grabbed a picture.
    

"This is
    the castle I was talking about" she showed me a photo printed
    from the internet.
    

More than a castle, it looked like an elegant
    and austere village on top of a green hill.
    

"Nice place, but
    it doesn't look like a castle..." I objected.
    

"No, the
    castle was destroyed at the end of the siege in 1286. Then it
    was
    rebuilt, but not fortified. Guelphs probably didn't trust them"
    she smiled.
    

"It's a fascinating story..."
    

"It
    seems pretty  nice; I had never even heard about it before, and
    yet I
    know Toscana well" she closed the file.
    

"This material
    is yours, doctor."
    

"How much do I owe you?"
    

"Three
    hundred euros. I'll immediately prepare the bill for you", she
    clicked on the computer with her professional gestures and
    printed
    the document.
    

I paid with my credit card, picked up the file and
    thanked her.
    

At home, I started reading the papers, then I
    searched on the internet Poggio Santa Cecilia and Rapolano
    Terme, the
    town it belonged to. In addition to the sulfur-water spa
    facilities,
    there was a very fascinating Tuscan landscape. The best time to
    visit
    those places was spring.
    

That's how curiosity pushed me to ask for
    holidays at the end of May and made me rent an apartment in
    Rapolano
    on the web.
    

I left Milan with my old Renault. I always kept it in
    the garage and, despite its age, it hadn't traveled for many
    kilometers. I got on the highway, looking at the changes that
    had
    taken place over the years, since the last time I had traveled
    to go
    to a working meeting in Florence. High-speed rail lines, new
    bridges
    and tunnels on the Apennine tract. I thought about the fact
    that I
    traveled very little in my life, and felt a kind of repentance
    for
    granting me more, however I was satisfied with my medical
    profession,
    but I wondered how my future as a retired would have been.
    Surely my
    life would have been overthrown, and I couldn't imagine myself
    without the hospital, patients to be treated, medication to be
    administered. I felt a shiver.
  





  

    
In
    Florence I took the highway to Siena, abducted by the landscape
    of
    green hills, cypresses and olive trees, so profoundly different
    from
    Lombardy. Every now and then I stopped at a pitch to take
    pictures,
    anxious to reach the destination, the place I didn't know about
    until
    a few weeks ago: Rapolano Terme.
    

The village appeared in my eyes
    shortly after exiting the freeway. As I was standing at the
    tollbooth, I watched it without any particular enthusiasm but
    perceived an unusually familiar atmosphere.
    

I parked my car and
    toured the village; ancient doors, narrow streets, some
    churches,
    Rapolano was built in brick and travertine, a precious local
    marble.
    I had rented an apartment in the old town and the mistress,
    after a
    few words, handed me the keys; it was small, simply furnished,
    but
    with a terrace from which I could enjoy breathtaking views of
    the
    Sienese Cretes. I asked the lady for the spas and Poggio Santa
    Cecilia.
    

"Poggio?" she murmured.
    

"Yes, Poggio
    Santa Cecilia. It should be near... "
    

"You can't visit
    it, it has been closed for years, I'm sorry"  she sighed.
    

"Why,
    how?"
    

"They shut it down, but I can't explain the reason
    for it. It has long since been uninhabited; maybe they did for
    fear
    of theft, maybe because it's going to ruin. It can only be seen
    from
    the outside, but little or nothing."
    

I made a grimace of
    disappointment because it was the castle of my ancestors, the
    main
    reason for my trip, but I had the comforting prospect of
    relaxing at
    the spas and visiting the Crete of Siena.
    

I was tired and
    immediately went to sleep; the tapping of bells woke me up the
    next
    morning. I opened the door to the terrace and a dazzling light
    blinded me; instinctively I protected my eyes and, slowly, in
    front
    of me, revealed in all its splendor, the landscape of the Crete
    showed itself.
    

I wasn't used to that light and colors; at
    childhood, at school, I painted in tempera and I was intrigued
    by the
    tube with the color of Siena burnt soil and I didn't understand
    why
    burning soil to make a color, but now it was clear to me what
    that
    color represented.
    

I dressed quickly, then put a towel in my
    backpack, went down the street and asked where the spas were.
    An
    elderly gentleman pointed out the provincial road and I walked
    on,
    and after a short coffee break at the bar, I bathed for a few
    hours
    in the sulfur waters. The meadow in the afternoon began to get
    crowded and didn't like to be in the throng, so I decided to
    leave.
    As I got out I noticed a small poster inviting to a party to a
    church
    named Santa Maria in Ferrata near Poggio Santa Cecilia, just
    the
    place I was interested in. Luckily, the party was supposed to
    be that
    afternoon.
    

When I took away my eyes from the poster, I heard
    people praying: it was a procession, and on the manifesto it
    was
    written that the party would have begun with a procession from
    Rapolano.
    

I didn't hesitate and queued up at once, and asked if
    they were going to Poggio Santa Cecilia; an old lady, listening
    to my
    Lombard accent, scrutinized me with circumspection.
    

"We're
    going to the church of Our Lady of Ferrata" she corrected me,
    "but it is close to Poggio..." she reassured me.
    

"It's
    going to be quite a walk!" an old man growled, "five
    kilometers!" he showed me the knit fingers of his hand.
    

Five
    miles will not hurt my health, I thought, basically it's just a
    walking hour.
    


  


  
"Will
  we pass by Poggio Santa Cecilia?" 


  

    
I
    asked to the smiling man.
  





  

    
"We'll
    pass on the foot of the hill, not from the village. It's
    closed,
    don't you know it?"
    

"Yes, they told me
    yesterday..."
    

"You're a stranger... do you like our
    places?" the old man was rather quirky and not interested in
    the
    rosary that the priest recited with devotion, "but everything's
    in ruin, even the church of Our Lady of Ferrata... finally they
    began
    to put it back in shape, at least."
    

I nodded as the
    procession proceeded on a long white road, on a plateau. Around
    there, fields, abandoned farms and spring scent. In the
    background, a
    village on the top of the hill: I immediately recognized it,
    its
    image was well impressed in my mind.
    

The hill was flourishing and
    the village seemed austere. The procession continued on the
    dusty
    road and began to climb up in the direction of the prospicient
    hill.
    

"If you want, you can take the minibus, it will save
    you the hard work of walking" the elder winked at the means of
    transport that slowly followed the procession.
    

"No thanks, I
    prefer to go on foot."
    

The ascent became more and more steep,
    around us the scent of wood and red ground, while behind us,
    the hill
    of Poggio Santa Cecilia moved away from sight.
    

The elder priest
    stopped more and more often to allow the faithful to rest.
    After
    passing the last farm, converted into a villa, the trail became
    steep
    and slippery; I was panting and sweating. The priest stopped
    praying
    to save his breath, but after a hairpin, the church finally
    appeared.
    

I imagined it bigger and majestic, but it was a small,
    ancient and solitary Romanesque church in the woods. Is that
    all? I
    asked myself spontaneously, while a crowd of people waited for
    the
    procession arrival and the beginning of the mass. There was a
    refreshment booth and I was generously offered water, that I
    gladly
    drank in a sip.
    

I couldn't get into the church because it was too
    crowded. I only looked at a shattered altar and a Madonna,
    understanding it was very venerated by those people. The church
    needed restoration and, in a basket, collected bids.
    

I noticed a
    lectern arranged in front of the church and a microphone. After
    the
    mass, some people took the floor and briefly talked about the
    history
    of the place. It was a very old Romanesque church whose first
    building dates back to the
  


  

    

      

      
    
  


  

    
Longobard
    period. They also talked about the siege of Poggio S. Cecilia
    between
    1285 and 1286, which ended with the capture of the castle and a
    carnage that would involve my ancestor Turino. The speakers
    also
    referred to well-known scholars who assumed Dante Alighieri's
    participation in the assault.
    

I listened fascinated by the stories
    that charmly related to my family. My ancestor had been the
    protagonist of that siege and I was amazed by iy. On a bench,
    the
    book of the story of that church was sold, and I immediately
    bought a
    copy with the intention of reading it as soon as I had
    time.
    

Meanwhile, an orator introduced the Lectura Dantis of a
    young actress, tracing an analogy between the phenomenon of the
    "bubbling mud", that is, of gaseous emanations from the
    ground in the area, and the seventh chant of Dante's Inferno,
    where
    the poet places iraconds, where he describes "black waters
    bubbling" feeding Stigia swamp.
    

The actress approached the
    microphone and inspired:
  


  

    

      

      


      

"In
      the marsh that has the name Stige
      

This sad stream, when it
      descended
      

At the foot of the malignant gray bay.
      

And I, that I
      was occupied in aiming,
      

saw muddy people in that mud,
      

All nude,
      with offended looks. "
      


      


    
  


  

    
A
    shiver shook me thinking of hell; I had been all day at the
    spa, and
    stupidly I compared that infernal image to the one of bathers
    who
    smear sulfur mud on the skin.
    

The actress, in a vibrant voice,
    recited the whole song at heart, then introduced the XXXIII
    song of
    Paradise that opened with the prayer of Saint Bernard to the
    Virgin
    in honor of the church entitled to Our Lady:
  


  

    

      

        


      
    
  








  

    

      

        
"Virgin
Mother, daughter of your son,

Humble and taller than any creature,
      
    
  





  

    

      
Fixed
      term of eternal counsel,
      

You that are of human nature
      

Nobled,
      yes, that your factor
      

didn't disdain you to made him."
    
  



  

    

      


The
audience listened in silence as the girl kept singing very loudly
and
at half-voice.
    
  



  

    

      

        


      
    
  
  

    

      

        
"At
the high fantasy that here lacked;

But yet my soul and my will was
already turning,

as a circle that is equally moved,

The love
that moves the sun and the other stars.
      
    
  



  

    

      


The
actress lowered her gaze and got silent; a moment of pause, then a
strong and prolonged applause scrounged.

I felt drunk from the
beauty of the place, from the words of Dante and from the thought
that my ancestors lived in that place. I was there for the first
time
but it was as if I had always lived there, extraordinarily
impressed
by the land of my origins. If it was not for my Lombard accent that
betrayed me, no one would think I was a stranger.

After the
Lectura Dantis, the party went on with a music band as people
crowded
into the stand to eat. I realized I was hungry and gladly accepted
the good food generously offered, then I started walking to gey
back,
holding the book under my arm and following other people returning
to
Rapolano, because I was not practical.

I knew the road was long,
but it didn't matter to me. The closer I came to the hill of
Poggio,
the more I felt small and insignificant. I passed through short
stretch of land reaching a couple of elders that preceded me.

The
man immediately noticed that I was a stranger.

"Once there
was the graveyard, here" he pointed to a slope, "and later
on, just at that crossroads on the left, there was a church, long
ago, but nowadays a few reminds it" the elder offered himself as
a guide.

"My dad, when I was little, always told me that
there was a church there. And that hill above us is called Calvary,
even up there was an oratory, but with manganese extraction they
destroyed it during the Fascist period.. " he was happy to
remember all those details at his age.

I smiled and thanked the
man for the information.

"However, many houses are
abandoned..." I noted.

"Unfortunately yes, almost
everything goes in ruin" he nodded, "but you see, some
people are restoring some building, here in the village..." the
elder pointed to a stone house at the foot of the hill and I
noticed
an old building turned into a pretty cottage.

Not far away, a sad
ruin, an old ruined house, just at the foot of the old castle's
dismayed street. The village name was that of the castle, because
every castle has its own hamlet of houses at its feet. It was
getting
late, and soon darkness would have fallen, as there was a lot of
walk
to get to Rapolano, so I had to hurry, but I promised to get back
the
next day.

The driver of the minibus stopped, kindly offering a
passage to Rapolano. I was tired and accepted, in the company of
seniors and nuns, and within a few minutes I came to the village
and
got home immediately, dead tired but happy.
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The next
day I got up at nine o'clock, immediately opened the window and
quietly sip a cup of coffee in front of the Crete landscape, a new
and yet unusually familiar one for me; I was anxious to go back to
Poggio so I rushed, took the camera and left.

Those days of spring
sunshine put me in a good mood, I wasn't used to that much sunlight
and that intense light, because Milan is a humid and gray city for
most of the year. After passing the spa, I took the white road and
got immediately wrapped in a cloud of dust rising from the dirt
road.
I got back to the foot of the hill and took the long road of
cypresses, but noticed it was full of potholes, obviously unused
and
half-abandoned.
    
  





  

    
The
    road ended in front of the medieval door of the castle, but I
    couldn't go on because it was closed by a heavy iron wipe, and
    there
    were apparently no other access routes. The door, however, was
    gorgeous, built in stone and travertine, with an arch overlaid
    by two
    coats of arms: the Sienese Balzana and an ancient coat of arms
    depicting an eagle and three towers that let the castle was
    owned by
    a noble family.
    

Frustration grew in line with the curiosity of
    seeing beyond what was beyond that gate closed by a heavy
    chain. An
    abandoned and inaccessible castle, and I wondered why. I took
    some
    photos, waiting for someone who, fortunately or by miracle,
    could
    open it, but  there wasn't a single soul around. By now
    disappointed,
    I got in my car and went down to the village.
    

I parked in front of
    the sad ruin. That abandoned house at the foot of the hill
    fascinated
    me and I walked back and forth to study its surrounding
    environment;
    the little house later on was deserted, and beyon that a
    magnificent
    cottage with a beautiful three-archged loggia, apparently still
    in
    good condition but uninhabited.
    

I wondered what could be the cause
    of so much abandonment as I recognized, concealed by the weeds,
    a
    small road that led behind a hill. I closed the machine and
    took that
    path with an explorer spirit, but I kept careful where to put
    my
    feet.
    

Behind the wooded hill there was an abandoned cemetery;
    the
    chapel had its roof collapsed, but the perimeter wall was
    intact and
    some tombs were still recognizable. I entered, the entrance had
    no
    gate and was bordered by two tall cypresses that looked like
    the
    guardians of the afterlife.
    

Between the paths, the names of the
    dead could be read on the slabs, some were children of a few
    months
    and some were young people, because life in the past was often
    short
    and difficult. The sky clouded and a cold wind suddenly began
    blowing; I thought it was better to leave and took the way
    back. At
    the exit, I turned to look at those solitary graves.
    

"Life is
    beautiful!" a ringing female voice shook me as if I was struck
    by a lightning strike. I felt a shiver of fear and my heart
    began to
    loudly shake. I looked around to look if it really was a
    woman's
    voice or only suggestion.
    

I heard a loud noise in the woods above
    the path. There was someone: slowly an old woman came out the
    bushes
    holding a basket full of mushrooms.
    

"May mushrooms, only for
    tasting!" she exclaimed, showing me one.
    

I breathed the air
    and passed a hand on my forehead to clean it from sweat.
    

"Oh,
    I'm sorry I got you scared..." the woman noticed my
    pallor.
    

"Don't worry about that, lady ..." I
    babbled.
    

The woman, apparently about seventy, had white hair, a
    face full of wrinkles and the hands of a peasant, but from her
    way of
    speaking and gesturing, she seemed like a well-educated person.
    

"I
    saw you thoughtfully wonder into the graveyard and I instead,
    forgive
    me, am really happy for all the mushrooms I found, so it came
    spontaneously for me to cry that life is beautiful... sorry,
    but at
    my age I'm a bit unscrewed ..." she smiled.
    

"I'm happy
    for you, they seem really good mushrooms" I watched the basket
    with admiration while fright was gone.
  



 









  

    
"You're
    not from here..." the woman was curious but I didn't understand
    whether it was curiosity or mere observation.
    

"No, I'm fromm
    Milan. Allow me to present myself, my name is Umberto di
    Ruffaldo."
    

"What a beautiful name, are you a
    nobleman?"
    

"Oh, no lady... I'm a doctor."
    

"A
    doctor?"
    

"Yes, I'm an orthopedist..."
    

"Just
    what I need...". she took a hand to her side to show pain, "You
    know, at my age, the back pain, but I don't want to bother you"
    she smiled.
    

"You don't bother me, indeed, do you know these
    place?"
    

"Of course I know it well, I was born here. Ah!
    I forgot, my name is Cesira, my pleasure" she handed me her
    hand.
    

We walked together on the path of return and the woman
    told
    me that she was born at the nearby Rossole farm by a peasant
    family
    who made her study to become a teacher. For a good part of her
    life
    she had taught in a country in the Maremma, but then she
    returned
    with her husband to Rapolano, and he died a few months later,
    leaving
    her widowed and childless.
    

"Don't you see that ruined house?
    Don't you hear how it cries for help? It wants to be put in
    place!
    And looks for someone who loves it and takes care of it" she
    pointed to the shattered little house that fascinated me, "But
    I'm too old now to do it..." her eyes moistened.
    

"Does
    that mean it belongs to you?" I turned, astonished.
    

"Yes,
    my poor husband bought it when we returned to Rapolano with the
    intention of restoring it to spend our old age there, but he
    died
    shortly after and I alone didn't feel capable of restructuring
    it, so
    I put it on sale, but nobody wants to buy it."
    

"Well...
    it's pretty ruined" I objected.
    

"I ask for little money,
    you know, because the house as you see it is all to be
    restructured.
    I want to get rid of it; for me it's only a miserable memory,
    but no
    one wants to come live here. By now it has become a lonely and
    uncomfortable place, yet once it was so full of life."
    


  


  
I
  got a snap of interest. 


  

    
I
    already loved those ruins and I had the strong desire to retire
    in
    the countryside at old age. I had neither wife nor family, so
    the
    prospect of decaying in an apartment in Milan didn't please me
    and I
    needed something different.
    

"Would you like to buy it?"
    the woman smiled.
    

I raised my eyelashes.
    

"We could talk
    about it" I already saw a beautiful stone house in place of
    those collapsed walls.
    

"Now I have to go, if yoy want to call
    me, we'll talk about it calmly" she gave me her phone number
    and
    I stored it on the cellphone, then headed for a tree behind
    which my
    car was hidden, an old green Fiat. She greeted me with a
    goodbye and
    a nod of her hand, then I got off raising a cloud of dust.
    


  


  
I
  looked at those stone walls. 


  

    
Surely
    there was nothing recoverable except stones themselves, and it
    had to
    be rebuilt all over again. I had accumulated a lot of savings
    in so
    many years of work and it was time to spend them for something
    beautiful, mine. I wanted to buy that ruin because it
    fascinated me
    too much, and I decided to call the woman on the same evening.
    

I
    continued with the car on the white road amidst a landscape of
    abandoned farms and cultivated fields; I looked and
    photographed
    everything, then I went back to Rapolano and dined quickly in a
    tavern. At home I took a nap and in the late afternoon I called
    Cesira.
    

She lived a few steps away from my apartment, and in a
    few
    minutes I met her.
    

"I knew you would have like it..."
    Cesira was satisfied.
    

"I hope we'll agree on the price"
    I looked at her fearfully.
    

Cesira pulled out a sheet from a card
    and showed it to me. It was the sale announcement of the ruin
    at a
    real estate agency. There was a price that seemed honest to
    me.
  





  

    
"You're
    nice, doctor, if you want a good deal, I propose you a ten
    percent
    discount."
    

Trying to bargain further, I pointed out that in
    essence there was only the value of the land that was to be
    paid for
    because the house was to be completely reconstructed.
    

"You're
    right, but here in Sienese it doesn't work like that, because
    even a
    ruin has its value. Anyway…" she thought for a moment, "a
    discount of fifteen percent is better?"
    

I made a quick
    calculation. It was a sum more than convenient and acceptable.
    


    

"We
    have a deal, lady!" I exclaimed and we stretched hands.
    

It
    seemed to me that I was committing a madness, but I was very
    happy.
    

Cesira took the phone and called the agency. We
    immediately
    went to the real estate agency to formalize the purchase offer.
    The
    agent showed me the possibilities of restoration, informed me
    that he
    could call a good architect and showed me the cadastral
    documents,
    then he printed the sheet from the computer and I gave a check
    to
    Cesira. The pre-sale was fixed for the next day.
    

That night I
    didn't sleep a lot, being prey of thoughts. Buying a home in an
    uninhabited countryside of a completely unknown and yet
    unusually
    intimate place for me; I thought how much would I have had to
    spend
    to rebuild and decorate it, but I didn't have a precise idea.
    Certainly a lot of money were needed, but in the end I would
    have had
    a jewel as home to live my old age.
    

It wouldn't have been easy to
    organize anything from Milan, but I was optimistic enough to do
    it.
    In the morning, I got up early and drank a cup of coffee while
    the
    sunlight blushed my bedroom; I had slept little but I didn't
    care
    about it, because I was on vacation. I walked around the
    country and
    sat on a bench in the square that the rapolenians call
    "piazzone".
    Leaning on a wall, a couple kissed and exchanged effusions and
    I
    wondered if I lost something in life. I had always lived alone
    and
    had never fallen in love, I didn't know what being in a couple
    was,
    what it meant to marry and bring children to the world. My
    parents
    died young and I started to work early to pay my university
    studies.
    Simply, I got never interested in love and I was probably not
    quite
    normal as a person, but I felt good.
    

I knew my existence would
    soon completely change and change brought fear, but I was sure
    that
    life in that country would have been better than getting older
    in an
    apartment in Milan.
    

I dined on good Tuscan cuisine with the
    unsalted bread, and then went back to the real estate agency
    for the
    pre-sale. Cesira was there in advance and clearly excited.
    

"Doctor,
    if you need masons, plumbers, electricians, I'll be glad to
    help you,
    because I know everyone in Rapolano and I have nothing to do."
    


  


  
"Thank
  you, you're really kind. 


  

    
I
    don't know anyone and I will definitely need help" Cesira
    inspired me a natural trust.
    

I signed the compromise and paid the
    deposit with a wire transfer on the internet in front of the
    agent.
    Mrs Cesira was a bit puzzled as she saw me snapping at the
    computer,
    but she was assured by the agent that it was all in order.
    

"These
    computers today, sorry, but I don't understand anything."
    

"Tomorrow
    you'll find the money on your account, lady" I reassured
    her.
    

Cesira shrugged and smiled.
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I returned to
    Milan, but my mind and heart were still in Siena. Cesira
    delivered me
    a list of masons, craftsmen, electricians, painters with phone
    numbers, and I only had to choose, but I had to go back to work
    because holidays were over.
    

At lunch, my friend Becevel sat in
    front of me in the dining room.
    

"Hi Umberto, what a pleasure
    to see you again. How did the Tuscan holiday go? "
    

"Hi
    Bepi, it was magnificent but ... I'm afraid I've done a
    madness; I
    bought a ruin to restore."
    

Giuseppe looked at me a little
    strangely, and I read in his eyes the thought of me being
    rippled.
    

We
    had lunch while I told him that story and he nodded perplexed,
    chewing the food slowly.
  






  

    
"Now
    how are you going to handle all the jobs from Milan? It won't
    be a
    joke" he took half a sip of water.
    

"Eh... it will not be
    easy... but I still have many vacations left and I want to talk
    to
    the staff office. For sure being heard by them will be a mess,
    but
    it's best that we talk right away."
    

We returned the empty
    trays and I went straight to the staff office before returning
    to the
    ward.
    

Dr. Salvetti was a young man of about thirty-five years
    and
    had been employed for about three years as head of human
    resources at
    the clinic. He completely ignored the operation of a hospital
    and
    didn't know medicine, but had the task of keeping track of
    staff
    costs and considering so-called "human resources" as simple
    chips on a chessboard to be eliminated at times in a perverted
    chess
    game. A kind of headless cutter that was incompetent as well as
    unscrupulous, that always executed orders from above with
    diligence,
    and the property of the clinic obviously was very comfortable
    with
    someone like that.
    

We greeted without shaking hands as he peeked
    through thick glasses and I quietly asked him to use the days
    of
    residual leave planning them by the end of the year. In his
    mind, he
    was finding the right phrase, fishing in his meager vocabulary
    to
    answer negatively, and fumbled on his computer to take time.
    

"Doctor,
    I think you have at least six months of vacation left but I
    don't
    think it's possible to use them all later this year, because
    even
    your colleagues have needs to be met. If you want, you can take
    a few
    weeks in fall, but you'll understand that you can't get
    more."
    

Meanwhile, I was thinking of how to arrange shifts to
    lengthen the weekends to run my business in Rapolano.
    

"Well,
    thank you anyway" I got up to leave, thinking that a few weeks
    of autumn holidays were better than nothing.
    

Dr. Salvetti grinned,
    hinting to greet me since leaving, then peered back at the
    screen.
    

"Dr. Di Ruffaldo, can you wait for a minute please?"
    he called, sharpening his eyes beyond his glasses.
    

I turned, a
    little surprised. Was he re-thinking about it?
    

"I'm looking
    at your tax position... would you be interested in an early
    retirement?"
    

I opened my eyes wide, I didn't think about
    retirement, I thought it was still a far-away goal.
    

"Please
    sit down, let's analyze it better" Dr. Salvetti's eyes were
    shining, he had seen a good opportunity to eliminate an old and
    expensive doctor.
    

His fingers on the keyboard danced and he
    anxiously pressed on the mouse.
    

"You have the requirements
    for accessing to early retirement, the so-called "slide", I
    confirm it" he got his breath back and abandoned the armchair
    telling it as a good news.
    

A shiver shook my back.
    

Salvetti
    made quite a bit of computer calculations and offered a few
    tens of
    thousands of euro for severance pay while I was more and more
    astonished.
    

"If you accept, you can leave at the end of the
    month" he printed the summary sheet, "think about it and
    then let me know, it seems a worthwhile offer."
    

Surprised, I
    promised I would have thought about it in a short time and took
    the
    sheet out of his hands.
    

As I left the office, I looked it up and
    it seemed a really good thing, but I folded it back into my
    bag. At
    home I would have studied it quietly.
    

In the evening, very tired
    for work, I laid on the couch and turned my computer on. I
    looked at
    the photos of the ruin imagining, what I could get. I wanted a
    comfortable, energy-efficient home and studied possible
    solutions.
    Then, a small garden to stay out during the nice season. I
    would have
    had to get rid of almost all the furniture of my apartment, all
    too
    modern for a rustic Tuscan house, and there was also to choose
    the
    right architect for a good project while I could have sold or
    rented
    the apartment in Milan. Cesira had also suggested a young
    Sienese
    architecture specialized in the recovery of old country houses.
    

For
    sure there was a lot of job to do, but I was excited, because I
    was
    planning something beautiful for my future and, in the
    meantime,
    recovering an abandoned property.
    

I took the sheet with the
    proposal of Dr. Salvetti. Those money would have been useful to
    me
    and then I would have had all the time to follow and arrange
    the
    jobs. I thought it would be best to rent an apartment in
    Rapolano,
    waiting the job to be finished, and perhaps sell the apartment
    in
    Milan. A thousand things to be planned, but I was tired and
    didn't
    want to be stressed anymore for that day, so I turned off the
    computer and went to sleep.
    

The following morning I got back to
    Salvetti, announcing that I accepted the proposal. He grinned
    at the
    thought he would spare a medium high salary replacing me with a
    young, perhaps precarious doctor.
    

"Thirty of june will be
    your last working day" he said after checking at the computer.
    

I
    signed the cards, we shook hands and I got away.
    

I went back to
    the ward like if I was drunk. A nurse called me for a patient
    who had
    pain on a shoulder, but she had to repeat it a couple of times
    because my head was in the clouds.
    

"Doctor, today I see you
    very distracted, are you in love, at your age?" ironically said
    the elderly roomchief.
    

I smiled, "It's time for me to
    retire."
    

"Really? Are you leaving us?"
    

"Yes,
    I signed the early retirement."
    

"I'm really sorry, you
    know? We'll miss a good doctor like you."
    

"My colleagues
    are all good and prepared."
    

"But not as human as you
    are" she snorted pushing a trolley and remembering me to visit
    the patient.
    

Even Becevel seemed bittered.
    

"I'll lose a
    good friend and a good colleague."
    

"Beppe, promise me
    you'll come to visit me in Tuscany at least."
    

"You know
    what's our situation with vacations and shifts" je
    sighed.
    

Replacements in the clinic were complicated, because the
    staff was getting smaller and smaller.
    

"Anyway, I promise to
    come and see you, now you've put curiosity inside me" he
    smiled.
    

The next day I telephoned to the architect who Mrs Cesira
    proposed me. A young Sienese who practiced in an architecture
    studio
    and, after explaining what I needed, we set an appointment at
    Rapolano for the first days of July. From his voice, he seemed
    very
    enthusiastic about the idea of recovering a ruin or maybe I was
    the
    one who was infecting him with my enthusiasm.
    

During the last days
    of work, I wrote notes and leaflets of recommendations to my
    colleagues and prepared for the delivery process. I had just
    graduated when I started working in that department and had
    spent
    almost all my life there, but I felt no sadness or regret at
    the idea
    of having to leave it forever.
    

In the evening I returned to my
    apartment on the second floor of a building in via Ariberto and
    carefully selected the furniture to be moved to Rapolano. I
    would
    only bring my bed and a few family furnishings; I had not yet
    decided
    whether to sell the apartment or to rent it, but I decided to
    resolve
    the matter in a short time.
    

I telephoned the real estate agency
    who offered me a two-room apartment in the center of Rapolano
    to be
    rented for the duration of work and, at least from the photos
    on the
    internet, it seemed like a good temporary accommodation. I
    asked to
    talk to the owner to take its possession and I told I would
    have
    signed the lease just returned to Rapolano, meanwhile I sent
    the
    deposit with a wire transfer.
  



 









  

    
I
    could not sleep at night; how could an old bauscia like me want
    to
    leave Milan to move to a Tuscan country until then unknown,
    like a
    sort of forest recall? I wasn't even a Tuscan transplanted in
    Lombardy, nostalgic for his origins, yet I couldn't resist the
    desire
    to return to my ancestral land. Milan no longer belonged to me,
    it
    was no longer my city. The race to the unknown fascinated me; a
    sensation in many ways absurd, but it was what I intimately
    felt.
    

On
    my last day of work I was celebrated by colleagues with
    pastries and
    sparkling wine. The Primary pronounced a brief greeting speech
    then
    handed me a parchment remembrance and I thanked him in a few
    words.
    Everyone was expecting some emotion from me, instead I was
    happy and
    I didn't shed tears. Yet I had given my soul for my job
    renouncing to
    many joys of life, but I was determined to change my life in a
    completely different environment.
    


  


  
I
  prepared the bags. 


  

    
I
    postponed the decision to rent or sell Milan's apartment
    leaving it
    empty, and I prepared my luggage with the basics, I would have
    moved
    the rest later when the new home would have been ready.
    

I closed
    water, gas and electricity systems and left backup keys to a
    trusted
    neighbor if there was the need to get into in my absence, I
    loaded my
    luggage on the car and... go!
    

I came to Rapolano in the afternoon
    and immediately went to the real estate agency. I was waiting
    for the
    agent and the owner, a middle-aged gentleman with gray-haired
    hair.
    

We immediately went to see the apartment, the same I
    imagined from the photos.
    

"I will only stay here till work of
    the new home is finished."
    

The owner grimaced. He would have
    preferred a long term contract because, after all, I was
    definitely a
    tenant with cash, but he was already informed that I wouldn't
    stop
    for a long time.
    

We went back to the agency, signed the contract,
    paid the rent for a month, and the owner handed me the keys.
    

"Doctor,
    for whatever need, call me" he greeted me cordially and shook
    my
    hand.
    

I took my car and went to unload the baggage. It was hot,
    and the house was full of mosquitoes, I went out shopping right
    away.
    By now it was almost night, I was tired and the next day I had
    an
    appointment with the architects.
    


    

Eliana was a
    twenty-two-year-old professional. Just graduating, she started
    working for a Siena studio specializing in restructuring rustic
    houses. We agreed for an appointment in front of the spa and
    she
    arrived on time on an off-road car.
    

She was a tall, a pretty girl
    with long black straight hair and clear eyes. We greeted, she
    was a
    little shy.
    

"Doctor, I looked at the cadastral documents you
    sent me by mail. It seems to me an interesting structure. You
    said it
    was in ruins, didn't you?"
    

"Other than ruin... you can
    just recognize the perimeter walls."
    

Eliana was a little
    puzzled, "if you want to follow me, I'll show it to
    you."
    

"Certainly" she consented and turned the car
    on as I preceeded her with my old Renault. On the white road,
    she
    kept afloat, because the dust was too much, and her car,
    dark-colored, got immediately by covered a thin and white
    skirt.
    

At
    the village I parked under a tree while Eliana got down with a
    grimace of disappointment for her dirty car.
    

"That's the
    house."
    

She looked around in a professional way. Then she
    pulled out the map of the map and compared the cards with the
    few
    remaining stones and the bushes that covered them.
    

"The
    ground gets down there, right?"
  





  

    
"Yes,
    they told me that the property ends where that fig is."
    

Eliana
    wanted to go there, but there were too many dumplings.
    

"I
    won't go any further because I'm afraid of snakes" she shouted,
    "but it seems to me all clear enough", she looked up at the
    Poggio, "we are just at the foot of the hill" she got
    dubious, "Doctor, I'm afraid there won't be enough light in the
    winter."
    

I didn't think about it because we were in the
    middle of summer, but the hill fell over the house and, in
    winter,
    with a lower sun, there was a risk that it would have remained
    in the
    shade for most of the day.
    

"A photovoltaic plant, I'm afraid,
    won't have the best performance" she said and I shook my head
    at
    the first thorns in my side, "let's get straight to the point,
    doctor", she turned to me, "it seems obvious to me that
    there's nothing to recover here except a few stones."
    

"It's
    quite clear" I looked around, disconsolate.
    

"The house
    must be rebuilt from scratch and the municipality will oblige
    us to
    reconstruct it as it was. However, full reconstruction will be
    a sure
    advantage to meet the criteria of maximum energy efficiency and
    this
    will save you a lot on cash on bills."
  


  

    

      

        
          

            


          
        
      
    
  


  

    
"That's
    what I want: a comfortable and energy-efficient
  


  

    

      

        
          

          
        
      
    
  


  

    
home".
    

"You'll
    pay a higher cost, but then you'll have a delightful little
    cottage
    with its garden and, in the end, its market value will be much
    higher
    than what you paid."
    

"Its market value will be nothing
    compared to the value it will have for me..."
    

Eliana
    smiled.
    

"I'll prepare a beautiful project, you'll see I won't
    disappoint you, doctor."
    

"Now I'm on rent in Rapolano, I
    would like the job to proceed as quickly as possible."
    

"You'll
    see, we'll do it in a hurry. There is the bureaucratic part
    with the
    municipality, but it won't be long, because I know how I must
    move.
    Rather, have you already thought about who to commission the
    work
    to?"
    

I remembered the names of Cesira.
    

"I have a list
    of names to contact".
    

"If you want, I also know some
    specialists, they are very good. Would you be interested in a
    quote
    by them? Then you'll decide. "
    

"Thank you, let me have
    the quote, then I'll decide" I felt smitten.
    

"Doctor, at
    this point I just have to say goodbye to you, because I have to
    go to
    work right away."
    

I smiled and asked her a quote for the
    parcel. She nodded not to worry because she would have been
    modest,
    but she promised to send it via mail.
    

We greeted and she got on
    the off-road, departing off in a cloud of dust. I looked at
    that pile
    of stones and I already imagined my new home. I took the car
    and
    started slowly to dodge the dust raised by Eliana's vehicle.
    

At
    Rapolano I stopped for lunch at a restaurant and then I got
    home. I
    picked up the phone numbers and started looking for the names
    Cesira
    had gave me. Hydraulics and electricians for later, when the
    project
    would have been ready, now I just wanted to talk to a mason. I
    called
    the name recommended by Cesira, an Ivo who lived in a small
    village
    in the Sienese Valdichiana.
    

I let the phone ring for a long time,
    but no one answered. I tried again a few times in vain, then
    decided
    to relax on the bed to rest and I fell asleep right away.
    

The
    frenetic ring of the cellphone woke me up in the late
    afternoon.
    

"Good morning, I got a phone call from your
    number."
    

"Hi, are you Mr. Ivo, the mason?" I
    babbled, my voice in a knock.
    

"Yes I am, who am I speaking
    with?"
    

"We don't know each other, my name is Umberto di
    Ruffaldo and your name has been given me by Mrs. Cesira of
    Rapolano"
    my interlocutor immediately realized who Cesira was.
    

I told him I
    had bought a house to be restored near Poggio S. Cecilia and
    there
    was silence.
    

"Hello, do you hear me?" I was afraid the
    line had fallen.
    

"Yes, I'm sorry, I was listening" I
    perceived a tone of concern by Ivo for the great work to do,
    but he
    promised me he would come to see the work the next
    afternoon.
  





  

    
A
    strange euphoria had assaulted me. I had never built something
    really
    my own; I inherited the Milan apartment from my parents and in
    my
    life I had only studied and worked.
    

Ivo came to meet me at seven
    o'clock in the evening, apologizing for the delay due to an
    unexpected job. He was a young, slim, muscular guy with the
    face of a
    child. Looking at him I almost stumbled to believe that he was
    a true
    mason while he instead began to examine with an expert eye the
    ruins
    I had bought.
    

"It is to rebuild entirely, there's nothing
    else to do" he concluded scratching his head, "what do you
    have in mind? Reconstructing it with stone walls?"
    

I looked
    at him shaking my head.
    

"I guess it will cost a fortune. Will
    you be able to do it? "
    

He had a wrigle of pride.
    

"Of
    course. Lime-stone walls are a true work of art, mixing some
    broken
    bricks we can make 
  


  
earthenware


  

    
...
    beautiful but expensive, because it requires a lot of
    workmanship; if
    you wish, I can give you a quote, then you'll decide."
    

The
    idea fascinated me but I didn't dare to deal with huge expenses
    so I
    asked for a traditional brick lookout with the stones at the
    sight,
    maybe reusing the remaining ones.
    

"There are many hiding here
    under the bushes" noticed Ivo peering around, "Doctor, once
    settled, this will be a beautiful home. Do you already have a
    professional for the project? "
    

I named Eliana and Ivo
    nodded.
    

"I know her, she is young, but she's really good. As
    for plumbers, electricians and painters, if you want, I can do
    everything, because I hand over homes when completely finished,
    and
    you'll only have to decorate it."
    

I knew I was facing a tough
    business alone and the idea of lightening me a bit enticed
    me.
    

"Prepare the quote, then" I smiled and shook his
    hand.
    

Ivo was happy, you could realized that work was a value
    for
    him, and not just a source of income.
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After a few
    days I called Eliana. "The project is almost ready, I have
    already spoken with the municipal technical office and you'll
    see
    that we'll do it in a hurry. Have you already found a mason for
    the
    job?"
    

I answered yes and that they had already sent me an
    interesting quote by mail; she then told me that tomorrow she
    would
    have gone to Rapolano for lunch.
    

The invitation to lunch together
    on my part was spontaneous and accepted, but she stated that
    she
    didn't have much time and that she should have hurried up
    rather
    quickly.
    

Eliana came to the appointment with a few minutes of
    delay, apologizing, and we sat at one of the few free tables in
    the
    restaurant; she leaned her bag full of papers on the ground to
    relax.
    

I felt a slight discomfort having lunch with a pretty
    girl
    who could have been my daughter and she was certainly not
    comfortable
    either, but she was used to dealing with clients in such
    circumstances with discreet ease.
    

From the bag, she pulled out a
    tablet and began to show me the projects.
    

"For electricity I
    have been thinking of using photovoltaic tiles that perfectly
    camouflage and don't ruin aesthetics, only on a portion of the
    roof.
    We'll put solar collectors to produce hot water that will pump
    into
    the floor heating. Of course in the living room a traditional
    wood-burning fireplace would fall well under the aesthetic
    profile,
    but in winter you'll still have a nice warm home. We'll have a
    bathroom here, narrowing the bedroom, because the original one
    would
    have been huge for today's standards. The fixtures will be
    thermic,
    so that the house will be fresh in summer and warm in winter,
    but if
    you need air conditioning, we can install it, the electricity
    that
    the roof system will produce will be plenty enough."
    

She slid
    the pictures on the tablet with her fingers while I was
    concentrating
    on her words.
    

I had a jolt when the waiter came to bring our
    lunch, because I was so distracted I forgot about staying in a
    restaurant.
    

Eliana continued.
    

"Doctor, for the furniture,
    I reccomend a typical Tuscan one, because other furnishings
    wouldn't
    fit properly. Maybe some antique furniture of particular value,
    but
    nothing more" she seemed worried I could bring my modern
    furniture from Milan.
    

"From Milan I'll only carry a bed, a
    nineteenth-century family chest and nothing else, everything
    else
    will remain there."      She sighed with relief as she ate with
    voracity.
    

"Do you like the project? If there's something you
    don't, tell me. Something can be changed, even if the
    municipality
    prescribes to rebuild the house as it was."
    

"I have to
    think a bit on it, but I think it's a great job. You're really
    good."
    

She blushed slightly, taking the glass of water to her
    lips.
    

"Thank you, I appreciate it. The house will be pretty
    big, you know? The habitable area is almost of one hundred
    square
    meters, and then there's the cellar, so big that you could use
    it in
    part as a garage, and then there will be a big salon."
    

I
    shivered at the idea of so much space for me alone.
    

The phone rang
    and she apologized. It was her boyfriend, and she greeted him
    with a
    "hello love!" pronounced at loud voice, then spoke
    confusually so that I didn't understand the conversation.
    

She
    closed it, a little abruptly.
    

"As soon as the sale's
    completed, you'll be able to sign the documents for the
    beginning of
    works; they're already ready."
    

"The rogue is fixed for
    tomorrow at a notary in Siena."
    

"Perfect, the day after
    tomorrow you'll sign the papers; in fact, let's do it like
    that. You
    won't regret it, after you've signed the rogue, you'll be able
    to get
    to our studio so that we can arrange the practice and then I'll
    hand
    it out to the Municipality the day after."
    

"It's fine
    for me."
    

"Now, I'm sorry but I have to go, I have a
    business appointment in Asciano" she got up just after drinking
    her coffee. She adjusted her adherent dress. She was really
    nice and
    the restaurant's customers looked at her. I paid the bill while
    she
    hurriedly walked away, smiling.
  






  

    
We
    finally signed the rogue in front of the notary of Siena, I was
    excited and Cesira had a tense face, as I acquired the full
    property
    of the ruin; then I signed a bunch of papers in Eliana's
    studio.
    

Works started a few weeks after, passed distracting
    myself
    at the spa, with trips and long afternoon naps.
    

On a weekend, I
    went back to Milan to sign the lease of my old apartment to a
    young
    couple of boyfriends. By now, the city was no longer mine, I
    felt a
    stranger and handed the keys as if they had never been mine; I
    hurried away quickly because I couldn't wait to go back to
    Rapolano.
    

Towards mid-September, works finally began, and Ivo
    showed up at 8 o'clock am on a beautiful warm sunny day with an
    excavator and a young worker.
    

Eliana also came on her off-road one
    hour later, sober and elegant. She talked with Ivo about some
    technical details and then apologized for leaving.
    

"Doctor,
    at 1 pm I have to get back to Rapolano again, maybe I'll come
    back
    and have a look."
    

"Can I invite you for lunch?"
    

Eliana
    looked at me with a spark in her eyes.
    

"Sure, gladly" we
    set an appointment at the usual tavern.
    

Ivo worked abruptly with
    the excavator to free the ruins from the weeds and plow the
    ground,
    while the young man used the truck to take away the debris.
    After a
    few hours of work, the rubble were at least free from the
    trenches.
    

"
    We could recover many stones, doctor, more than I imagined" Ivo
    was quite satisfied and the idea of being able to save on
    purchasing
    materials made me happy.
    

At noon and half he and his co-worker
    left for lunch break, promising that they would return after
    about an
    hour, while for me it was too early for the appointment with
    Eliana.
    She alerted me with an SMS saying she would come with a bit of
    delay
    and I started to wander in the working area that had now been
    cleaned
    by weeds and all smelled of ground. Near the perimeter walls,
    Ivo had
    dug a trench about three meters long to check the state of the
    foundation. The ancient stones saw light again, after long
    years of
    oblivion. I checked my watch, I had to go to Rapolano. I peered
    at
    the pile of reddish ground just dug and noticed a small dark
    object.
    I thought it was one of those weird-colored stones that were so
    common in those area, but it wasn't a stone. I grabbed it and
    realized it was metal. I rubbed the object to took away the
    dirt and
    immediately realized that it was a coin, and began to touch it
    with
    caution. Almost nothing was to be read on one face, and then I
    carefully removed the dirt covering the other face. I got
    surprised
    recognizing the symbol of Florence, the lily. I immediately
    understood that it was an old coin and I considered finding it
    in my
    new property, the day of the beginning of the work, to be of
    good
    wish. I pulled an handkerchief out of my pocket and wrapped the
    coin,
    then took my car and went to Rapolano.
    

Eliana came to the
    restaurant just minutes after me.
    

"Doctor, excuse me; I'm
    sorry to have you waiting here, but there are always
    problems."
    

"Don't you worry, I have all the time in the
    world."
    

She smiled as adjusted her cotton t-shirt that
    highlighted the perfection of her breasts. Fortunately I had
    booked a
    table, because the restaurant was crowded and everyone was
    watching
    Eliana, who followed me pretending apathy.
    

We sat down and she
    asked how the start of the work had gone, but I noticed her
    thoughts
    were elsewhere. We talked about all and nothing and she assured
    me
    she would have visited the yard often to check it.
    

As we sipped
    coffee, she was on her cell phone answering messages. She was
    nervous
    and often adjusted her hair.
    

"Look what I found today in the
    excavation site" I tried to distract her by showing the
    handkerchief in which I had wrapped the coin.
    

She took the bundle
    in her hand feeling curious, and opened it.
    

"It's an old
    coin!" she exclaimed.
    

"I think it's very old, because I
    seem to recognize the Florence symbol on one side."
    

She
    stared sharpening her gaze.
    

"It's the Florence's lily, but
    doctor, I have to go to the bathroom to wash my hands and, if
    you
    allow me, to clean the coin with water to remove the dirt."
    


  


  
I
  agreed and she disappeared into the bathroom. 


  

    
She
    returned after a dozen minutes holding the coin on the palm of
    her
    hand.
    


  


  
"Now
  that it's clean, there's no doubt anymore. 


  

    
And
    on the other side I seem to notice the contours of a human
    figure"
    she was excited as a little girl.
    

I took her hand to look better
    and perceived a vibration due to bodily contact. We stared for
    a
    moment into our eyes before bowing my head toward the coin.
    

"It
    looks like a man figure, you're right..." I confirmed.
    

"If
    you want, I can give you the address of a numismatic shop in
    Siena.
    They could absolutely tell you what this is."
    

"I
    consider this coin found today, at the start of work, as a
    lucky
    sing. I thank you, as soon as I can make I'll make it
    evaluate."
    

Her
    cell phone rang. She looked at the display with a glance of
    nervousness and put the device on her ear.
    

"Tell me" she
    exclaimed, then began to answer monosyllabicly,
    

"doctor, I'm
    sorry" she got up and got out abruptly as I heard her raising
    her tone, "Andrea, tell me what you want!" she shouted as
    she was out.
    

I waited for a few minutes while I saw her through
    the windows speaking, gesturing and walking back and forth,
    then I
    got up to pay the bill.
    

When I got out of the restaurant, she was
    leaning to the wall with her eyes on the sky and her right arm
    lowered, her hand still grabbing her phone, now turned off.
    

She
    had tears in her eyes and her face was red.
    

"It's over"
    she whispered and embraced me, then burst into tears. I was
    surprised
    by her reaction and didn't know what to do.I stretched out an
    arm to
    hold her as I felt her body shaken by sobs.
    

"Come on, step up
    and stop crying. You're still very young, you've all your life
    ahead
    of you."
    

"Excuse me for the confidence, but you are as
    old as my father would be" she pulled away from me, wiping her
    tears with the back of her hand.
    

"Do you want a glass of
    water?"
    

She shook her head in denial.
    

"Now I have to
    go... I'm sorry" she was trying to fix her hair.
    

"Don't
    you wanna talk?"
    

"Not now... I prefer not..."
    

"As
    you wish" I extended my arms, resigned.
    

She took her off-road
    keys in her hand and turned to leave.
    

"Anyway, thank you
    doctor, you're very kind."                      She dismissed
    with a fleeting kiss on my cheek while I didn't think that
    women
    could still attract me at my age. I had no experiences of
    courtships
    and relationships but she somehow aroused emotions in me with
    her
    body, her face, and her female scent.
    

She went away and I remained
    alone, so I decided to go back home, I didn't want to go back
    to the
    village.
    


    

5
    


    

I only heard Eliana in the following days,
    by phone. Every time she promised that she would come to check
    the
    jobs and then there was always an excuse that kept her away. I
    asked
    her how she was and she avoided the answer changing argument.
    

The
    work went fast and Ivo struggled hard with three other young
    workers
    as the walls grew in sight. Every day I visited the yard and
    stayed
    for a long time to look, but then came the autumn rains and
    work
    stopped.
    

I decided to go to Siena on a trip to kill boredom and
    take with me the coin I wanted to evaluate by the numismatics
    recommended by Eliana.
    

It was raining hard that day, I really
    struggled in finding the store's address in the winding streets
    of
    the city. The shop was in a narrow street and had no sign, only
    a
    small showcase full of exposed coins and a glass door. I shook
    my
    umbrella and put it in the umbrella stand.
    

A man about my age
    welcomed me.
    

"Good morning, what can I do for you?"
    

He
    squatted me with a bit of distrust, a Tuscan feature, because I
    was
    an unknown client.
    

"Good morning, I found this coin in my
    land but I don't know exactly what it is. I have been advised
    to come
    to you, that you're an expert, and I would like to understand
    what
    that is."
    

The man took the coin and placed it under a large
    lens, then turned on a lamp to light it better and looked at it
    carefully on both sides.
    

"This is a copper florin, a
    Florentine coin of the Middle Ages, also known as black florin
    because copper becomes dark with time. It's not easy to find
    them in
    fields, but... I guess you're disappointed."
    

"No, why
    should I be?"
    

"If it were a gold florin, it would have
    been much more valuable."
    

"No, I didn't even know the
    existence of the gold florin. Forgive me, but I'm a Milanese
    retired
    physician and I'm certainly not an expert in history and Tuscan
    coins."
    

"A doctor? All right, I'll explain it briefly:
    the golden florin was a Florentine currency with a high
    purchase
    value. On one side, there was the image of the lily, the symbol
    of
    Florence, and on the other, that of St. John the Baptist, the
    patron
    saint of the city. You see? This figure here" she invited me to
    get closer to the lens and I outlined better what I wasn't able
    to
    recognize before, "since the florin had a very high value,
    there
    was a need to divide it, so in Florence they coined silver
    florins
    and copper florins, and this is one of them. Twelve silver
    florins or
    two hundred and forty copper florins are equal to a gold
    florin. Was
    it clear?"
    

"Interesting... who knows how it ended in my
    ground..." I mumbled.
    

"Do you live by chance near
    Florence?"
    

"No, I now live in Rapolano, and I found the
    florin in my land near Poggio Santa Cecilia."
    

"Poggio? I
    know it, my father brought me there as a boy, because he was a
    friend
    of its noble owners. Too bad it's now a ghost country."
    

"Well,
    yes, it's a pity... but one day it will rise again, at least I
    wish
    it."
    

"If you want to sell the item, you have to know I
    don't handle this type of coins."
    

"I don't want to sell
    it, I only wanted to understand what it was."
    

The numismatic
    then smiled.
    

"I want to show you one thing."
    

The man
    turned to the safe behind his shoulder and opened it. He pulled
    out a
    small blue box, took the lid off, and in it shone a sealed gold
    coin
    in a transparent bag.
    

"This is a gold florin; a modern copy
    but of true gold."
  



 










  

    
It
    was a beautiful sparkling coin.
    

"The figures look the same,
    see? The lily and St. John, just like those on your copper
    florin."
    

"It's beautiful".
    

"If you want,
    I'll make a good deal. An authentic florin is worth at least
    one
    hundred thousand euros but this is a copy and I sell it at a
    special
    price: two hundred and forty."
    

I thought for a moment,
    already knowing to whom I would have given it to.
    

"Deal!"
    

The
    man smiled and packed the box with the florin, I paid for it,
    and got
    to the door.
    

"Allow me to advice, doctor."
    

"Tell
    me".
    

"If you want to know more about your black florin,
    study the story of the place where you found it, maybe you'll
    find an
    answer."
    

"Thank you, you're really kind."
    

We
    shook hands and I got out in the rain, holding my coins in my
    pocket,
    a real copper one and a golden copy.
    

Maybe I had spent a bit too
    much for the gold florin, but the shopkeeper, with his gentle
    ways,
    had been really able. I shrugged. Oh well, it was still a thing
    of
    value.
    


    

I returned to Rapolano under a torrential rain and as
    soon as I got home, I saw an sms on the phone, by Eliana.
    

"Tomorrow
    morning I will come to check the job."
    

I immediately
    answered.
    

"Can we lunch together?"
    

"Ok" her
    answer came in less than a minute.
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By now the work
    was pretty far along and the workers were laying beams on the
    roof.
    Ivo told me that within a few days the company would have come
    to
    mount photovoltaic tiles. Meanwhile, plumbers and electricians
    were
    installing the floor heating and the electrical system. I went
    around
    the rooms still without plaster, windows and floor, but I
    already
    imagined a furnished home.
    

"Before Christmas we'll give you
    your keys" promised Ivo.
    

By noon Eliana came, she got out of
    the off-road with her purse. She was wearing dark glasses, a
    pair of
    tight jeans and a vest.
    

"Goodmorning doctor" she greeted
    me taking of her glasses.
    

"Good morning Eliana" her eyes
    penetrated me.
    

"Work's just fine" she noted with
    satisfaction, "it's a very fast company, I am astonished at so
    much speed", then she searched for Ivo and talked with them,
    papers in her hands, and they both seemed mutually satisfied,
    one for
    her project and the other for the good performance of the
    work.
    


  


  
"Doctor,
  come with me. 


  

    
Let's
    go around the rooms" Eliana gestured with her hand, and I
    followed her, "I guess you saw them before, but let's look at
    them together" she walked looking at where she put her feet and
    she also wore a protective helmet offered by Ivo, "the
    fireplace
    in the living room will be there, what do you think?"
    

"It
    seems great to me" I noted.
    

"You won't need it that
    much; more than anything, it will have the function of a rustic
    decorative element, as suitable for a Tuscan country house; the
    fireplace always creates a certain atmosphere."
    

"Well,
    at least I won't need to carry too much wood" I smiled.
    

Eliana
    motioned to go on.
    

"You'll have a big kitchen, as you can
    see. Keep in mind that downstairs there's enough space to
    create a
    large dining room."
    

"I don't think I'll have many
    guests, because I've no relatives and I only have a friend in
    Milan."
    

She looked at me again with her agile eyes.
    

"And
    this will be your bedroom. Twenty-five square meters, pretty
    big,
    isn't it? "                                                    

              "Yes, it's great, but in farm houses, once rooms were
    large, they had to accommodate many people."
    

"For a
    single person..." she bit her lips for a moment then showed me
    the study and the guest room, "a beautiful villa. Ah! I forgot,
    about the garden, I thought of native plants: an olive tree, a
    fig, a
    myrtle or laurel hedge, no exotic plants."
    

"I love olive
    trees, in the north they're rather rare."
    

"The garden
    will be a good opportunity for you to relax and enjoy your
    leisure
    time, but it won't be that big and you could sow a pretty lawn.
    There
    you can plant some vegetables."
    

"A couple of old-age
    little jobs, I'll have plenty of free time; I don't know much
    about
    gardens but I'll learn."
    

"You look much younger than
    your age."
    

We were talking by ourselves, because the workers
    had already disappeared for the lunch break, so I invited
    Eliana to
    go to lunch.
    


  


  
The
  restaurant was as always crowded. 


  

    
Eliana
    turned around constantly; she was obviously nervous and felt
    appropriate continuing to stimulate her to talk.
    

"How do you
    feel after the accident of the other day?"
    

She turned to me
    with the expression of not having understood.
    

"I'm referring
    to the sudden end of your love story."
    


  


  
"Ah!
  


  

    
Excuse
    me, I thought you were referring to a road accident. "
    

I
    smiled.
    

"I'm trying not to think about it anymore."
    

"I
    guess it's not that easy."
    

Her eyes swelled with
    tears.
    


  


  
"Eliana,
  can I? 


  

    
Can
    I tell you something as a friend? I feel uncomfortable talking
    to you
    as a stranger."
    

"Sure" she was slightly
    embarrassed.
    

"By now I've your father's age."
    

"Don't
    say so... please... my dad is gone, and you don't look so old,
    I told
    you" her face creased with tears.
    

"I'm sorry, I didn't
    know."
    

"You couldn't know, we never talked about it"
    she took a sip of water, "all the men in my life are suddenly
    gone" she took her head in her hands, "forgive me. I'm very
    tired".
    

The waiter served the first and I started to eat as
    she turned her fork into the dish.
    

"Aren't you
    hungry?"
    

"No".
    

"Try to eat a bite, come on"
    I suggested in a paternal tone.
    

Eliana slowly began to bring food
    to her mouth, then increased her speed until she cleaned the
    dish.
    

"Then you were a little hungry" I smiled.
    

"Don't
    joke; I'm hungry at alternate stages, it's all a matter of
    nerves."
    

"Don't get offended, you're young and beautiful
    and you will see that these difficult times will pass."
    

She
    adjusted her hair.
    

"They will pass, but for now it's
    tough."
    

"How long have you been with your
    ex-boyfriend?"
    

She inhaled.
    

"Six years, we met at the
    university and now he fell in love with another girl."
    

Her
    deep pain was evident.
    

"I understand, I'm sorry."
    

"I'll
    accept it" she sipped some wine.
    

"I would like to thank
    you for your commitment on the project" she watched me,
    surprised, as I handed her the package with the gold florin.
    

She
    took it in her hands with embarrassment and opened it.
    


  


  
"A
  coin! 


  

    
It's
    beautiful. You didn't have to" she kissed me on my cheeks
    almost
    touching my mouth.
    

"Do you remember the coin I found on the
    day of the beginning of the work? I brought it to the
    numismatist and
    he told me that it was a medieval copper florin, and that
    instead
    this was the copy of a gold one, the coin then circulating in
    Florence. "
    

"God, it's beautiful, I don't know how to
    thank you."
    

"I just wanted to get you a present."
    

She
    smiled and I saw her more relaxed and happy.
  









  

    
We
    got out of the restaurant and I greeted her while she rode on
    her
    off-road, she wanted to kiss me again on my cheek. I didn't
    lose
    sight of her until she disappeared in the dust and then I
    walked
    slowly to my home.
    

"Life is beautiful!" I heard a shout
    at my shoulders.
    

I turned and Cesira appeared, smiling.
    

"Cesira...
    you almost frightened me."
    

"She's just a pretty girl,
    you're really in love, aren't you?"
    

"Cesira, please. You
    misunderstood. "
    

"Eh! I'm old but I'm still a woman, and
    I know these things, because I see them from afar. "
    

"We're
    not in love, she's the architect who deals with the job and
    then...
    she might be my daughter or granddaughter."
    

Cesira looked at
    me with a sneaky smile, shrugging.
    

"I know she's an
    architect. I reccomended her to you, don't you remember? And
    then
    love doesn't know age... it's just a beautiful Citta; I wish
    that
    you, as a Milanese, can forgiven me, maybe you don't know this
    word,
    that here means girl or baby-girl. Have a good day, doctor" she
    said disappearing behind a corner.
    

"Life is beautiful!"
    her voice resounded in the alley.
    

I was disconcerted and lost. A
    strange feeling I didn't know.
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I went home and put
    myself on the bed without being able to sleep, then turned on
    the
    computer trying to distract myself.
    

I didn't forget Eliana's sweet
    kisses and Cesira's phrases of irony. I remembered the
    numismatic
    advice and started a little research on the internet about
    Poggio
    Santa Cecilia's story. I discovered the stay of Garibaldi in
    the
    castle in 1867 to treat Aspromonte's wound in Raulanes spa and
    the
    hypothesis that Dante Alighieri participated in the assault by
    Florentines in 1285. This episode was curious and deepening it
    was
    still what I was looking for.
    

Navigating on the Internet, I found
    the chronicles of the siege, that ended in a blood bath, and
    some
    bibliographic quotes, especially the book on Poggio Santa
    Cecilia
    that I had bought at the party of Our Lady of Ferrata. The
    protagonists of that distant history were, in addition to Dante
    Alighieri, Captain Guy de Montfort and the Ghibelline bishop of
    Arezzo Guglielmo of the Ubertini.
    

I took the book in my hand and
    started to read it. The story of that unknown castle in the
    province
    of Siena was fascinating, with great characters of the past,
    until I
    came across the names of the nobles of Poggio or of the
    refugees:
    Tacco Pecorai of the Fratta, father of Ghino di Tacco; a
    Colecchio of
    Aringhieri and then I got a jolt: there was also the name of my
    ancestor: Turino of Messer Ruffaldo.
    

The nobles, when the siege
    was over, were all imprisoned in Siena and decapitated. A
    shiver
    shook me, because my ancestor died horribly under the ax of the
    executioner, and indeed it was a privilege being noble, because
    all
    the other soldiers died hanged along the banks of the Arbia
    river.
    

I
    wondered how Turino's descendance continued through the
    centuries
    until it came to me; very complex and difficult research would
    have
    been needed to find it out. The book contained essentially all
    the
    existing archive records, and I think there was little else to
    know.
    

I went to bed but Eliana's thought kept bothering me and
    I
    couldn't sleep. It was a new situation for me, unknown to me.
    At
    sixty years I didn't think I could have radically changed life
    and
    thought so intensely about a woman. Was Cesira right? Or maybe
    hers
    was just a joke of spirit.
    

After many hours spent sleepless
    turning into my bed, I finally fell asleep.
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"Open
    to bishop Guglielmo!" the guards officer's voice made the
    soldiers open the door on the castle feet.
    

The rider came in,
    raising a cloud of dust.
    

"I must meet the nobles right away"
    he said to the officer with obvious concern.
    

"May I ask you
    the reason for such impatience?"                       "I
    have an urgent message from His Excellency Bishop Guglielmo to
    deliver" he pointed to the leather bag he carried on his
    shoulder.
    

"Go" the officer agreed with a military
    gesture.
    

A servant announced to the nobles, gathered to discuss
    political issues, that a bishop's man had to deliver a letter.
    

"Let
    him in!" Turino ordered while others agreed with a gesture of
    the head or the hand.
    

The messenger entered the salon and took off
    his hat, bending his knee for a short bow.
    

"Greetings to you,
    nobles of the Poggio".
    

"What new do you have to report
    to us?" Albertuccio asked.
    

I must give you this letter from
    His Excellency the Bishop Guglielmo of the Ubertini.
    

He pulled a
    wax sealed envelope out of his purse.
    

Albertuccio picked it up and
    looked at it. The seals reprinted the coat of arms of
    Guglielmo, the
    rampant lion. He understood the authenticity of the missive and
    let
    other people see it, then opened it with a knife and read it.
    

"What
    does it say?" Ruggieri asked.
    

"His Excellency calls us
    to Arezzo, he wants to meet us."
    

"In Arezzo? Wasn't the
    bishop refugee in Rome under the protection of Pope Honorio IV
    after
    being driven out of Civitella? How could he come back to Arezzo
    so
    soon? Perhaps the pope, who's now paralyzed, can't not protect
    him?"
    Tacco was surprised.
    

"Is the motive written down?"
    

"No,
    but he wants us to get to him as soon as possible."
    

"What
    does the bishop want from us? Forgive the question, are you
    sure His
    Excellency is calling us to his palace in Arezzo?" Colecchio
    asked the messenger, who confirmed that he had received the
    letter at
    the bishop's palace in Arezzo.
    

"Bishop Guglielmino returned
    to town supported by the Ghibelline nobility, trust me. Now
    he's the
    one commanding. What response of the nobles of Poggio Santa
    Cecilia
    must I refer to His Excellency?"
    

Turino quickly crossed the
    eyes of the present.
    

"Tell His Excellency that tomorrow
    morning we will leave for Arezzo."
    

The messenger greeted with
    a bow, put his hat on and left.
    

Colecchio was thoughtful.
    

"We
    are too many taking shelter here."
    

Tacco was standing in the
    distance and came out of the corner.
    

"Too many Ghibellines in
    a Sienese castle, he's likely to ask us to go elsewhere.
    Siena's now
    allied with Florence."
    

"A Sienese castle, but in the
    diocese of Arezzo..." added Turino.
    

"Tomorrow morning we
    will all leave for Arezzo, except you, Tacco, because if they
    find
    you, they'll arrest you. Let's hear what our bishop has to
    say."
    

Tacco lowered his head, his eyes shining with anger
    against the Sienes who were hunting him.
    

"Be careful, you
    too, Turino, because on your head there's a size of two hundred
    florins" he warned, but Turino reacted with an indifference
    gesture and ordered to prepare the horses for dawn, and they
    all
    retired to rest.
    

The sun had just sprouted and a beautiful sunny
    day announced when the nobles left on horseback to Arezzo. When
    they
    reached the target, it was already hot.
    

Colecchio, Nigro, Ruggieri
    and Albertuccio followed Turino's, guiding the delegation. They
    announced themselves at the door of the new majestic bishop's
    palace
    on the hill of San Pietro, in front of the new cathedral under
    construction on the foundations of the old, now demolished.
    They
    showed at the entrance the letter delivered by the messenger
    and they
    immediately made them enter.
    

The secretary of the bishop, an
    austere, middle-aged priest with white hair, welcomed them,
    accommodating them in a large room. The six men waited silently
    for
    at least a couple of hours until the priest came out of a door
    inviting them to enter.
    

Guglielmo of the Ubertini, whom many
    called Guglielmino, ruled the diocese of Arezzo for
    thirty-seven
    years. The son of a noble family, he didn't despise the use of
    weapons, but nevertheless had great pastoral traits. He knew
    all the
    parishes of his enormous diocese, and since he was appointed
    bishop,
    the city deeply changed. He graciously welcomed Pope Gregory X,
    returning from the Lyon council, now sick and tired, who died
    in his
    city. His successor, Innocent V, was elected in Arezzo in
    January
    1276, to what was named the first official conclave of history,
    according to the rules dictated by Gregory X with the Apostolic
    Constitution Ubi Periculum. Gregorio X left the city a generous
    donation that Guglielmino used to build a new cathedral on the
    hill
    of San Pietro, one of the four hills of the city of Arezzo,
    along
    with those of San Donato, Poggio del Sole and Pionta.
    

The work
    started immediately and the first gothic cathedral in Tuscany
    was
    already imposing on Arezzo, with its stretched and waving
    shapes
    pointing to the sky, but the construction sites were sneaking,
    because of frequent political disputes.
    

Guglielmo waited for the
    nobles in the auditorium, sitting on an armchair, wearing a red
    dress
    and a skullcap. He scrutinized those men who advanced in fear,
    holding their hat in their hands. When they got near, they
    knelt.
    

"We
    salute His Excellency Bishop Guglielmo, welcome back to our
    Diocese!"
    cried Turino.
    

The bishop nodded and stretched his right hand, the
    one with the gold ring. One by one the nobles approached and
    kissed
    the pastoral ring. Guglielmo cleared his voice.
    

"Let's
    immediately come to the reason I summoned you. You know, of
    course,
    that Siena has fallen into Guelphs hands and has allied with
    Florence."
    

Turino nodded.
    

"The castle of Poggio Santa
    Cecilia is subject to the Sienese civil authority while it
    falls into
    the diocese of Arezzo, as many other territories that the Lord
    has
    granted me in my pastoral ministry", he stroked his beard and
    went on, "Poggio is a refuge of ghibelline gentlemen under my
    personal protection."
    

"Thank you, your excellence, for
    the graceful protection you have given us" Turino expressed the
    sincere thought shared by everyone.
    

Guglielmino got up from the
    throne and approached the window to enjoy the sun's rays. He
    launched
    a quick look outside then, with his shoulders at the window,
    went
    on.
    

"Poggio Santa Cecilia still pays taxes to the Sienese
    state and is a frontier castle."
    

"We are vexed by the
    payment of Siena's taxes, your excellency, that's the truth."
    Turino confirmed.
    

"There can be one solution, my dear
    children... and that's why I summoned you" the bishop skimmed a
    smile that resembled a grin and looked into the eyes of the
    nobles
    present. Turino, Instead, tried to question the dark and bright
    eyes
    of Guglielmo.
    

He raised his gloved white hand as if he were to
    give a blessing, but lowered it by pointing the index.
    

"You
    noble must rebel against the Sienese and declare to submit to
    your
    bishop's temporal authority."
    

Turino whirled and turned to
    Colecchio who's face whitened while Nigro and Ruggieri had
    looks lost
    ahead. Albertuccio, on the other hand, kept his head low as if
    his
    thought was  elsewhere.
    

"Your excellence, we believe that
    this gesture can provoke a violent reaction from the Sienese
    and
    possibly other Guelph factions, even of this city" tried to
    object Turino.
    

"Don't be afraid, Turino, the Sienese have far
    more serious issues to think than dealing with a small castle
    at
    frontieras and concerning Arezzo Guelphs..." Guglielmo lowered
    his voice, "their power is over."
    

"The castle,
    however, has no means, soldiers and resources to defend itself
    adequately" noted Colecchio, knowing its limited defenses.
    

"Come
    on! Now don't be cowards!" the bishop's voice rose sharply and
    everyone got afraid.
    

"I've already agreed to send
    reinforcements. We will immediately send men, weapons and
    supplies to
    defend adequately; You don't have to worry, the castle will no
    longer
    be subject to the Sienese, but to us. Once subjected to our
    authority, the road to Siena will be opened. This is the will
    of the
    bishop of Arezzo, Guglielmo of the Ubertini! "
    

The nobles
    remained in silence and nobody dared to contradict him because
    his
    anger could have had terrible consequences; a few years ago,
    the
    monks of Camaldoli had mercilessly hit his soldiers to induce
    them to
    obedience.
    

The bishop made a nod to his secretary who came out
    immediately with an elderly officer alongside.
    

The military
    greeted Guglielmino with reverence.
    

"Tancredi, you will
    escort the nobles of Poggio Santa Cecilia on the way back and
    then
    reinforce the troops stationed in the castle. Bring with you
    all the
    men, arms, and food you have."
    

"At your orders,
    excellency!" the officer dismissed.           Turino felt a
    sense of loss but the bishop had already decided and didn't
    know how
    to argue.
    

"It's all, you can go" Guglielmo let go the
    nobles, who bowed and kissed the pastoral ring again, then the
    bishop
    blessed them and everyone made the sign of the cross and then
    left.
    

In the room there were only Guglielmo and the secretary,
    who
    approached the bishop's ear whispering.
    

"Excellency, Poggio
    Santa Cecilia has insufficient defense to sustain a possible
    siege
    for a long time."
    

"I know it well, my faithful secretary
    and counselor, but in that castle we give protection to too
    many
    refugees and the taxes go to Siena; their maintenance is
    expensive,
    that money is needed and then the Sienese have no men and means
    to
    besiege Poggio. And that castle would be very useful for us to
    open
    the way to Siena."
    

"You forget that they are allies of
    the Florentines, they could ask for their help and Florence
    wouldn't
    deny it."
    

Guglielmo looked him in the eyes and raised his
    eyebrows.
    

"I don't think Florentines are interested in
    funding an expensive expedition for a Siena border castle. Go
    as
    well."
    

The bishop stood alone, rose from his trhone, sighed,
    and then returned to the window to enjoy the rays of the sun.
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I
    got up from the bed late and with an headache.
    

"I slept too
    much and dreamed badly" I checked the alarm clock. I never
    remembered my dreams, but just having dreamed. I drank a strong
    coffee and dressed. I had to go to the borough to check the
    work and
    my troubled thoughts were all focused on Eliana. I was uneasy,
    because novelties upset me: the purchase of the ruin, the
    transfer
    from Milan to Rapolano, a passion that was about to be born
    which I
    wasn't used to. I looked into the mirror; maybe I was
    committing a
    series of mistakes, because I didn't know how to deal with a
    woman. I
    had never had a relationship in my life and only a few
    occasional
    sexual relations. I didn't think about women and removed them
    from my
    mind but Eliana was always well present in my thoughts.
    

I left the
    house and took the car. In the village there was Ivo talking to
    the
    manager of the compnay who had to lay the photovoltaic tiles
    while
    the technicians were hanging them on the roof.
    

"Good morning,
    Doctor, did you see how beautiful the roof is becoming?"
    

I
    watched the part already mounted and it looked made of
    authentic old
    tiles.
    

"The wonders of Technology" I smiled,
    satisfied.
    

"When the roof is over, you'll see we'll hurry to
    finish. We're already finishing the laying of the floors, only
    the
    fixtures are missing, but next week they will deliver them."
    

"Great,
    I can't wait."
    

"Really a great house doctor,
    congratulations" the photovoltaic technician shook my
    hand.
  


  




  

    
Both
    of them turned to go back to work and I went around to inspect.
    In
    every room there was a worker who was laying the terracotta
    floor and
    I had to be careful where to put my feet. In the bathroom, the
    plumber was posing the bathroom fixture with a thousand
    attentions.
    

The bathroom was designed by Eliana with a huge hot
    tub and a shower cabin. Another, equally large but more
    spartan, was
    downstairs.
    

I went downstairs, where the large salon covered with
    fake stone was now over. At the bottom, a traditional
    fireplace. Then
    the garage, where they had already mounted an automatic opening
    door.
    

I was thinking about already moving to the living room
    floor
    waiting for the completion of the work, but maybe it was better
    to be
    patient, so the jobs would end in a matter of weeks.
    

It was lunch
    time, and workers disappeared as if for an enchantment. I went
    on a
    little while watching them and then got onto the car in the
    direction
    of Rapolano. After the first curves I recognized the
    off-road
  




  

    
of
    Eliana coming. She stopped and lowered ther window.
    

"Hi, are
    you already going away?"
    

"It's lunch time, Eliana,
    there's nobody at the yard anymore."
    

She glanced up and
    looked at the cellphone display.                 "Oh crap, it's
    already one pm, how much time passes."
    

I smiled thinking of
    the thousand things she always had to do.
    

"Can we have lunch
    together?" I suggested, by now a habit.
    

"All right, I
    accept, if there is no one at the yard, it's useless to go
    there. I
    can come back later."
    

"I propose Carbonara spaghetti at
    my house. Do you like the idea? So you'll taste my cuisine."
    

"Sure,
    why not?" she grinned at the invitation with a smile.
    

"I
    hope I'll not disappoint you then."
    

She turned the gear up
    with a couple of quick maneuvers and followed me keeping
    distance not
    to take too much dust.
    

"I'm sorry about the mess, but I put
    almost nothing in order, it's a temporary accommodation" I
    apologized for all the objects scattered around the house.
    

"It's
    nothing, if you'd look at my room... I never have a minute to
    fix
    it."
    

I invited her to sit on the couch while I put the water
    to boil on the stove and prepared the ingredients for the
    carbonara.
    

"In the new home, however, it will be all
    different."
    

"A little left, Umberto. Ivo really did a
    great job and he was fast, at first I didn't believe it" she
    stretched her back on the couch and my eyes fell on her
    prosperous
    breasts; She noticed it but pretended nothing while I was
    caring
    about the stove.
    

Eliana got distracted by chatting on the
    cellphone while the dough was baking.
    

"Com to the table,
    shortly it will be ready."
    

She smiled as she finished typing
    on the screen.
    

"Here it is, hope you like it" I served
    her an abundant portion.
    

She tasted a steaming spaghetti
    fork.
    

"Umberto, they're really great!"
    

"The
    secret lies in the pecorino, I have bought it from a shepherd
    here in
    the Crete of Siena."
    

She ate pleasantly and cleaned the dish
    in minutes.
    

"Do you want more?"
    

"Sure, gladly,
    I've never eaten such a good carbonara."
    

We ended up lunch
    with a coffee.
    

As I put back the dishes, she sat on the couch and
    lit a cigarette, looking distractedly at the phone display.
    

"Why
    don't you sit here next me to rest?" she asked me with languid
    eyes.
    

I sat down beside her with a little embarrassment.
    

She
    embraced me and began crying.
    

"What's up?"
    

"I'm
    so sad."
    

"Do you still think about him?"
    

"I
    don't think about him anymore, but I feel alone" she wiped a
    tear.
    

"You are only twenty-eight, you have no reason to be
    sad" I caressed her head.
    

"I no longer have a boyfriend,
    I have no friends, I lost my father ten years ago, I don't go
    well
    with my mother. And I don't even have a stable job" she started
    to cry again.
    

"Eliana, life is full of difficult times as
    beautiful ones. We must be courageous and overcome them; it's a
    revolving carousel."
    

"I feel good with you, you know?"
    she kissed me on a cheek.
    

I caressed her but she took my hand and
    kissed her holding it on her face and staring at my eyes.
    

"What
    will you do in that big house all alone?"
    

I shrugged.
    

"At
    my age, I suppose the life of a retired."
    

"Why are you
    so solitary?"
    

"I don't know Eliana, I've always lived
    alone and I haven't tried another way of living. I don't know
    what
    cohabiting means, or family. This is the only life I know. "
    

"Coming
    from a big city and going to live in an isolated country house,
    don't
    you have fear?"
    

"In my life I've always worked and
    thought about the present, I never thought about the future, so
    I
    have no fears."
    

She kept grabbing my hand.
    

"And you
    never really have been in love?" I felt a growing warmth in my
    body.
    

"Never" her burst of questions was bothering
    me.
    

"You're a very strange man" she left my hand.
    

I
    got up, approaching the window to look out, toward the Sienese
    Crete.
    Her arms took me from behind, embracing me, and I felt the
    temperature of her breath on my neck.
    

I turned around and she
    kissed my mouth. I didn't open my lips while she insisted
    trying to
    enter with her tongue.
    

Heat increased.
    

"What's wrong?
    Don't you like it?" she asked, disappointed.
    

I tried to
    disguise my stiffness.
    

"I like it, I just don't think that...
    I could be your father if not your grandfather."
    

"Don't
    be silly, please" she turned to the other side.
    

I touched her
    arm, but she shook it away with a gesture of stitch.
    

"I'm
    sorry".
    

"Now it's better if I leave" she headed to
    the door and took her handbag.
    

"Eliana, don't do this, let's
    talk, please."
    

"See you at the yard tomorrow" she
    dismissed me hastily.
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Eliana didn't come to the yard
    the following days or answered when I called her on the
    cellphone.
    She only talked to Ivo about the progress of work and he told
    me that
    he was in constant contact with her. I tried many times to call
    her,
    unsuccessfully.
    

"Doctor, the interior is ready now, if you
    wants, you can start furnishing the house, we're going to
    finish the
    garden and the perimeter wall", it was the announcement I had
    waited for months.
    

I called the firm in Milan, where I had the
    furniture that I wanted to move to Rapolano, and they assured
    me they
    would have arrived in a couple of days, and I called the
    furniture
    company where Eliana had ordered the rest of the furniture in
    Typical
    Tuscan style, and they also informed me that within a week they
    would
    have delivered it to me.
    

First came my furniture from Milan. The
    delivery van tugged a little on the dirt road; two robust young
    men,
    at first seeming lost for the strange place, dumped my
    carefully
    wrapped furniture and arranged it according to my instructions.
    I was
    moved seeing my mother's chest and my bedroom in walnut, always
    the
    same as when I was a boy. My desk and bookcase also fit into
    the new
    environment, and I was looking forward to reading books and
    spending
    time on my computer.
    

I decided to take the bags and move to my new
    house right away; I would have managed it waiting for the new
    furniture, as in the rented apartment I didn't live a better
    situation, being in constant disorder.
    

I bought a camping stove
    and a pot to heat something, dishes, cutlery and cooking
    utensils.
    With a couple of car journeys, everything was transported to
    the new
    home; I closed the apartment and I returned the keys to the
    owner.
    

I
    set a bed in those rooms that smelled of new and clean, because
    Ivo
    had called a housekeeping company that had got my home shiny.
    

It
    was evening, I put my pot on the stove to cook a pasta dish,
    then I
    connected to the computer. Also the new connection worked well,
    so I
    downloaded my mail. There were a lot of mails coming down as a
    waterfall on the screen. Many of my colleagues, including a
    couple
    from Becevel asking me how I was. I answered inviting him to
    come and
    see me, then I gottired and went to sleep. Sleeping again in my
    bed
    was a wonderful feeling.
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"Can you stay still
    just for a moment please? We're almost done now" Constanza was
    tired and restless while Riccardo painted the last brushstrokes
    in
    color.
    

"I want to go to play! I'm bored!"
    

"Constanza!
    Please stop always making whims!" his father, Neri, came from
    the back of the shop and admired the work of his pupil
    Riccardo.
    

"You
    can go play now" she jumped off the stool and ran straight off,
    shouting with joy.
    

"It's not easy to be inspired by Costanza
    to paint an angel's face, you've done a really good job, you're
    really good!" Neri gave him a pouch on his shoulder.
  















