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Capitolo 1
Gli angeli non hanno sesso
Buio.
Ho paura del buio!
Dove sono?
È buio!
Sento delle voci di persone intorno a me, ma non riesco a capire cosa dicono.
È buio!
Il motore della macchina ruggisce come un leone tenuto in cattività, le ruote stridono, si sente la puzza di gomma bruciata, l’odore mi penetra nelle narici e si ferma in gola, diventa quasi solido, ne sento il sapore, ha il sapore della paura.
Vengo sballottato a ogni curva e così bendato mi viene da vomitare.
Mi gira tutto e perdo il senso dell’orientamento. Sbatto un ginocchio contro qualcosa, poi anche la faccia e mi fa male il naso. Voglio piangere ma non ci riesco: ho troppa paura e le lacrime non mi escono.
Dov’è la mia mamma? È uno scherzo?
Magari è come quella volta in cui dovevamo fare la festa a sorpresa a Michele: il papà lo ha bendato e l’ha fatto entrare nella stanza dove lo aspettavamo tutti quanti con la torta e i regali e noi ridevamo perché lui non capiva cosa stesse succedendo.
Deve essere così, deve essere uno scherzo, però mi stanno mettendo paura e mi sono fatto male.
Michele non si era fatto male o forse sì e non l’aveva detto a nessuno, forse si vergognava di dire che si era fatto male, forse devo solo aspettare senza avere paura e tutto finirà presto e ci divertiremo tutti insieme, tutti si divertiranno e lo scherzo finirà.
Mamma, ti prego, dimmi che è uno scherzo!
Ho paura!
Il cuore mi batte forte e penso alla mamma. Lei mi starà aspettando, si arrabbierà se torno tardi.
Non è colpa mia, ma ho paura che si arrabbierà lo stesso, che non mi crederà se le dirò che non c’entro, che io volevo tornare dritto a casa, non sono stato io a volere questo, io vorrei solo tornare subito a casa.
Me lo aveva detto, mi aveva detto di non tornare con il buio, di tornare entro le sette e invece io non le ho dato retta, ho continuato a giocare con Simone ancora per un po’. Tanto abitiamo uno di fronte l’altro, i nostri palazzi sono vicini, c’è solo una strada di mezzo e se la mamma si accorgeva che facevo tardi bastava che mi chiamasse e io in un minuto ero a casa e magari le dicevo che non mi ero reso conto dell’orario o che l’orologio in casa di Simone andava male o una qualsiasi altra scusa e tutto finiva bene, non si arrabbiava più di tanto. Mi avrebbe detto di stare più attento la prossima volta e di tornare puntuale, che era pericoloso andarsene in giro con il buio, che per strada c’era tanta gente cattiva.
Perché non le ho dato retta?
Ieri a scuola la maestra ci ha dato dei compiti difficili da fare. «Dopotutto» ha detto «ormai siete in quarta, l’anno prossimo avrete gli esami e poi andrete alle medie, dovete cominciare a lavorare sodo!»
Da solo era troppo noioso studiare, così sono andato a casa di Simone. Lui è bravo a scuola, prende sempre “ottimo” in tutte le materie.
A scuola lo prendono in giro e lo chiamano “secchione”. Anch’io qualche volta lo chiamo così, ma solo per scherzare, lui lo sa e non si arrabbia.
Siamo amici e poi anch’io sono bravo a scuola, ma lui è un pochino più bravo di me, quindi studiare con lui non mi dispiaceva, anzi, mi aiutava a capire molte cose.
Non ci andava di fare solamente i compiti, volevamo anche giocare un po’, così la sua mamma ci ha detto che se finivamo in tempo potevamo giocare a quel nuovo videogioco che gli hanno regalato due giorni fa e noi ci siamo sbrigati, non avevamo mai finito i compiti così presto, ci abbiamo proprio messo poco! Ci siamo messi sotto, concentrati, cercando di aiutarci a vicenda per fare prima e dopo nemmeno venti minuti era tutto fatto, tutti i problemi svolti e gli esercizi di grammatica completati e il bello è che abbiamo fatto tutto con entusiasmo, mica annoiati come sempre, perché sapevamo che prima si finiva, più tempo avremmo avuto per giocare.
Li abbiamo finiti davvero in un battibaleno e subito ci siamo fiondati verso la consolle. Eravamo eccitati: è il gioco più bello che sia mai esistito e a scuola se ne parlava da mesi, da quando Carletto ci ha detto che sarebbe uscito presto nei negozi e che sarebbe stato fantastico.
È la versione successiva di un altro gioco, che ho. Simone mi batteva sempre quando ci giocavamo, perché a lui i suoi genitori l’hanno comprato prima e ha potuto allenarsi di più.
Lui ha sempre tutto prima: la sua famiglia è ricca. Il papà vende automobili, ha un grosso autosalone in centro pieno di macchine di lusso, di quelle che si comprano i grandi attori e i cantanti e che vanno a più di duecento all’ora e la mamma deve solo badare alla casa, una casa grandissima, quasi il doppio della mia, con due bagni, la cameretta degli ospiti dove io sono andato un sacco di volte a dormire e una sala hobby, con il biliardo, le freccette e tanti trofei sopra gli scaffali.
La mia mamma invece deve andare a fare le pulizie perché dice che i soldi che porta a casa papà non sono sufficienti e quindi deve lavorare, ma tanto la nostra casa è piccola, quindi non è che le serve tanto tempo per sistemare tutto e può permettersi di andare a lavoro.
Stavolta però anche se aveva comprato subito il gioco Simone non era in vantaggio perché ancora non ci aveva mai giocato.
Ero convinto di poterlo battere: lui non si era potuto allenare come le altre volte. Non poteva aver imparato nessun trucchetto da usare contro di me ed ero sicuro di poter vincere.
La mamma di Simone ha messo anche un premio in palio: una fetta di dolce, di quelli che fa lei.
Fa spesso torte, crostate o ciambelloni, perché dice che sono migliori delle merendine che si comprano al supermercato. Sa quello che ci mette, quindi non fanno male e sono più buoni e quello che aveva fatto per l’occasione aveva tutta l’aria di essere squisito!
In realtà chiunque dei due avesse vinto avrebbe ricevuto un pezzo di dolce. Le due fette infatti erano già messe sopra un vassoio, due bei pezzettoni, ma uno dei due era un po’ più grande, così abbiamo deciso che chi vinceva poteva prendersi quello e al perdente sarebbe toccato il pezzo più piccolo.
Certo, una partita sola non poteva bastare per decretare il vincitore, così abbiamo fissato un totale di vittorie da raggiungere, per rendere la sfida più gustosa e soprattutto per giocare più a lungo possibile.
Mentre giocavamo, non appena la mamma di Simone ha lasciato la stanza lui mi ha raccontato una cosa che gli era successa un paio di giorni prima: «Ti ricordi Francesca, quella grande della quinta B?» mi ha chiesto intimidito.
«Certo che me la ricordo» gli ho risposto. «Mi hai fatto una testa come un pallone a forza di parlarmi di lei, se non me ne ricordassi avrei dei gravi problemi di memoria!»
Ci fu un po’ di silenzio. Simone doveva dirmi qualcosa di importante dato la faccia che aveva, ma non ci riusciva, stava zitto e guardava il gioco come ipnotizzato, muovendo ogni tanto le labbra come per parlare ma senza emettere suoni.
«Allora?» gli ho domandato «che mi devi dire di Francesca?»
Ancora un po’ di silenzio, poi prese un respiro profondo e finalmente il fiato uscì fuori.
«Ci siamo baciati.»
Eh, già! si erano baciati o almeno così diceva lui, dopotutto lo sanno tutti che racconta un sacco di storie, ma questa volta sembrava dicesse la verità.
Mentre raccontava è diventato tutto rosso e sembrava sforzarsi a parlare, doveva vergognarsi tantissimo.
Poi ho capito il perché di tutta questa agitazione!
Lui è amico del fratello di Francesca, Pietro, vanno in piscina insieme e spesso va a casa sua a giocare.
Era da tanto che gli piaceva la sorella, infatti mi ricordo che mi aveva detto di essersi innamorato di una ragazza più grande qualche tempo fa, solo che non mi ha mai voluto rivelare chi fosse.
A lui lo aveva confessato e gli aveva anche chiesto di mettere una buona parola con la sorella e infatti, se è successo il fattaccio, è quasi tutto merito suo!
Aveva detto a Simone di passare a casa sua alle quattro del pomeriggio, cosa che gli era subito sembrata strana, perché era giovedì e a quanto Simone sapesse lui il giovedì torna alle quattro e mezzo dal conservatorio, dove studia pianoforte, quindi perché farlo venire a quell’ora?
Per il semplice motivo che aveva pianificato tutto!
Parlando con la sorella aveva scoperto che anche a lei piaceva lui, quindi la cosa era fattibile, così lo aveva fatto andare a casa sua mezz’ora prima per farli stare un po’ soli mentre aspettavano il suo ritorno.
Un piano diabolico studiato nei minimi particolari, se lo avesse fatto a me penso che lo avrei ucciso.
Chi poteva immaginarsi una cosa del genere?
Di certo non Simone!
Lui credeva che Pietro avesse saltato il conservatorio o che per qualche motivo sarebbe tornato prima, quando invece ha saputo che Pietro doveva ancora tornare e che avrebbe passato mezz’ora solo con lei ha cominciato a sentirsi nervoso e il cuore a battergli all’impazzata.
Ma ormai era lì, i genitori di Pietro e Francesca erano impegnati in una discussione nel salone e loro due erano soli soletti nella cameretta.
Non sapeva che fare, il suo sguardo ogni due secondi cercava l’orologio, sperando che il tempo passasse in fretta, il più in fretta possibile per toglierlo da quella situazione troppo imbarazzante. Ma i minuti scorrevano lenti e il silenzio tra i due pesava come un macigno sullo stomaco.
Erano passati pochi minuti, intervallati da momenti di silenzio, colpi di tosse e qualche parolina ogni tanto, poi lei gli ha fatto la fatidica domanda:
«Senti, ma… è vero?»
«Vero cosa?» gli ha risposto Simone con la voce tremolante e il sudore che cominciava a rigargli la fronte.
«Beh, ecco, mi hanno detto che un po’… sì, insomma, che ti piaccio.»
In quel preciso istante il cuore gli si è fermato di colpo, le poche gocce di sudore sono diventate un fiume in piena, il sangue si è gelato e ha cominciato a balbettare.
Che dirle? Se le avesse risposto di sì e magari poi lei l’avesse rifiutato o magari addirittura preso in giro?
Magari lo avrebbe detto a tutti i suoi amici e in poco tempo sarebbe diventato lo zimbello della scuola.
E se invece le avesse risposto di no, magari avrebbe perso la sua unica opportunità!
Che cosa doveva rispondere?
Ha fatto un gran respiro per calmarsi, poi le ha detto: «E se così fosse?»
Era la risposta ideale, così poteva capire cosa pensava lei senza doversi scoprire troppo.
«Beh, se fosse davvero così» rispose Francesca con le mani dietro la schiena e lo sguardo basso «allora penso che dovremmo darci almeno un bacio.»
Gli si è avvicinato pian piano, ha chiuso gli occhi e ha continuato ad avvicinarsi.
Simone ha sentito il cuore battere così forte che quasi ha avuto paura che lei potesse sentirne il rumore!
Duemila pensieri gli hanno attraversato la mente in un lampo, in quei pochi secondi che sembravano infiniti. Non era uno scherzo, era tutto vero, stava accadendo sul serio: sarebbe diventato un uomo!
Attimi di panico in cui cercava di riportare alla mente tutto quello che sapeva e che aveva sentito a proposito del bacio, per cercare di fare tutto nel miglior modo possibile.
I pensieri si accavallavano: doveva tenere gli occhi aperti o chiusi? Abbracciarla o tenere le mani lontani da lei? Avrebbe potuto respirare mentre la baciava?
Non riusciva a capire più niente e aveva l’unica preoccupazione di quale espressione stupida stesse facendo in quell’istante. Poi tutto è svanito.
Lei gli ha dato un primo bacio sulle labbra e a lui è sembrato di essere in paradiso!
Si è avvicinato di nuovo: il peggio era passato e ora era sicuro di sé!
Lui ha appoggiato le sue labbra su quelle di lei ansioso di ripetere l’esperienza, ma a un certo punto è successo qualcosa che davvero non si aspettava in quel momento: di punto in bianco ha sentito la lingua di lei entrargli in bocca e cercare la sua e non ha saputo più che fare!
Parola sua è stata la cosa più schifosa che gli fosse mai capitata!
Davvero non se l’era mai immaginato così un vero bacio: tutto quell’incontro goffo di lingue, quella saliva estranea che si sentiva in bocca e sentiva addirittura il sapore di quello che lei aveva mangiato! Cielo, che schifezza!
Proprio mentre si stava concludendo questa nuova, deludente esperienza, sono entrati Pietro e sua madre, e Francesca è scappata in camera sua con un sorrisino da gatta dipinto sul volto.
Simone non ha dato nemmeno il tempo a Pietro di salutarlo che subito ha chiesto di poter andare in bagno e ha passato i successivi dieci minuti a sputare e sciacquarsi la bocca.
Mentre mi raccontava questa storia io non potevo fare a meno di ridere guardando la sua faccia e le varie espressioni che ogni volta faceva quasi rivivendo quei momenti: era troppo buffo!
Giuro che non avrei voluto, lui sicuramente si vergognava a morte e ha preso tutto il suo coraggio per raccontarmi la vicenda, e io volevo essere serio per ricambiare questo atto di fiducia e amicizia verso di me: dovevo proprio essere il suo migliore amico se ha deciso di raccontare a me tutta la storia. Ma, ogni volta che lo guardavo in faccia, mi immaginavo la scena di lui che sciacquava la bocca e cominciavo a ridere a crepapelle!
Lui si è arrabbiato, ha detto che sono un cretino, che avevo promesso di non prenderlo in giro, e aveva ragione, ma era troppo divertente!
Voleva fare il grande e andare in giro a baciare le ragazze, poi quando gli è capitato davvero si è accorto che non era cosa per lui.
Anche a me l’idea di dare un bacio con la lingua mi ha sempre fatto impressione, ma la mamma mi ha detto che sono cose che si apprezzano con il tempo, quando saremo stati più grandi, che adesso dovevamo pensare sono a divertirci come tutti i bambini e di non avere fretta di crescere, e io non ce l’ho proprio, mi sento così bene a essere piccolo!
Simone era così preso dal suo stesso racconto che non si è accorto che stava trascurando il gioco, e io ne ho approfittato subito!
Una semplice mossa fatta al momento giusto e il suo personaggio era sconfitto.
L’avevo battuto!
Non era mai successo prima, dopo tante partite dalle quali uscivo perennemente sconfitto finalmente ho avuto la mia rivincita, ho assaporato la vittoria e aveva il sapore più buono dell’universo.
Dopotutto lo dicevo sempre io che nella versione precedente mi batteva sempre solo perché lui era più allenato di me e poteva giocarci tutti i giorni. Questa volta siamo partiti ad armi pari e, in questi casi è l’abilità che conta, non l’esperienza.
Ero al settimo cielo e ho cominciato a prendere in giro Simone in ogni istante, per la sconfitta, per il bacio e per il pezzo di torta più grande che mi gustavo pian pianino davanti a lui, cercando di farlo durare il più a lungo possibile.
Quelle sì che sono soddisfazioni!
Finito il dolce mi ha chiesto la rivincita, dicendo che avevo imbrogliato, che la mia vittoria era dovuta solo ed esclusivamente al fatto che l’avevo fatto distrarre, ma in realtà io non c’entravo niente: ha fatto tutto lui! Lui ha cominciato il racconto e lui si è distratto. Non ci si distrae durante una sfida importante: in quel momento noi eravamo in guerra e in guerra se ci si distrae si viene sopraffatti.
Anche se il sapore della vittoria incontrastata era meraviglioso e la paura di perdere molta, dato che comunque eravamo grandi amici ho deciso di concedergli la rivincita, ma non appena la partita è iniziata la mamma di Simone mi ha chiamato dicendo che era tardi e che forse era meglio se avessi fatto ritorno a casa, altrimenti rischiavo di far preoccupare i miei.
Simone l’ha pregata di farci finire la partita, dopotutto sarebbe durata solo cinque minuti: cosa sarebbero stati cinque minuti in più?
Ma sua madre non ha voluto sentire lamentele. È una donna dura, non che fosse cattiva, anzi, solo che quando dice una cosa deve essere fatta, non c’è modo di convincerla a cambiare idea in nessun modo, e io, sinceramente, nemmeno c’ho provato. A me andava bene così: mi ritiravo da campione e potevo rimanere tale almeno per un altro giorno.
Ho guardato l’ora. Cavolo se aveva ragione la mamma di Simone: avevo mezz’ora abbondante di ritardo! La mamma mi avrebbe ucciso, lei odia i ritardi, si arrabbia anche per dieci minuti e questa volta mi avrebbe sgridato di brutto.
Abbiamo interrotto quindi la nuova partita appena iniziata, con la promessa si ricominciare l’indomani, ho salutato tutti e sono uscito.
Ho corso giù per le scale, soddisfatto della giornata piena di emozioni. Sono sceso dal marciapiede e ho attraversato la strada con la testa ancora tra le nuvole, tanto che inizialmente non ho notato la macchina, una grande macchina scura non molto lontana da me.
Era ferma li vicino, con il motore acceso, e solo quando ha cominciato piano a muoversi mi sono reso conto della sua presenza.
Si è avvicinata piano e ho fatto un passo indietro risalendo sul marciapiede per farla passare, ma non è passata, anzi, ha rallentato quasi a fermarsi, così ho pensato che mi volesse far attraversare, o che fosse arrivata a destinazione dato che aveva le luci spente.
Ho attraversato tranquillo, non c’erano altre macchine, poi proprio mentre mi trovavo nel mezzo della strada ho sentito una forte sgommata e due fari abbaglianti puntati contro di me mi hanno accecato per un secondo e bloccato sul posto, poi una mano che mi ha afferrato per un braccio. Sono stato trascinato dentro l’automobile e qualcuno mi ha tenuto fermo tappandomi la bocca con una mano. Non riuscivo a urlare né a muovermi: le sue braccia erano troppo forti e mi tenevano stretto in una morsa d’acciaio. Non capivo cosa stesse succedendo e avevo paura. Ho sentito la macchina andare sempre più veloce e cercavo di capire chi fossero quelle persone, ma mi hanno messo una benda nera sugli occhi e non ho visto più niente.
Era buio!
La macchina continua a viaggiare per un bel po’ di tempo; chiedo dove sia la mia mamma, ma nessuno mi risponde. Lo chiedo ancora, di nuovo niente. Mi metto a urlare e mi arriva uno schiaffo talmente forte che mi fischiano le orecchie.
Lì mi rendo conto che non si tratta di uno scherzo, non è un gioco, non conosco quelle persone e non sono miei amici o amici dei miei genitori. Ho paura e mi fa male la faccia.
Mi hanno preso.
Mi hanno bendato.
Mi hanno picchiato.
Non parlano italiano, almeno non ora, non tra di loro. Chi accidenti sono? Perché mi hanno preso? Cosa vogliono da me?
Mi hanno picchiato!
Nessuno lo aveva mai fatto prima, nemmeno la mamma o il papà. Loro odiano la violenza, non lo farebbero mai. Mamma, ti prego aiutami!
La macchina si ferma, siamo arrivati, mi fanno scendere, mi trascinano. Ho paura, non vedo niente davanti a me con questa benda, inciampo un paio di volte ma non cado e vengo strattonato per il braccio: non vogliono che mi fermi.
Simone pensava che quel bacio con la lingua fosse stata la cosa più brutta che gli potesse capitare, cielo, quanto vorrei essere al suo posto adesso!
Capitolo 2
I demolitori d’infanzia
Mi hanno chiuso dentro una stanza e mi hanno tolto la benda ma qui è ugualmente buio.
Sono solo, ho freddo e c’è un cattivo odore, nauseabondo, come di pipì e di muffa.
Non so perché, ma di tutte le cose alle quali pensare mi vengono in mente i videogiochi, penso a quando ci giocherò di nuovo con Simone e gli potrò raccontare tutta questa assurda storia.
Quanto vorrei poter tornare a giocare ora…
Pian piano i miei occhi si abituano all’oscurità e riesco a intravedere qualcosa.
Anche se fuori è notte, la luce della luna entra da una minuscola finestrella in alto. C’è solo quella, talmente piccola che mi ci passerebbe a malapena la testa.
Mi guardo intorno: la stanza è quasi completamente vuota e non c’è un letto, solo un vecchio materasso sporco buttato in un angolo. Non ci sono neanche le lenzuola, niente di niente, un angolo del materasso è rotto, sembra come rosicchiato da degli animali, si intravedono le molle all’interno e anche se non c’è la luce si vedono benissimo tantissime macchie più o meno scure.
L’idea di dormire su di un affare simile mi fa sentire male, mi viene da vomitare e la puzza della stanza non aiuta a farmi sentire meglio.
Anche il muro è sporco, tutto è sudicio, non c’è la carta alle pareti e sono tutte rovinate, sul pavimento ci sono dei pezzi di intonaco mischiati a polvere e terra.
Vicino alla parete, c’è una cassapanca di legno, chiusa con un lucchetto e a fianco ci sono appoggiate delle travi sempre di legno. Vado per spostarne una e mi faccio male con una piccola scheggia che mi entra nel dito. Le lascio lì dove sono, tanto anche spostarle non sarebbe poi servito a niente.
Dal soffitto penzolano dei fili elettrici, ma non c’è nessuna lampadina attaccata. Non sembra neanche una stanza, ma più uno sgabuzzino inutilizzato da anni.
Non mi piace e mi fa paura. Mi hanno sempre fatto paura gli sgabuzzini, le cantine, le grotte e tutto quello che c’è di simile.
Mi giro a ogni piccolo rumore, ogni impercettibile scricchiolio mi fa saltare, mi metto rannicchiato di lato alla cassapanca, cerco di stare il più nascosto possibile e guardo sempre verso la finestrella. Ho paura di vedere qualcosa di orribile da un momento all’altro.
Ogni tanto poi probabilmente qualche nuvola passa davanti alla luna e quella poca luce sparisce di colpo, lasciandomi completamente al buio, allora chiudo gli occhi e con le braccia porto la testa alle ginocchia, sperando che passi in fretta e aprendo un occhio di tanto in tanto per vedere se è tornata un po’ di luce.
Non riesco a dormire. Deve essere tardi e a casa sarei già sotto le coperte da un po’, ma qui non ci riesco: gli occhi mi rimangono aperti da soli e se provo a chiuderli un attimo qualche rumore mi fa saltare.
Continuo a guardare la finestra, sicuro di vedere da un momento all’altro qualcosa di orribile e continuo a guardare anche la porta, sperando che da un momento all’altro entrino mamma e papà!
Finalmente passa la notte, alla fine mi sono addormentato, non ricordo nemmeno io quando o come. È giorno già da un pezzo, non mi hanno fatto mangiare, non mi hanno fatto andare al bagno e ho dovuto farla in un angolo della stanza. Forse per questo c’è così tanto cattivo odore, forse c’è stato un altro bambino prima di me.
Dove sarà finito adesso? Sarà tornato dai suoi genitori?
Mamma, ti prego, se questa è una punizione perché ho fatto qualcosa di sbagliato, giuro che non lo farò più, che sarò buono, ma fammi tornare a casa, mamma! Mamma!
Finalmente la porta si apre, anche se non è chi speravo che fosse.
Intravedo un uomo, forse uno di quelli che mi ha preso ma c’è qualcun altro con lui. Lo spinge dentro: è un bambino, anzi, una bambina.
Chiude la porta sbattendola e dietro si sente il chiavistello che si chiude.
Lei si siede vicino al muro. Cielo, mi vergogno, ho fatto i miei bisogni nell’angolo della stanza, lei sentirà la puzza e mi prenderà in giro. Le farò schifo!
Non dico una parola e lei neppure, restiamo così a lungo, senza parlare.
Ci portano da mangiare, una specie di minestrone. Io odio il minestrone, ma in quel momento mi è sembrato fosse la cosa più buona che avessi mai mangiato.
Lo finisco, avido ripulisco la ciotola con la lingua come per lavarla e non ne lascio nemmeno un pochino.
Dopo un’ora ho la pancia gonfia. Devo andare al bagno ma come faccio?
C’è lei ora, non posso farla nell’angolo!
Non ce la faccio più, la vescica è piena, mi fa male, non riesco più a trattenerla.
No, ti prego, non uscire, ti prego…
Oddio, me la sono fatta addosso, come un poppante, e lei se n’è accorta!
Dio, sento il suo disprezzo come se lo potessi toccare, come una nebbia densa che mi avvolge e mi schiaccia, poi sento dei lamenti, lei comincia a piangere, l’ha fatta anche lei ed è più agitata di me.
Aspetto un po’, poi le parlo: «Non piangere, dai.»
Lei non risponde e continua a singhiozzare.
«Guarda che l’ho fatta anch’io.»
Mi guarda, per un attimo trattiene a stento le lacrime, poi mi si butta al collo e ricominciano i singhiozzi, stavolta molto più forti, e chiama la sua mamma, urlando e piangendo come non mai.
La mamma manca anche a me, ma adesso non importa, devo essere forte, per lei. Cielo, quanto è difficile trattenere le lacrime, ma non posso farle uscire, non ora, non davanti a lei in questo momento.
Passano altri due giorni uguali, rinchiusi dentro la nostra gabbia come criceti, senza nemmeno la possibilità di correre sulla ruota.
Lei si chiama Sara, ci facciamo coraggio a vicenda, abbiamo dormito insieme su quel materasso schifoso, tenendoci per mano e stringendoci forte uno all’altra quando sentivamo dei rumori.
Abbiamo parlato, anche se non moltissimo.
Suo zio è un carabiniere, dice che sicuramente ci tirerà fuori e io le credo. Devo crederle o impazzirei.
La porta della stanza si apre, ma non è l’ora di pranzo, che sia lo zio di Sara che è venuto a liberarci?
Probabilmente anche lei lo ha pensato e per un attimo mi sento sollevato, pieno di speranza. Spalanchiamo tutti e due gli occhi senza battere ciglio aspettando buone notizie, con la paura che chiudendo le palpebre anche solo per una frazione di secondo la speranza possa svanire.
Un momento durato un attimo, che sembrava interminabile, rotto dalla crudele realtà che si fa strada entrando da quella porta.
Non è lo zio di Sara, è uno di loro, mi prende per un braccio, mi tira forte, mi trascina fuori. C’è un buon odore, di aria fresca: era tanto che non lo sentivo. Inspiro fino a riempirmi i polmoni, l’aria è buona, non avevo mai fatto caso al fatto che avesse un suo odore.
Saliamo una vecchia scala di ferro arrugginito in gran parte. Il piano di sopra è molto più pulito. Sbuchiamo in un piccolo corridoio dal quale riesco a vedere quattro stanze differenti. Ci dirigiamo verso quella in fondo. È un bagno, piccolino. C’è solo il water, una doccia e un rubinetto che esce dal muro sotto la finestra.
Per terra non ci sono neanche le mattonelle, è tutto in cemento, sembra una casa ancora in costruzione.
Anche la doccia non è una vera e propria doccia, ci sono i tubi scoperti dei rubinetti e i buchi per terra per fan andar via l’acqua, ma non c’è la cabina.
Il tipo mi dice qualcosa, ma io non lo capisco. Mi fa cenno che devo spogliarmi e lavarmi, ma lui non se ne va e io mi vergogno!
Faccio finta di non aver ancora capito, lui mi da uno spintone e mi sbatte contro il muro e mi fa di nuovo cenno di spogliarmi.
Stavolta mi giro verso il muro e comincio a spogliarmi: non voglio un’altra spinta. Una volta tolti i vestiti cerco di coprirmi il più possibile con le mani. Non voglio farmi vedere da lui.
Mi metto sotto la doccia, lui apre l’acqua, prima troppo fredda, poi troppo calda, infine, per fortuna, tiepida.
Comincio a lavarmi sempre cercando di non scoprirmi troppo, anche se è difficile e lui mi guarda con una faccia strana e sghignazza, pronunciando qualche frase tra le risa.
Perché ride così? Mi fa Paura!
Mi si avvicina, il suo ghigno aumenta, dice qualcosa e fa per togliermi le mani da dove mi stavo coprendo, faccio uno scatto istintivo, gli scanso bruscamente la mano e in quel momento il suo ghigno si trasforma in un’espressione di rabbia e mi arriva un ceffone come mai lo avevo preso prima.
Scivolo per terra, le orecchie mi fischiano e la guancia mi fa malissimo, la sento pulsare.
Lui esce dalla stanza, poi torna dopo appena un paio di minuti con in mano un tubo giallo che collega al rubinetto sotto la finestra, lo punta verso di me e apre al massimo l’acqua facendomela arrivare addosso di getto.
È gelida!
Sento come mille spilli che mi trafiggono il corpo, fa male, io grido dal dolore e lui ride soddisfatto.
Per quanto cerchi di scansarmi o di ripararmi con le mani, lui mi fa sempre arrivare l’acqua addosso, si ferma solo per picchiarmi, poi riprende, mi tira addosso il sapone e non posso fare altro che lavarmi sperando che così questa tortura finisca.
Finalmente la “doccia” è terminata, mi fa asciugare e mi porta fuori senza farmi rivestire. Ripercorriamo il corridoio e finiamo in una delle stanze. Una stanza strana: ci sono delle grandi luci, dei fari, un letto e un mobile con sopra delle attrezzature, delle macchine fotografiche e una telecamera di quelle grosse.
Mi butta sul letto, accende le luci, le punta verso di me e mi abbagliano, vedo la sua sagoma avvicinarsi al mobile. Appena comincio a vederci di nuovo ecco nuovamente un lampo, stavolta è il flash di una macchina fotografica. Mi scatta fotografie, mi gira intorno, io mi vergogno e mi copro, sono nudo. Lui viene verso di me e comincia a picchiarmi, poi si ferma e ricomincia a scattare. Io mi copro di nuovo e lui mi picchia ancora, più forte, si riferma e io non mi copro più.
Fa tantissimi scatti, mi dice come mettermi, mi fotografa le parti intime, da vicino, non so perché, ma questo mi fa male quasi più delle botte.
Dopo un’oretta abbiamo finito, finalmente mi permette di rivestirmi, mi da degli abiti puliti, troppo grandi per me, ma non importa.
Torno nella mia stanza, Dio che puzza!
Quando stavo dentro mi ero abituato all’odore, ma venendo da fuori non si sopporta, è una puzza nauseante. Più che in una stanza sembra quasi di essere entrati nella tana di un’animale.
Non dico niente dell’odore, lo tengo per me, non vorrei che Sara si sentisse a disagio ora che io sono pulito.
Faccio finta di niente e mi metto lì in un angolo.
«Dove ti hanno portato?»
«In una stanza.»
«In una stanza?»
«C’erano delle luci e delle apparecchiature.»
«Che genere di apparecchiature?»
«Per foto e video.»
«Foto e video?»
«Già.»
«E che ti hanno fatto?»
«Te l’ho detto, c’era apparecchiatura per fare delle foto, ho dovuto fare delle foto.»
«Foto? E perché?»
Inarco le spalle, come per dire che non ne avevo la più pallida idea, ma non è vero. Mamma me lo diceva spesso che c’è della gente cattiva alla quale piacciono i bambini e che se qualcuno, chiunque, fosse anche un parente o un maestro o il parroco della chiesa mi avesse mai chiesto di spogliarmi per qualsiasi ragione, anche in cambio di soldi o di qualunque altra cosa, sarei dovuto scappare gridando, chiedendo aiuto e avrei dovuto dirlo subito a lei o al papà.
Ma loro ora non sono qui, non posso dirlo a nessuno, non può aiutarmi nessuno, sono solo, solo con Sara.
Mamma, papà, perché non siete qui? Perché nessuno mi viene a prendere? Mamma! Mamma, perché mi hai abbandonato?
Parlo con Sara, ci raccontiamo un sacco di cose, per passare il tempo, almeno non penso a tutto quello che è successo.
Mi racconta dei suoi amici, della sua collezione di bambole, delle sue gite col papà, di quando la portava a pescare con lui e lei non riusciva a tirare su i pesci che abboccavano perché erano troppo pesanti. La sera tornavano a casa, dalla sua mamma, e lei con un gran sorriso gli mostrava i pesci che era riuscita a prendere.
Poi la mamma li puliva per bene e li cucinava, ma ci voleva troppo tempo e lei era così stanca per la giornata trascorsa, così ogni volta non ce la faceva ad aspettare, mangiava un boccone al volo e crollava sul letto stremata.
Papà non mi ha mai portato a pescare, però una volta siamo andati a vedere un grande acquario dove c’erano tutti i tipi di pesci, anche gli squali e tutti quelli più grossi e paurosi e quelli stranissimi.
Le racconto di quando siamo stati in montagna e abbiamo visto un cinghiale con i cuccioli in mezzo al bosco e papà mi ha detto di non far rumore altrimenti si sarebbero spaventati.
Quante storie avrei da raccontargli, ma purtroppo non ce n’è il tempo, non questa volta: la porta si riapre e io ho paura, ma questa volta non vogliono me, stavolta prendono Sara.
Lei mi guarda impaurita e io mi sento un verme perché non l’ho avvertita di quello che mi hanno fatto, di che genere di foto mi hanno scattato in quella stanza e che probabilmente adesso scatteranno anche a lei.
Aspetto il suo ritorno e penso a tutto quello che potrebbero fargli e ho paura, perché magari dopo di lei sarebbe toccato di nuovo a me.
Forse a lei non la fotograferanno, in fondo è una femmina e le femmine quando sono piccole non hanno il seno, non hanno nemmeno il pisello, quindi che ci sarebbe da fotografare?
Forse le fanno fare qualche altra cosa, che ne so, tipo pulire le stanze o qualche altro lavoro da femmina. Forse l’hanno presa solo per quello o magari non si erano accorti fosse una bambina e adesso la libereranno, la riporteranno ai suoi genitori.
Dio, se fosse così? Se l’avessero davvero liberata?
Rimarrei solo in questa stanza, per tutto il tempo, solo, senza nessuno con cui parlare, senza nessuno con cui condividere le mie paure.
So che non si dovrebbe dire, che è una cosa sbagliata ma, Dio, ti prego, fa che non la liberino adesso, non oggi, non senza di me, non farmi rimanere di nuovo solo!
Passa un po’ di tempo, la porta si apre e lei torna.
All’inizio sono contento, sento come un peso che si toglie dallo stomaco, poi però vedo il suo viso, la faccia rossa, un po’ di sangue che le esce dal labbro e gli occhi gonfi di lacrime.
Si siede vicino alla parete stringendosi le ginocchia la petto, fissa il vuoto, poi sussurra qualcosa, non sento bene, gli domando cosa abbia detto e lei mi guarda: «Tu lo sapevi!»
Mi guarda fisso negli occhi e io non le rispondo. Non so che risponderle, poi si rigira, con la testa tra le ginocchia, fissando il vuoto e non parla più.
Mi sento in colpa, ma d’altronde che potevo fare io?
Forse se le avessi detto la verità lei si sarebbe ribellata e l’avrebbero lasciata in pace, forse è colpa mia se adesso non mi parla più.
Resta zitta tutta la sera e io con lei. Vorrei dirle qualcosa ma non so cosa, penso tutto il tempo a qualcosa da dirle, per tirarla su, per farle fare un sorriso o semplicemente perché mi dia una risposta per non farmi sentire così solo anche se siamo nella stessa stanza.
Niente da fare.
Restiamo in silenzio fino ad addormentarci.
La mattina dopo mi parla di nuovo e pian piano tutto sembra tornare come prima o quasi. Ogni tanto la sento un po’ più dura nei miei confronti.
La porta si riapre e loro tornano di nuovo. Mi chiedo stavolta chi prenderanno e la risposta non tarda ad arrivare: vogliono me.
Di nuovo nella stanza, di nuovo altre foto, stavolta con strani oggetti. Sono sempre nudo, ma adesso non tento nemmeno di coprirmi, spero solo che finisca in fretta.
A un tratto comincio a tremare, forse il freddo, forse la paura, forse tutte e due insieme. Cerco di fermarmi ma non ci riesco, è più forte di me e sono di nuovo botte.
Torno nella stanza e Sara non c’è: hanno già preso anche lei. Torna poco dopo, non diciamo niente, non ci facciamo domande, non ci raccontiamo storie, ci abbracciamo forte e cominciamo a piangere.
Il giorno seguente vorremmo non esserci mai svegliati, tanto sappiamo già che succederà qualcosa di brutto nel pomeriggio e come di consueto accade ancora e ancora per due o tre giorni.
Sara è più fragile, soffre di più, spesso le prendono dei piccoli scatti nervosi, comincia a saltare come una molla e ha paura perché non sa cosa le stia succedendo.
Di nuovo, la porta della stanza si apre: è ora.
Prendono prima me, come al solito, stesso giro, doccia poi stanza delle telecamere, sempre nudo, ma stavolta è diverso, stavolta nella stanza non sono solo: sul letto ci sono un uomo e una donna, anche loro nudi, che si divincolano come bestie e fanno versi strani.
Dio, che cavolo le sta facendo?
Mi disgusta e mi fa paura, sento di non dover guardare, non riesco a capire.
Poi la donna mi nota e fa cenno all’uomo che si gira verso di me a sua volta. Si alza dal letto e mi viene incontro.
Il suo coso è dritto ed è grandissimo. Prima non mi ero reso conto: quando era con la donna non si vedeva.
Come cavolo fa a diventare così grande?
Il tizio che mi ha portato qui va verso la telecamera e comincia a riprendere tutto.
Mi fanno avvicinare alla donna, lei ride, comincia ad accarezzarmi dappertutto. Parla un po’ di italiano, fa battutacce, dice che ce l’ho piccolino. Osservo l’uomo con la coda dell’occhio: è vero e mi vergogno. Faccio per coprirmi ma lei mi toglie le mani: «Adesso ci penso io a te.»
Sento le sue labbra su di me, sento la sua lingua e mi vergogno, mi fa schifo, mi sento male, mi viene da piangere e vorrei dirle di fermarsi, di smetterla, ma la voce non mi esce, troppa paura delle botte.
Il tizio dietro la telecamera continua a riprendere, dicendo cose, impartendo ordini; la donna è davanti a me e l’uomo dietro di lei e gridano e dicono cose irripetibili.
Io ho paura e tremo, loro sembrano divertirsi.
Quando torno nella nostra stanza sento di non essere più quello di prima e mi sento sporco: ho ancora la saliva di quella schifosa su di me! La odio, odio lei, odio l’uomo che era con lei, odio tutti quanti!
Nemmeno mi accorgo che Sara non c’è: sono troppo impegnato con i miei problemi per poter pensare anche a lei.
Arriva dopo un po’, si lamenta, fatica a stare in piedi e perde sangue, ma non capisco da dove, vedo solo un ruscellino rosso che le scende sulle gambe.
La porta le si chiude dietro e non fa in tempo a sbattere che lei sviene.
Le vado incontro e la chiamo. Mi sta facendo paura, cerco di svegliarla e alla fine ci riesco ma appena apre gli occhi e mi vede caccia un grido come se avesse visto un mostro e mi spinge via, indietreggiando fino alla parete della stanza.
Trema, ha il fiatone e piange, poi ricomincia a tremare.
La sera nessuno di noi due si addormenta facilmente, lei piange tutta la notte, si addormenta solo dopo alcune ore, io non riesco nemmeno a piangere.
È giorno inoltrato ormai, ci svegliano per darci da mangiare, lei appena riapre gli occhi ricomincia a tremare.
Non mi parla, non mi rivolge nemmeno una parola, non mi fa un cenno, nemmeno uno sguardo, niente di niente. È un fantasma, è come se stesse vivendo in un’altra dimensione, trema e piange tutto il tempo.
Perché non mi parla? Che le ho fatto io? La odio quando fa così!
Che ce l’abbia con me perché di nuovo non le ho detto quello che mi è successo nella stanza? Ma cosa crede? Che io non glielo dica per farle un dispetto?
Eppure lei dovrebbe capire quello che provo quando rientro dopo che mi sono venuti a prendere.
Non la capisco e non ho voglia neanche di chiederle niente. Io ho cercato di essere più carino possibile, di aiutarla, ma se lei mi tratta così allora per me può anche starsene tutto il tempo per i fatti suoi nel suo angolo della stanza.
Il pomeriggio ritornano a prendermi, da una parte ho paura perché penso a quello che mi succederà, dall’altra mi sento sollevato, perché tanto doveva succedere e allora tanto vale pensare al lato positivo della cosa: mi tolgo dall’imbarazzo di stare in quella stanza con Sara.
Un paio di minuti e siamo di nuovo nella stanza delle telecamere, la stanza delle torture. Stavolta però non c’è la donna, c’è solo l’uomo ed è nudo.
Mi tocca, vuole essere toccato da me, mi fa schifo, ma devo farlo. Lui è contento e ride poi mi prende, mi gira con violenza, mi sbatte la faccia al letto e spinge tanto forte che non riesco a respirare bene. Mi stringe i polsi da dietro quasi a fermarmi il sangue. Ho paura, cerco di liberarmi, mi divincolo più che posso, urlando, anche se so che tanto è inutile: è più forte di me e più grosso di me. Lo prego di smettere, di lasciarmi andare, di non farmi del male e poi, a un tratto, sento qualcosa dietro. Il sangue mi si ghiaccia nelle vene, il tempo sembra fermarsi e non sento nemmeno più i rumori del mondo che mi circonda, poi qualcosa rompe il silenzio: un grido di terrore, un urlaccio da film dell’orrore così forte che mi spaventa. Faccio un salto, mi guardo attorno, non riesco a capire da dove provenga, poi la mente si fa più lucida e mi rendo conto che ero stato proprio io a urlare e sento il dolore più grande che abbia mai sentito, l’umiliazione più grande che abbia mai provato e non ho nemmeno la forza di piangere.
Mi riaccompagnano nella stanza. I miei occhi sono aperti ma non riesco a vedere niente. È come se il mondo intorno a me fosse sparito di colpo, niente esiste più, niente ha più senso, continua a passarmi davanti agli occhi la scena di quello che mi hanno fatto, come un film che ricomincia ininterrottamente ogni volta che finisce la pellicola e continuo a sentire dolore come se quei momenti non finissero mai, come se rivivessi ancora e ancora e ancora quell’orrore.
Penso a ieri, al perché non riuscivo a vedere per intero l’uomo nudo dietro la donna. Ora ho capito dove era finita la parte mancante e penso a Sara: adesso capisco il suo comportamento di ieri e mi odio per averla odiata, senza cercare di comprenderla, di aiutarla e inizio a piangere e a tremare, a piangere e a tremare…
Il giorno seguente non vengono a prendermi, sto male e lo sanno anche loro, non riesco nemmeno a muovermi, il dolore è forte e ho perso sangue, lo stesso sangue che ieri perdeva Sara.
La notte non dormo, non ci riesco, è terribile, se cerco di chiudere gli occhi rivivo la scena per intero. Il cuore mi si ferma, sento il sangue gelarsi e col respiro affannato mi guardo intorno, con la paura che ci sia qualcuno vicino a me che possa farmi del male.
Ogni volta non c’è nessuno, ma ogni volta mi risuccede. Non riesco a calmarmi, salto di scatto e mi guardo attorno.
Sento rumori sempre, di continuo, a volte non sono neanche sicuro che questi esistano, magari li ho solo immaginati, non lo so, non ne ho idea e ho paura. Il silenzio a volte è peggio, perché quando non sento niente, quando la mia mente non è presa da qualcosa comincio a pensare e i miei pensieri sono sempre gli stessi, orrendi, come il peggiore degli incubi, ma non sto sognando: questa purtroppo è la realtà.
Mi sento sporco: sento l’odore di quell’uomo addosso. Mi strofino il corpo con i vestiti fino a farmi male, cerco di grattarmi via di dosso la pelle che ormai è stata contaminata, ma non risolvo niente. La sporcizia non se ne va, per quanto continui a grattar via fino quasi a sanguinare.
Voglio lavarmi, ho un assoluto bisogno di lavarmi. A casa cercavo con ogni marchingegno di saltare la doccia, ora darei tutti i miei giochi per un po’ d’acqua e del sapone.
Passano ancora un paio di giorni prima che mi riconducano nella stanza delle torture. Stavolta c’è solo la donna e questo mi rincuora un po’, per quanto possa farmi schifo non potrà mai farmi quello che mi ha fatto l’uomo. Non voglio mai più provare una cosa simile, spero di non vederlo più, che sia andato via, che fosse venuto solo per quella volta. Prego anche Dio per far sì che sparisca, che muoia, qualsiasi cosa basta che non lo riveda più.
La donna è sempre lì, sul letto, mi guarda, ride, mi bacia e mi lecca, poi si mette a quattro zampe come una cagna: «Adesso fammi vedere se sei diventato un vero ometto.»
La sua voce mi dà fastidio, preferirei ascoltare il rumore di mille unghie che stridono su una lavagna. Il suo volto e la sua espressione mi disgustano. Ha la stessa età della mia mamma, come può fare queste cose? Che anche la mamma sia come lei?
No, non la mia mamma, lei mi vuole bene, ma allora perché non viene e mi porta via da qui?
Intanto la donna continua a parlare, ma io non la sento nemmeno, così viene avanti l’uomo con la telecamera, mi riempie di botte e mi fa capire quello che devo fare.
Adesso dovrò fare io quello che hanno fatto a me l’altra volta.
Li odio, li odio tutti e odio lei più degli altri perché è così simile alla mia mamma, eppure così diversa.
Così lo faccio, faccio quello che mi hanno ordinato di fare, lo faccio per farle provare quello che ho provato io!
Cerco di farle più male possibile, come hanno fatto a me, ma lei sembra non sentire dolore, anzi, sembra addirittura che le piaccia, che si diverta!
Non riesco a capire cosa sbaglio, perché non funziona: io voglio punirla, voglio umiliarla, ma non ci riesco. È perché ce l’ho piccolo, come aveva detto lei l’altra volta, non riesco a farle male e mi odio, odio il mio maledettissimo corpo così piccolo.
Purtroppo non c’è niente da fare, devo solo stare al loro gioco, evitando se possibile di prendere botte, evitando se possibile di pensare a qualsiasi cosa. Penso solo al tempo che passa, ogni secondo trascorso è un secondo in meno che dovrò rimanere dentro questa stanza, penso solo a questo e cerco di sopravvivere.
Finalmente finisce, sono di nuovo nella nostra stanza, un posto dove ormai si respira solamente un’aria carica di odio, tensione, rabbia e paura!
Non parliamo più, né io né Sara. Da giorni ormai non diciamo niente e ci va bene così, io e lei uniti da un assordante silenzio. Parlare sarebbe troppo doloroso adesso.
Passiamo le giornate a piangere o a fissare le pareti sporche della nostra prigione.
Lei ha cominciato a mangiarsi le unghie e a volte va talmente in fondo che cominciano a sanguinarle tutte le dita, ma non si ferma, continua comunque a rosicchiare con gli occhi fissi sulla parete o sul pavimento. Le fanno male le dita perché a volte la sento lamentarsi, ma non smette e io non ho il coraggio di dirle niente. Se a lei va bene così probabilmente avrà i suoi motivi e per il momento non voglio conoscerli, magari più in là ne parleremo.
Passano i minuti, le ore, i giorni e ormai ho perso la speranza che qualcuno possa venire a salvarci dopo tutto questo tempo.
Benedico il fatto che se non altro io e Sara abbiamo ricominciato a parlare, almeno non impazziremo, non subito.
Ci portano il pranzo, mangiamo piano, come per farlo durare il più a lungo possibile, perché sappiamo che poco dopo il pranzo verranno a prenderci.
Entra il nostro aguzzino e io mi alzo, ma questa volta vuole prima Sara.
Non era mai successo, che abbiano rinunciato a me?
Magari vogliono darmi un periodo di pausa, farmi riposare, un periodo di isolamento da tutto questo.
No, dopo un po’ tornano a prendermi. Sembrava troppo bello per essere vero e ormai ho capito che di cose belle qui dentro non ce ne sono e non ce ne saranno mai, per quanto possa sperarlo.
Solita routine, la doccia per toglierci di dosso la puzza animalesca della quale siamo impregnati da quando siamo qui dentro. Due giorni fa hanno anche pulito la nostra stanza mentre eravamo impegnati sul “set”, solo che senza un bagno, basta una giornata per farla ritornare com’era.
Adesso almeno abbiamo dei secchi per farci i bisogni, non dobbiamo farli per terra, ma il risultato è simile, perché i secchi sono solo due, uno per i bisogni piccoli e l’altro per i grandi, solo che se capita per esempio che stiamo male con la pancia, senza poterci sedere su di un water, a volte succede che non finisca tutto nel secchio e sporchiamo fuori, così quando loro se ne accorgono cominciano a strillare e ci picchiano.
Una volta mi hanno preso per un braccio, picchiato e poi gettato per terra proprio lì dov’era sporco e uno di loro mi stringeva forte per i capelli e urlandomi qualcosa mi spingeva la faccia quasi a toccare la parte di pavimento che avevo sporcato, poi mi hanno fatto pulire con un giornale e mi hanno portato a fare la doccia dopodiché si torna nella stanza delle torture.
Sempre così, ogni giorno. L’unico interrogativo è chi troveremo ad aspettarci. L’uomo, la donna o tutti e due insieme? O magari qualcosa di nuovo ed è la cosa che temo di più, visto che da quando sono qui, ogni novità è stata mille volte peggiore di quello che la precedeva.
Tra poco lo saprò.
Si apre la porta, sempre quelle maledette telecamere, mi giro a testa bassa pregando che almeno non ci sia l’uomo.
Mi volto lentamente, come quando a casa, nella mia cameretta, al buio, avevo paura dei mostri e pian pianino mi facevo coraggio per sbirciare sotto il letto e vedere cosa ci fosse.
Quanto mi sento stupido, adesso non è più il buio a farmi paura, adesso so che i veri mostri si muovono benissimo anche alla luce del sole, che non si nascondono sotto un letto o dentro un armadio e che non è comparendoti all’improvviso gridandoti “Buuu” che ti possono fare del male.
Comincio ad alzare la testa lentamente, cerco di rimandare il più possibile il momento della verità, pregando che tutte le mie paure non si manifestino davanti a me appena alzerò definitivamente lo sguardo.
Vedo il letto, quel letto, con sopra il piumone, morbido alla vista, ma che punge come fosse fatto da mille chiodi quando ci sei sopra.
Salgo un po’ di più con lo sguardo e il cuore sembra fermarsi di colpo: su quel letto, quel patibolo dove più volte sono stato ucciso, c’è qualcuno che mai e poi mai avrei immaginato di vedere in quel momento, l’ultima persona che avrei mai voluto trovarmi davanti in quella stanza. Davanti a me, nuda, con la bocca aperta e gli occhi spalancati quasi fossero il riflesso dei miei, c’è lei, Sara, l’unica persona amica, quella che da tempo ormai mi appariva come una delle mie poche ragioni di vita lì dentro, l’unico appiglio al quale afferrarsi, l’unica boa di salvezza in questo mare di lacrime.
«Che ci fai tu qui?» mi chiede con un filino di voce.
Non ho nemmeno il tempo di risponderle, l’uomo con la telecamera mi butta sul letto, addosso a lei.
Sappiamo già quello che dobbiamo fare, lo abbiamo fatto tutti e due più volte, ma nessuno dei due muove un muscolo, nessuno dei due ha il coraggio di fare niente.
Non riesco a capire perché lei sia qui con me, non riesco a capire perché ci stanno facendo questo e so che anche lei in questo momento si sta ponendo le mie stesse domande, cercando una risposta che non arriva, pensando a una soluzione che non esiste.
Non può essere vero, non ci riesco, io mi allontano, non voglio, non a Sara! L’uomo con la telecamera fa per picchiarmi, non mi importa, mi colpisce forte ma io non cambio idea e continua a colpirmi e a spingermi su di lei. Non mi importa di niente, stavolta le botte me le tengo, io non mi muovo, lui si infuria, posa la telecamera, fa per scagliarsi contro di me, io non chiudo nemmeno gli occhi, lo fisso mentre aspetto l’impatto del suo colpo e a un tratto sento qualcuno che mi afferra la mano: è Sara. Si mette tra me e l’uomo, mi guarda, lui si ferma, riprende la telecamera e lei inizia il suo lavoro.
Possibile? Lei? L’unica persona al mondo che fino a ora mi era sembrata pulita, l’unica macchia bianca di una realtà completamente nera?
La guardo incredulo mentre si appresta a fare quello per il quale è stata istruita fino a oggi. È come loro! Mi sono sbagliato su di lei: sono tutti uguali, sono tutti d’accordo, mi ha preso in giro, è come loro! Non potevo immaginarlo, sono stato raggirato fin dall’inizio, è diventata mia amica solo per potermi colpire più forte alla fine, solo per farmi soffrire di più! Se non fosse così si sarebbe ribellata come ho fatto io, non sarebbe stata al loro gioco, non poteva fare questo a me, è come loro…
La odio. La odio come tutti gli altri. La odio più degli altri.
Se questo è quello che vuole, se questa situazione le va bene, per me è ok, le farò vedere io!
E una rabbia incontrollabile mi sale da dentro e fa di tutto per uscire e scatenare la bestia nata dentro di me.
La spingo indietro, le do uno schiaffo, la giro, le afferro i polsi, glieli stringo con forza e le faccio tutto il male possibile!
«È questo che volevi? Ti piace così? Ti piace brutta troia? Dai, fammi sentire che ti piace!»
Con le lacrime agli occhi e i denti stretti le ripeto tutte le frasi che in questi giorni hanno detto a me, tutte quelle frasi delle quali ho dovuto imparare il significato. Scateno tutta la mia collera, le faccio vedere io con chi ha a che fare!
Sento la risata soddisfatta dell’uomo dietro la telecamera rimbombarmi nella testa, sento la presenza di uno sguardo fiero che da dietro mi avvolge e sento le grida di Sara, tanto intense da riuscire a coprire quelle della mia coscienza.
Dopo mezzora ci riportano nella stanza.
Sono furioso, prendo a calci e pugni la parete e guardo lei, la guardo con disprezzo.
So che non parlerà tutta la sera, non parla mai dopo, ma questa volta mi sbaglio, stavolta parla e ogni sillaba che esce dalla sua bocca ha su di me l’effetto di dieci pugnalate sul petto: «Perché sei diventato come loro?» mi chiede con un filino di voce.
«Che cazzo dici? Tu hai cominciato, eri tu che volevi farlo, non dare la colpa a me, non fare la santarellina. Potevi rifiutarti, potevi ribellarti, ma non l’hai fatto. Io mi sarei fatto picchiare a sangue per rifiutarmi, ma tu no, tu hai preso l’iniziativa e non ti ha nemmeno sfiorata.»
Aspetto una sua risposta, sono curioso di vedere che argomentazioni tirerà fuori per giustificare il suo operato. La sua replica non tarda ad arrivare e io mi sento un verme: «Possibile… possibile che sei così stupido da non capire? Io l’ho fatto per te, ho cominciato perché ti saresti fatto massacrare di botte, pensavo che se avessimo fatto qualcosa, se ci fossimo toccati un po’ magari gli sarebbe bastato e ci avrebbe fatto andare via. Perché mi hai trattata così?»
«Tanto è quello che volevano da noi, non sarebbe cambiato niente…»
«E tu che ne sai? Che ne sai che non gli sarebbero bastate soltanto cose da poco? Perché ti sei comportato così? Perché hai voluto farmi del male?»
«Con quello che ti avranno fatto in tutti questi giorni, non credo di averti potuto fare così tanto male come dici, guarda che conosco bene quello a cui sei abituata.»
Mi guarda con odio, mi dà uno schiaffo e mi sputa addosso, poi si allontana e scoppia in un pianto di rabbia.
«Hai ragione, sono abituata a ben altro, con quel pisellino non potevi farmi granché, ma il male che mi hai fatto tu oggi, brutto cretino, non è solo un male fisico, ma è certamente il male più grande che ho provato da quando sono qui. Sei stato tu a infliggermi la ferita più profonda, tu mi hai fatto quello che nessun altro poteva farmi, perché a te volevo bene, perché per me eri come un fratello, perché io e te eravamo uniti, ma adesso… adesso ti odio come gli altri, ti odio più degli altri, ti odio, con tutta me stessa!»
TI ODIO!
Quella frase rimbomba nella mia testa insieme all’immagine del suo sguardo.
Solo dopo ho capito cosa le ho fatto, solo dopo mi sono reso conto di come l’ho trattata. Lei voleva solo difendermi, lei si sarebbe sacrificata per me, solo dopo ho capito che l’ho ferita al cuore, che l’ho trattata nello stesso modo, se non anche peggio, di come l’avessero mai trattata i nostri aguzzini e finché avrò vita, non credo riuscirò mai a perdonarmi.
Capitolo 3
Girone infernale
Quanto tempo è che faccio questa vita? Quanto tempo è passato da quel maledetto giorno in cui sono stato rapito?
Tre anni, forse quattro, non ne ho idea.
Non so nemmeno di preciso che giorno è oggi.
Sto guardando un film, uno di quelli che loro mi permettono di guardare.
La protagonista è una bambina bionda e mi ha fatto tornare in mente Sara.
Sono anni che non la vedo, che non ho più alcuna notizia di lei.
Un giorno la presero dalla stanza e non vi fece più ritorno. Ricordo l’ultimo giorno che l’ho vista come fosse ieri.
Era passata circa una settimana da quel terribile giorno, il più brutto della mia vita. Me lo sogno ancora spesso: il giorno in cui divenni una bestia.
Quel giorno eravamo già stati nella stanza delle torture, quindi in teoria dovevano lasciarci in pace almeno fino al giorno dopo.
Invece a un certo punto la porta si aprì, Sara si alzò in piedi come se già sapesse che volevano lei e così era.
Andò decisa verso l’uomo e si lasciò chiudere la porta alle spalle senza mai voltarsi, dopodiché non la vidi più.
Più avanti venni a sapere che aveva chiesto lei di lasciare la stanza e in cambio avrebbe fatto tutto quello che volevano senza ribellarsi.
Sono stato un mostro: è colpa mia se Sara ha abbandonato la nostra stanza ed è finita chissà dove.
La nostra stanza. Sono rimasto circa un anno in quella camera fetida: il mio “addomesticamento” è durato molto più del previsto.
Dopo che mi sono reso conto di quello che avevo fatto alla mia unica amica non mi importava più di niente: non eseguivo gli ordini, non facevo quello che volevano e ogni volta erano botte.
Ho perso tre denti, mi hanno rotto due costole, un braccio, una gamba e due dita, per non parlare di lividi, tagli e contusioni varie.
Ho imparato anche a ricevere i colpi in modo da farmi arrecare il maggior danno possibile. Sì, perché ogni volta che mi rompevo qualcosa o che mi facevano qualche gran bel livido dovevano aspettare che guarissi prima di ricominciare le riprese, perché i clienti non volevano film con ragazzi malridotti.
Già, i “clienti”… schifosi bastardi.
Il tempo è passato così, tra calci e pugni, poi l’ultima volta ci sono andati giù troppo pesante e quasi c’ho rimesso la vita. Ho capito che più di ogni altra cosa al mondo io volevo vivere, non importava come, e per vivere dovevo fare tutto quello che loro mi dicevano di fare.
Ho trascorso un mese senza lamentarmi, senza fare storie e facendo ogni cosa seppur schifosa mi ordinassero, così quando si sono convinti che ormai ero diventato un bravo cagnolino ubbidiente, hanno deciso che potevano farmi “passare di grado”.
E sono finito qui, in una villetta di campagna, isolata dal resto del mondo. Anche qui prigioniero, ma almeno non sono chiuso in una stanza buia dove devo fare i bisogni in un secchio.
Questa è una vera e propria casa per me, con il bagno, la cucina, le camere e anche un giardino con una piccola piscina, dove posso andare, sempre sotto la supervisione di uno di loro, per rilassarmi o per svolgere qualche ripresa particolare all’aperto.
In casa posso fare quello che mi pare, ma in giardino sono controllato a vista. Infatti anche se la villetta si trova in qualche posto sperduto circondato solo da alberi e cespugli, magari può capitare qualche curioso che passa di qui o qualche viandante sperduto o peggio qualche controllo delle forze dell’ordine.
In caso devo far finta di essere loro nipote e di essere muto e se per caso provassi a dire solo una parola mi ucciderebbero immediatamente, senza pensarci due volte.
È una bella prigione, spaziosa, con le sbarre dorate, ma pur sempre una prigione.
In casa ho anche la televisione, ma posso vedere solo dei film in dvd che mi forniscono loro, l’unica televisione con l’antenna che prende i normali canali è in una delle loro camere.
Io per la maggior parte ho a disposizione film horror, d’azione e soprattutto film pornografici, dai quali posso imparare tante cose. Già, perché è quello che sono diventato, un attore di film porno, e come un aspirante attore studia le interpretazioni dei grandi nomi del cinema, da Totò a De Sica, da Jack Nicholson a De Niro, io devo imparare da Siffredi e colleghi.
Pensare che ho saputo che come attore sono davvero bravino: i miei film sono richiestissimi, soprattutto quello con Sara, i clienti lo richiedono in continuazione.
I clienti…
Sono loro i principali responsabili di quello che sono diventato ora.
Signori insospettabili, persone di tutte le età, razza o credo. Padri di famiglia, uomini d’affari, preti, ma anche donne, vecchie e ricche signore pronte a sborsare migliaia di euro per un film e più i protagonisti sono giovani, più loro sono disposte a pagare.
Prima facevo quasi una ripresa ogni due, tre giorni, ora molto meno, perché posso occuparmi dei clienti anche direttamente.
Già, perché all’inizio dovevano ammaestrarmi, iniziarmi all’arte, rendermi mansueto e disponibile. I primi film servono anche a quello, poi quando sei in loro potere possono farti incontrare i clienti di persona, perché il cliente non vuole un ragazzo che abbia paura di lui, che pianga o gridi mentre viene seviziato o che incominci a invocare la mamma. No, il cliente deve credere che quello che fai lo fai solo perché ne hai voglia e perché ti piace. Ti deve credere consenziente, così poi non avrà sensi di colpa quando tornerà a casa, dalla sua famiglia, alla sua vita normale.
Ma come fanno a credere che mi piaccia fare quello che faccio? Come fanno solamente a pensare una cosa del genere?
Ovviamente sanno che non è così, devono saperlo, ma vogliono illudersi che sia vero perché in questo modo possono andare a messa la domenica e pensare che la colpa non sia loro, ma del diavolo tentatore, quel diavolo travestito da ragazzino, così sfacciato, così provocante che li ha quasi obbligati a fare quello che hanno fatto, così dicono due Ave Maria e sono a posto. Perché la maggior parte dei clienti sono dei gran timorati di Dio!
Una volta pregavo tutte le sere prima di addormentarmi.
Chiedevo a Dio di aiutarmi, di liberarmi, di svegliarmi da questo incubo o almeno di farmi morire. Poi, da quando è arrivato padre Giuseppe qui alla villa, ho capito che era tutto inutile.
D’altronde se il tuo cliente più sadico è uno dei servi del Signore, come fai ad aver fiducia nel grande capo?
E dire che fino a qualche anno fa ci credevo così tanto nel Padre Eterno: tutte le sere la preghiera prima di andare a dormire, tutte le domeniche a messa. Una volta io e i miei genitori siamo andati persino a vedere il papa, a Roma.
Ero così euforico, elettrizzato solo all’idea di poter vedere quella persona dal vivo, un uomo tanto vicino a Dio.
Piazza San Pietro era gremita di gente. Io non avevo mai visto tanta gente tutta insieme in vita mia: arrivavano da tutto il mondo e tutti solo per vedere una persona, un semplice essere umano, ma così importante da far smuovere le masse, da convincere le persone a spendere lo stipendio di mesi di duro lavoro per attraversare il mondo e vederlo per un’ora da lontano.
Lì in mezzo a quella folla mi sentii ancora più eccitato. Vedere lui di persona doveva essere davvero qualcosa di unico e così è stato.
Lo vidi a malapena, da lontano, affacciato alla sua finestra, e la sua voce mi scaldò l’anima. Eravamo migliaia di persone lì sotto ma avrei giurato che in quel momento stesse parlando solo con me. Fu un momento magico.
Da quel giorno tutto era diventato più bello, più semplice: se dovevo affrontare un problema lo facevo con il sorriso, perché sapevo che Dio era con me. Lo aveva detto il Papa: Dio è con ognuno di noi, con chiunque sia disposto a offrirgli il suo cuore. Io lo facevo, quindi non avevo niente da temere e il bello è che la cosa funzionava veramente!
Se la maestra mi interrogava sapevo che sarei andato bene e che avrei preso un bel voto, se uscivo di casa con la mamma sapevo che sarebbe stata una giornata fantastica! Ero convinto che ogni cosa sarebbe filata per il verso giusto, perché ogni mattina chiedevo a Dio di farmi trascorrere la giornata nel migliore dei modi.
Dio mi è stato sempre accanto durante quel periodo, a un certo punto però, deve essersi reso conto che di me non gliene importava poi tanto e mi ha fatto finire qui.
All’inizio avevo pensato che volesse mettermi alla prova, per vedere se fossi realmente un buon cristiano. Anche questo aveva detto il Papa: Dio può metterci alla prova con situazioni difficili. Per questo accadono le cose brutte nel mondo, quindi non bisogna disperarsi, ma rinchiudersi nella preghiera e così ho fatto.
Poi però è passato il tempo, troppo tempo; le preghiere sono diventate suppliche, verso un padre assente che ha troppo di meglio da fare che ascoltare i piagnistei dei propri figli. Le suppliche allora si sono trasformate in ricatti: o mi aiuti o ti ritroverai con un fedele in meno!
Dio però era più forte di me e quando arrivavo a dire o solo a pensare quelle cose dopo un po’saliva la paura e il rimorso per quello che avevo detto e tornavo a supplicare.
Arriva però il giorno in cui sei davvero stanco di tutto questo e inizia la sfida tra te e il Signore: cominciano gli insulti, le bestemmie, se davvero è così potente come dicono allora provi a fermarmi! Mi uccida, mi fulmini, provi a togliermi la parola mentre maledico lui e tutto quello che ha creato!
Fino a quando ti stufi anche di quello e ti rendi conto troppo presto che sei solo nell’universo, che non esiste nessun paradiso, nessun premio e nessuna punizione, solo una marea di favole che servono per far rigare dritto grandi e bambini e ad affrontare la vita con più serenità, scaricando le colpe e le responsabilità verso un qualcosa di molto più grande di noi.
No, Dio non può esistere e se esistesse non deve essere una grande persona, perché altrimenti mi avrebbe evitato tutti questi anni di torture.
Oggi deve arrivare una persona importante, un politico molto famoso. Per soli tremila euro potrà avere un incontro ravvicinato con il proibito.
È questo che vuole la gente, il proibito, quello che non si può avere.
Capitano persone che nella vita hanno tutto, ma si annoiano, così vogliono qualcosa che non hanno mai provato prima, qualcosa che li faccia sentire vivi, vogliono sperimentare nuove emozioni, emozioni forti e rischiose.
C’è chi si butta da un ponte con un elastico legato alle caviglie e c’è chi invece si scopa i ragazzini e, come ho già detto, più la cosa è proibita, più li eccita.
Prima volevano le amanti diciottenni, poi di sedici/diciassette anni perché il solo fatto che fossero minorenni anche di poco rendeva la cosa più gustosa. Poi sono passati alle bambine piccole, ma la cosa era sempre troppo “normale” dal loro punto di vista, così adesso quelli che vanno di più sono i maschietti.
Il politico che viene oggi è dei peggiori, ogni volta richiede esplicitamente me e un’altra ragazza, io vestito da poppante con tanto di ciucciotto, lei vestita da suora.
Se siamo bravi ci lascia anche la mancia a fine serata.
Lo fanno in tanti. Come se potessimo andare a fare shopping!
All’inizio i soldi in più finivano dritti nelle mani dei miei aguzzini, che magari come premio mi compravano qualcosa di buono da mangiare. Non mi stava bene: erano soldi per il lavoro che facevo io. Così ho cominciato a nascondere la maggior parte delle mance: nel materasso c’è un taglio, l’ho un po’ svuotato e ci faccio entrare un po’ di roba.
Tanto loro non se ne accorgeranno mai, è già tanto che qualche volta mi permettono di cambiare le lenzuola, figuriamoci se si preoccupano di dare una spolverata al materasso o di comprarne uno nuovo.
Ho messo da parte un bel gruzzolo, d’altronde io sono bravo a fare quello che faccio, quindi le mance capitano spesso.
Non credo potrò mai farci qualcosa con quei soldi, quello che conta però è che non vadano in mano a loro, e poi non si sa mai.
Come mance non mi lasciano solo dei soldi, a volte ci sono anche degli altri “extra”.
La prima volta fu un uomo importante, mi sembra sempre un politico o uno della televisione, non ricordo bene, anche perché la televisione non posso guardarla, fatta eccezione dei soliti dvd.
Mi ricordo che era inverno e che non mi sentivo molto bene. Era uno di quei tanti giorni in cui speravo che il mio cuore cessasse di battere di colpo, che da un momento all’altro le mie pene finissero all’improvviso. Non avevo più neanche la voglia di respirare.
Lui si accorse che ero giù, che ero assente: «Che hai?»
«…cosa?» gli risposi quasi tornando alla realtà dal mondo in cui mi ero rifugiato.
«Ti ho chiesto che hai, sei sordo?» disse il tipo con il tono irritato.
«Non ho niente.»
«Non mi pare, sei come su di un altro pianeta, non ti pago per startene a pensare ai fatti tuoi.»
Mi sembrava troppo strano che si preoccupasse di me: voleva solo le attenzioni da me, la mia complicità.
«Ti chiedo scusa, è solo che devo essermi preso l’influenza, tutto qui.» fu la prima scusa che mi passò per la testa.
«Bah, se è solo questo ho io una cosa che fa per te.» Si mise una mano in tasca. «Con questa ti passa l’influenza e tutti gli altri problemi del mondo, con questa puoi diventare come Superman!»
Tirò fuori dalla tasca una piccola bustina con una polverina bianca sottile e me la porse con un sorriso tronfio e spavaldo.
«Avanti, che aspetti, non ho tutto questo tempo da perdere, forza, che me ne prendo un po’ anch’io insieme a te.»
Dispose due piccole strisce di polvere sul comodino, le sistemò per bene, poi tirò fuori una piccola cannuccia, la portò al naso e aspirò in un colpo tutta la sua striscia di polvere.
«Cristo, questa sì che è roba di prima qualità! Avanti nanetto, che aspetti?»
Mi porse la cannuccia e con l’altra mano mi spinse la testa per avvicinarmi al comodino.
«Dai, tutta d’un colpo.»
E cominciò a ridere fragorosamente.
In fondo se l’aveva presa anche lui non poteva essere niente che facesse male e poi se davvero quella polverina era in grado di farmi superare tutti i problemi che avevo, allora sarebbe stata la benvenuta.
Non avevo niente da perdere, fosse anche stata zucchero o veleno per topi non mi importava niente.
Non arrivai neanche a metà striscia che cominciai a tossire, dovevo aver sbagliato qualcosa. Forse avevo inspirato troppo piano o troppo velocemente.
Nel giro di pochi secondi ecco che il mondo cominciò a cambiarmi letteralmente intorno.
Tutto era diverso, io ero diverso, il cuore cominciò a battermi all’impazzata e il respiro divenne frenetico. Ero euforico, eccitato, aveva ragione, mi sentivo come Superman, no, di più, mi sentivo come un Dio!
Ecco perché il Signore non rispondeva alle mie preghiere, perché adesso ero io Dio e non avevo bisogno di niente e di nessuno.
Il ricordo di ciò che successe dopo è molto confuso, come quando fai un sogno e mezz’ora dopo esserti svegliato ne hai solo vaghi ricordi o addirittura non sai se le immagini che hai in mente sono sogni, ricordi o se è solo fantasia del momento.
Ogni tanto mi tornano in mente dei piccoli flash di quello che è successo, ma sono scene talmente orribili che spero si tratti solo del frutto della mia immaginazione.
La nebbia che quel giorno era nella mia testa cominciò a dissolversi solo verso sera. Mi ricordo che ero in camera mia, da solo, con dei forti dolori e il corpo pieno di lividi.
Il cuore aveva ripreso a battere in maniera regolare, l’eccitazione era passata e man mano che passava il tempo mi sentivo sempre peggio, cominciavo a sentirmi depresso, a odiare me stesso, il mio corpo e tutto quello che mi stava intorno.
La vita faceva schifo, il mondo faceva schifo, tutto il fottuto universo faceva schifo!
Ero stanco di andare avanti: volevo morire. Non ho mai desiderato tanto la morte come in quel momento ma poi mi tormentava la paura della morte stessa.
Passavo interminabili momenti a fissare il soffitto, poi di colpo facevo un sobbalzo, iniziavo a tremare, avevo paura ma non sapevo neanche io di cosa, cominciavo a girare per la mia stanza in cerca di qualcosa che non sapevo cosa fosse, sapevo solo che dovevo trovarla e che appena trovata l’avrei riconosciuta.
Nella frenesia della mia ricerca inciampai, caddi a terra e diedi una testata al pavimento che rimbombò per tutta la casa. Per un attimo aspettai immobile, senza fiatare cercando di rendermi conto se fossi ancora vivo, ma non riuscivo a capirlo, allora diedi un’altra testata per terra: se davvero fossi morto con la prima caduta questo colpo non avrebbe dovuto farmi niente, ma se invece fossi stato ancora vivo magari il secondo colpo mi avrebbe ucciso così avrei dovuto controllare di nuovo se fossi vivo o morto!
Quel giorno penso di aver conosciuto l’inferno sulla terra e purtroppo seguirono altri giorni come quello.
Capii cosa fosse la cosa che cercavo disperatamente: era quella polvere bianca, la “coca”. La cercai ancora! Per fortuna non fu così difficile trovarla, molti clienti l’avevano con loro e a chi non l’aveva bastava chiedere di portarmela la prossima volta che fosse venuto a trovarmi, in cambio sarei stato molto riconoscente e avrei esaudito tutti i loro desideri più perversi o al limite avrei potuto comprarla con i soldi che avevo messo da parte grazie alle mance.
Per la seconda volta venni rapito e fatto prigioniero, questa volta però non da persone, ma da una strana polverina bianca. Ero divenuto suo schiavo: non c’era niente che non fossi disposto a fare per procurarmela. Sarei stato disposto a uccidere per averla e ci sono andato molto vicino.
Fu con un vecchio imprenditore, uno che si era arricchito con un paio di fabbriche lasciategli dal padre qualche decennio prima.
Lui non faceva uso della coca, ma sicuramente poteva procurarmela: per un ricco uomo d’affari come lui sarebbe stato un giochetto.
La prima volta che venne cercai di dare il meglio di me e a fine serata sapevo che mi avrebbe offerto dei soldi. Infatti così fu, ma io rifiutai, gli dissi che non ce n’era bisogno, che poteva tenerli, che tutto quello che avevo fatto era solo perché mi stava simpatico, perché mi piaceva.
Come desiderio chiesi solo un piccolo favore: se mai fosse tornato a trovarmi, avrebbe dovuto portarmi un po’ di coca, così sarei stato ancora più riconoscente e più servizievole.
«E che te ne fai di quella roba? Non vorrai farmi credere che alla tua età già ti droghi?» mi disse con un’aria paterna piena di sdegno.
«Tu non ti preoccupare, pensa solo a portarmela che all’uso che ne farò ci penso io. Fidati, avrai solo che da guadagnarci se me la porterai.»
Tornò a trovarmi dopo non molto, ma non portò con se niente.
Mi arrabbiai, gli dissi che stavolta faceva meglio a tirarsi una sega in un angolo, perché di certo io non avrei fatto niente. Lo avevo avvertito che avrebbe dovuto portarmi la roba: lui non era stato gentile con me e io avrei fatto altrettanto con lui.
Si scusò, disse che se ne era dimenticato, che gli era passato di mente, tutta colpa di quella maledetta strega della moglie.
Non me ne fregava niente delle sue scuse e delle sue vicende famigliari, ma era meglio assecondarlo per questa volta, ma la prossima non si sarebbe dovuto ripetere. Glielo dico e lui mi dice di stare tranquillo, che se avessi fatto il bravo questa volta alla prossima occasione me ne avrebbe portata tanta.
E io feci il bravo.
Andò via tutto soddisfatto e gli ricordai il nostro patto. Lui annuì come per togliersi una rottura di scatole di torno senza dare tanto peso alle mie parole, ma fece lo sbaglio più grosso della sua vita.
Tornò per la terza volta e non portò nuovamente nulla con sé, come se tutto quello che gli avevo detto fossero state solo parole al vento. Tutto quello che avevo fatto non era servito a niente!
Divenni una bestia e cominciai a dirgli le parole peggiori che potessero uscirmi di bocca. La rabbia saliva a ogni momento: quel maledetto si era preso gioco di me come se fossi uno stupido ragazzino che non capisce niente, ma si sbagliava. Io capivo tutto, capivo che non mi aveva portato quello di cui avevo bisogno e capivo che dovevo fare in modo che quella cosa non si ripetesse mai più.
Si infuriò anche lui: non aveva pagato tutti quei soldi per essere insultato da un ragazzino. Mi diede uno schiaffo. Io non aspettavo altro. Gli saltai addosso come una tigre sulla sua preda, cominciai a prenderlo a calci e pugni, lo morsi anche e mi beccai un altro schiaffo più forte al punto che mi fece volare sul letto.
«Ora mi hai stancato piccolo figlio di puttana e i tuoi amici di fuori mi sentiranno, che imparino ad addomesticare bene i loro cagnolini.»
Stava andando da loro, non potevo permetterglielo!
Stavolta avevo esagerato, non si sarebbero limitati a darmi una lezione, era la volta buona che mi avrebbero fatto fuori per il mio comportamento, per loro i clienti sono sacri e devono essere considerati come tali.
Il gesto che seguì fu qualcosa di automatico, non dovetti neanche pensarci, la mano si mosse da sola, afferrai il grosso portacenere di marmo che c’era sul comodino e glielo scagliai contro. Lo colpii dritto dritto sulla nuca, fece un urlo, si accasciò sulle ginocchia e cominciò a invocare aiuto.
Dovevo farlo smettere!
Ormai ero in gioco, tanto valeva giocare: peggio di così non poteva andare. Presi di nuovo il portacenere e cominciai a colpirlo in testa una, cinque, dieci volte, non capivo più niente, colpivo e basta.
A riportarmi alla realtà ci pensò uno degli aguzzini: sentii afferrarmi per il braccio, quello dove avevo il portacenere, e un violento pugno sullo zigomo mise la parola fine a quella storia.
Buio! Era di nuovo buio!
Cristo santo, io lo odio il maledettissimo buio!
«Vi prego, non adesso, portatemi via, ridatemi la luce!» li pregai.
Ero di nuovo rinchiuso, di nuovo in una stanza, ma questa volta più piccola, uno sgabuzzino chiuso a chiave e non si vedeva un accidente.
«Fatemi uscire, fatemi uscire di qui, maledetti! Ho sbagliato, l’ho capito, non lo farò più, giuro che righerò dritto, non so che mi ha preso, ero fuori di me. Fatemi uscire da questa stanza!» gridai.
Non sentivo voci, non sentivo niente di niente. La stanza era piccolissima e inciampai su qualcosa. Finii a terra e ci rimasi per non so quanto tempo.
Non sentivo nessun rumore, non mi portavano da mangiare, non passavano nemmeno qui fuori, sembrava che la casa fosse deserta, che mi avessero lasciato lì, con l’intenzione di lasciarmi morire di fame e di sete.
Passò un’intera giornata, cominciai a urlare sperando in una risposta o che almeno qualcuno mi dicesse di farla finita o venisse a picchiarmi per farmi star zitto.
Niente.
A sera stavo male, all’inizio credevo sarei morto per fame e sete, invece il mio corpo mi richiedeva dell’altro: non mi importava di bere, non mi importava di mangiare, volevo solo la coca al più presto o mi sarebbe esploso il cervello!
Avevo i crampi allo stomaco e mi si stavano rivoltando le budella. Cominciai a prendere a pugni la porta fino a farmi uscire il sangue dalle nocche.
Stavo malissimo, avevo la nausea e mi sentivo formicolare addosso.
Dopo ore e ore d’inferno finalmente seppi di non essere solo: la porta si aprì per poco più di tre secondi e mi tirarono qualcosa contro: una bottiglietta, non so di cosa. La aprii di corsa. Succo di frutta! Bastardi, non era succo di frutta che volevo! E le budella ricominciarono a contorcersi e sentivo freddo.
È incredibile, più uno pensa di essere caduto in basso, di aver toccato il fondo, più pensa che peggio di così non possa andare e più deve ricredersi.
Può sempre andare peggio.
Fino a un paio di anni fa la cosa che più mi terrorizzava era l’idea dell’inferno, ora credo proprio che se dovessi finirci sarà una passeggiata rispetto a questo.
La vita è crudele: ti fa soffrire come un cane, poi quando ti cominci ad abituare alla tua condizione ecco che ti tira fuori qualcosa di peggiore.
Anche il giorno dopo, la solita bottiglietta di succo di frutta. La bevvi e mi sentii un pochino meglio, ma non del tutto: il mio bisogno primario era sempre quello.
Per come mi sentivo il giorno prima avrei giurato che sarei morto la notte stessa, invece ero ancora lì.
I giorni passarono, chiesi qualcosa in più dei soliti succhi di frutta e me lo portarono. Stavo riacquistando l’appetito e man mano che trascorrevano le giornate i dolori diminuivano, il malessere si attenuava, il desiderio della coca da ossessivo qual era andava scemando, tornavo a sentire i bisogni primari e tornava anche la voglia di vivere.
Quando si aprì la porta, non riuscii a capire chi fosse, la luce mi sbatteva contro gli occhi con la potenza di una cannonata e non vedevo niente. Mi lacrimavano gli occhi e un filo di voce mi uscì dalla bocca: «Vi prego, fatemi uscire…»
La vita nella casa tornò a essere quella di prima, io mi sforzai di non pensare più a quello che era stato e loro non tornavano mai sull’argomento.
Domani è venerdì e io odio il venerdì: è il giorno in cui H., uno dei tre aguzzini, viene alla villa.
Di solito lui sta nell’altra casa, quella dove mi hanno fatto stare all’inizio.
Lui si occupa di quelli nuovi e una volta a settimana viene qui, mi violenta e mi riempie di botte, per farmi capire chi comanda, e mi ripete sempre che se provassi a fare qualcosa che non gli andasse a genio, mi ucciderebbe all’istante e dopo che fossi morto manderebbe le cassette con i miei film ai miei genitori, così vedrebbero che razza di figlio pervertito hanno generato.
Me lo ripete in continuazione, tutte le settimane, sempre la stessa cosa, ormai conosco la tiritera così bene che neanche ci faccio più caso.
Non so se lo fa per farmelo entrare bene in testa o solamente perché ci gode a dirlo per cercare di terrorizzarmi.
Una volta quando me lo diceva ci stavo veramente male. Pensavo alle sue parole tutta la notte e avevo paura di commettere qualche errore, anche per sbaglio, perché so che H. non perdona, poi col tempo mi sono abituato alle sue minacce.
Oddio, non che non abbia più paura di lui, so che parla seriamente, e ho una fifa boia quando penso a quello che mi potrebbe fare, soltanto non sto più così male quando me lo dice, tutto qui.
È anche per questo che faccio tutto quello che mi dicono senza lamentarmi troppo e senza provare mai a ribellarmi, non tanto per la paura di venire ucciso da loro, tanto non è che si possa chiamare vita quella che faccio ora, quanto per il fatto che non potrei mai sopportare che i miei genitori vengano a conoscenza di quello che faccio ora.
Col tempo ho imparato a conoscere i miei aguzzini, grazie anche al fatto che ho imparato un po’ della loro lingua e loro un po’ della mia.
Come ho già detto, sono in tre: H., C. e M..
H. è il capo, quello più spietato. È lui quello che mi prese per un braccio e mi trascinò sulla macchina, quando mi rapirono. È lui che mi picchiava e mi faceva le docce gelate, che si occupa dell’educazione dei nuovi arrivati, delle riprese e delle foto.
M. invece è l’attore, il protagonista di quasi tutti i film: lui si occupa di insegnare il mestiere ai ragazzi. È quello che mi violentò la prima volta e tante altre a seguire.
C. è l’affarista, il cervello del gruppo, si occupa di trovare i clienti, di smerciare i film e di combinare gli appuntamenti privati.
Oltre a loro ci sono anche altre persone: almeno altri due attori, un uomo e una donna. La donna è quella che mi ha “svezzato”, il mio primo passo verso la pornografia, la persona che insieme a M. ho incontrato più volte nell’altra casa.
Poi so che ci sono altre persone, ma non le ho mai incontrate di persona, solo viste in alcuni filmati qui alla villa. Poi c’è un altro paio che invece vedo ogni tanto, ma non ho capito che ruolo abbiano.
Potrei dire di odiarli tutti, soprattutto ora che capisco gran parte dei loro discorsi, ma da un po’ di tempo i sentimenti dentro di me si fanno sempre più confusi. Non so più nemmeno io cosa provo: è un mix di sensazioni che alla fine esplodono creando solo un immenso senso di indifferenza verso la vita e il mondo che mi circonda.
Più o meno è quello che provano anche loro, a differenza del fatto che a me interessa pochissimo anche della mia di vita, loro invece se ne fregano degli altri a favore dei loro interessi.
Per loro noi ragazzi siamo solo strumenti per fare soldi e non ci considerano nemmeno esseri umani: siamo delle slot machine di carne dove i gonzi vengono a mettere tutte le loro monetine.
Siamo cose e come tali ci trattano.
Ci danno da mangiare, cercano di non farci mancare niente, ma non perché ci tengano particolarmente a noi o magari perché dopo qualche anno passato insieme si siano affezionati. No, semplicemente loro mantengono il loro investimento, ci danno da mangiare come lo si da al maiale che poi verrà portato al macello: ti preoccupi che stia bene, ma solo perché deve diventare bello grasso prima di morire ed essere venduto al miglior offerente.
Tanto per fare un esempio, da quando mi hanno rapito non sono mai stato visitato da un dottore.
Sono stato male di brutto due o tre volte, con la febbre altissima. Venivo lasciato riposare e mi veniva dato da mangiare, ma non è che si siano mai preoccupati per la mia salute: se guarivo bene se fossi morto pazienza, avrebbero dovuto trovarsi un altro ragazzo.
E lo dico non per supposizione, proprio perché me lo hanno detto loro!
Lo scorso inverno mi ero preso una brutta influenza, stavo malissimo, non avevo voglia di mangiare, non riuscivo a stare in piedi, ero diventato una larva umana.
Loro mi lasciarono riposare, perché avevo la febbre alta, intorno ai 39. Fino a 38 loro ti fanno lavorare lo stesso, non gliene importa nulla, solo che superata quella soglia capiscono che potrei rimetterci la vita e che soprattutto non sarei in grado di soddisfare i clienti e quindi rischierebbero di perderli.
Così mi fecero rimanere a letto, ma ogni giorno passavano a controllare e quando videro che la cosa andava per le lunghe C. me lo disse chiaro e tondo: «O ti sbrighi a guarire o ti sbrighi a crepare, qui ci stai facendo perdere soldi, se ci sei tu non possiamo prenderne un altro, quindi vedi di decidere in fretta, prima che prendiamo una decisione noi per te.»
Era serio quando lo diceva, non scherzava: era un ultimatum quello che mi aveva dato. Non mi diede dei giorni precisi, ma mi fece capire che me ne erano rimasti pochi ed entro quei pochi dovevo per forza guarire, altrimenti erano guai.
Per fortuna sono guarito in tempo, forse anche aiutato dalla paura, e sono ancora vivo.
Da quel giorno cerco di non dirgli mai quando sto male, di lavorare anche quando ho la febbre o comunque non mi sento molto bene, cerco di mascherare i miei mali per preservare la mia vita, non voglio dargli la soddisfazione di vedermi morire il quel modo.
Se per loro la mia vita vale poco, per me la loro non vale assolutamente nulla.
Più volte in passato ho pensato di ucciderli, poi però mi è sempre mancato il coraggio.
A parte il fatto che sono più grossi di me, anche se riuscissi a fuggire dove potrei mai andare?
Non ho idea di dove mi trovi e, dopotutto, anche se lo sapessi sarebbe uguale: con tutti i film che ho fatto anche se andassi alla polizia e raccontassi loro tutto quello che è successo chi mi assicura che verrei creduto e che invece non pensino che ho fatto tutto perché semplicemente mi andava di farlo?
H., C. e M. sicuramente negherebbero tutto, darebbero la colpa a me, direbbero che tutto quanto è partito da me e che sono stato io a organizzare tutto. Perché mai la polizia dovrebbe credere alle parole di un bambino piuttosto che a quelle di tre adulti?
Effettivamente guardando un mio film non sembra che io lo faccia perché costretto, non c’è nessuno che mi tiene fermo mentre abusano di me, non si vede nessuno picchiarmi o minacciarmi di morte in caso di disobbedienza, anzi, col tempo ho dovuto anche imparare a costruirmi una maschera di complicità verso i clienti, ho dovuto imparare a sorridere mentre sto con loro, a camuffare sensazioni di angoscia in espressioni di piacere.
C. mi ha anche detto che se scappassi o se succedesse qualcosa manderebbe la cassetta di me con Sara alla polizia, dove si vede bene quello che le ho fatto, che l’ho presa con la forza, dicendogli tutte quelle malvagità. Vedrebbero cosa le ho fatto, che l’ho violentata, mi arresterebbero e in galera è molto peggiore di qui, parola di C. che l’ha conosciuta.
Sono praticamente fregato.
Non posso scappare, non posso morire, non posso rivolgermi a Dio, non posso neanche sognare.
Da un sacco di tempo ormai faccio solo sogni strani: qualche volta ho sognato di uccidere delle bambine e poi farmele mentre giacciono a terra senza vita, due notti fa invece ho sognato che mi era caduto il pisello e dei cani vi si erano gettati e hanno cominciato a divorarlo mentre io ero lì che guardavo impotente e da una parte ero felice perché oramai non avevo più sesso, come gli angeli, e non dovevo più essere costretto a fare quelle cose.
Spesso poi sogno anche di uccidere H., C. e M. ma ogni volta loro si rialzano da morti e mi risveglio tutto sudato con dei forti crampi allo stomaco.
Ma il sogno peggiore, quello che mi ha tormentato per tutto questo tempo, come una punizione infernale che si ripete all’infinito, è quando sogno di Sara e di quel giorno: sento le sue grida, il suo disprezzo, la sua paura e ogni volta finisce che mi fissa con uno sguardo gelido e mi dice quelle fatidiche due parole: ti odio!
Pensandoci bene da quando mi hanno rapito non ho più fatto un sogno, non dico bello, ma almeno che sia normale.
Capitolo 4
Redenzione
Oggi sono rimasto chiuso nella mia camera tutto il giorno.
Mi hanno chiuso a chiave questa mattina presto e non si sono fatti più vivi, non mi hanno nemmeno lasciato da mangiare.
Non sento rumori in casa, probabilmente non c’è nessuno. Quando non c’è nessuno il motivo solitamente è uno: sono andati a caccia.
Di solito H., C. e M. non stanno mai insieme, almeno non per tanto tempo.
C. vive praticamente qui, ha una stanza per sé dove trascorre la maggior parte della giornata.
M. va e viene e la notte si ferma solo quando C. non può restare.
H. viene tutti i venerdì oppure, raramente, quando nessuno degli altri due può rimanere.
Due volte al mese si riuniscono tutti e tre per spartirsi il denaro e lo fanno qui, dato che tutti i conti e i soldi li tiene C. in una cassaforte nella sua stanza, oppure si incontrano per andare a cercare un nuovo bambino.
Che io sappia non succede spesso, dopo di me so che ne hanno presi solo altri tre e quando me ne sono reso conto, la prima volta, per il primo bambino ho pianto tutto il giorno, perché mi ricordava la mia storia e sapevo quello che quel ragazzino avrebbe passato. La seconda volta fui triste, ma non piansi. La terza provai solo fastidio. Oggi sinceramente, posso dire che la cosa non mi riguarda. Non sono fatti miei, ho già i miei di problemi a cui pensare e non posso farmi carico anche di quelli degli altri.
La giornata trascorre lenta, interminabile, quando sei costretto tra quattro mura le ore non passano mai.
E dire che ho passato quasi un anno dentro una stanza, da solo, ad aspettare che finissero giornate sempre maledettamente uguali.
E il fatto che io abbia sempre un secchio nella stanza, in previsione di queste giornate, per fare i miei bisogni, non aiuta certo a dimenticare quel periodo.
Per fortuna non l’ho ancora mai usato, preferisco trattenermi tutto, tanto so che alla sera torna qualcuno ad aprirmi la porta.
Quando ero a casa mia mi piaceva tantissimo rimanere tutto il giorno a casa al calduccio, sotto le coperte, senza fare niente.
Quando stavo un po’ male e la mamma non mi faceva andare a scuola io ero contentissimo! Restavo tutto il giorno a letto, amato, coccolato, servito come un principe.
La mamma restava quasi sempre con me, facevamo dei giochi o mi leggeva qualcosa come solo lei sapeva fare, cercando di imitare la voce dei protagonisti delle storie, e quanto mi faceva ridere quando doveva fare la voce di qualche omone grande e grosso o magari di un orco o di qualche altro mostro. Perché lei ha una voce delicata, molto femminile come dice il papà, e non riusciva a fare il vocione grosso, così si sforzava fino a farsi venire male alla gola.
Ma la cosa che più mi piaceva in assoluto erano i pasti consumati a letto, soprattutto la colazione.
Mamma per nessuna ragione al mondo mi permetteva di lasciare la cucina quando si mangiava, era una delle poche regole di casa e andava rispettata, però quando stavo male faceva un’eccezione e mi portava tutto in camera sopra un vassoio che appoggiava sul comodino.
La mattina, quando avevo sonno e non mi andava di alzarmi o magari quando faceva particolarmente freddo, avere la colazione a letto era la cosa più bella del mondo.
Me ne stavo lì, sotto le coperte, in pigiama, con una tazza di latte caldo e dei biscotti e magari mentre mangiavo mi vedevo la televisione, i cartoni del mattino, quelli che mi perdevo sempre perché ero a scuola.
Qui di cartoni animati non ne girano, non ci sono amanti del genere, e anch’io, se ripenso a tante cose che ho visto e che mi piacevano tantissimo, non riesco a capacitarmi di come facessi a vedere certa roba. Prima non potevo farne a meno, restavo ore incollato davanti alla televisione, a vivere le avventure dei miei eroi preferiti, ora invece…
La realtà è molto diversa: a me è bastato attraversare una stradina da solo per essere rapito e nemmeno se fossi a conoscenza della più terribile arte da combattimento potrei pensare di sconfiggere uno dei tre: c’è troppo differenza di forza tra un bambino e un adulto e quando ti bloccano per i polsi con una sola mano te ne accorgi.
Arriva la sera, verso le nove tornano H., C. e M., mi aprono la porta e finalmente posso andare al bagno.
Non ce la facevo più, se avessero tardato solo altri dieci minuti penso che sarebbe stata la volta buona che avrei usato il secchio.
Vado nel salone, metto un film tanto per combattere la noia. Loro sono di là in cucina che discutono, abbasso un po’ il volume, ma non troppo, voglio ascoltare i loro discorsi ma non voglio che mi scoprano altrimenti sarebbero botte.
Non capisco tutto, ma quel poco che sento mi fa intendere che hanno preso una bambina. M. è furioso, a quanto pare conosce i suoi genitori, abitano nello stesso quartiere, dice che prenderla è stato un errore, che non bisogna mai rapire dei bambini quando c’è anche una sola possibilità che i genitori ti conoscano e possano pensare a te.
Dice che bisogna trovare una soluzione al più presto, che si dovrebbe ammazzare la bambina subito o comunque farla sparire, mandarla da qualche parte lontano, che non sia riconducibile a lui, ma C. non è d’accordo, una bambina come quella porta un bel po’ di soldi e ucciderla sarebbe uno spreco, anche perché poi sarebbero dovuti andare a prenderne un’altra e quella è la parte più rischiosa.
La discussione si anima, M. grida, dice che vuole allontanarsi per un po’, deve sparire per qualche mese e che per quel periodo di tempo dovranno arrangiarsi senza di lui e ovviamente dovranno sostituirlo nei film.
H. non è d’accordo, lui e C. non possono farsi riprendere per via dei loro tatuaggi. H. soprattutto ne è ricoperto su tutto il corpo e sono segni di riconoscimento troppo evidenti. Trovare qualcun altro per girare i film è rischioso, qualcuno che non sia del giro non sarebbe affidabile e quelli che conoscono che andrebbero bene o sono impegnati in altre cose o comunque non vogliono saperne di immischiarsi in storie di bambini.
Poi ecco che a C. viene l’idea, il lampo di genio:
«Facciamolo fare al marmocchio, dopotutto ormai comincia a essere grandicello e i clienti tempo un anno si stuferanno di lui. Tocca pensare al suo futuro, bisogna vedere se potrà tornarci utile o se sarà necessario sostituirlo.»
Sostituirlo! Che vuol dire? Che mi lasceranno andare?
Mi piacerebbe crederlo, ma so che non è così.
Ora che ci penso, quella parola mi è già capitato di sentirla: è stato qualche anno fa, quando mi hanno portato qui.
Prima di me c’era un altro ragazzo, il giorno che sono arrivato l’ho visto di sfuggita, era dentro una macchina con la faccia tutta gonfia di lividi.
Mentre C. mi portava nella mia stanza, M. gli disse di preparare l’attrezzatura adatta, perché il ragazzo doveva essere sostituito.
Al principio non feci caso a quella frase, non capivo cosa volesse dire, poi quando dalla finestra della mia camera vidi gli occhi di quel ragazzo e l’espressione di M. mentre entrava in macchina capii che non l’avrei più rivisto.
La sera M. tornò solo e, con una pala sporca in mano, si avviava verso il garage.
Capii subito che il ragazzo era morto, non c’era bisogno nemmeno di vedere la pala.
Era la seconda volta che mi capitava di venire a conoscenza della morte di un ragazzino.
La prima volta si trattava di un mio compagno di scuola, Lorenzo.
Inizialmente non eravamo tanto amici, in realtà non lo conoscevo molto bene perché è sempre stato cagionevole di salute. Si ammalava spesso e quindi a scuola ci veniva poco e intanto gli altri bambini facevano amicizia tra di loro lasciandolo anche un po’ in disparte.
Lui cercava di diventare amico di qualcuno, ma ogni volta che si avvicinava di più a un altro bambino ecco che si ammalava di nuovo e magari era capace di non venire a scuola per due, tre settimane.
Un giorno ha provato a fare amicizia anche con me.
Io non ero felicissimo, perché non lo conoscevo bene e anche perché avevo paura che potesse attaccarmi qualche malattia.
La sua mamma e la maestra ci dicevano che non era contagioso e ci chiedevano di fare amicizia con lui perché era un bambino molto sensibile e l’affetto di altri bambini poteva anche aiutarlo a guarire più velocemente dal suo male.
Ma noi avevamo paura lo stesso, non credevamo potessero esserci malattie non infettive, tutte quelle che avevo avuto io e anche quelle che mi raccontavano gli altri erano contagiose, non credevo quindi possibile esistesse una malattia non contagiosa, così ogni volta che Lorenzo starnutiva o tossiva tutti si tappavano la bocca e si allontanavano da lui, trattandolo anche male.
Di cognome faceva Battista, ma tutti lo chiamavamo Batterio, Lorenzo Batterio.
Alla fine la maestra per cercare di farlo integrare di più nella classe decise di spostarlo di banco ogni settimana, così, a rotazione, ogni bambino lo avrebbe avuto per sette giorni come compagno di banco e avrebbe potuto conoscerlo meglio e fare più facilmente amicizia con lui.
Venne il giorno che Lorenzo diventò il mio compagno di banco.
Mi sentivo a disagio, non sapevo come comportarmi, di cosa parlare, se chiedergli qualcosa della sua malattia o se semplicemente dovevo stare zitto e aspettare che parlasse lui.
Ero nervoso e mentre pensavo a cosa dire Lorenzo si voltò verso di me e mi fece un sorriso.
«Non ti preoccupare, non sono contagioso e non sarai obbligato a diventare mio amico per forza.»
Lo disse come se fossero le prime due domande che tutti gli rivolgevano all’inizio.
In effetti era proprio quello che avrei voluto sapere, anche se non credo glielo avrei mai chiesto, soprattutto la parte del diventare amico per forza.
«Guarda che ti sbagli, io voglio diventare tuo amico, non lo faccio mica perché sono costretto» gli risposi.
«E chi lo dice che io voglia essere amico tuo. Hai avuto il muso tutto il tempo, metti che sei contagioso e me lo attacchi?»
Ci guardiamo in silenzio per qualche secondo, poi scoppiamo tutti e due a ridere, il ghiaccio era rotto e mi aveva fatto capire che non tutto si attacca come il raffreddore. Da lì diventammo amici e cominciammo a conoscerci.
La sua malattia si chiamava tumore ed era una malattia brutta, che non si attacca e che raramente capita ai bambini, ma lui era stato un po’ più sfortunato degli altri.
Dovevo stare al banco con lui fino al sabato, poi finita la settimana sarebbe finito anche il mio turno e lui avrebbe cambiato posto.
Il giovedì fu l’ultimo giorno che lo vidi.
Venerdì mattina arrivai a scuola ma il mio banco era vuoto, il lunedì successivo chiesi alla maestra delle informazioni e mi disse che probabilmente Lorenzo non si era sentito bene o che doveva assentarsi per fare delle analisi.
Per quasi un mese aspettai il suo ritorno, finché un giorno la maestra entrò in classe con gli occhi lucidi, e ci disse che Lorenzo non sarebbe mai più tornato a scuola.
Due giorni dopo io e la mamma andammo al suo funerale.
C’era una piccola bara bianca davanti all’altare, in chiesa.
Chiesi alla mamma che fine avrebbe fatto il corpo di Lorenzo. Dove avrebbero messo la sua bara?
La mamma mi spiegò che quando una persona buona muore va in cielo, da Gesù.
«Ma quando uno muore e lo mettono in una bara, poi lo mettono in un cimitero?» le domandai.
«Certo. Il suo corpo viene seppellito in un cimitero dove tutti possono andare a trovarlo e pregare per lui in attesa che Gesù venga a prenderlo per portarlo con sé su in cielo» mi rispose.
«Ma allora se tutti vanno nello stesso cimitero, Gesù come fa a sapere chi è stato buono e chi è stato cattivo?»
La mamma ebbe un attimo di esitazione, poi mi rispose: «Vedi, quando quella persona è un bambino buono come Lorenzo il suo corpo non viene seppellito in un normale cimitero, ma viene seppellito nel cimitero degli angeli.»
«Il cimitero degli angeli?»
«Sì, è un cimitero speciale, fatto apposta per i bambini.»
«E perché si chiama così allora? Non era meglio il cimitero dei bambini?»
«No, perché quando un bambino muore diventa un angelo, per questo è stato chiamato in quel modo, così Gesù quando ha bisogno di un angelo in più da prendere al suo fianco non può sbagliarsi.»
Ero rimasto affascinato da quella storia: il cimitero degli angeli mi aveva sempre fatto un certo effetto e lo immaginavo come un posto magico, incantato.
Non credo che H. lo abbia sepolto nel cimitero degli angeli, anche perché, se quel ragazzo ha avuto lo stesso mio destino, non ci poteva entrare. Noi non siamo degni di finire sepolti lì.
Chissà, forse anche a lui avevano pensato di fargli la proposta di collaborazione, solo che lui deve non aver accettato.
Beh, io non sono così stupido, d’altronde ormai sono abituato a tutto, non posso finire peggio di così e pensandoci bene se collaborassi probabilmente diverrei anche io uno di quelli che comandano, magari non ai livelli di H., C. e M., ma comunque non sarei più l’ultima ruota del carro, quindi la mia situazione può solo migliorare.
Ho deciso, collaborerò con loro!
La mattina seguente C. viene da me, non sa che io già so tutto quello che deve dirmi e mi fa la proposta: dice che sono stato bravo fino a oggi, che è ora che io cominci a pensare al mio futuro, se collaborassi con loro farei un po’ di soldi, non prenderei più botte, anzi, sarei io a darle se necessario e sarei libero di lasciare la villa e andare dove mi pare.
Certo, questo non subito, avrei dovuto aspettare qualche mese prima, forse un paio di anni al massimo, per assicurarli che rimarrei fedele a loro, perché se così non fosse, se per caso tradissi il gruppo o scappassi o qualunque altra cosa simile, mi avrebbero trovato anche in capo al mondo. Mi avrebbero preso e mi avrebbero ucciso e non si sarebbero limitati ad ammazzare me, ma sarebbero andati a fare visita a tutta la mia famiglia e avrebbero ucciso anche loro.
Che dire, più chiaro di così.
Non ci penso sopra nemmeno un istante e gli dico che mi sta bene: accetto.
Lui è contento, ride soddisfatto e mi dà un paio di pacche sulle spalle. È orgoglioso di quello che lui e i suoi amici hanno creato: un soldatino pronto a eseguire gli ordini, una persona squallida senza valori pronta ad aiutare le persone che gli hanno rovinato la vita, pronta a divenire come loro.
Non mi importa, voglio vivere, la mia vita viene prima di tutto e tutti e al momento questo è l’unico modo che ho per preservarla. Per quanto sporca sia questa cosa, è l’unica decisione saggia da prendere.
Nei due giorni seguenti non mi fanno più incontrare clienti, non mi chiudono nemmeno più a chiave dentro la stanza per la notte, vogliono farmi capire che si fidano di me o semplicemente vogliono vedere le mie reazioni e comportarsi di conseguenza.
È mezzanotte, non si sente nessun rumore. Guardo il cortile dalla mia finestra: non si muove una foglia, fuori è tutto tranquillissimo, dentro di me invece c’è una tempesta di emozioni.
Mi aspetto che da un momento all’altro qualcuno venga a chiudere la porta e a dirmi che tutto quello che mi è stato detto in realtà è finto, ma non viene nessuno.
Fisso la porta della mia camera. Potrei provare a scappare: sarebbe facile, il mondo è lì fuori che mi aspetta, tutto per me, un mondo senza più padroni, un mondo pulito, un mondo nuovo.
Potrei tornare dai miei genitori, dai miei parenti e da tutti i miei amici; potrei raccontare loro per giorni tutto quello che mi è successo, dal giorno del rapimento fino a oggi; potrei raccontargli di Sara, del ragazzo sostituito, dei clienti, dei miei aguzzini.
Già, potrei raccontare loro tutto questo per giorni, forse mesi, ma non credo che a loro interessi, non li ho mai sentiti parlare di argomenti del genere, fino a qualche anno fa con i miei genitori e i miei amici parlavo di cartoni animati, di giochi, di storie fantastiche. Ora potrei parlare solo di pompini e pecorine.
Ma chi vogliamo prendere in giro, quello non è più il mio mondo, non sono più degno di farne parte, ormai la mia anima è nera, nera come la pece.
Esco dalla stanza e vado in giardino. Nessuno.
Guardo le stelle, sono bellissime, a quest’ora della notte quando non c’è nessun rumore in giro sento un senso di tranquillità indescrivibile.
È tardi, sarà più o meno mezzanotte.
Mamma diceva sempre che mezzanotte è l’ora delle streghe, che i bravi bambini a quell’ora devono stare sotto le loro coperte al caldo, altrimenti se una strega li avesse trovati soli al buio fuori dalle proprie stanze li avrebbe presi e portati via per sempre.
Per quanto mi riguarda mi hanno già portato via una volta e non sono più un bravo bambino da tanto tempo, quindi non è che ho molto da temere da niente e nessuno.
Che vengano pure le streghe e vediamo se hanno il coraggio di portare via uno come me.
Mi stendo sull’erba con le mani dietro la nuca, il viso rivolto verso l’alto e il corpo accarezzato dal vento. I miei sensi sembrano di colpo essersi sviluppati. Sento l’erba che mi solletica da sotto i vestiti, sento il rumore delle foglie degli alberi a cento metri di distanza, sento l’odore del cloro provenire dalla piscina, sento il profumo dell’aria fresca, sento il sapore della libertà!
Rimango minuti interi ad assaporare queste nuove sensazioni. Non riesco nemmeno a crederci: forse dopo tantissimo tempo posso tornare a essere libero, a non essere più uno schiavo.
Vorrei che questi momenti durassero per sempre, gli occhi mi si chiudono dal sonno, ma cerco di combattere la stanchezza per paura che tutto questo possa in qualche modo finire.
Poi mi rilasso, faccio alcuni respiri profondi, mi rannicchio in posizione fetale e lascio che Morfeo mi accolga tra le sue braccia.
Addormentarsi non era mai stato così bello.
È già mattina, la notte è passata in un lampo, tanto veloce che mi chiedo se davvero sono sveglio o magari sto ancora sognando, perché qualcuno stanotte mi ha messo una copertina sopra.
È una cosa stranissima, il primo gesto altruista che mi fanno da quando sono qui.
Le cose forse stanno veramente cambiando o magari vogliono solo farmi credere che sia così.
Sicuramente C. mi avrà tenuto d’occhio fino a quando non mi sono addormentato, quella di ieri era certamente una prova, voleva vedere se avendo la possibilità di fuggire lo avrei fatto sul serio e io non l’ho deluso. Non voglio pensare a quello che mi sarebbe successo se solo avessi provato a mettere piede fuori dal cancello.
Passano altri due giorni e C. mi da più confidenza, parliamo del futuro grandioso che mi attende e mi guarda sempre con più soddisfazione. Sa che non lo deluderò, sono come un pupazzo di cera calda nelle sue mani, può manipolarmi come vuole, mi promette un mucchio di cose anche se in realtà non ce ne sarebbe bisogno, pur di cambiar stile di vita mi adatterei a tutto, ma io lo lascio dire, più cose mi offre meglio è per me!
Il terzo giorno dopo pranzo riceve una telefonata, poi viene da me: «Andiamo, è ora di cominciare il tuo nuovo lavoro.»
È il momento decisivo, ho passato questi giorni a pensare a come avrei reagito nel momento della verità, se con entusiasmo o con paura o chissà con che altra emozione, invece ora che finalmente arriva il fatidico giorno mi accorgo di non provare niente, un senso di indifferenza totale. So che è una cosa che ormai devo fare e la faccio, punto, senza paura, senza eccitazione, senza pensare a quello che verrà dopo, vado avanti come ho sempre fatto in questi anni: non mi pongo domande e non penso a nulla, eseguo e basta.
Montiamo in macchina. È la terza volta che ci salgo, la prima quando mi hanno rapito, poi quando mi hanno trasferito alla villa e adesso. Le prime due volte ero bendato, oggi no.
Guardo fuori dal finestrino tutto il tempo, era da troppo tempo che non vedevo il mondo.
È fantastico! Ogni cosa è bellissima, gli alberi i campi, le nuvole, la strada.
Sono cose che vedevo anche dalla villa, ma questa volta non sono sempre le stesse, sono diverse, sono le prime cose nuove che vedo da tempo e mi sento emozionato come un astronauta che dallo spazio guarda alle stesse stelle che era abituato a vedere dalla terra e ne rimane estasiato.
Arriviamo alla casa, la mia vecchia dimora, quella dove sono stato anch’io il primo anno.
A vederla da fuori è una casa normalissima: un piccolo palazzetto a tre piani, un po’ pericolante con le crepe sui muri e qualche vetro rotto, ma come se ne vedono tanti nella periferia.
C. mi ha spiegato che è una specie di palazzo abbandonato perché dichiarato pericolante. Mai nessuno aveva voluto tirare fuori i soldi per ristrutturarlo e nemmeno per buttarlo giù, tanto la zona era malfamata e costruendoci qualcosa al suo posto chiunque avrebbe fatto fatica a rivenderlo. Era una terra di nessuno e, una volta scacciati i barboni che l’avevano preso come loro dimora, è diventato il loro covo, il posto dove portano tutti i novellini, i nuovi arrivati.
Quando entriamo sento un po’ di angoscia.
Percorriamo il corridoio, quello stesso corridoio che facevo ogni volta per andare alla doccia prima di ogni ripresa e alla fine entriamo nella stanza delle telecamere.
È tutto uguale a quando me ne sono andato, non è cambiata una virgola, nella mia mente si proiettano dei flash di quando ero qui, comincio ad agitarmi un po’, tutta la tensione nervosa che non avevo provato inizialmente si sta manifestando in questo preciso istante.
H. è lì, nella stanza, che ci aspetta. Mi guarda con aria dubbiosa, deve aver capito che sono agitato.
Sistema le telecamere senza parlare, mi butta solo delle occhiatacce ogni tanto, poi una volta preparato il tutto mi rivolge la parola: «Spogliati e mettiti sul letto, poi aspettiamo che arrivi C. con la ragazza così possiamo iniziare.»
Mi spiega a grandi linee la “trama” del film, ovvero le cose che assolutamente non devono mancare, poi per il resto non è che tocca seguire un copione.
Tutta roba che ho già fatto un sacco di volte, ma stavolta è diverso, non sarò più la vittima: stavolta sarò il boia.
Mi spoglio, salgo sul letto come mi è stato detto e dico qualche battutaccia tanto per rompere il silenzio e la tensione. Dopotutto ora posso permettermelo: ora sono anch’io del giro!
Mi “preparo” per farmi trovare pronto quando verrà il momento e il momento non tarda ad arrivare.
La porta di apre e quello che vedo mi riporta indietro di anni facendomi provare delle sensazioni che ormai credevo dimenticate: Sara!
No, non può essere lei, questa bambina avrà sui nove, dieci anni. Sara ha la mia età ma la somiglianza è impressionante.
Che sia colpa di questo posto?
Troppi ricordi, troppe emozioni tutte in una volta, forse il ritornare in questo luogo, il fatto di trovarmi di nuovo nella stessa stanza dove tutto è accaduto mi ha fatto pensare troppo a Sara e adesso la rivedo nel volto di questa bambina.
Eppure ha i suoi stessi occhi, lo stesso sguardo di quando la vidi entrare per la prima volta nella nostra stanza. Anche il viso è molto simile, ma non uguale come mi era sembrato in un primo momento. Ora che la guardo bene ha i capelli un po’ più scuri, un paio di nei sul viso e una piccola voglia sul collo.
Ora sono certo al cento per cento che non si tratti di Sara, ma allora perché continua a farmi questo effetto?
Non riesco a guardarla ma non posso neanche farne a meno, vorrei parlarle ma non posso e non saprei neanche cosa dirle, anche perché questa bambina non la conosco, non l’ho mai vista prima, ma sarei pronto ad aprirle il mio cuore in questo momento, come facevo con Sara.
Chiudono la porta e la spingono dentro, lei comincia a piangere. C. riceve una telefonata: un cliente credo dal modo in cui ha risposto. Deve andare via per un po’.
H. esce da dietro le telecamere, la prende per un braccio e la scaraventa sul letto, lei urla, lui la picchia e le strilla di stare zitta e fare quello che dice lui, anzi, si corregge, le dice di fare quello che le dico io.
Mi guarda con gli occhi gonfi e lo sguardo triste come per chiedermi pietà. Non dice niente ma giurerei di sentire le sue richieste di aiuto rimbombarmi nella testa.
Dio, perché mi ricorda ancora così tanto Sara?
H. mi fa un cenno, dobbiamo iniziare. Non ce la faccio, non con lei che mi fissa in questo modo. Sono cose che mi hanno abituato a fare tutti i giorni e ormai non dovrei neanche pensarci più a quello che faccio, invece il mio corpo non vuole muoversi, sto fermo, impalato. Cerco di pensare a una soluzione prima che H. perda la pazienza. Forse è lo sguardo di questa bambina, uguale a quello di Sara, che mi terrorizza e mi blocca. Devo fare in modo di non guardarla più negli occhi: la giro, la metto sdraiata con la faccia verso il letto e lo sguardo di H. da minaccioso e preoccupato si trasforma e diventa solo attento a fare il suo lavoro.
L’aria comincia a diventare irrespirabile, mi sento soffocare e mi manca il fiato. Devo farcela: ora lei non mi guarda più. Le stringo forte i polsi e lei aumenta il suo pianto e le sue grida. Non sa ancora quello che le sto per fare, eppure è così terrorizzata, proprio come doveva esserlo Sara la prima volta che fu violentata, e io scemo che quando tornò in stanza non la capii e la trattai con indifferenza. Sto rivivendo quel momento, anche se io non c’ero, se non l’ho mai visto, sto rivivendo il momento della prima violenza su Sara dagli occhi del carnefice.
«Allora, vuoi muoverti o hai cambiato idea?»
Le parole di H. mi riportano alla realtà. In fondo sono costretto a farle del male: se non lo facessi mi ucciderebbero. Non ho altra scelta, non è colpa mia, è per quello che ho accettato: non per i soldi o per la libertà ma solo per sopravvivere! Se davvero voglio essere ancora di questo mondo anche domani allora devo fare il mio lavoro, e devo farlo bene, come sempre.
Cerco in fondo nella mia anima tutta la cattiveria possibile, la tiro fuori e cerco di sfruttarla per fare il mio lavoro, senza pietà, senza riguardi, senza anima, le stringo sempre di più i polsi per tenerla ferma e la spingo forte sul letto, sto per cominciare il mio operato quando dalle sue labbra, tra i singhiozzi, si fa strada un filo di voce tremante: «Ti odio!»
Ti odio!
TI Odio!
TI ODIO!
Quella frase rimbombava nella mia testa con la potenza di cento martelli pneumatici.
L’ultima terribile frase che mi disse Sara, l’ultima parola che mi rivolse la mia unica amica.
Scatto all’indietro, H. mi grida qualcosa ma non lo sento: dentro di me ormai sento solo quella frase ripetersi all’infinito. Si accorge che non lo tengo in considerazione e viene verso di me, mi afferra per un braccio per attirare la mia attenzione, io mi giro di scatto e istintivamente lo colpisco al volto.
Dio, che ho fatto?
Scusarmi ormai non servirebbe a niente, sarebbe inutile, non capirebbe mai le mie motivazioni e anche se le dovesse capire non penso che le cose cambierebbero. L’ho colpito, ho fatto uno dei più grandi sbagli della mia vita, mi sono ribellato per la prima volta e lui è su tutte le furie.
La sua espressione diventa quella di una bestia feroce che sta per attaccare la sua preda, mi colpisce, una, due, tre volte, mi prende a calci, pugni, il mio viso diventa una maschera di sangue, cado a terra, sento le budella che vogliono uscirmi fuori dal corpo, il dolore è talmente tanto diffuso che non so se ho una parte del corpo ancora sana. Dentro di me penso che sia finita, che si fermerà ora che mi vede in questo stato; ho solo il tempo di sputare un dente che mi afferra e mi scaraventa contro una parete.
Vado a sbattere contro il grande specchio che c’è attaccato al muro, la botta mi intontisce, sento come il cervello andare a sbattere contro la scatola cranica e comincio a vedere tutto mosso, per parecchi secondi.
Vedo la sagoma di H. diventare sempre più nitida, lo specchio si è rotto in tanti pezzi più o meno grandi, ognuno dei quali riflette la sua immagine minacciosa che si avvicina verso di me per darmi il colpo di grazia.
Sono morto.
Questa volta non potrebbe salvarmi neanche Dio in persona: ho combinato proprio un bel macello. Ce l’avevo quasi fatta, dopo anni di prigionia vado a morire proprio il giorno in cui potevo riacquistare una semi-libertà.
D’altronde meglio così: io non sarei mai potuto essere come loro, per questo ho esitato, prima, e anche se morirò, grazie a questo pensiero, all’idea di essere ancora umano riesco a essere felice come non lo sono stato mai per tutto questo tempo.
È arrivato a me, allunga le sue mani verso il mio collo, poi getta un urlo!
È la bambina, gli si è avventata addosso e lo ha morsicato a una gamba, cosa le salta in mente?
Vuole proteggermi nonostante io le stessi per fare del male?
H. le da uno schiaffo con il dorso della mano e le fa fare un mezzo giro prima di farla cadere per terra. È ancora più infuriato, le sue grida si sentiranno per chilometri, ha gli occhi iniettati di sangue che gli escono dalle orbite, sta vendendo a uccidermi.
Che ne sarà della ragazzina?
Ucciderà anche lei dopo che avrà finito con me?
Sarà colpa mia se lo farà, sarà di nuovo colpa mia!
Sara, ti ho tradito già una volta, non posso farlo ancora! No, non posso permettermelo, non ti farò fare del male, non permetterò che distruggano anche te, non questa volta.
Sara, fosse l’ultima cosa che faccio, questa volta ti aiuterò, non mi tirerò indietro, non rischierò di perderti di nuovo, stavolta salderò il debito che ho nei tuoi confronti.
Prendo un pezzo di vetro da terra, il più grosso e il più appuntito, lo stringo forte nella mano, più forte che posso, tanto da farmelo penetrare nella carne almeno non rischio di farmelo scivolare via.
Lo vedo, si avvicina, sempre di più, allunga di nuovo le sue braccia verso di me, ancora un po’, ci siamo quasi, ancora un attimo…
…adesso!
Un secondo, metto nel braccio tutta la forza che mi rimane, tutta la mia rabbia, tutta la mia disperazione, tutto l’odio cresciuto dentro di me in questi anni di prigionia e di torture e spingo quel pezzo di specchio nel suo collo, più a fondo che posso.
I suoi occhi si spalancano e dalla bocca emette un suono strano. Mi sputa addosso del sangue, il suo viso dal rosso acceso dovuto all’ira si fa sempre più chiaro, la ferita comincia a buttare sangue come una fontana, i suoi occhi vanno all’indietro e lui si accascia per terra.
Fa degli scatti, si porta le mani alla gola, per terra è un lago di sangue che si espande a vista d’occhio, perché si muove ancora?
Ho paura, sembra come se si potesse alzare da un momento all’altro, poi a un tratto si ferma, senza vita, per terra di fianco a me.
La testa mi gira e la vista è annebbiata. Perdo molto sangue da un taglio sulla fronte. Sento le forze che mi abbandonano, ma non posso morire, non ancora.
Devo portarla via di qui, farla scappare, chiedere aiuto, lei non deve fare la vita che ho fatto io, non deve condividere lo stesso mio destino.
La faccio venire verso di me, mi aiuta ad alzarmi.
Le gambe mi tremano, mi gira tutto, mi reggo a lei e usciamo dalla stanza: la casa è deserta, ci dirigiamo verso la porta d’ingresso. Manca così poco: gambe non mollatemi adesso!
Ogni piccolo passo mi avvicina alla meta, ogni centimetro in più è un centimetro verso la libertà, finalmente arriviamo alla porta ma è chiusa a chiave, non ci voleva! Dove diavolo la terrà?
Non penso la lasci da qualche parte, no, H. non è il tipo, lui deve avere tutto sotto controllo, deve averla addosso!
Guardo la bambina, le dico che deve andare a cercare dentro le tasche di H., lei non vuole, piange e grida. Non è il momento di fare piagnistei inutili, il tempo è prezioso: C. potrebbe tornare da un momento all’altro. Le dico con tono minaccioso di fare quello che dico senza discutere e questa volta mi dà ascolto.
Va e torna in un lampo, ha le chiavi, è scossa, non deve essere stato bello rovistare dentro le tasche di un morto, ma era necessario, non si poteva fare altrimenti: o quello o rischiare di diventare dei cadaveri anche noi.
Prendo le chiavi: pessima scelta, non riesco a centrare il buco della serratura, ne vedo tre che mi girano davanti, deve fare tutto lei, io ormai ho fatto già troppo, non posso esserle più di tanto di aiuto.
La porta finalmente si apre e siamo fuori!
Camminiamo per la strada, stringo i denti e cerco di andare più svelto possibile, in giro non c’è nessuno, possibile?
C’è una cabina telefonica dall’altra parte della strada, un altro piccolo sforzo, è solo una stradina, ci arriviamo: è rotta!
Non ce la faccio più, era la forza della disperazione a mandarmi avanti e ora mi sento solo rassegnato. Non abbiamo una sola possibilità di fuga, non c’è mai stata, era troppo bello per essere vero.
Sto per abbandonarmi alla fatica e al dolore quando sento il rumore di una macchina in lontananza, forse riusciamo a fermarla e a chiedere aiuto!
Speriamo prosegua per questa strada, non può andare sempre tutto storto, mi basta solo un pizzico di fortuna, solo per questa volta.
Come al solito questo è un lusso che mi è stato negato da tempo, la macchina si avvicina, la riconosco subito, è C., è tornato!
Mio Dio, appena si accorgerà di quello che è successo, appena vedrà H. morto uscirà fuori, ci verrà a cercare e ci ucciderà tutti e due.
Devo farla scappare, deve salvarsi almeno lei! Devo fare qualcosa, guadagnare tempo, tutto il tempo necessario per farla scappare senza che nessuno possa più raggiungerla.
Forse ho trovato, non so se riuscirò nel mio intento, ma è l’unica cosa che mi viene in mente al momento.
«Dammi le chiavi!»
«Cosa?»
«Le chiavi della casa, quelle che ti ho fatto prendere prima. Svelta, dammele!»
«Che ci vuoi fare?»
«Ascoltami, devi correre più velocemente che puoi, senza fermarti nemmeno un secondo. Corri finché non trovi gente, parecchia gente, poi mettiti a urlare in modo che tutti ti sentano e cerca di far venire verso di te più persone possibile, digli di chiamare la polizia e raccontagli tutto.»
È l’unica cosa da fare, deve fuggire, forse così riuscirà a salvarsi.
«Tu dove vai? Perché non vieni con me? Ce la possiamo fare tutti e due insieme.»
«Non devi pensare a me, devi pensare solo a fare quello che ti ho detto, devi pensare a correre.»
«Non puoi lasciarmi sola!»
«Devi sbrigarti, abbiamo poco tempo, corri!»
«Non lasciarmi sola!»
«TI HO DETTO DI CORRERE!»
Resta ammutolita per pochi secondi che sembrano un’eternità, poi si avvicina, mi abbraccia, piange e mi sussurra nell’orecchio: «Prima ti ho detto delle cose cattive, ti ho detto che ti odiavo, ma non è vero, tu sei buono, l’ho capito subito appena ti ho visto che non eri come loro, non voglio che ti facciano del male. Ti voglio bene!»
Sento il cuore tornarmi puro come quando ero un bambino, un macigno che si leva dalla ma coscienza. Il mio corpo diventa caldo, una pace e una tranquillità che non provavo da tempo mi nasce dallo stomaco e avvolge tutto il mio essere, la sensazione più bella che io abbia mai provato.
«Anch’io ti voglio bene. Ora va’.»
Si volta e comincia a correre. La guardo andare via, poi mi volto: C. ha parcheggiato la macchina, sta per entrare nella casa, devo fare presto, devo riuscire a darle tutto il tempo possibile.
Mi trascino sulle gambe stanche, vado più veloce che posso verso la porta, ogni passo è come essere colpiti da un proiettile che mi trafora la carne.
Mi fa male la pancia, colpa dei calci di H., mi fa male da morire, sento che sto per vomitare, non posso fermarmi, vomiterò andando avanti.
Ce la faccio, manca poco, ignoro il dolore, sono davanti alla porta, DIO!
Una fitta tremenda mi passa da parte a parte, cado sulle ginocchia e sputo sangue.
Dio ti prego no, non proprio adesso! Mi trascino per gli ultimi metri, ci sono, sono arrivato alla porta, è aperta, riesco a intravedere una sagoma che si sta avvicinando. È C. non ci sono dubbi, sta venendo verso di me, devo riuscire a chiuderla, devo farcela a tutti i costi!
La porta sbatte e si chiude, ora devo solo girare la chiave, un’operazione di una facilità imbarazzante ma che in questo momento per me è faticosa come scalare una montagna. Alzo il braccio, non vedo la serratura, ormai non vedo quasi più niente, cerco il buco con la mano, in fretta, lo trovo, devo infilare la chiave, mi tremano le mani.
Forza, fai almeno una cosa buona in vita tua!
Ci sono, è fatta, infilo la chiave e giro con tutte le mie forze, proprio nel momento in cui C. dall’altra parte cerca di aprire.
Ce l’ho fatta, ci sono riuscito!
Crollo a terra, un sipario nero mi cala davanti agli occhi, non sento più neanche i rumori, non riesco neanche a capire se sono vivo o morto. Che buffo, tra tante cose che mi sono successe nella vita adesso l’unica cosa che mi viene in mente è il cimitero degli angeli. Chissà se potrò entrarci anch’io, chissà se rivedrò il mio amico Lorenzo, chissà se Gesù mi avrà perdonato per quello che ho fatto, ma la cosa ancora più strana è che adesso nemmeno mi importa più di tanto, del perdono del Signore, penso solo a lei, a Sara.
Sara…
Ti ho aiutata, hai visto?
Non ti ho abbandonata questa volta, non ti ho deluso di nuovo.
Questa volta ti sono stato vicino, fino alla fine.
Tra le tenebre riesco a vedere il suo viso, radioso, che illumina tutto.
Riesco a sentire il mio cuore andare sempre più lentamente, sempre più stanco, poi il suo volto sparisce e sparisce anche il rumore del battito del mio cuore. Al suo posto, l’unica cosa che riesco a sentire è una frase, bella, calda come il sole:
Ti voglio bene…
Capitolo 5
Memorie di una vita non mia
Luce!
C’è una luce abbagliante di fronte a me. È fortissima, bianca, sembra quasi materica.
Mi avvolge, sento il suo calore accarezzarmi la pelle.
È la cosa più bella che abbia mai visto, una sensazione meravigliosa!
Ho voglia di chiudere gli occhi e di lasciarmi guidare da questa luce fantastica.
Deve essere questa la sensazione che prova un bimbo nell’utero della mamma, una sensazione di pace e amore come mai ne avevo provato prima.
Che io stia per nascere?
No, un momento, io sono già nata, ho vissuto una vita mia, ho dei ricordi, me ne ero completamente dimenticata. Questa luce mi appaga talmente tanto da togliermi ogni altro pensiero!
Ma dove sono?
Che cos’è questa luce?
Voglio saperlo, cosa mi ha portato fino qui?
Non ricordo nulla di cosa sia successo recentemente. Cerco di sforzarmi, pian piano cominciano a riaffiorare i ricordi più vecchi e importanti: chi sono, la mia famiglia, brevi flash della mia infanzia, la casa dei nonni, quella grande casa con le tende pesanti di raso rosso.
Sembrava una casa delle bambole, sempre perfetta, sempre tutta in ordine, mai una cosa fuori posto, un granello di polvere, una ragnatela. Niente di niente. Ogni volta era la stessa identica casa, come se venisse sigillata e rimessa nella sua scatola tutte le volte che andavamo via e poi venisse tirata fuori quando tornavamo.
Era una casa bellissima, ma a me non è mai piaciuta, era fredda, senza anima, come lo erano i proprietari.
I nonni li ho sempre visti come persone prive di sentimenti, incapaci di provare la più piccola delle emozioni.
Vedevo le altre bambine giocare felici con i loro nonni, sempre allegri, sempre disponibili verso i propri nipotini.
Scene di genitori che si lamentavano perché i nonni viziavano troppo i bambini.
Io non volevo essere viziata troppo, forse non volevo neanche essere viziata poco, volevo solamente un po’ di amore, una dimostrazione di affetto una volta ogni tanto, un bacio, una carezza, qualsiasi cosa che puntualmente non arrivava mai.
Erano ricchi, non ricchissimi, ma insomma, avevano abbastanza soldi da non farsi mancare niente e da vivere il resto della loro vita in una casa enorme completa di tutti i confort.
Erano i genitori di mio padre.
Non ho mai capito di preciso cosa facesse il nonno per vivere, da giovane, so solo che era a capo di alcune importanti aziende e avrebbe voluto tanto che il suo unico figlio maschio, mio padre, continuasse il suo lavoro, ma lui non ne voleva sapere.
Papà era uno spirito libero, amava viaggiare, non sarebbe mai sopravvissuto anni e anni dietro a una scrivania a gestire le sorti e i problemi di un impero economico come quello.
Questo fu il principale motivo di litigi tra mio padre e mio nonno, ma non fu l’unico.
L’altro grande errore di mio padre, secondo quanto diceva il nonno, era infatti aver incontrato mia madre.
Quando si sono conosciuti infatti, mio padre era un giovanotto benestante, di buona famiglia, ricco di risorse, di idee e con un futuro assicurato, mia madre invece era una barista e non di un bar qualsiasi, ma di uno dei peggiori bar della città, il “Bar all’angolo”, nome dato dal fatto che si trovasse proprio all’incrocio di due tra le più brutte strade di tutta la regione.
Era un bar frequentato per la maggior parte da brutti ceffi, avanzi di galera, prostitute, magnaccia, spacciatori.
Tutta la malavita della città si radunava lì, perché il posto era gestito da un tipo che la sapeva lunga e riusciva a evitare grane con la polizia.
Non ho mai saputo come mai papà fosse capitato proprio lì quella sera, resta il fatto che ci capitò e quella cosa cambiò di molto la sua vita.
Quando entrò dalla porta la mamma si accorse subito che lui non era uno come tutti gli altri.
Raramente in quel bar si vedevano facce nuove e, quando questo accadeva, le facce in questione non erano delle migliori.
Lui invece era diverso, sembrava un pesce fuor d’acqua, un agnello in mezzo a un branco di lupi.
Mia madre non fu ovviamente l’unica ad accorgersene: quando entrò nel bar calò prima un silenzio di tomba, poi man mano venne rotto da sinistri mormorii e da occhiatacce che facevano più rumore di una bottiglia che si rompe.
Facce come quella di mio padre non erano bene accolte lì dentro.
Se avevi una faccia pulita poteva voler dire solo due cose: o eri un poliziotto o comunque qualcuno fuori dai loro giri e che potenzialmente avrebbe potuto sentire o vedere qualcosa di troppo e causare grane.
La polizia infatti lasciava stare il bar, ma se arrivava qualche denuncia o qualche segnalazione doveva per forza intervenire e lì erano dolori.
La gente del luogo ormai lo sapeva e si faceva i fatti propri.
Vigeva uno stato di omertà da far invidia al miglior film di mafia, incentivato da un paio di episodi capitati a delle persone che per eccesso di onestà e senso del dovere avevano cercato di ribellarsi a questa situazione, trovandosi vittime poi successivamente di strani incidenti.
Dovevi farti i fatti tuoi se volevi sopravvivere in quel posto.
La mamma non era come i frequentatori del bar.
Lei era diversa, buona, non una santa, ma dopotutto lei in quel quartiere ci era nata e vissuta.
Diede un’occhiata alle facce dei clienti del bar e capì subito che a breve per il poveretto si sarebbe potuta mettere piuttosto male.
Mario infatti era piuttosto agitato quella sera.
Non era mai stato un tipo calmo e sicuramente la coca che aveva preso non lo aiutava a stare tranquillo.
Era lì che si innervosiva, i suoi amici cercavano di tenerlo buono, ma ogni minuto che passava era sempre più irrequieto.
Mio padre si avvicinò al banco, tranquillo, ignaro di tutto quello che stava succedendo e che sarebbe potuto succedere.
«Ciao» si rivolse a mia madre «ascolta, è imbarazzante ammetterlo nell’era dei navigatori satellitari ma credo di essermi perso»
«Non so come aiutarti, forse sarebbe meglio uscire da qui e andare a cercare qualcuno che ti dia le indicazioni esatte su dove andare.» fu la risposta fredda di mia madre.
Forse avrebbe potuto semplicemente dargli le indicazioni che cercava, ma c’era qualcosa negli occhi di quel ragazzo, nel modo in cui la guardava che le aveva fatto capire che non si sarebbe accontentato solo delle giuste informazioni.
Magari trattandolo freddamente si sarebbe scocciato e sarebbe andato via.
Inutile dire che non fu così.
Lui continuava a guardarla con quello sguardo sicuro di sé, di chi era abituato all’approccio con l’altro sesso perché lo aveva tentato più volte con successo.
«È che a quest’ora non si sa mai chi incontri in giro per strada, magari c’è della brutta gente, preferisco stare seduto qui dentro a bermi un caffè e farmi dare le indicazioni da una bella ragazza piuttosto che da qualche malvivente.»
Niente di più facile: una bella scusa servita su un piatto d’argento. Quella che molti stavano aspettando da tempo. Non che ne avessero sempre avuto bisogno, ma quando ti convinci che c’è una scusante, che esiste un pretesto per quello che stai per fare, riesci a essere più cattivo.
«Perché, ti risulta che in questa zona ci sia della brutta gente?»
Mario, un ragazzo sui 27 anni, si rivolse a mio padre con un’aria di sfida, un tono strafottente come solo chi cercava guai poteva avere.
Papà si girò verso di lui, venne riportato alla realtà da quella voce dal tono agitato.
Se fino a quel momento per lui c’era solo una bella ragazza da corteggiare dietro un bancone, adesso si accorgeva finalmente di dove era finito e di chi gli stava intorno.
«Non ho detto questo. Non volevo assolutamente offendere nessuno. Non parlavo di questo quartiere in particolare, dicevo solo che a quest’ora di notte, con meno persone e meno controlli è più rischioso andare in giro, qui come in qualsiasi altro posto della città.» Papà cercò di placare gli animi, di cavarsela sfoderando tutte le migliori intenzioni del mondo.
Poverino, non sapeva come andavano certe cose.
Mario lasciò il tavolo con i suoi amici, alcuni che cercavano di fermarlo, altri invece che fermavano loro, come per rassicurarli che Mario sapeva quello che faceva e che alla fine il tipo se l’era cercata.
Mario si avvicinò a una decina di centimetri dal viso di mio padre.
Un paio di jeans strappati, una canotta attillata su di un corpo magro e definito, con muscoli e tendini ben in mostra.
Il braccio destro completamente ricoperto di tatuaggi non lasciava intravedere neanche un centimetro del colore naturale della pelle e altri ancora se ne intravedevano su tutte le parti di corpo scoperte.
La testa rasata, una grossa cicatrice sul sopracciglio sinistro e due occhi spalancati e rossi che avrebbero intimorito il diavolo in persona.
«Di’ un po’ fighetta, mi stai prendendo per il culo?»
Con il battito del cuore aumentato per via della tensione mio padre cercò di pensare a cosa rispondere a quella domanda tanto diretta e priva di senso.
Cominciò a balbettare qualcosa mentre istintivamente tirava indietro la testa e faceva per guardarsi attorno, come per cercare l’aiuto di qualcuno con lo sguardo o una possibile via di fuga.
«Io… io non… non avevo intenzione…»
Non riuscì a finire neanche la frase che una potente testata si scontrò con il suo naso.
Il colpo era forte, sul momento non sentì il dolore, rimase solo un po’ stordito dalla botta.
Si accasciò per terra in ginocchio e mentre il suo
sistema nervoso cominciava a comunicare al cervello quello che era accaduto sotto forma di dolore e il naso a buttare giù sangue, l’immagine di uno stivale contro il suo viso mandò in standby tutti i suoi sensi.
Neanche il tempo di gridare, un sipario nero e pesante calò davanti ai suoi occhi.
Come faccio ad avere questi ricordi così chiari?
Non sono neanche i miei!
Io non c’ero, non ero ancora nata, eppure ho tutta la storia nella mia testa, nitida come stessi guardando un film.
Ricordo che mamma e papà mi avevano solo accennato la storia, ma tanti particolari, tante cose che so ora, i loro volti giovani, le facce delle altre persone, come faccio a conoscerle?
Ricordo cose che non dovrei ricordare, cose che non potrei sapere, eppure non riesco a ricordarmi niente di quello che è successo ieri o un mese fa o l’anno scorso.
Devo stare calma, ci deve essere una spiegazione a tutto questo. È assurdo.
Non so dove sono, non so perché sono qui.
E questa luce… sento che mi chiama, che mi vuole.
Ha bisogno di me come io ho bisogno di lei, mi fluttua intorno leggerissima, mi accarezza, mi seduce, resisterle è difficile.
Vorrei lasciarmi andare, abbandonarmi a lei, so che con lei non potrebbe accadermi niente di male, che si prenderebbe cura di me.
La tentazione è fortissima, ma non posso cederle, non prima di aver fatto chiarezza nella mia mente.
Lei lo capisce, sento la sua tristezza e il suo disappunto.
Scusami: lasciarmi andare sarebbe la cosa più semplice, ma non sarebbe la scelta giusta, solo la strada più facile da percorrere.
Come ho fatto ad arrivare qui? Possibile che non riesco a focalizzare neanche un attimo del mio passato recente? Niente di niente!
Mi accontenterei anche di un solo minuto, di un piccolo ricordo, anche insignificante, qualsiasi cosa!
Questo stato di cose mi fa innervosire, non riesco ad avere il controllo della situazione e questo mi fa andare in bestia, mi viene da piangere.
Meno male che ci sei tu, dolce luce bianca.
Tu riesci a capire come mi sento e cerchi di consolarmi, ma non basta in questo momento.
Cosa mi è accaduto? Chi sono? Voglio ricordare, non ce la faccio più, sto esplodendo!
Mi agito, mi tiro i capelli, mi butto in terra e comincio a piangere.
I miei sensi in questo posto sono amplificati, le emozioni mi travolgono come un tir in corsa e sento la tristezza crescere dentro di me.
Lei lo sente. Non so cosa sia, sembra solo una luce, ma non è solo quello: è viva, sente le mie emozioni, ne soffre anche lei, vuole fare qualcosa, aiutarmi, ma forse non le è consentito. È titubante, mi gira attorno come volesse accarezzarmi, ma non riesco a calmarmi. Poi si ferma, come mi stesse guardando, come stesse per prendere una decisione importante.
Rimane lì immobile di fronte a me, sembra fissarmi.
Alzo la testa e la guardo anch’io.
Restiamo così qualche secondo, poi di colpo fa uno scatto, corre verso di me, verso il mio viso, rimango pietrificata e d’un tratto la sento: un colpo violento, sta entrando dentro di me, si fa strada attraverso gli occhi, la bocca, il naso e un senso di beatitudine mi invade.
Tutti i miei problemi e le mie angosce scompaiono.
Di punto in bianco mi riappacifico con me stessa e con l’universo. E i ricordi ricominciano a fluire da dove si erano interrotti.
È curioso, tutto parte di nuovo da una luce, la luce del giorno, quella che mio padre vide entrare dalla finestra appena riprese conoscenza.
Attimi di confusione, non sapeva dove si trovasse o quello che gli fosse successo, proprio come me.
Ma a lui fortunatamente durò solo qualche attimo, giusto il tempo di riconoscere sua madre vicino a lui, e il suo dottore che lo stava visitando.
Fece per alzarsi, ma un giramento di testa lo costrinse a cambiare idea.
In quel momento saltarono fuori anche una marea di dolori e un gran mal di testa.
Il violento colpo al viso gli aveva fatto perdere conoscenza.
Sua madre gli raccontò che era arrivato su un taxi, insieme a una ragazza che lo aveva accompagnato.
La ragazza le aveva detto che lui aveva alzato troppo il gomito e che aveva aggredito delle persone, ovviamente costrette a difendersi.
Non era proprio quella la verità, anche perché lui era quasi astemio: beveva giusto una birra ogni tanto con gli amici. Non si era mai preso una sbronza, né se la sarebbe mai presa.
La realtà era diversa e cominciava a tornargli in mente pian piano, ricordava la testata, l’essere caduto a terra, il tizio che fece per dargli un calcio, poi il buio totale: non ricordava l’impatto, niente dolore, niente di niente.
La sua mente evidentemente aveva rimosso i ricordi e le sensazioni più spiacevoli ed era un bene.
Quello che era successo dopo lui non poteva saperlo.
Mario non si sarebbe fermato.
Lei lo sapeva, conosceva Mario e i tipi come lui, e aveva già assistito a scene come quella.
Tipi come lui non si curano delle conseguenze. Se colpiscono qualcuno lo fanno finché non si stancano, non importa se sei cosciente o no, se senti il dolore o meno. E il fatto che le sue condizioni psico-fisiche fossero alterate dalla droga non aiutava certo a migliorare la situazione.
Quando mio padre perse conoscenza lei si sentì in dovere di aiutarlo e afferrò Mario con tutta la sua forza da una parte all’altra del bancone.
Il bruto, sentendosi ostacolato, non pensò neanche a chi aveva di fianco e scagliò un potente schiaffo al volto della mamma che la scaraventò per terra e le fece sanguinare la bocca.
Solo allora gli altri che fino a quel momento si erano limitati a guardare, quasi divertiti dalla scena, si sentirono in dovere di intervenire e afferrarono Mario portandolo via e cercando di calmarlo.
Il peggio era evitato, ma ora bisognava fare qualcosa per quel ragazzo: non poteva essere lasciato lì.
Mia madre si offrì di riaccompagnarlo a casa.
Trovò il suo indirizzo sui documenti nel suo portafogli e chiamò un taxi. Gli altri non obbiettarono, anche perché lasciarlo lì avrebbe portato solo dei guai.
Quella era la verità, altro che aver aggredito delle persone dopo una sbronza!
Lui però non negò né confermò la versione di quella ragazza.
Si limitò solamente a chiedere se lei avesse per caso lasciato un messaggio per lui o un suo recapito o quantomeno il suo nome.
Niente.
Lo aveva accompagnato al cancello e aveva citofonato. Era andato ad aprire il nonno in persona.
Mentre lei raccontava la sua versione dei fatti lui non l’aveva guardata neanche in faccia.
Pagò il taxi anche per il ritorno e diede un paio di banconote anche alla ragazza, un po’ per sdebitarsi del disturbo, un po’ per comprare il suo silenzio.
Un fatto del genere doveva rimanere lì, non doveva essere divulgato.
Passarono dei giorni e quella storia ormai stava passando in secondo piano: la vita di mio padre continuava come al solito, tra una giornata di lavoro e una serata di discussioni con il nonno.
Oltre al fatto che mio padre non desiderasse continuare il suo lavoro si aggiunse anche questa storia del bere e del farsi coinvolgere in una rissa: niente di più oltraggioso per il buon nome della sua famiglia.
Inutile spiegargli che le cose non erano proprio andate così: era come parlare con un muro.
Quel sabato sera si prospettava una nottata d’inferno: il caldo afoso dell’estate non consentiva a mio padre di dormire. Passavano i minuti, le ore, ma era un continuo rigirarsi sul letto.
Ci voleva qualcosa, un calmante o un sonnifero. Sua madre doveva averne qualcuno nel cassetto delle medicine.
Un paio di pillole e il sonno sarebbe venuto per forza. Pian piano la sua testa cominciava a farsi più leggera: le pillole stavano facendo effetto.
Una bella dormita fino al mattino dopo lo avrebbe fatto stare meglio, non vedeva l’ora di concedersi alle braccia di Morfeo.
I sensi piano piano si facevano più rilassati, la mente si svuotava lentamente, ma d’un tratto uno dei rumori più fastidiosi del mondo lo fece saltare dal letto: la fastidiosissima suoneria del cellulare di lavoro aveva cominciato a suonare.
Ma chi poteva mai essere?
Se qualcuno lo chiamava a quell’ora su quel numero doveva trattarsi di qualcosa di importante.
Con la mente un po’ offuscata dal sonnifero decise comunque di rispondere.
«Pronto? Chi è a quest’ora?»
«…ciao, scusami, stavi dormendo?» rispose una voce di donna che gli parve non aver mai sentito prima di quel momento.
«Ci stavo provando, anzi credo proprio che ci stia quasi per riuscire a giudicare da come mi sento… ma chi parla?»
«Sinceramente non ho capito molto cosa vuoi dire, comunque se ti disturbo dimmelo, magari ti richiamo. Oppure, guarda, non ce n’è neanche bisogno, non volevo disturbarti, volevo solo sapere come stavi.»
«Ma cos’è uno scherzo? Come fai ad avere il mio numero di lavoro? Chi sei?»
Si mise una mano sulla faccia e intanto cominciò a sbadigliare. Stava sforzandosi di tenersi sveglio, ma ormai sentiva che mancava poco.
«Ah, scusami, ho trovato un bigliettino da visita nel tuo portafogli, sopra c’era solo questo numero, non sapevo si trattasse di un numero riservato, scusami. Comunque sono Morgana, la ragazza del bar. Ti ho riaccompagnato in taxi l’altra sera, quando è successa quella cosa…»
La ragazza del bar!
Ci aveva pensato a lungo in quei giorni: lei alla fine non c’entrava niente con quello che gli era successo, anzi, lo aveva addirittura riaccompagnato a casa.
La testa cominciava a girare, proprio in quel momento, maledisse l’attimo in cui aveva deciso di prendere il sonnifero.
«Ah, ciao, no, no tranquilla, non è un numero riservato, solo… oddio… è che mi gira un po’ la testa… senti ma, non è che potremmo risentirci in un altro momento? Io ho… non riuscivo a dormire e allora… cavolo mi si appanna tutto… ho preso un sonnifero e credo stia facendo effetto adesso.»
Mentre parlava si sdraiò supino sul letto con il telefono tra la spalla e l’orecchio, con gli occhi che si chiudevano sempre di più.
«Ah, ok, per me nessun problema. Comunque senti, davvero, volevo solo sapere come stavi, tutto qui, e magari chiederti scusa per quello che era successo.»
Ci fu qualche secondo di silenzio. «Pronto? Sei ancora lì?»
Nessuna risposta.
«Pronto?»
Il sonnifero alla fine aveva avuto la meglio e la telefonata venne interrotta da un sonno innaturalmente profondo.
Il risveglio il mattino dopo non fu dei migliori.
Con un po’ di emicrania e una leggera confusione in testa mio padre non riusciva a capire se la telefonata della sera prima fosse reale o se si fosse semplicemente sognato tutto.
I ricordi erano vaghi e il fatto di aver parlato sotto l’effetto del sonnifero non lo aiutava a far luce su quella situazione.
Il telefono aveva sì memorizzato una chiamata ricevuta la sera prima, ma il numero era anonimo e magari era stata qualche altra persona e la conversazione con la ragazza poteva essere frutto della sua immaginazione.
L’unica cosa era aspettare: in teoria se la chiamata fosse stata vera la ragazza avrebbe dovuto richiamare.
Passarono alcuni giorni: nessuna chiamata, niente di niente.
Cominciava a pensare di essersi veramente sognato tutto, eppure il ricordo era così reale.
Il lunedì mattina mio nonno aveva indetto una riunione con i dirigenti della sua compagnia. Era una riunione importante che si svolgeva ogni anno, dove si tiravano le somme su tutto quello che l’azienda aveva svolto e dove si discuteva di progetti per il futuro.
Il nonno aveva invitato mio padre a parteciparvi per cercare di renderlo più presente e più attaccato agli interessi dell’azienda, convinto che magari così facendo potesse suscitare in lui una qualche specie di interesse verso quel lavoro.
Passarono i minuti, le ore, ma di mio padre non si vedeva neanche l’ombra.
Il nonno cominciava a innervosirsi: lo vedeva come un affronto a lui e a tutti i sacrifici che aveva fatto in vita sua.
Ordinò alla segretaria di chiamare mio padre.
Lui rispose dalla sua macchina: «Pronto?»
«Signor Antonio, chiamo dall’ufficio di suo padre.
Saremmo ansiosi di sapere a che ora presenzierà alla riunione» domandò la segretaria sotto precisi ordini del nonno.
«Mi dispiace deluderla, ma non credo che verrò alla riunione. Dica pure a mio padre che non fa per me e che, sinceramente, la mia presenza a quella riunione mi sembra al quanto inutile dato che io non lavorerò mai per la sua compagnia.»
Inutile dire che il nonno non la prese benissimo. Non fece una scenata isterica per il semplice motivo che doveva mantenere la sua compostezza di fronte a tutta quella gente, ma dentro, stava ruggendo.
Possibile che quel vecchio non si arrenda mai? Pensò mio padre.
Non fece in tempo a pensare altro che il telefono squillò di nuovo.
«Ho detto che non me ne frega niente della sua fottutissima riunione!» gridò al telefono, stressato da quella situazione.
«Non so a chi o cosa ti riferivi, ma qualcosa mi dice che io non c’entro niente» fu la risposta della voce al telefono.
«Oh, mi scusi, io… non ho guardato il numero e… ovviamente non era riferito a lei… a proposito con chi parlo?»
«Sono Morgana. Sai, la storia del bar…»
Era lei!
Questa volta non c’erano dubbi, non aveva assunto nessuna sostanza che gli potesse far dubitare dell’autenticità di quella chiamata.
Adesso finalmente avrebbe potuto farle tutte quelle domande che gli frullavano in testa da tempo e, soprattutto, adesso aveva un nome: Morgana.
«Ciao! Scusa, ovviamente la frase di prima non era riferita a te, pensavo si trattasse di un’altra persona.»
«Sì, tranquillo, lo avevo capito.»
«Allora, come mai mi stai chiamando?»
«Oh, beh, l’altra sera volevo scusarmi per quello che era successo, solo che a un certo punto non mi hai più risposto e quindi…»
«Sì, scusami, avevo preso dei sonniferi e hanno fatto effetto proprio nel momento sbagliato. È che si tratta di un periodo un po’ complicato» rispose mio padre un po’ imbarazzato.
«Capisco… allora, tutto bene?»
«Ti riferisci ai colpi presi? Sì, sì, tranquilla… sono una roccia io… che vuoi che siano un paio di colpi al viso! Certo, mio nonno di 86 anni mangia cibi più solidi di quelli che mangio per il momento io ma… per il resto è ok!»
Si sentì una risata che durò per almeno un paio di minuti.
A detta di mio padre, fu proprio la fragorosa risata di mia madre a quella battuta che lo fece innamorare di lei. La risata più bella e coinvolgente che lui avesse mai sentito.
Fu proprio quella risata a rompere il ghiaccio. Da quel momento i due cominciarono a parlare di ogni cosa, quella telefonata durò ore, sembrava una telefonata di due amici inseparabili che non si vedevano da parecchio tempo. Nessuno avrebbe detto che erano praticamente due sconosciuti.
Seguirono altre chiamate. Solo conversazioni telefoniche.
Non c’era un perché e non si erano messi d’accordo ma nessuno dei due osava chiedere di più in quel momento e non per paura di sembrare troppo impulsivi o frettolosi, ma semplicemente perché tutti e due sapevano che anche all’altro, al momento, stava bene così. Una sorta di tacito accordo stipulato senza proferire parola.
Certo però, prima o poi la cosa avrebbe dovuto evolversi o sarebbe svanita.
Accadde una sera, durante una delle solite chiamate.
Quella volta però c’era qualcosa di diverso, una nota in più del solito che faceva capire ai due che era arrivato il momento giusto.
Mio padre prese la palla al balzo e non si fece scappare quell’occasione.
«Ascolta, stasera un mio amico inaugura la sua galleria d’arte, in centro. C’è un buffet, un bell’ambiente, bella gente. Solo che non mi va di andarci solo.»
Seguì un attimo di silenzio. Ci sono dei momenti che durano un’eternità, odiosissimi attimi in cui hai tutto il tempo di pensare se quello che hai appena fatto o detto sia stato uno dei più grandi errori della tua vita.
E ovviamente in quei momenti non capita mai di vedere il bicchiere mezzo pieno.
È come guardare un thriller: parte la musica che aiuta a far salire la tensione e ti aspetti che da un momento all’altro sbuchi fuori l’assassino che ti faccia prendere un colpo al cuore.
«Perché no. A dire la verità anche io penso sia arrivata l’ora di incontrarci dal vivo.»
E il colpo al cuore arriva, ma di tutt’altro genere di quello che ci si era aspettati! I due si incontrarono.
Uscirono insieme, andarono a quella inaugurazione, e sbocciò l’amore.
Papà e mamma erano inseparabili, erano sempre insieme e si amavano alla follia.
Era una di quelle coppie in cui bastava uno sguardo per intendersi: la complicità tra di loro era altissima e tutto andava alla grande. O quasi.
La loro era una relazione segreta. Il nonno li aveva visti una volta e aveva riconosciuto la ragazza.
Lui era assolutamente convinto che lei fosse interessata solamente al suo patrimonio.
Aveva visto la casa il giorno che lo aveva riaccompagnato e aveva pensato bene di cercare di trarre qualche guadagno da quella storia.
Papà sapeva benissimo che non era così.
Lei continuava a lavorare al “bar all’angolo” e papà non ci andava quasi mai.
Non era tanto la paura che si potesse ripetere l’esperienza passata, ora era il ragazzo di Morgana, quindi aveva diritto di venire lì, ma era proprio il fatto di vedere lei dover aver a che fare con certa gente a non andargli giù.
Più volte le aveva chiesto di licenziarsi e cambiare lavoro, ma d’altronde lei non aveva un titolo di studio e quello era il suo quartiere, quindi trovare un altro posto di lavoro le sembrava un’impresa assai ardua.
Questo era l’unica cosa su cui i due non andavano molto d’accordo, l’unico motivo che poteva portare a discussioni, ma niente che potesse veramente scalfire la serenità della coppia.
Era una sera d’estate. Mia madre lavorava fino alle nove e quella sera era d’accordo con mio padre di vedersi direttamente davanti alla sua villa. Tanto mio padre e mia madre sono via, hanno una cena con degli onorevoli. Non potranno vederci.
Erano già le nove e un quarto e mia madre ancora non aveva staccato.
Quella sera c’erano più clienti del solito e Diana, l’altra ragazza che lavorava lì, era malata.
«Non puoi andartene Morgana, non prima almeno che questi qui vadano via.» Era stato il commento del proprietario del bar alla sua richiesta di poter staccare puntuale quella sera.
«Ti prego Gino, il mio ragazzo, Antonio, mi sta aspettando! Proprio stasera che a casa sua non c’è nessuno non posso fare tardi.»
L’interesse di Gino venne risvegliato da quell’affermazione e subito il suo tono divenne più cordiale e comprensivo.
«Dunque a casa sua oggi non c’è nessuno? E come mai sono andati via? Mi avevi detto che in quella casa c’era sempre un gran movimento.»
«I suoi sono andati a una cena, la donna delle pulizie è malata e il giardiniere, beh, per lui è il suo giorno di riposo. I suoi comunque non credo che staranno via per molto, infatti potremmo stare lì insieme solo un’oretta, poi sarebbe meglio andarcene. Ma se sto qui ancora adesso va a finire che non avremmo neanche dieci minuti a disposizione.»
Mia madre si rivolse a lui come a un vecchio zio comprensivo, non immaginava neanche lontanamente l’esito che avrebbero avuto le sue parole.
«Dai, Gino, ti prego!»
«E va bene! Non sia mai che il vecchio Gino tagli le ali a una giovane coppia di colombelle tubanti! Adesso caccio via questi quattro rompicoglioni e ti accompagno io dal tuo principe azzurro.»
«Davvero? Ti ringrazio! Sei un tesoro.»
Mia madre conosceva Gino da tanto tempo e non era quasi mai accaduto che chiudesse il suo locale prima del tempo.
Era un vecchio talmente attaccato al denaro che non era contento finché non avesse ripulito le tasche dei suoi clienti a forza di liquori annacquati e macchinette mangiasoldi.
Ma dopotutto con lei si era sempre comportato bene, quindi pensò che fosse solo per via dell’affetto che provava nei suoi confronti che cambiò così repentinamente decisione.
E comunque, i perché non le interessavano. La sua mente era già proiettata in avanti a quando avrebbe incontrato il suo principe azzurro.
È proprio vero che a volte l’amore ha il potere di rendere cieche le persone.
Perché sto rivivendo tutte queste cose?
Non riesco a ricordare quasi niente di me, ma sono sicura che alcune di queste cose io non le ho mai sapute, figuriamoci averle chiare con tutti questi dettagli.
Che scopo ha tutto questo dolce luce? C’è qualcosa che devo sapere? Qualcosa che vuoi dirmi?
Non riesco a capire il senso di tutto questo.
Sono morta? Se sono morta come è successo?
E questo cos’è, il paradiso? No, al massimo potrebbe essere il purgatorio. La sala d’attesa del paradiso o l’anticamera dell’inferno. Non vedo però né angeli né tantomeno demoni intorno a me.
C’è solo questa luce, questa strana, affascinante, dolcissima luce.
Magari sono stata rapita dagli UFO e adesso sto su un disco volante o su un altro pianeta.
Sei un alieno, cara luce?
Nell’immaginario collettivo gli alieni sono piccoli omini grigi con grandi occhi neri, ma magari in realtà sono solo essere fatti di energia pura.
Non so davvero cosa pensare.
Qualsiasi cosa sia qui, qualsiasi cosa sia successa prima del mio risveglio in questo posto, voglio delle risposte, dei chiarimenti. Non voglio rimanere nell’oblio.
Sono stufa di non sapere più niente di me. E se l’unico modo che ho di ricordarmi chi sono e cosa è successo è rivivere tutta la storia da prima del mio concepimento, allora così sia.
Avanti, sono l’unica persona al mondo che ha voglia di vedere come vanno a finire i propri ricordi e che non ha la possibilità di sbirciare il finale all’ultima pagina. Anche se tecnicamente questi ricordi non sono neanche i miei.
La villa dei nonni.
La macchina di Gino, il proprietario del bar dove lavorava la mamma, una Mercedes modello CLK nera ferma davanti al cancello d’ingresso.
Dentro mia madre, euforica e ansiosa di incontrare il suo amore. E Gino, che si guardava intorno con degli occhi troppo avidi per essere onesti.
«E così è questa la catapecchia in cui vive il tuo principe azzurro.»
«Già, è casa dei suoi genitori. Grazie mille per il passaggio, Gino, senza di te non sarei mai arrivata in tempo. Ti devo un favore.»
Era talmente ansiosa di incontrare il suo amore che mentre ringraziava il suo capo stava già scendendo dalla macchina.
«Ma non lo dire neanche per scherzo, non mi devi nessun favore…»
Lo sportello si chiuse e la mamma si incamminò verso il cancello.
Gino la guardava avanzare con un ghigno malefico dipinto sul viso.
«…sono io che ti devo un favore!»
Chissà perché i momenti più belli della vita sono anche quelli che passano più in fretta.
Quella magica serata era passata così presto.
Erano stati talmente bene insieme su quel letto così comodo, che piangeva loro il cuore, a dover andare via. Purtroppo però papà non poteva permettersi il lusso di farsi cogliere in flagrante dal nonno.
Siccome non sapevano di preciso a che ora sarebbero tornati, era meglio togliere le tende a un orario sicuro.
Il cancello della villa si aprì e i due amanti uscirono dal loro nido d’amore per andare a finire la serata insieme da qualche altra parte: due ragazzi innamorati, senza un problema al mondo.
Di certo non potevano accorgersi di una Mercedes nera modello CLK posteggiata poco più indietro.
Fu una serata magica, tutto era al proprio posto, tutto era come se l’erano immaginati nel più bello dei loro sogni: la musica, le risate, la spensieratezza, la passione, il desiderio, la gioia di vivere e stare insieme.
Si conoscevano da così poco, eppure sembrava loro di essere cresciuti insieme.
Una risata dopo l’altra, un bacio dopo l’altro, fino ad arrivare a una promessa scambiata dopo un vortice di passione: Staremo insieme per sempre… io e te, bambini in eterno.
E di nuovo la luce, la luce di un nuovo giorno che entra dai finestrini della loro macchina.
È l’alba, i due si sono addormentati senza neanche accorgersene!
«Cavolo, è già giorno!» esclamò mio padre facendo per sistemarsi i vestiti. «Non dovevamo addormentarci così, ora devo inventarmi qualcosa da spiegare ai miei.»
«Beh» rispose la mamma «mi sembri abbastanza cresciuto da poter fare quello che vuoi della tua vita, no?»
«La fai facile tu. Mio padre ci metterà poco a capire che sono stato con te. Non sai come è cocciuto quel vecchio, sarebbe capace di farmi persino controllare.»
La mamma rimase un po’ sdegnata da quella risposta e non fece niente per nasconderlo.
In effetti alla sua età aver paura ancora del giudizio dei genitori non era poi una cosa tanto normale.
I due si ricomposero, poi si avviarono verso casa di lei, quasi senza proferire una parola.
Arrivati al portone si salutarono e lei fece per entrare.
«Aspetta…» La voce di mio padre la bloccò sulla soglia.
Lei si girò e lui la afferrò con forza e la strinse addosso a lui.
«Ti amo. E hai ragione, è arrivato il momento di abbandonare il nido. Non posso dipendere così tanto dalla mia famiglia. Dirò a mio padre che voglio stare con te, che del resto non mi importa niente e che se per farlo dovrò rompere con loro, beh, allora sono disposto a farlo. Perché tutto quello che conta per me adesso sei tu!»
E i due vennero investiti da un fuoco, caldo, capace di bruciare l’universo.
Esiste qualcosa di più strano e forte dell’amore?
Nessuno sa di preciso cosa sia e ognuno dà la sua interpretazione.
Nel suo nome vengono fatti i più grandi atti di coraggio, ma anche le più grandi barbarie.
Ha ispirato i più grandi poeti, i migliori artisti, uomini eccezionali.
Per esso si dà la vita e la si toglie, si prendono decisioni importanti, si cambia, ci si trasforma, si rinnegano le proprie origini, i propri affetti, ci si avvicina ad altri credo, ad altre religioni, a mondi del tutto estranei.
È così potente, ma così fragile che basta il battito d’ali di una farfalla per farlo crollare come il peggiore dei castelli di sabbia.
Quando mio padre tornò a casa, quella mattina trovò il cancello del grande giardino della villa insolitamente aperto.
Al suo interno, davanti casa, due volanti della polizia e un’ambulanza parcheggiate nel piazzale di fronte all’ingresso.
Scese di corsa dall’auto, entrò dentro casa come un fulmine e vide due agenti che parlavano con la nonna, in lacrime e con il viso fortemente sconvolto, mentre un medico prestava soccorso al nonno che aveva una ferita alla testa e degli ematomi sul viso.
La casa completamente sottosopra, cassetti ribaltati, cocci per terra. Era successo qualcosa mentre lui non c’era.
Un poliziotto si accorse di lui e andò a parlarci.
I ladri erano entrati quando in casa non c’era nessuno, ma i nonni erano tornati troppo presto e il nonno, col suo carattere, si era fatto addosso a uno di loro. Aveva avuto la peggio.
Era stato picchiato, poi colpito alla testa con un soprammobile e aveva perso conoscenza.
La nonna venne presa e rinchiusa in uno stanzino.
Al mattino, quando il nonno fortunatamente è rinvenuto, aveva chiamato la polizia.
Tutto questo forse non sarebbe successo se mio padre fosse stato a casa.
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Chapter 1
The angels don't have sex
Dark.
I am afraid of the dark!
Where am I/you/they?
Be dark!
I hear the voices of people around me, but I don't succeed in understanding what they say.
Be dark!
The motor of the car roars as a kept lion in captivity, the wheels screech, the foul smell of burnt rubber feels him, the odor penetrates me in the nostrils and stops him in throat, it becomes almost solid, I feel the taste of it, it has the taste of the fear.
Every curve I am tossed to and so bandaged I feels like vomiting.
It turns me all and I lose the sense of the orientation. I beat a knee against something, then also the face and the nose hurts me. I want to cry but I don't succeed there: I have too fear and the tears they don't go out me.
Where is my mother? Is it a joke?
Even it is as that time when we had to make the party to surprise to Michael: his/her dad has bandaged him/it and you/he/she has made him enter the room where we waited him/it for all how much with the cake and the gifts and us we laughed because he didn't understand what was happening.
It has to be so, it has to be a joke, however you/they are scaring me and I have made evil.
Michael was not made evil or perhaps yes and you/he/she had not told him anybody, you/he/she was perhaps ashamed to say that you/he/she was made evil, I have only perhaps to wait without having fear and everything you/he/she will end soon and we will amuse together everybody, all will have a good time and the joke will end.
Mother, prays you, tell me that is a joke!
I am afraid!
The heart beats me strong and I thinks about his/her mother. You will be waiting me, it will become angry if I return late.
It is not my guilt, but I am afraid that will become angry the same, that won't believe me if I will tell her that have not anything to do with it, that I wanted to return straight to house, I/you/they have not been me to want this, I would like only immediately to return home.
You/he/she had told me him, you/he/she had told me not to return with the dark, to return within the seven and I have not paid her instead attention, I have kept on playing with Simone he/she anchors for some. So much we live one of forehead the other, our buildings they are near, there is only a middle road and if his/her mother realized that I did late you/he/she was enough that she called me and I in one minute was at home and even I told her that the schedule I had not realized or that the clock in the house of Simone went badly or one any other excuse and everything it ended well, it didn't become angry as. You/he/she would have told me to be more careful next time and to return punctual, that was dangerous to leave around with the dark, that was so much bad people for road.
Because I have not paid her attention?
Yesterday in school the teacher has given us some difficult assignments to do. «Dopotutto» you/he/she has said «by now you are in fourth grade, next year you will have the examinations and then you will go to the averages, you have to start to work very hard!»
Alone it was too much boring to study, so I/you/they have gone home of Simone. He is good to school, he/she always takes" excellent" in all the subjects.
To school they pick around it up and they call him/it" grind." Also I call this way sometimes it, but only to joke, he knows him/it and it doesn't become angry.
We are also friends and then I am good to school, but he is a better pochino of me, therefore I didn't mind studying with him, rather it helped me to understand a lot of things.
Didn't suit us to only make the assignments, also wanted to play some, so his/her mother has told us that if ended in time could play to that new video game that have given him two days ago and we am hurried there, had never ended the so early assignments, have there really put little! We have put there under, assembled, trying to help us to story to do before and later even twenty minutes it was everything fact, all the develops problems and the exercises of grammar completed and the beautiful one is that we have done everything with enthusiasm, annoyed as always at all, because we knew how first it was ended, more time we would have had for playing.
We have ended indeed them in a battibaleno and there are immediately fiondati toward the console. We were excited: it is the most beautiful game that has ever existed and to school he/she had been speaking for months, from when Carletto has told that you/he/she would be gone out soon in the shops and that you/he/she would have been fantastic.
It is the following version of another game, that I have. Simone always beat when we played there, because to him his/her parents have bought him before and you/he/she have been able to train more himself/herself/themselves.
He always has everything first: his/her family is rich. His/her dad sells automobiles, you/he/she has a big motor show in center full of cars of luxury, of those that the great actors and the singers are bought and that they go to more than two hundred an hour and his/her mother has only to mind the house, a huge house, almost the double one of mine, with two baths, the guests' cameretta where I have gone a lot of times to sleep and a room hobby, with the billiards, the freccettes and so many trophies above the shelves.
My mother has to go to do the cleanings instead because you/he/she says that the money that you/he/she brings dad home is not enough and therefore you/he/she has to work, but so much our house is small, therefore it is not but the maids so much time to systematize everything and you/he/she can afford to go to job.
This time however even if you/he/she had immediately bought the game Simone it was not in advantage because he/she anchors you/he/she had never played us.
I was convinced to be able to beat him/it: he was not been able to train as the other times. You/he/she could not have learned any trucchettos to use against me and I was sure to be able to win.
The mother of Simone has also put a prize in palio: a slice of dessert, of those that ago her.
Ago often cakes, tarts or ciambelloni, because it says that they are best of the merendines that you/they are bought to the supermarket. Know what puts us, therefore don't make evil and they are better and what had done for the occasion had the whole air to be delicious!
In reality two whoever had won you/he/she would have received a piece of dessert. The two slices in fact you/they had already put above a tray, two beautiful pezzettoni but one of the two were some greatest, so we have decided that who won you/he/she could take him that and the smallest piece would be been the loser's turn.
An alone game could not certainly, be enough for decreeing the winner, so we have fixed a total of victories to reach, to make the savory challenge and above all to play for a longer time possible.
While we were playing, not as soon as has the mother of Simone left the room he has told me a thing that had happened him a couple of days before: «Francesca remembers Yourself, that great of the fifth B?» you/he/she has asked me intimidated.
«Some that I remember her/it to me» I have answered him. «You have made me a head as a ball to strength to speak to me of her, if I didn't remember me of it I would have some serious problems of memory!»
There was some silence. Simone had to tell me something important datum the face that had, but he/she didn't succeed us, it was silent and it looked at the game as hypnotized, sometimes moving the lips as to speak but without sending forth sounds.
«Then?» have I asked him «what you have to tell me of Francesca?»
He/she anchors some silence, then takings a deep breath and the breath finally went out out.
«We are kissed there.»
Eh, already! you/they were kissed or at least so it said him, dopotuttos know him/it everybody that it tells a lot of histories, but this time seemed it said the truth.
While it was telling everything red you/he/she has become and it seemed to strive himself/herself/themselves to speak, it had to be ashamed as.
Then have understood the why of this whole nervousness!
He is friend of the brother of Francesca, Pietro, goes to swimming pool together and you/he/she often goes his/her home to play.
It was from so much that he liked, in fact I remind me that you/he/she had told me to be a long time ago him in love of a greater girl some, only that has not wanted never me to reveal who pits.
To him had confessed him/it and had also asked him to put a good word with his/her/their sister and in fact, if the fattaccio has happened, is almost all I deserve its!
Had you/he/she told Simone to pass to his/her house at four o'clock in the afternoon, thing that immediately was seemed him strange, because it was Thursday and to how much Simone knew him on Thursdays it returns to the four and a half from the conservatory, where does it study piano, therefore whether to make to come him/it to that time?
For the simple motive that had planned everything!
Talking to his/her/their sister had discovered that also she liked he, therefore the thing was feasible, so you/he/she had done him/it go home his/her first mezz'ora to make to be them some alone ones while they were waiting for its return.
A diabolic plan studied in the least details, if you/he/she had done him/it to me I think that I would have killed him/it.
Who could imagine him a thing of the kind?
Of certain not Simone!
He believed that Pietro had jumped the conservatory or that for some motive you/he/she would have returned before, when instead you/he/she has known that Pietro still had to return and that you/he/she would have passed alone mezz'ora with her you/he/she has started to feel himself/herself/themselves nervous and the heart to beat madly him.
But by now it was there, the parents of Pietro and Francesca were busy in a discussion in the saloon and them two they were alone soletti in the cameretta.
He/she didn't know whether to do, his/her look every two seconds it looked for the clock, hoping that the time passed in hurry, the more in possible hurry to get away too much from that embarrassing situation. But the minutes flowed slow and the silence among the two weighed as a boulder on the stomach.
Few minutes had passed, sometimes alternated by moments of silence, hits of cough and some parolinas, then she has asked him the prophetic question:
«You feel, but. it is true?»
«True thing?» Simone has responded him with the trembling voice and the sweat that it started to rule his forehead.
«Beh, has told here is me, that some. yes, in short, that like you.»
In that precise instant the heart is stopped him of hit, the few drops of sweat have become a river in flood, blood is frozen and you/he/she has started to stammer.
What to tell her? If you/he/she had answered her of yes and had she refused him even then or even even taken around?
Even you/he/she would have told him/it you/he/she would have become the laughingstock of the school.
And if had answered her instead of no, even would have lost his/her only opportunity!
What did it have to answer?
Has you/he/she made a big breath to calm down, has you/he/she told her then: «And if so pits?»
It was the ideal answer, so you/he/she could understand what he/she thought her without owing him to discover too much.
«Beh, if it were indeed so» Francesca responded with the hands behind the back and the low look «then I think that we should give us at least a kiss.»
Plain pian has drawn near him, you/he/she has closed the eyes and you/he/she has continued to draw near.
Simone has felt the heart to beat so strong that has almost been afraid that she could feel the noise of it!
Two thousand thoughts have crossed him the mind in a lightning, in that few second that seemed endless. Was not a joke, was everything true, was happening seriously: would have become a man!
Instants of panic in which it tried to bring to the mind what he/she knew and that you/he/she had felt speaking of the kiss try to do everything in the good possible way.
The thoughts they crossed: it had to hold the open or closed eyes? To embrace her/it or to hold the hands distant from her? Would you/he/she have been able to breathe while he/she was kissing her/it?
He/she didn't succeed in understanding more nothing and it had the only worry of what stupid expression was doing in that instant. Then everything is enfeebled.
You has given him a first kiss on the lips and to him is seemed to be in heaven!
Has drawn near again: the worse was passed and now was sure of itself!
He has supported his/her lips on those of her anxious to repeat the experience, but all of a sudden has happened something that was not waited at that time indeed: of stings blank has felt her language enter him mouth and to look for his and has not known more than to do!
His/her word has been the most repugnant thing that had ever happened him!
Indeed not if the era ever imagined so a true kiss: that whole awkward meeting of languages, that extraneous saliva that felt him in mouth and felt even the taste of that that she had eaten! Sky, that schifezza!
Just while he was concluding this new, disappointing experience, Pietro and his/her mother have entered, and Francesca has escaped in his/her room with a cat sorrisino painting on the face.
Simone has not even given the time to Pietro to greet him/it that you/he/she has immediately asked to be able to go to bath and you/he/she has spent the following ten minutes to spit and to rinse him the mouth.
While this history told me I could not do to less less than laugh looking at its face and the various expressions that every time almost did reliving that moments: was too much funny!
I swear that I would not have liked, surely he was ashamed to death and you/he/she has taken everything of his/her courage to tell me the story, and I wanted to be serious to reciprocate this action of trust and friendship toward of me: I owed really to be his/her best friend if you/he/she has decided to tell me the whole history. But, every time that looked at him/it in face, I imagined me his scene that rinsed the mouth and I started to laugh to crepapelle!
He has become angry, has said that I am an idiot, that had promised not to pick around it up, and was right, but was too much amusing!
He/she wanted to do the great one and to go around to kiss the girls, then when you/he/she has happened indeed him you/he/she has realized that it was not what for him.
Also to me idea to give a kiss with the language impression has always done me, but his/her mother has told that they are things that are appreciated with the time, when will have been greater, that owed now to think they are to have a good time us as all the children and not to have scrubs to grow, and I don't have him really, I feel so well me to be small!
Simone was so taken by his/her same story that has not realized that was neglecting the game, and I have immediately taken advantage of it!
A simple movement done to the correct moment and its character was defeated.
Had beaten him!
Had not happened before never, after so many games of which I perpetually went out defeated I have finally had my revenge, I have tasted the victory and it had the better taste of the universe.
Dopotutto I always told him/it me that in the preceding version it beat only always me because he was more trained of me and you/he/she could play us every day. This time we have departed to equal weapons and, in these cases it is the ability that counts not the experience.
I was to the seventh sky and I have started to take around Simone in every instant, for the defeat, for the kiss and for the piece of cake greater than I tasted me pian pianino in front of him, trying to make to last for a longer time it the possible.
Those yes that they are satisfactions!
Ended the dessert has asked me the revenge, saying that had tangled, that my victory was due only and exclusively to the fact that had made him distract, but in reality I didn't have anything to do with it nothing: has done everything him! He has started the story and him you/he/she is distracted. It doesn't distract him during an important challenge: at that time we was in war and in war if it becomes distracted us him you/he/she is overpowered.
Even if the taste of the uncontested victory was marvelous and the fear to lose a lot of, since however we were great friends I have decided to grant him the revenge, but not as soon as the game is initiated the mother of Simone you/he/she has called me saying that it was late and that it was better perhaps if I/you had made return to house, otherwise I risked to make to worry mine.
Has Simone begged her of it stuffed to end the game, would dopotutto have lasted five minutes only: thing you/they would have been five minutes in more?
But his/her mother has not wanted to feel complaints. It is a hard woman, not that it was bad, rather, only that when it says a thing you/he/she must have done, there is no way of convincing to change her/it mind in any way and me, sincerely I have even tried there. To me it was all right so: I retired me from champion and I could be such at least for another day.
I have looked at the time. Cabbage if was right the mother of Simone: I had abundant mezz'ora of I delay! His/her mother would have killed me, she hates the delays, you/he/she also becomes angry for ten minutes and this time you/he/she would have scolded me of ugly.
We have interrupted therefore the new just initiated game, with the promise to be restarted the next day, has greeted all and I/you/they is gone out.
I have raced down for the staircases, satisfied of the day full of emotions. I/you/they have gone down from the sidewalk and I have still crossed the road with the head among the clouds, so much that I initially have not noticed the car, a great dark car not very distant from me.
Them it was firm nearby, with the power on motor, and only when you/he/she has started plain to stir his/her presence I have realized.
You/he/she has drawn near plain and I have made back a footstep going up again on the sidewalk to make to pass her/it, but you/he/she is not passed, rather you/he/she has almost slow down to stay himself/herself/themselves, so I have thought that he/she wanted to make me cross, or that you/he/she had reached destination since it had the out lights.
I have crossed calm, there were no other cars, then really while I was being me in the mean of the road I have felt a strong sgommata and two dazzling lighthouses aimed against you/they have blinded me to me for a second and jammed on the place, then a hand that has grabbed me for an arm. I/you/they have been dragged inside the automobile and someone has held me firm covering me the mouth with a hand. I didn't succeed in howling neither to move me: its braccias were too much strong and they held me narrow in a steel vice. I didn't understand what was happening and I was afraid. I have felt the car go more and more fast and I tried to understand who those people were, but you/they have put me a black bandage on the eyes and I have not seen anything anymore.
Was dark!
The continuous car to travel for a beautiful po' of time; I ask where is my mother, but nobody responds me. I ask him/it anchor, again nothing. I start me howling and a so strong slap arrives to me that the ears whistle me.
There I become me account that doesn't deal with a joke, it is not a game, I don't know those people and they are not my friends or friends of my parents. I am afraid and it makes me evil the face.
You/they have taken me.
You/they have bandaged me.
You/they have beaten me.
Don't speak Italian, at least not now, not between them. Who my goodness I am? Because you/they have taken me? What do you/they want from me?
Have beaten me!
Nobody had done before never it, not even his/her mother or his/her dad. They hates the violence, they would never do him/it. Mother, prays you help me!
The car him firm, we have arrived, they make me go down, they drag me. I am afraid, I don't see anything in front of me with this bandage, I stumble a couple of times but I don't fall and I am pushed for the arm: they don't want that me firm.
Simone thought that that kiss with the language had been the ugliest thing that could happen him, sky, how much I would like to be to its place now!
Chapter 2
The destroyer ones of infancy
You/they have closed me inside a room and you/they have removed from me the bandage but here it is equally dark.
I am alone, I am cold and there is a bad odor, nauseating, as of pee and of mold.
I don't know why, but of all the things to which to think the video games comes to mind, I think to when I will play again there with Simone and I can tell him this whole absurd history.
How much I would like to be able to return to now play.
Plain Pian my eyes get used to the obscurity and I succeed in something.
Even if out it is night, the light of the moon enters aloft from a lower case letter finestrella. That there is alone, so small that would pass hardly us to me the head.
I look around me: the room is almost entirely empty and there is not a bed, only an old dirty mattress thrown in an angle. They are not even there the sheets, nothing of nothing, an angle of the mattress is broken, it seems as nibbled from of the animals, the rubber bands are glimpse to the inside and even if there is not the light as darker stains they are seen very well.
Idea to sleep on a similar bargain makes me feel badly, I feels like vomiting and the foul smell of the room doesn't help to make to feel better me.
Also the wall is dirty, everything is dirty, there is not the paper to the walls and they are all ruined ones, on the floor there are of the pieces of plaster mixed to dust and earth.
Next to the wall, there is a wood chest, dam with a padlock and beside they are always supported there some beams of wood. I go for moving one of them and I do me evil with a small splinter that enters me the finger. I leave her there where I am, so much also to move would not have served then her to nothing.
From the ceiling they dangle some electric threads, but there is not any attached light bulb. It doesn't even seem a room, but anymore an unused closet from years.
I don't like and me ago fear. You/they have always frightened me what there is of similar.
I turn me to every small noise, every imperceptible scrunch it makes me jump, I put me huddled up of side to the chest, I try to be the most hidden possible and I always look toward the finestrella. I am afraid to see something horrible from a moment to the other.
Then some cloud sometimes passes probably in front of the moon and that little light it disappears of hit, leaving me completely to the dark, then I close the eyes and with the braccias I bring the head to the knees, hoping that I/you/he/she pass in hurry and opening every now and then an eye to see if some light has returned.
I don't succeed in sleeping. It has to be late and to house I would be already under the covers from some, but here I don't succeed there: the eyes are alone me open and if I try to close them an instant some noise it makes me jump.
I keep on looking at the window, sure to see from a moment to the other something horrible and continuous to also look at the door, hoping that from a moment to the other one mother and dad enter!
It finally spends the night, at the end I have fallen asleep, I don't even remember me when or as. It is already day from a piece, you/they have not made me eat, you/they have not made me go to the bath and I have had to do her/it in an angle of the room. Perhaps for this there is so much bad odor, there has been perhaps another child before me.
Where will you/he/she be ended now? Will you/he/she have returned from his/her parents?
Mother, prays you, if this is a punishment because have done something of wrong, I swear that I won't do him/it more, that will be good, but make to return me home, mother! Mother!
The door finally opens, even if it is not who hoped that it was.
I a man, perhaps one of those that you/he/she has taken me but there is somebody else with him. It pushes him/it inside: it is a child, rather, a child.
He/she closes the door beating her/it and behind the latch he feels that is closed.
You sit him next to the wall. Sky, is ashamed, I have made my needs in the angle of the room, she will feel the foul smell and he/she will take around me. I will be her disgusting!
I don't even say a word and her, we stay so for a long time, without speaking.
They bring us to eat, a kind of minestrone. I hate the minestrone, but at that time you/he/she am seemed me pits the thing better than I/you had ever eaten.
I end him/it, avid I polish up the bowl with the language as to wash her/it and I don't leave even a pochino of it.
After a hour I have the swollen belly. Do I have to go to the bath but as I do?
There be now her, cannot do her/it in the angle!
I don't make her/it more, the bladder is full, it hurts me, I don't succeed in holding back her/it anymore.
No, I pray you, not to go out, prays you.
Oddio, is done me her I set, as a suckling, and she has realized!
God, feels his/her contempt as if I/you could touch him/it, as a dense fog that winds me and it crushes me, hears then some complaints, she starts to cry, you/he/she has also done her her and it is more shaken of me.
I wait for some, then I speak to her: «not to cry, from the.»
You don't respond and continuous to sob.
«It looks that I have also done her me.»
It looks me, for an instant it hardly holds back the tears, then it is thrown me to the neck and they restart the hiccups, this time very stronger, and he/she calls his/her mother, howling and crying as not never.
I also miss his/her mother, but now you/he/she don't care, I have to be strong for her. Sky, how much difficult to hold back the tears is, but I cannot make to go out her, not now, not in front of her in this moment.
Other two equal days pass, I confined inside our cage as hamsters without not even the possibility to race on the wheel.
You call Sarah, we make us story courage, we have slept together on that repugnant mattress, caring for hand and tightening us strong one to the other when we felt some noises.
We have spoken, even if not a lot.
His/her uncle is a policeman, you/he/she says that you/he/she will throw out surely us and I believe her. I have to believe her or I would go crazy.
Does The door of the room open, but it is not the time of lunch, that I/you/he/she am the uncle of Sarah that has come to free us?
Probably also she has thought him/it and for an instant I feel me lifted, full of hope. We open wide both the eyes in the blink of an eye waiting for good news, with the fear that closing only also the eyelids for a fraction of according to the hope can fade away.
A lasted moment an instant, that seemed endless, broken by the cruel reality that he makes road entering from that door.
It is not the uncle of Sarah, it is one of them, he/she takes me for an arm, it throws me strong, it drags out me. There is a good odor, of fresh air: it was as that I didn't feel him/it. I inhale up to fill me the bellows, the air it is good, I had never made case to the fact that one odor of his had.
We salt an old staircase of rusted iron to a large extent. The plan than above it is very cleaner. We emerge in a small corridor from which I succeed in seeing four different rooms. We direct after all there toward that. It is a bath, tiny. There is only the water, a shower and a faucet that it goes out of the wall under the window.
For earth they are not even there the tiles, it is everything in cement, it still seems a house in construction.
Also the shower is not a real shower, there are the open pipes of the faucets and the holes for earth for fan andar by the water, but there is not the box.
The type tells me something, but I don't understand him/it. Me ago sign that have to strip me and to wash myself, but he doesn't go and I am ashamed!
I pretend not to have understood yet, him me from a shove and it beats again ago me against the wall and me sign to strip me.
This time I turn me toward the wall and I start to strip me: I don't want another push. Once removed the suits I try to cover me the more possible with the hands. I don't want to make to see me from him.
I put me under the shower, he opens the water, first too much cold, then too much warm, finally, luckily, lukewarm.
I start to always wash myself trying not to discover too much me, even if it is difficult and he looks me with a strange face and it sneers, pronouncing some sentence among the laughs.
Because it laughs this way? Me ago Fear!
Draw near me, its sneer increases, it says something and ago to get away the hands from where I was covering me, I make an instinctive release, I brusquely shift his hand and at that time its sneer turns him into an expression of anger and a slap arrives how come I had picked him/it up before.
Slide for earth, the ears whistle me and the cheek does me bad, I feel her/it pulsate.
He goes out of the room, it returns later then as soon as a couple of minutes with in hand a yellow pipe that connects to the faucet under the window, the point verse of me and it opens at the most the water doing me her to arrive I set of throw.
Be icy!
I feel as thousand pins that pierce through me the body, it hurts, I shout from the pain and him it laughs satisfied.
For how much you try to shift me or to mend me with the hands, he always makes me arrive the water I set, he stops only for beating me, then it takes back, it throws me I set the soap and I cannot do anything else other than to wash hoping me that so this torture ends.
Finally her" shower" you/he/she is finished, it makes me dry and it brings out me without making to dress again me. Ripercorriamo the corridor and we end in one of the rooms. A strange room: there are some great lights, of the lighthouses, a bed and a piece of furniture with above of the equipments, of the photographic cars and a television camera of those big.
Throw me on the bed, it turns on the lights, the stings verse of me and they dazzle me, I see his/her outline draw near to the piece of furniture. I hardly start to again see here again us a lightning, this time it is the flash of a photographic car. Go off me photos, it turns around me, I am ashamed and I cover me, I am naked. He comes verse of me and it starts to beat me, then he stops and it restarts to go off. I cover again me and he beats me anchor, stronger, him riferma and me I don't cover me anymore.
Ago as releases, tell how to put me, photographs me the intimate parts, from nearby I don't know, why, but this almost hurts me more than the blows.
After an oretta we have ended, it finally allows me to dress again me, me from of the clean suits, too much great for me, but it doesn't care.
I return in my room, God that stinks!
When I was inside I had gotten used to the odor, but coming from out it is not borne, it is a nauseating foul smell. More than in a room it almost seems to have entered the den of an animal.
I don't say anything of the odor, I hold him/it for me, I would not like Sarah to feel now to uneasiness that I am clean.
I pretend of nothing and I put me in an angle there.
«Where you/they have brought you?»
«In a room.»
«In a room?»
«There were of the lights and of the equipments.»
«What kind of equipments?»
«For photo and video.»
«Photo and video?»
«Already.»
«And that you/they have done you?»
«I have told you him, there was equipment to make some photos, I have had to make some photos.»
«Photo? And because?»
I arch the shoulders, as to say that I didn't have the palest idea of it, but it is not true. Mother often told me him that there is some bad people to whom you/they like his/her children and that if someone, whoever, pits also a relative or a teacher or the priest of the church you/he/she had ever asked me to strip me for any reason, also in exchange for money or of any other thing, I would be due to escape shouting, asking help and I would have had immediately to tell him/it.
But they is not here now, I cannot tell him/it anybody, you/he/she cannot help me anybody, I am alone, only with Sarah.
Mother, dad, because you are not here? Because nobody comes me to take? Mother! Mother, because you have abandoned me?
I talk to Sarah, we tell us a lot of things, to spend the time, at least I don't think about what has happened.
Tell me of his/her friends, of his/her collection of dolls, of his/her trips with his/her/their dad, of when it brought her/it to fish with her and he he/she didn't succeed in throwing on the fishes that because they were too much heavy. The evening they returned home, from his/her mother and her with a big smile it showed him the fishes that you/he/she had succeeded in taking.
Then his/her mother cleaned well them for and cooked them, but she wanted too much us time and her you/he/she was so tired for the departed day, so every time didn't make her/it to wait, he/she ate a bit to the flight and it collapsed on the bed exhausted.
Dad has never brought me to fish, however once we have gone to see a great aquarium where all the types of fishes there were, also the sharks and all those bigger and scary and those strange.
I tell her of when we have been in mountain and we have seen a wild boar with the pups in the middle of the wood and dad you/he/she has told me not to make otherwise noise you/they would be frightened.
How many histories I would have to tell him, but unfortunately it is not the time of it, not this time: the door is reopened and I am afraid, but this time they don't want me, this time they pick up Sarah.
You look me afraid and I feel me a worm because I have not warned her of what you/they have done me, of what kind of photo you/they have gone off me in that room and that probably they will also go off now to her.
I wait for his/her return and I think about what you/they could do him and I am afraid, because even after her you/he/she would be touched again to me.
Perhaps to her they won't photograph her/it, is it a female and the females after all when they are small they don't have the breast, don't they even have the pea, therefore that there would be to photograph?
They perhaps make her make some other thing, that I know, type to clean the rooms or some other female job. You/they have picked only perhaps her up for that or even you/they had not realized pits a child and now they will free her/it, they will bring her/it to his/her parents.
God, if it were this way? If you/they had freed indeed her?
I would remain only in this room, for the whole time, only, without anybody with which to speak, without anybody with which to share my fears.
I know that should not be said, that is a wrong thing but, God, prays you, ago what doesn't free her/it now, not today, not without me, don't make to remain only again me!
It spends some time, the door opens and she returns.
To the beginning I am happy, I feel as a weight that removes from him from the stomach, then however I see his/her face, the red face, some blood that goes out her of the lip and the eyes full of tears.
You sits next to the wall tightening himself/herself/itself the knees the breast, it fixes the void, then it whispers something, I don't feel well, taming him what has said and she looks me: «You knew him/it!»
Look me fixed in the eyes and me I don't answer her. I don't know what to answer her, is turned then, with the head among the knees, fixing the void and he/she doesn't speak anymore.
Do I feel me in guilt, but of however that I could do me?
Perhaps if I/you had told her truth she would have rebelled and you/they would have left her alone, perhaps it is my guilt if he/she doesn't speak anymore now to me.
It stays silent the whole evening and me with her. I would like to tell her something but I don't know what, I think the whole time about something to tell her, to throw her/it on, to make to make her a smile or simply because gives me an answer not to make to feel so only me even if we are in the same room.
Nothing to be done.
We stay in thin silence to put to sleep us.
The morning speaks again later to me and plain pian everything seems to return as before or almost. I sometimes feel her/it some hardest in my comparisons.
The door is reopened and they returns again. I wonder me this time who will take and the answer doesn't delay to arrive: they want me.
Again in the room, again other photos, this time with strange objects. I am always naked, but now I don't even try to cover me, I hope only that ends in hurry.
To a line I start to tremble, perhaps the cold, perhaps the fear, perhaps all and two together. I try to stop me but I don't succeed there, it is stronger than me and I am again barrel.
I return in the room and Sarah there is not: you/they have also picked already her up. It returns shortly after, we don't say anything, we don't ask us questions, we don't tell us histories, we embrace there strong and we start to cry.
The following day we would like not to be us ever wakened up, so much we already know that something ugly will happen in the afternoon and as of usual anchor and anchor it happens for two or three days.
Sarah is more fragile, you/he/she suffers more, they often take her some small nervous releases, you/he/she starts to jump as a rubber band and you/he/she is afraid because she doesn't know what is happening her.
Of, new the door of the room opens: it is now.
They take first me, as usual, same turn, shower then room of the television cameras, always naked, but this time it is different, this time in the room I am not alone: on the bed there am a man and a woman, also them nude, that as beasts are wriggled and they make strange verses.
God, that cabbage is doing her?
It disgusts me and me fear, feels ago not to have to look, I don't succeed in understanding.
Then the woman me note and ago sign to the man that he turns in turn verse of me. It gets up from the bed and meeting comes me.
Its coso is straight and is huge. Before I had not become account: when it was with the woman he/she was not seen.
How cabbage ago to become so great?
The guy that has brought here me goes toward the television camera and starts to take back everything.
They make me approach to the woman, she laughs, it starts to caress everywhere me. He/she speaks some Italian, ago battutacce, says that I have him tiny. I observe the man with the tail of the eye: it is true and I am ashamed. I do for covering me but her it removes from me the hands: «Now I think it me to you.»
I feel his/her lips on me, I feel his/her language and I am ashamed, me disgust, feels ago badly me, I feels like crying and I would mean to stay her him, to stop her/it, but the voice doesn't go out me too fear of the blows.
The guy behind the continuous television camera to take back, saying things, imparting orders; the woman is in front of me and the man behind of her and they shouts and they say things irripetibili.
I am afraid and I tremble, they seems to have a good time him.
When I return in our room I feel not to be before anymore that of and I feel me I dirty: I have anchors the saliva of that repugnant on me! I hate her, I hate her, I hate the man that was with her, I hate all how much!
I don't even realize me that Sarah there is not: I am too hocked with my problems to be able to also think about her.
It arrives after some, about he complains, work to be standing and it loses blood, but I don't understand from where, I see only a red ruscellino that goes down on her legs.
The door is closed behind her and it doesn't do in time to beat that she faints.
I go toward her and I call her/it. You/he/she is frightening me, I look for to wake up her/it and at the end I succeed there but as soon as it opens the eyes and hunting a cry sees me as if you/he/she had seen a monster and it pushes away me stepping backwards up to the wall of the room.
It trembles, it has the fiatone and he/she cries, then it restarts to tremble.
The evening none of us two easily fall asleep, she cries the whole night, it falls asleep only after a few hours, I don't even succeed in crying.
It is by now late day, they wake up us to give us to eat, her as soon as it reopens the eyes it restarts to tremble.
Don't speak to me, a word doesn't even turn me, it doesn't make me a sign, not even a look, nothing of nothing. It is a ghost, it is as him same living in another dimension, the whole time it trembles and he/she cries.
Because he/she doesn't speak to me? What have I done her me? I hate her when ago this way!
What does have him with me because again have not told her what has happened me in the room? But does thing believe? What don't I tell him him to make her a spite?
Yet she should understand what I try when I reenter after they have come me to take.
I don't understand her/it and I don't even feel like asking her nothing. I have tried to be nicer possible, to help her/it, but if she treats so then me for me you/he/she can also be him of it the whole time for his/her facts in his/her angle of the room.
The afternoon they return to take me, on one side I am afraid because I think about what will happen me, from the other I feel me lifted, because so much had to happen and then so much is worth to think about the positive side of the thing: I remove from me from the embarrassment to be in that room with Sarah.
A couple of minutes and we are again in the room of the television cameras, the room of the tortures. This time however there is not the woman, there is only the man and it is naked.
Touch me, he/she wants to be touched by me, me ago disgust, but I have to do him/it. He is happy and it laughs then he/she takes me, it turns me with violence, the face it beats me to the bed and it pushes so much strong that don't succeed to breathe well. It tightens me the wrists from behind almost to stop me the blood. I am afraid, I try to free me, I wriggle out me more than I am able, howling, even if I know that so much is useless: it is stronger than me and bigger than me. I beg him/it to stop, to leave to go me, not to hurt me and then, to a line, I feel something behind. The blood me he freezes in the veins, the time seems to stay himself/herself/themselves and I doesn't feel anymore even the noises of the world that it surrounds me, then something breaks the silence: a cry of terror, a film urlaccio of the so strong horror that frightens me. I make a jump, I look around me, I don't succeed in understanding from where originates, then the mind it does him shinier and I become me account that I had been really me to howl and I hear the greatest pain that has ever felt the greatest humiliation that has ever tried and I doesn't even have the strength to cry.
They accompany again me in the room. My eyes are open but I don't succeed in seeing nothing. It is as if the world around me had disappeared of hit, nothing exists more, nothing has more sense, continuous to pass me in front of the eyes the scene of that that you/they have done me, as a film that uninterruptedly restarts every time that the film ends and continuous to hear pain as if that moments never ended, as if I relived anchor and anchor and anchor that horror.
I think to yesterday, to the why I didn't succeed in seeing in full the naked man behind the woman. I have now understood where the lacking part was ended and I thinks about Sarah: now I understand its behavior of yesterday and I hate me to have hated her/it, without trying to understand her/it, to help it and beginning to cry and to tremble, to cry and to tremble.
The following day they don't come to take me, I am badly and they also know them to it, I don't even succeed in moving me, pain is strong and I has lost blood, the same blood that yesterday it lost Sarah.
The night I don't sleep, I don't succeed there, it is terrible, if I try to close the eyes I relive in full the scene. The heart me he stops, I feel the blood freeze him and with the troubled breath I look around me, with the fear that is someone next to me that can make some evil.
Every time there is not anybody but every time me risuccede. I don't succeed in calming me, jump of release and I look around me.
I always feel noises, I am not even continuously at times sure, that these exist, I have imagined only even them, I don't know him/it, I don't have idea of it and I am afraid. The silence is worse at times, because when I don't feel anything, when my mind you/he/she is not taken by something I start to think and my thoughts are always the same, horrendous, as the worse one of the nightmares, but I am not dreaming: unfortunately this is the reality.
I feel me dirty: I feel the odor of that man I set. I rub me the body with the suits up to hurt me, I try to scratch me street of back the skin that by now you/he/she has been contaminated, but I don't resolve anything. The dirt doesn't go, however continuous to grattar by until almost to bleed.
I want to wash myself, I have an absolute need to wash myself. To house I looked for with every marchingegno to jump the shower, I would now give all of my games for some water and of the soap.
A couple of days still pass before brings back me in the room of the tortures. There is only this time the woman and this it encourages me some, for how much can be disgusting you/he/she can never do me what has made me the man. I don't want anymore to try a similar thing, I hope not to see him/it more, that has gone away, that had come only for that time. I also beg God to do yes that I/you/he/she disappear, that dies, anything is enough that I/you/he/she don't see him/it anymore again.
The woman is there always, on the bed, you/he/she looks me, you/he/she laughs, she kisses me and you/he/she licks me, then you/he/she puts on to four legs as a dog: «Now make to see me if you have become a true little fellow.»
Its voice bothers me, I would prefer to listen to the noise of thousand fingernails that you/they screech on a blackboard. Its face and its expression disgust me. Does it have the same age of my mother, as can you/he/she make these things? What also his/her mother both as her?
No, not the my mother, does she love me, but then because it doesn't come and it brings here away me from?
Meanwhile the continuous woman to speak, but I don't even feel her/it, so it comes before the man with the television camera, me riempie of barrel and it makes me understand what I have to do.
Now I will have to do me what you/they have made to me the other time.
I hate them, I hate them all and hate her more than the others because it is so similar to my mother, yet so different.
This way I do him/it, I do what have ordered me to do, I do him/it to make to try her what have tried me!
I try to hurt her possible, as have done to me, but she seems not to hear pain, seem even rather, that like her, that has a good time!
I don't succeed in understanding what I am wrong, because it doesn't work: I want to punish her/it, I want to humiliate her/it, but I don't succeed there. It is because I have him small, as you/he/she had said her the other time, I don't succeed in hurting her and I hate me, hate my accursed so small body.
There is not unfortunately anything to do, I have only to be to their game, avoiding if possible to take barrel, avoiding if possible to think about anything. I think only about the time that passes, every second mistake is a second in less that will owe to remain inside this room, I think only about this and I try to survive.
Finally ends, they are again in our room, a place where by now him a loaded air breathes of only I hate, tension, anger and fear!
We don't speak anymore, neither me neither Sarah. From days by now we don't say anything and it suits us so, her and I united by a deafening silence. To speak would be too much painful now.
We spend the days to cry or to fix the dirty walls of our jail.
You has started to eat the fingernails and it goes so after all at times that they start to bleed her all the fingers, but he doesn't stop, continuous however to nibble with the fixed eyes on the wall or on the floor. The fingers hurt her because at times I feel her/it complain about himself/herself/themselves, but it doesn't stop and I don't dare tell her nothing. If to her it is so probably all right it will have his/her motives and for the time being I don't want to know them, even more in there we will speak of it.
They spend the minutes, the hours, the days and by now I have lost the hope that someone can come to save us after this whole time.
I bless the fact that we have restarted to speak if nothing else Sarah and I, at least we won't go crazy, not immediately.
They bring us the lunch, we eat plain, as to make to last for a longer time it the possible, because we know that shortly after the lunch they will come to take us.
Our jailer and me it enters I get up me, but this time wants first Sarah.
Had never happened, that has abdicated to me?
Even they want to give me one period of break, to make to rest me, one period of isolation from everything this.
No, after some they return to take me. It seemed too much beautiful to be true and by now I have understood that of beautiful things here inside I am not of it and they will be never of it, for how much can hope for him/it.
Been accustomed to routine, the shower to get rid of the animal foul smell of which we are impregnate from when we are here inside. Two days ago you/they have also cleaned our room while we were being busy on the" set", only that without a bath, enough a day to make to return her/it as was.
Now at least we have some buckets for it stuffed the needs, we don't have to do them for earth, but the result is similar, because the buckets are alone two, one for the small needs and the other for the great ones, only that if for example understands that we are badly with the belly, without being able to sit us on a water, at times happens that I/you/he/she don't end everything in the bucket and we dirty out, so when they realizes they start to scream and they beat us.
Once you/they have taken me for an arm, beaten and then thrown for earth really there where dirty was and one of it tightened me to them strong for the hair and howling me something almost pushed me the face to touch the part of floor that I had dirtied, then you/they have made me clean with a newspaper and you/they have brought me to take the shower dopodiché he returns in the room of the tortures.
Always so, every day. The only question is who will find to wait us. The man, the woman or both together? Or even something again and it is the thing that I fear more, considering that from when I am here, every novelty has been thousand times worse of what preceded her/it.
Soon I will know him/it.
It opens the door, those accursed television cameras, turn always me to low head praying that at least there is not the man.
I slowly turn me, as when to house, in my cameretta, to the dark, I had fear of the monsters and pian pianino I did me courage to peer at under the bed and to see what there pits.
How much I feel me stupid, it is not anymore now the dark to frighten me, now I know that the true monsters also stir very well to the light of the sun, that you/they don't hide him under a bed or inside a closet and that not being is not appearing you to shouting you" Buuu" that you/they can hurt you.
I start to slowly lift the head, I try to postpone the more possible the moment of the truth, praying that all of my fears don't manifest him in front of me as soon as I will definitely lift the look.
I see the bed, that bed, with above the comforter, soft to the sight, but that it stings as you/he/she was served as thousand nails when there are above.
I climb more some with the look and the heart it seems to stay himself/herself/themselves of hit: on that bed, that gibbet where more times have been killed, there is someone that never and then I would ever have imagined to see at that time the last person that I would ever have liked to find me before in that room. In front of me, naked, with the open mouth and the wide open eyes they were almost the reflex of mine, there is her, Sarah, the only person befriends, that that appeared there for a long time by now me as one of mine few reasons for life inside, the only grip to which to grab him, the only boa of salvation in this sea of tears.
«What you do us you here?» he/she asks me with a spins of voice.
I don't even have the time to answer her, the man with the television camera throws me on the bed, I set to her.
We already know what we have to do, we have done him/it both more times, but two nobody moves a muscle, two nobody dares do nothing.
I don't succeed in understanding because she is here with me, I don't succeed in understanding because you/they are doing us this and I know that also her in this moment he is setting my same questions, looking for an answer that doesn't arrive thinking about a solution that doesn't exist.
Cannot be true, I don't succeed there, I get further me, I don't want, not to Sarah! The man with the television camera ago to beat me, I don't care it, it strikes me strong but I don't change mind and continuous to strike me and to push me on her. I don't care of anything, this time the blows I hold her to me, I don't move me, he rages him, laying the television camera, ago to fling himself/herself/themselves against me, I don't even close the eyes, the fixed one while I am waiting for the impact of his/her hit and to a line I feel someone who the hand grabs me: it is Sarah. It puts on between me and the man, it looks me, he stops him, it takes back the television camera and her it begins his/her job.
Possible? You? The only person to the world that was seemed me the only white stain of a completely black reality up to now cleaning up?
I look at her incredulous while it is being prepared to do that for which you/he/she has been educated today up to. Be as them! I have been wrong on her: they are all equal ones, they agree all, has taken around me, is as them! Could not imagine him/it, have been tricked since the beginning, has become only my friend to be able to strike me stronger at the end, only to make to suffer more me! If it were so you/he/she would have rebelled as I have done me, you/he/she would not have been to their game, you/he/she could not do this to me, it is as them.
I hate her. I hate her as all the others. I hate her more than the others.
If this is what wants, if this situation suits her, for me is ok, I will make her see me!
And an uncontrollable anger climbs me from inside and ago of everything to go out and to instigate the beast been born inside of me.
I push back her, I give her a slap, I turn her/it, I grab her the wrists, I lace them to him with strength and I make her the whole possible evil!
«It is this that you wanted? Do you like this way? Do you like ugly sow? You give, make to feel me that you like!»
With the tears to the eyes and the narrow teeth I repeat her all the sentences that have told me all those sentences of which I have had to learn the meaning in these days. I instigate all of my anger, I make her see me with whom has to whether to do!
I hear the satisfied laughter of the man behind the television camera to boom me in the head, I feel the presence of a fierce look that from behind it winds me and I hear the cries of Sarah, so much intense to succeed in covering those with my conscience.
After mezzora they bring us in the room.
I am furious, I take to kicks and fists the wall and I look at her, I look at her/it with contempt.
Do I know that he/she won't speak the whole evening, he/she doesn't speak later never, but this time I am wrong me, does he/she speak this time and each syllable that goes out of its mouth has on me the effect of ten stabs on the breast: «Because you have become as them?» he/she asks me with a spins of voice.
«What cazzo you say? You have started, you were you that you wanted to do him/it, not to give the guilt to me, not to make the prude. You could refuse yourself, you could rebel, but you have not done him. I would have made to beat to blood to refuse me but you no, you have taken the initiative and you/he/she have not even grazed you.»
I wait for one answer of his, I am curious to see that reasonings it will throw out for justifying his operated. Does his reply it doesn't delay to arrive and do I feel me a worm: «Possible. possible that macaws I know stupid not to be understood? I have done him for you, I have started because you would have made to beat up, I thought that if we had done something, if we were touched even there some you/he/she would have been enough for him and you/he/she would have made us go away. Because you have treated me so?»
«So much is what you/they wanted from us, you/he/she would not be changed anything.»
«And you that you know? What do you know that things would not have been enough from not too long only for him? Because you are behaved you this way? Because you have wanted to hurt me?»
«With what you/they will have done you in all these days, I don't believe to have been able to hurt you so much as you say, it looks that I know well that to which you have accustomed.»
Look me with hate, it gives me a slap and it spits me I set, then it gets further and it bursts in a weeping of anger.
«You are right, I/you/they have accustomed to well other, with that pisellinos you could not make me granché but the evil that you have done me you today, ugly idiot, is not only a physical evil, but you/he/she is certainly the greatest evil that I have tried from when I am here. You have been you to inflict me the deepest wound, you have done me what any other could do me, because to you I loved, because for me you were as a brother, because you and I were united, but now. now The hates you as the others, The hates dark you than the others, The hates you, with all myself!»
I HATE YOU!
That sentence booms in my head together with the image of its look.
Only after I have understood what I have done her, only after I have realized as I have treated her. You wanted only to defend me, she would be sacrificed for me, only after I have understood that I have hurt her to the heart, that I have treated her in the same way, if not also worse, of as our jailers you/they had ever treated her and until I will have life, I don't believe I will ever succeed in forgiving me.
Chapter 3
Infernal circle
How long is it that this life I do? How long has you/he/she been being passed for that accursed day when I/you/they have been abducted?
Three years, four, don't have perhaps idea of it.
I don't even know of precise that day is today.
I am watching a movie, one of those that allow them me to look.
The protagonist is a blonde child and you/he/she has made me return in mind Sarah.
They are years that I don't see her/it, that I don't have any news of her anymore.
One day they picked her/it up from the room and it didn't do you more return. I remember the last day that I have seen her how it was yesterday.
You/he/she had been being passed around a week for that terrible day, the ugliest of my life. I often dream still him to me: the day when I became a beast.
That day we had already been in the room of the tortures, therefore in theory they had later to leave us alone at least up to the day.
Instead the door opened all of a sudden, Sarah got up standing as if she already knew that they wanted her and so you/he/she was.
You/he/she must be decided toward the man and him it allowed to close it brings her/it to the shoulders without never turning himself/herself/themselves, dopodiché I didn't see her/it anymore.
More before I came to know that you/he/she had asked her to leave the room and in change you/he/she would have done what you/they wanted without rebelling.
I/you/they have been a monster: it is my guilt if Sarah has abandoned our room and you/he/she is ended who knows where.
Our room. I/you/they have remained around one year in that fetid room: mine" taming" you/he/she has lasted a lot more than the expectation.
After I have realized what I had done my only friend didn't care more than anything: I didn't perform the orders, I didn't do what you/they wanted and every time they were barrel.
I have lost three teeth, two ribs, an arm, a leg and two fingers have broken me, not to speak of livid, cuts and various bruises.
I have also learned to receive the hits so that to make the most greater possible damage cause me. Yes, because every time that I broke me something or that they did me some big beautiful livid they had to wait that I recovered before restarting the resumptions, because the clients didn't want film with boys malridotti.
Already, the" clients". repugnant bastards.
The time has passed so, between kicks and fists, then the last time they have gone down there too much heavy and almost I have put again there the life. I have understood that more than every other thing to the world I wanted to live, it didn't care as, and for way of living I had to do what you/they told them me to do.
I have spent one month without complaining me, without making histories and making every thing even though repugnant they ordered me, so when they are convinced that by now I had become a good obedient little dog, you/they have decided that could do me" to pass of degree."
And I/you/they are ended here, in a villetta of country, isolated by the rest of the world. Also here imprisoned, but at least I am not closed in a dark room where I have to make the needs in a bucket.
This is a real house for me, with the bath, the kitchen, the rooms and also a garden with a small swimming pool, where I can go, always under the supervision of one of them, to relax me or to develop some particular resumption to the open one.
In the house I can do what seems me, but in garden I/you/they are checked at sight. In fact even if the villetta is found in some lost place surrounded only by trees and bushes, you/he/she can happen here even some curious that passes of or some lost wayfarer or worse some control of the police.
In case I have to pretend to be their nephew and to be mute and if by chance I tried to say only a word they would immediately kill me without thinking twice of us.
It is a beautiful jail, spacious, with the gilded bars, but also always a jail.
In the house I also have the television, but I can see only some films in dvd that furnishes them to me, the only television with the spar that he/she takes the normal channels it is in one of their rooms.
I for the most greater part have available film horror, of action and above all pornographic film, from which I can learn so many things. Already, because it is what I/you/they have become, an actor of porno film, and as an aspirant actor it studies the interpretations of the great names of the cinema, from De Totò Sica, from Jack De Nicholson Niro, I have to learn from Siffredi and colleagues.
To think that I have known that as actor I am indeed bravino: my films are in demand, above all that with Sarah, the clients ask for him/it in continuation.
The clients.
I am them the principals responsible of what I/you/they have now become.
Mr. unexpected, people of all the ages, race or The believe. Fathers of family, businessmen, priests, but also women, old and rich ready ladies to disburse thousand of European for a film and the protagonists are young anymore, more they is prepared to pay.
Before I almost made a resumption every two, three days, now very less, because I can directly deal also with the clients.
Already, because to the beginning they had to teach me, to begin me to the art, to make me tame and available. The first films also serve to that, then when you are them power you/they can make to meet you the clients of person, because the client doesn't want a boy that is afraid of him, that cries or cries while you/he/she is being tortured or that I/you/he/she begin to invoke his/her mother. No, the client has to believe that what you do you do only it because you have desire of it and because you like. It has to believe you acquiescent, so then it won't have senses of guilt when it will return home, from his/her family, to his/her normal life.
But as they do to believe that I like to do what I do? How do you/they thinks a thing of the kind only?
Obviously they know that it is not so, they have to know him/it, but they want to delude himself/herself/themselves that I/you/he/she am true because in this way you/they can go to mass on Sundays and to think that the guilt is not them, but of the tempting devil, that devil disguised by little boy, so impudent, so provocative that has them almost forced to do what you/they have done, so they say two Ave Maria and they are to place. Because the most greater departs some clients they are of the big scrupulous of God!
Once I begged every evening before putting to sleep me.
I asked to God to help me, to free me to wake up me from this nightmare or at least to make to die me. Then, from when father Joseph has arrived here to the villa, I have understood that you/he/she was everything useless.
Of however if your more sadistic client is one of the servants of the Lord, as you does to have trust in the great head?
And to say that up to a year ago I believed it so much in the Eternal Father: every evening the prayer before going to sleep, every Sunday to mass. Once my parents and I have gone even to see the pope to Rome.
I was so euphoric, electrified only to the idea to be able to see live that person, an as man next to God.
It places St. Pietro it was full of people. I had not seen together never so much people all in my life: they arrived only from the whole world and everybody to see a person, a simple human being, but so important to make to shift the masses, to convince the people to spend the salary of months of hard job to cross the world and to see him/it for a hour from far.
There in the middle of that crowd I felt even more me excited. To see him of person had to be indeed something unique and so you/he/she has been.
I hardly saw him/it, from far leaned out to his/her window, and its voice heated me the soul. We were thousand of people under there but I would have sworn that you/he/she was talking only at that time to me. It was a magic moment.
From that day everything had become more beautiful, simpler: if I had to face a problem I did him/it with the smile, because I knew that God was with me. The Pope had told him/it: God is with each of us, with whoever is prepared to offer him his/her heart. I did him/it, therefore I didn't have anything to fear and the beautiful one is that the thing worked really!
If the teacher questioned me I knew that would have been all right and that a beautiful vote would have taken, if I went out with his/her/their mother I knew that would have been a fantastic day! I was convinced that every thing would be spun for the correct verse, because every morning I asked to God to make to spend me the day in the best of the ways.
God has been nearby always me during that period, all of a sudden however, you/he/she must have made him account that of me he didn't care then of it so much and you/he/she has made me end here.
To the beginning I had thought that he/she wanted to try me, to see if I really were a good Christian. Also this had said the Pope: God can try us with difficult situations. For this the ugly things happen in the world, therefore it doesn't need to despair himself/herself/themselves, but to confine him in the prayer and so I have done.
Then however the time has passed, too much time; the prayers have become supplications, toward an absent father that has too much of better to do what the wailings of his/her own children to listen. Then The supplications are turned into blackmails: or help me or will find again yourself with a believer in less!
God however it was stronger than me and when I came to say or only to think those things after a po'saliva the fear and the remorse for what I had said and I returned to beg.
The day when are tired indeed of everything this and begins the challenge between you and the Lord arrive however: the insults start, the swearwords, if indeed is so powerful as they say then try to stop me! Kill me, strike by lightning me, try to get away the word while I am cursing what has created!
Up to when you fed up also of that and you return too soon yourself account that you are alone in the universe, that doesn't exist any heaven, any prize and any punishment, only a tide of fables that you/they serve for making to rule straight great and children and to face the life with more serenities, unloading the guilts and the responsibilities toward a something of very greater than us.
No, God cannot exist and if you/he/she existed you/he/she doesn't have to be a great person, because otherwise you/he/she would have avoided me all these years of tortures.
Today it has to arrive an important person, a political very famous. For alone three thousand European you/he/she can have a meeting brought closer with the forbidden one.
It is this that wants the people, the forbidden one, what cannot be had.
Heads people that in the life they have everything, but they are annoyed, so they want something that has not tried before never, something that make them feel alive, want to experiment new emotions strong and risky emotions.
There is who throws from a bridge with an elastic legacy to the ankles and there is who is swept instead the little boys and, as I have already said, the thing is forbidden anymore, more it excites them.
Before they wanted the eighteen year-old lovers, then of sedici/diciassette years because the solo fact what under age were also of few it made the savory thing. Then they are passed to the small children, but the thing was too much always" normal" from their point of view, so now those that go more are the maschiettis.
The political one that comes today is of the worse ones, every time expressly asks for me and another girl, me dressed by suckling with so much of ciucciotto, her dressed as a nun.
If we are good it also allows us the end tip evening.
They do him/it in so many. As if could go to make shopping!
To the beginning the money in more they ended astute in the hands of my jailers, that even as I reward they bought me something of good person to eat. It was not well me: they were money for the job that I did me. This way I have started to hide the most greater part of the tips: in the mattress there is a cut, I have him some emptied and I make us enter some stuff.
So much they will never realize, it is already so much that you/they sometimes allow me to change the sheets, let's show up us if they worry him about to give a dusting to the mattress or to buy one of them new.
I have put aside a beautiful hoard, of however I am good to do what I do, therefore the tips captain often.
I don't believe I will be able it ever stuffed something with that money, what counts however it is that doesn't go in the hands of them, and then he/she is never known.
How tips don't leave only me any money, they are also at times there of the others" extra."
The first time was an important man, it always seems me a political or one of the television, I don't remember well, also because the television I cannot look at her/it, made exception of the usual dvds.
I remind me that it was winter and that I didn't feel very well me. It was one of that so many days when I hoped that my heart stopped beating of hit, that from a moment to the other my punishments ended to the sudden one. I didn't have more even the desire to breathe.
Did he realize that I was down, that was absent: «What you have?»
«. thing?» I almost answered him returning to the reality from the world in which I was sheltered me.
«I have asked you that you have, you are deaf?» it said the guy with the irritated tone.
«I don't have anything.»
«It doesn't seem me, you are as on another planet, I don't pay you to be to think about your facts.»
It seemed me too much strange that he worried of me: he/she wanted only the attentions from me, my complicity.
«I apologize you, it is alone that I have to be takes me the influence, that's all.» it was the first excuse that passed me for the head.
«Bah, if it is alone this I have me a thing that does for you.» It put on a hand in pocket. «With this it gives yourself the influence and all the other problems of the world, with this you can become as Superman!»
It threw out of the pocket a small little envelope with a thin white powder and it handed me her with a conceited and bold smile.
«, Before that aspects, don't have this whole time to lose, strength, that I also take some of it me together with you.»
It prepared two small strips of dust on the comodino, it systematized well her for, it threw out then a small straw, it brought her/it to the nose and it inhaled in a hit all of his/her strip of dust.
«Christ, this yes that is stuff of first quality! Before nanetto, that aspects?»
The straw handed me and with the other hand it pushed me the head to approach me to the comodino.
«From the, all of a hit.»
And it started to laugh thunderously.
After all if you/he/she had also picked her up he could not be anything that made evil and then if indeed that powder were able to make to overcome me all the problems that I had, then you/he/she would have been the welcome one.
I didn't have anything to lose, you/he/she had also been sugar or poison for mice I didn't care anything.
Fifty-fifty strip that I started to cough didn't even arrive, I owed to have mistaken something. I had inhaled too much perhaps plan or too quickly.
In the turn of few second here that the world started to change around literally me.
Everything was different, I was different, the heart started to beat madly me and the breath became frantic. I was euphoric, excited, was right, I felt me as Superman, no, more I felt me as a God!
Here because the Lord didn't answer to my prayers, because now I was me God and I didn't need nothing and anybody.
The memory of what happened after it is very confused, as when you make a dream and mezz'ora after being wakes you you have only vague memoirs of it or even you don't know if the images that you have in mind are dreams, memoirs or if it is only imagination of the moment.
They sometimes return me in mind of the small flashes of that that has happened, but they are so horrible scenes that I hope only him for lines of the fruit of my imagination.
The fog that that day was in my head started to melt only himself/herself/themselves toward evening. I remind me that I was in my room, alone, with some strong pains and the body full of livid.
The heart had started over beating in regular way, the excitement had passed and as soon as it spent the time I felt worse and worse me, I started to feel depresses me, to hate what it was around me.
Life was disgusting, the world was disgusting, the whole fottuto universe was disgusting!
I was tired to go on: I wanted to die. I have never desired so much the death as at that time but then the fear of the same death tormented me.
I passed endless moments to fix the ceiling, then of hit I made a bump, I began to tremble, I was afraid but I didn't even know me about thing, I started to turn for my room looking for something that I didn't know what it was, I knew only that owed to find her/it and that hardly gimmick I would have recognized her.
In the frenzy of my search I stumbled, I fell to the ground and I gave a heading to the floor that boomed for the whole house. For an instant I waited immovable, without saying a word trying to make I count me if I were anchors alive, but I didn't succeed in understanding him/it, then I gave another heading for earth: if indeed I were dead with the first fall this hit would not have had to do me nothing, but if instead had been anchors alive even the second hit would have killed me so would have had to check again if I were alive or dead!
That day I think about having known the hell on the earth and unfortunately they followed other days as that.
I understood what the thing that I looked for was hopelessly: it was that dust white, her" coke." I looked for her anchors! Luckily it was not so difficult to find her/it, many clients had him with them and to whom didn't have him all it took is asking to bring next time me her that you/he/she had come to find me, in change I would have been very thankful and I would have granted all of their more perverse desires or to the limit I would have been able to buy her/it with the money that I had put aside thanks to the tips.
For the second time I was abducted and done imprisoned, this time however not from people, but from a strange white powder. His/her slave I was become: there was no anything that I/you was not prepared to do for giving her/it for me. I would have been prepared to kill for having her/it and I/you/they have gone very nearby there.
It was with an old entrepreneur one who had become wealthy with a pair of factories left him by his/her/their father a few decades before.
He didn't make use of the coke, but surely you/he/she could give her/it for me: for a rich businessman as him you/he/she would have been a joke.
The first time that came I looked for to give the best of me and to end evening I knew that you/he/she would have offered me some money. In fact so it was, but I refused, I told him that not us n'era need, that could hold them, that what I had done was alone because it was me nice, because I liked.
How desire I asked only a small favor: if you/he/she had ever returned to find me, you/he/she would have had to bring me some coke, so I would have been thankful and more helpful even more.
«And that you do of it of that stuff? Won't you want to make to believe me that to your age you already spice yourself?» it told me with an air fatherly flood of scorn.
«You not to worry you, thinks only about bringing me her that to the use that I will do of it I think it me. Trusted, you will have solo that to earn us if you will bring me her.»
It returned to find not later me very, but it didn't bring with if nothing.
I became angry me, I told him that it did better this time to throw him a saw in an angle, because of certain self I would not have done anything. I had warned him/it that you/he/she would have had to bring me the stuff: he had not been kind with me and me I would have done as many with him.
You excused, it said that you/he/she was forgotten, that was passed him of mind, all guilt of that accursed witch of his/her/their wife.
It didn't rub anything of it of his/her excuses and his/her stories famigliari, but it was better to favor him/it for this time, but the next one would not be had to repeat. I tell him him and he tells me to be calm, that if I/you had done the good one this time to the next occasion you/he/she would have brought as much of it.
And I did the good one.
Everything satisfied went and away I remembered him our pact. He nodded as to get away himself/herself/themselves a breakup of boxes of I return without giving so much weight to my words, but it did I mistake him/it bigger than his/her life.
It returned for the third time and it didn't again bring anything with itself, as if everything what I had told him you/they had been only words to the wind. What had done had not served to anything!
I became a beast and I started to tell him the worse words that could go out me of mouth. The anger salivates to every moment: that accursed was taken game of me as if I were a fool little boy that doesn't understand anything, but he mistook. I understood everything, I understood that you/he/she had not brought me that of which I had need and I understood that I had to do so that that thing he didn't repeat anymore.
You also raged him: you/he/she had not paid all that money to be insulted by a little boy. It gave me a slap. I didn't wait for other. I jumped him I set as a tigress on his/her prey, I started to beat up him/it and, the bites also and I caught me another stronger slap to the point that made me fly on the bed.
«You have now gotten tired me small child of puttana and your friends of out they will feel me, that learns to tame well their little dog.»
Was going to them, could not allow him him!
This time I had exaggerated, you/they would not be limited to give me a lesson, it was the good time that you/they would have killed me for my behavior, for them the clients are sacred and they have to be considered as such.
The gesture that followed was something of press fastener, I didn't even have to think of us, the hand stirred alone, I grabbed the big ashtray of marble that there was on the comodino and I cast him/it to him against. I struck straight straight it on the nape, it made a cry, it collapsed on the knees and it started to invoke help.
I had to make to stop him/it!
By now I was in game, so much was worth to play: worse of so you/he/she could not go. I taken again the ashtray and I started to strike him/it in head one, five, ten times, I didn't understand anything anymore, I struck and enough.
To bring me to the reality thought of us one of the jailers: I felt me grab for the arm, that where I had the ashtray and a violent fist on the cheekbone it put the elegant word to that history.
Dark! Was dark again!
Holy Christ, I hate him/it the accursed dark!
«I pray you, now bring not me street, give back to me the light!» I begged them.
I was again confined, again in a room but this smaller time, a closed closet to key and he/she was not seen an accident.
«Make to go out me, make to go out here me of, accursed! I have been wrong, I have understood him, I won't do him/it more, I swear that I will rule straight, I don't know what you/he/she has taken me, I was out of me. Make to go out me of this room!» I shouted.
I didn't feel bawls, I didn't feel anything of nothing. The room was dwarfish and I stumbled on something. I ended to earth and I remained there for I don't know how much time.
I didn't feel any noise, they didn't bring me to eat, they didn't pass out here even, it seemed that the house was desert, that had left there me with the intention to leave to die me of hunger and of silk.
It spent a whole day, I started to howl hoping in an answer or that at least someone it told me to do ends her/it or it came to beat to do me me star silent.
Nothing.
To evening I was badly, to the beginning I believed I would be dead for hunger and thirst, my body required me instead some other: didn't care me to drink, didn't care me to eat, I wanted only the coke as soon as possible or the brain would be exploded me!
I had the cramps to the stomach and the guts were turning me. I started to take to fists the door up to make the blood go out me of the knuckles.
I was bad, I had the nausea and I felt me to swarm I set.
After times and times of hell I finally knew not to be alone: the door opened for few more than three seconds and they threw me something against: a bottiglietta, doesn't know about thing. I opened her of run. Juice of yields! Bastards, were not juice of yields that wanted! And the guts restarted to writhe himself/herself/themselves and I felt cold.
It is unbelievable, more one thinks about being fallen in low, to have touched the fund, more he/she thinks that worse of so cannot go and more it has to retract him.
You/he/she can go worse always.
Up to a couple of years ago the thing that more it terrorized me it was the idea of the hell, I now believe really that if I had to end it will be us a walk in comparison to this.
Life is cruel: it makes you suffer as a dog, then when you start you to get used here is to your condition that it throws out yourself something worse.
Also the day later, the usual bottiglietta of juice of fruit. I drank her and I felt better me a pochino, but not entirely: my primary need was always that.
For as I felt me the day before I would have sworn that the same night I would be dead, I was there instead still.
The days passed, I asked something in more than the usual juices of fruit and they brought me him. I was repurchasing the appetite and as soon as they spent the days the pains they decreased, the discomfort weakened, the coke's desire from obsessive qual was went diminishing, I returned to feel the primary needs and the desire returned of also to live.
When it opened the door, I didn't succeed in understanding who pits, the light beat me against the eyes with the power of a cannonade and I didn't see anything. The eyes and a thread of voice shedded tears me it went out me of the mouth: «I pray You, make to go out me.»
The life in the house returned to be that of before, I strove me not to think about what had been anymore and they never returned on the matter.
Tomorrow it is Friday and me I hate on Fridays: it is the day in which H., one of the three jailers, come to the villa.
He is usually in the other house, that where you/they have made me be to the beginning.
He deals him with those new and once to week it comes here, me violent and me riempie of barrel, to make to understand me who commands, and it always repeats me that if I tried to do something that didn't suit him to genius, it would kill instantly me and after I was dead he/she would send the cassettes with my films to my parents, so they would see what kind of perverted child you/they have produced.
It repeats him/it to me in continuation, every week, always the same thing, knows so well by now the tiritera that I don't even do us more case.
I don't know if him ago to do me him to enter well head or only because it enjoys us to say to try him/it to terrorize me.
Once when it told me him I was really badly there. I thought about his/her words the whole night and I was afraid to commit some error, also for mistake, because I know that H. doesn't forgive, then with the time I have gotten used to his/her threats.
Oddio, not that is not afraid of him anymore, I know that he/she speaks seriously, and I have a funk executioner when I think about what could do me, I am not so badly only anymore when it tells me him, that's all.
It is also for this that I do what you/they tell me without complaining too much me and without ever trying to rebel, not so much for the fear to be killed by them, so much is not that life that can be called that do now, how much for the fact that I could never bear that my parents come to knowledge of that that I now do.
With the time I have learned to know my jailers, thanks also to the fact that I have learned some their language and them some mine.
As I have already said, they are in three: H., C. AND M..
H. is the head that more merciless. It is him that that took me for an arm and it dragged me on the car, when they abducted me. It is him that it beat me and it took me the frozen showers, that it deals him with the education of the new arrivals, of the resumptions and of the photos.
Instead M. is l.attore, the protagonist of almost all the films: he deals him with to teach the work to the boys. It is what he/she violated me the first time and so many others to follow.
C. is l.affarista, the brain of the group, deals him with to find the clients, of smerciare the films and to combine the private appointments.
Besides them they are also there other people: at least other two actors, a man and a woman. The woman is that that has me" weaned", my first footstep toward the pornography, the person that I have met together with M. more times nell.altra house.
Then I know that there are other people, but I have never met her of person, only sights in some tapes here in the villa. There is then another pair that instead I sometimes see, but I have not understood that role has.
I could say to hate all of them, above all now that understand big part of their discourses, but from some time the feelings inside of me are done more and more confused. I don't know more even me thing I try: it is a mix of feelings that at the end they explode creating only an immense sense of indifference toward the life and the world that it surrounds me.
More or less it is what you/they also try them unlike the fact that it also interests little in me of mine of life, them they rub some others instead for their affairs.
For them us boys we are only tools to make money and they don't even consider us human beings: we are of the slots machine of meat where the simpletons come to put all of their monetines.
We are things and as such they treat us.
Gives us to eat, they look for of it didn't stuff nothing to miss, but not because they care particularly to us or even because after a few years passed together is endeared. No, simply they maintains their investment, gives us to eat as him him from to the pig that will be brought then to the slaughter house: you worry yourself that coop well, but only because it has to become beautiful fat before dying and to be sold to the good bidder.
So much to make an example, from when you/they have abducted me I/you/they have never been visited by a doctor.
I/you/they have been badly of ugly two or three times, with the tall fever. I was allowed to rest and you/he/she was given me by to eat, but it is not that is ever worried for my health: if I recovered well if I were dead patience, you/they would have had to be himself/herself/themselves another boy.
And I tell not it for supposition, really because have told me him them!
The last winter I was taken me an ugly influence, I was bad, I didn't feel like eating, I didn't succeed in being standing, I had become a human larva.
They left me to Them to rest, because I had the tall fever around the 39. Up to 38 they do them you to work the same, he doesn't care of it nothing, only that overcome that threshold they understand that I could put again us the life and that above all I would not be able to satisfy the clients and therefore they would risk to lose them.
This way they made me remain in bed, but every day they gave to check and when they saw that the thing went for the long C. it told me him loud and clear: «Or you hurry you to recover or you hurry you to crack, here you are doing there lose money, if there are you we cannot take another of it, therefore you see to decide in hurry, before we take a decision us for you.»
It was serious when it told him/it, it didn't joke: it was an ultimatum what had given me. It didn't give me any precise days, but it made me understand that few had remained of it and within that little I owed for strength to recover, otherwise they were troubles.
Luckily I/you/they are recovered in time, perhaps also helped by the fear, and I am still alive.
From that day I try to never tell him when I am badly, to also work when I have the fever or I don't feel very well however me, I try to disguise my evil to preserve my life, I don't want to give his satisfaction to see to die me the that way.
If for them my life is worth few, for me theirs absolutely is not worth anything.
More times in past I have thought about killing them, then however courage is always missed me.
Apart the fact that I/you/they are bigger than me, even if did I succeed in running away where I could ever go?
Don't I have idea of where you find me and, dopotutto, even if did I know him/it it would be equal: with all the films that I have done even if did I go to the police and did I tell them what has happened who assures me that I would be believed and that instead they don't think that I have done everything because simply it suited me to do him/it?
H., Surely C. and M. would deny everything, they would give the guilt to me, they would say that everything how much you/he/she has departed from me and that I/you/they have been me to organize everything. Because the police should ever believe in the words of a child rather than to those of three adults?
Indeed watching one movie of mine doesn't seem that I do him/it because forced, there is no anybody that holds me firm while they are misusing of me, nobody is seen to beat me or to threaten me of death in case of disobedience, rather, with the time I have also had to learn to build me a mask of complicity toward the clients, I have had to learn to smile while I am being with them to camouflage feelings of anguish in expressions to like.
C. has also told that if I escaped or if something happened he/she would send the cassette of me with Sarah to the police, where he/she is seen well what I have done her, that l.ho taken with the strength telling him all those wickedness. They would see what I have done her, that have violated her, they would arrest me and in the jail it is very worse here of, word of C. that known l.ha.
I am practically rubbed.
I cannot escape, I cannot die, I cannot turn to God, I cannot even dream.
From a lot of time I make only by now strange dreams: I have sometimes dreamt to kill some children and then to do me her while they are lying to earth without life, instead I have dreamt two nights ago that it was me fallen the pea and some dogs were thrown you and you/they have started to devour him/it while I was there that I looked impotent and on one side I was happy because I didn't have anymore by now sex as the angels, and I didn't have to be forced to make those things anymore.
Often then dream also to kill H., C. and M. but every time of theirs are raised again from dead and I awaken me all sweaty with some strong cramps to the stomach.
But the worse dream, what has tormented me for this whole time as an infernal punishment that repeats him to the endless one, is when I dream of Sarah and of that day: I feel his/her cries, his/her contempt, his/her fear and every time ends that me fixed with an icy look and tells me those prophetic two words: I hate you!
Thinking well of us from when you/they have abducted me I have not made a dream anymore, I don't say beautiful, but at least that I/you/he/she am normal.
Chapter 4
Redemption
Today I/you/they have been closed in my room the whole day.
You/they have locked soon me this morning and they are not done more alive, you/they have not even left me to eat.
I don't feel noises in the house, there probably is not anybody. When there usually is not anybody the motive it is one: they have gone to hunting.
Usually H., C. and M. are not together never, at least not for so much time.
C. lives practically here, it has a room for itself where it spends the most greater part of the day.
M. goes and comes and the night he stops only when C. cannot stay.
H. every Friday it comes or, rarely, when none of the others two can remain.
Twice a month they gather him all and three to divide him the money and they do here it, since all the accounts and the money it holds them C. in a safe in his/her room, or they meet him to go to look for a new child.
What I know doesn't often happen, after me I know that you/they have taken only other three of it and when I/you/they have realized of it, the first time, for the first child I have cried the whole day, because my history remembered me and I knew what that little boy would have passed. The second time I was sad, but I didn't cry. The bystander I tried only bother. Today I can sincerely say, that the thing doesn't concern me. They are not done my, I already have mine of problems to which to think and I cannot make I also burden of those some others.
The day goes by slow, endless, when you are forced among four boundaries the hours they never pass.
And to say that I have almost spent one year inside a room, alone, to wait that they accursedly ended always days equal.
And the fact that I always have a bucket in the room, in forecast of these days, to make my needs, doesn't help certain to forget that period.
Luckily I don't have him yet ever used, I prefer to hold back me everything, so much I know that to the evening someone returns to open me the door.
When I was my house liked I as to remain the whole day home to the calduccio, under the covers, without doing nothing.
When I was badly some and his/her mother didn't make me go to school I was happy! I stayed in bed the whole day, beloved, cuddled, served as a prince.
His/her mother almost always stayed with me, we made some games or she read me something as solo she knew how to do, trying to imitate the voice of the protagonists of the histories, and how much you/he/she made me laugh when you/he/she had to make the voice of some great and big big man or even of an ogre or of some other monster. Because she has a delicate voice, very female as his/her dad says, and he didn't succeed in making the big vocione, so you/he/she strove him up to make himself/herself/themselves come badly to the throat.
But the thing that more I liked in absolute they were the meals consumed in bed, above all the breakfast.
Mother for any reason to the world allowed me to leave the kitchen when she ate, you/he/she was one of the few rules of house and you/he/she had to be respected, however when I was badly you/he/she made an exception and you/he/she brought me everything in room above a tray that supported on the comodino.
The morning, when I was sleepy and it didn't suit me to lift me or even when it was particularly cold, to have in bed the breakfast was the most beautiful thing of the world.
I was of it there, under the covers, in pajamas, with a cup of warm milk and the biscuits and even while I was eating I saw me the television, the cardboards of the morning, those that I always lost me because I was to school.
Here of cartoons don't turn of it, there are no lovers of the kind, and also me, if I consider to so many things that I have seen and that I liked as, I don't succeed in persuading me of as I did to see certain stuff. Before I could not do to of it less, I stayed times glued in front of the television, to live the adventures of my preferred heroes, now instead.
Reality is very different: to me you/he/she has been enough to cross alone a stradina to be abducted and even if I were of the most terrible fight art I could think about defeating one of the three: there is too much difference of strength between a child and an adult and when they stop you for the wrists with an only hand you realize of it.
It arrives the evening, toward the nine H. return, C. and M., they open me the door and I can finally go to the bath.
I didn't make her/it more, if you/they had delayed only other ten minutes I think that you/he/she would have been the good time that the bucket would have used.
I go to the saloon, I put an as film to fight the boredom. They is of there in kitchen that you/they discuss, down some the volume, but too much I want not to listen to their discourses, but I don't want that they discover otherwise me they would be barrel.
I don't understand all but that little that I feel it makes me intend that a child you/they have taken. M. is furious, it looks like it knows his/her parents, they live in the same district, it says that to take an error has been her/it, that needs never to abduct some children when c.è also an only possibility that his/her parents know you and can think about you.
It says that it needs to find a solution as soon as possible, that the child immediately should be killed or however to make to disappear her/it, to send far her from some part, that is not referable to him, but C. is not d.accordo, a child like that door a beautiful po. of money and to kill to waste would be her/it, also because then they would be two to go to take un.altra of it and that is the riskiest part.
The discussion becomes animated, M. shouts, it says that he/she wants to get further for a po., it has to disappear for to few months and that for that time period they will have to get by without him and obviously they will have to replace him/it in the films.
H. is not d.accordo, C. and he you/they cannot make to take back because of their tattoos. Above all H. has covered on the whole body of it and they is too much evident identification marks. To find somebody else to make the movies is risky, someone who is not of the turn would not be reliable and those that know that they would be all right or they are busy in other things or however they refuse to interfere himself/herself/themselves in histories of children.
Then here that to C. l.idea comes, the lightning of genius:
«Let's make to do him/it to the little one, dopotutto by now it starts to be biggish and the clients time one year they will stew him of him. It touches to think about his/her future, it needs to see if you/he/she can return us profit or if it will be necessary to replace him/it.»
Replace him/it! What does he/she want to say? What will you/they let me go?
I would like to believe him/it, but I know that it is not this way.
Now that I think it, that word has already happened me to feel her/it: you/he/she has been some years ago, when you/they have brought here me.
Before me there was another boy, the day that I/you/they have arrived I have seen him of escaped, it was inside a car with the face all full of livid.
While C. brought me in my room, M. told him to prepare l.attrezzatura it adapts, because the boy had to have replaced.
To the principle I didn't make case to that sentence, I didn't understand what he/she wanted to say, then when from the window of my room I saw the eyes of that boy and the expression of M. while it was entering car I understood that not l.avrei more seen again.
The evening M. returned only and, with a dirty shovel in hand, it set out toward the garage.
I immediately understood that the boy was dead, there was not even need to see the shovel.
It was the second time that happened me to come to knowledge of the death of a little boy.
The first time dealt with one schoolmate of mine Lawrence.
Initially we were not so much friends, in reality I didn't know very well it because you/he/she has always been sickly of health. He/she often got sick and therefore to school it came us few and meanwhile the other children made friends between them leaving apart also it some.
He tried to become friend of someone but every time that it drew near here more to another child that he/she got sick again and even it was able of not to come to school for two, three weeks.
One day has tried to also make friends with me.
I was not happy, because I didn't know well it and also because I was afraid that could attach me some illness.
His/her mother and the teacher told us that it was not contagious and they asked us to make friends with him because it was a very sensitive child and the affection of other children you/he/she could also help to recover badly more quickly it from his.
But we was afraid the same, we didn't believe there could be noninfectious illnesses, all those that I had had me and also those that told me the other ones were contagious, I didn't believe therefore possible a non contagious illness existed, so every time that Lawrence sneezed or you/he/she coughed all they were covered the mouth and they estranged from him treating badly also it.
Of last name did Baptist, but all we called him/it Bacterium, Lawrence Batterio.
At the end the teacher to try to make to integrate more it in the class it decided to move him/it of bench every week, so, to rotation, every child would have had him/it for seven days as companion of bench and you/he/she would have been able to know better it and to make more easily friends with him.
The day came that Lawrence became my companion of bench.
I felt me to uneasiness, I didn't know whether to behave me, of thing to speak, whether to ask him something of his/her illness or if simply I had to be silent and to wait that he/she spoke him.
I was nervous and while I was thinking about thing to say Lawrence him it turned verse of me and it made me a smile.
«Not to worry you, is not contagious and you won't be forced to become my friend for strength.»
It told him/it as if they were the first two questions that all turned him to the beginning.
In effects it was really what I would have liked to know, even if I don't believe I would ever have asked him him, above all the part of the to become friend for strength.
«It looks that you are wrong you, I want to become your friend, I don't do at all it because I am forced» I answered him.
«And who tells him/it that me desire to be your friend. Have you had the face the whole time, do you put that you are contagious and you attach him/it to me?»
We look at there in silence for some second, then we burst both to laugh, the ice was broken and you/he/she had made me understand that not everything sticks as the cold. From there we became friends and we started to know us.
Its illness called tumor and was an ugly illness, that doesn't stick and that rarely understands to his/her/their children, but he had been some most unlucky of the others.
I had to be to the bench with him up to Saturday, then ended the week you/he/she would also be ended my turn and him you/he/she would have changed place.
On Thursdays were the last day that I saw him/it.
Friday morning I reached school but my bench it was empty, the following Monday I asked to the teacher of the information and it told me that Lawrence was not probably felt well or that you/he/she owed assentarsi to do some analyses.
For almost one month I waited for his/her return, until one day the teacher entered class with the shiny eyes, and you/he/she told us that Lawrence would not have returned anymore to school.
Two days later his/her mother and I went to his/her funeral.
There was a small white coffin in front of the altar, in the church.
I asked to his/her mother that end would have made the body of Lawrence. Where would you/they have put his/her coffin?
His/her mother explained that when a good person dies you/he/she goes to sky, from Jesus.
«But when one dies and they puts him/it in a coffin, do they put him/it in a cemetery then?» I asked her.
«Certain. Its body is buried in a cemetery where all can go to find him/it and to pray for him in attended that Jesus comes to take to bring above it him with itself in sky» he answered me.
«But then if everybody goes to the same cemetery, Jesus as ago to know who has been good and who has been bad?»
His/her mother had an instant of hesitation, then she answered me: «you See, when that person is a good child as Lawrence his/her body you/he/she is not buried in a normal cemetery, but you/he/she is buried in the cemetery of the angels.»
«The cemetery of the angels?»
«Yes, it is a special cemetery, done on purpose for his/her/their children.»
«And because it calls then this way? It was not better the cemetery of his/her/their children?»
«No, because when a child dies you/he/she becomes an angel, for this you/he/she has been called in that way, so Jesus when you/he/she needs an angel in more to take to his/her side you/he/she cannot be wrong.»
I had been spellbound from that history: the cemetery of the angels a certain effect had always done me and I imagined him/it as a magic place, spellbound.
I don't believe that H. has him/it buried in the cemetery of the angels, also because, if that boy has had the same my destiny, you/he/she could not have anything to do with it. We am not worthy of to end buried there.
Who knows, perhaps also to him you/they had thought about making him the proposal of collaboration, only that he owes not to have accepted.
Beh, I am not so stupid, of however by now I/you/they have gotten used to everything, I cannot end worse of so and thinking well of us if I probably collaborated I would also become me one of those that command, even not to the levels of H., C. AND M., but I would not be anymore however the last wheel of the wagon, therefore my situation can improve only.
Have decided, I will collaborate with them!
The morning following C. comes from me, he/she doesn't know what I already know what has to tell ago me and me the proposal: it says that I/you/they have been good today up to, that is now that I start to think about my future, if I collaborated with them I would make a po. of money, anymore barrel The would not take, rather The would be me to give her, if necessary and The would be free to leave the villa and to go where it seems me.
Certainly, this not I would immediately have had to wait for a few months before, perhaps a couple of years at the most, to assure them that I would be faithful to them, because if so it was not, if by chance I betrayed the group or I escaped or any other similar thing, would have found also me in head to the world. You/they would have taken me and you/they would have killed me and you/they would not be limited to kill me, but you/they would have gone to make visit to all of my family and you/they would also have killed them.
What to say, clearer than this way.
I don't think it above not even an instant and I tell him that it is well me: I accept.
He is happy, it laughs satisfied and it gives me a pair of pacches on the shoulders. It is proud of what his/her friends and he have created: a ready soldatino to perform the orders, a bleak person without values ready to help the people that have ruined his life, ready to become as them.
I don't care it, I want to live, my life everything comes and all and to the moment this is the only way that I have for preserving her/it. As dirty as is this thing, it is the only wise decision to take.
In the two following days they don't do me more to meet clients, doesn't close even me more to key inside the room for the night, they want to make to understand me that they trust me or simply they want to see my reactions and to involve accordingly him.
It is midnight, any noise doesn't feel him. I beware the courtyard of my window: it doesn't stir a leaf, out it is everything calm, inside of me there is instead a storm of emotions.
I expect me that from a moment to the other someone comes to close the door and to say what you/he/she has been me said in reality is false, but nobody comes.
I fix the door of my room. I could try to escape: the world would be easy it is out there that it waits me, everything for me, a world without more masters, a clean world, a new world.
I could return from my parents, from my relatives and from all of my friends; I could tell them for days what has happened me, from the day of the abduction up to today; I could tell him of Sarah, of the replaced boy, of the clients, of my jailers.
I could already tell everything this of them for days, perhaps months, but I don't believe that to them affairs, have not felt never them speak of matters of the kind, up to a year ago with my parents and my friends I spoke of cartoons, of games, of fantastic histories. I could speak only now of pompini and pecorine.
But who want to take around, that is not my world anymore, I am not worthier of to do of it departs, by now my soul it is black, black as the pitch.
I go out of the room and I go to garden. Anybody.
I look at the stars, they are very beautiful, to this time of the night when there is not around any noise I feel a sense of indescribable calm.
It is late, it will be more or less midnight.
Mother always said that midnight is the time of the witches, that the good children to that time have to be under their covers to the warm one, otherwise if a witch had found them alone to the dark out of his/her own rooms you/he/she would have picked them up and brought forever away.
As it regards me you/they have brought once away already me and I have not been a good child anymore for so much time, therefore it is not that I have a lot to fear from nothing and anybody.
What the witches come and we also see if they dare bring away one as me.
I stretch me on the grass with the hands behind the nape, the turned face upward and the body caressed by the wind. My senses seem of hit to have developed. I feel the grass that tickles me from under the suits, I feel the noise of the leaves of the trees to one hundred meters distance, I feel the odor of the chlorine originate from the swimming pool, I feel the perfume of the fresh air, I feel the taste of the liberty!
I am minute whole to taste these new feelings. I don't even succeed in believing us: perhaps after as time I can return to be free not to be a slave anymore.
I would like that these moments lasted forever, the eyes are closed me by the sleep, but I try to fight the tiredness for fear that everything this is able somehow to end.
Then I relax me, I make some deep breaths, I crouch me in fetal position and I leave that Morfeo welcomes me among his/her braccias.
To fall asleep had never been so beautiful.
It is already morning, the night has passed in a lightning, so much fast that wonder me if indeed I am awake or even I am still dreaming, because someone tonight has put me a cover above.
It is a strange thing, the first unselfish gesture that you/they do me from when I am here.
The things are perhaps really changing or they want only even to make to believe me that I/you/he/she am this way.
Surely C. will have held me d.occhio up to when I have not fallen asleep, that of it was certainly yesterday a test, he/she wanted to see if having the possibility to run away I would have done seriously it and me not disappointed l.ho. I don't want to think about what would have happened me if only I/you had tried to be out of the gate.
They pass other two days and C. me from more confidence, speaks of the grandiose future that attends me and it always looks me with more satisfaction. Know that I won't disappoint him/it, they are as a rag doll of waxes warm in his/her hands, can manipulate me as wants, a heap of things promises me even if in reality would not be need of it, also of cambiar style of life I would suit me for everything, but I let him/it say, more things offers better me is for me!
The third day later lunch receives a phone call, then it comes from me: «we Go, it is time to start your new job.»
It is the decisive moment, these days I have given to think to as I would have reacted in the moment of the truth, if with enthusiasm or with fear or who knows with that other emotion, instead now that it finally arrives the prophetic day I realize me not to try anything a sense of total indifference. I know that it is a thing that by now I have to do and I do her/it, stings, without fear, without excitement, without thinking about what will come later, I go on as I have always done in these years: I don't set me questions and I don't think about anything, I perform and enough.
We climb on in car. It is the third time that I climb there, the first one when you/they have abducted me, then when you/they have transferred me to the villa and now. The first ones twice I was bandaged, today no.
I look out of the car window the whole time, it was from too much time that I didn't see the world.
Be fantastic! Every thing is very beautiful, the trees the fields, the clouds, the road.
They are things that I also saw from the villa, but this time they are not always the same, they are different, they are the first new things that I see for a long time and I feel me excited as an astronaut that from the space it looks at the same stars that you/he/she had gotten used to see from the earth and he/she remains estasiato of it.
We arrive to the house, my old abode, that where me have also been the first year.
To see out her from is a normal house: a small palazzetto to three floors, some precarious with the cracks on the walls and some broken glass, but as they see so many in the outskirts.
C. has explained that it is a kind of precarious abandoned because declared building. Nobody had ever wanted to throw out the money to restructure him/it and not even to throw down it, so much the zone was disreputable and building us something to its place whoever would have found it hard to resell him/it. It was an earth of anybody and, once sent away the bums that had picked him up as them abode, has become their burrow, the place where they bring all the inexperienced persons the new arrivals.
When we enter I feel some it distresses.
We cross the corridor, that same corridor that every time did for going to the shower before every resumption and at the end we enter the room of the television cameras.
It is everything equal to when I/you/they have gone, a comma is not changed, in my mind they are projected some flashes of when I was here, I start to shake me some, the whole nervous tension that I had not initially tried him you/he/she is manifesting in this precise instant.
H. is there, in the room, that waits us. Look me with doubtful air, it owes to have understood that I/you/they have shaken.
It Systematizes the television cameras without speaking, it sometimes throws only me some occhiatacces, once prepared then the all it turns me the word: «Naked and put you on the bed, then we wait that C. arrives with the girl so we can begin.»
Explain me to great lines her" plot" of the film or the things that don't absolutely owe to miss, then for the rest it is not that it touches to follow a script.
All stuff that I have already made a lot of times, but this time it is different, I won't be the victim anymore: this time I will be the executioner.
I undress me, I climb on the bed as you/he/she has been me said and I say some battutaccias so much to break the silence and the tension. Dopotutto can now allow me him: I am also now me of the turn!
Me" I prepare" to make to find me ready when the moment and the moment it will come it doesn't delay to arrive.
The door of opens and what see brings back me of years making to try me of the feelings that by now believed forgotten: Sarah!
No, you/he/she cannot be her, this child will have on the nine ten years. Sarah has my age but the similarity you/he/she is impressive.
That I/you/he/she am guilt of this place?
Too many memoirs, too emotions all in once, perhaps the to return in this place, the fact to find again me in the same room where everything is happened you/he/she has made me think too much about Sarah and now I see her/it in the face of this child again.
Yet it has his/her same eyes, the same look of when I saw her/it enter for the first time our room. Also the face is very similar, but not equal as you/he/she was seemed me in a first moment. Now that look well her it has the hair some more dark color, a pair of in the on the face and a small desire on the neck.
Am I now certain to the one hundred percent that doesn't deal with Sarah, but then because continuous to make me this effect?
I don't succeed in looking at her/it but I cannot even do to of it less, I would like to speak to her but I am not able and I would not even know thing to tell her, also because this child I don't know her/it, I have not seen before never her, but I would be ready to open her my heart in this moment, as I did with Sarah.
They close the door and they push her/it inside, she starts to cry. C. receives a phone call: a client I believe from the way according to which you/he/she has answered. It has to go away for some.
H. goes out from behind the television cameras, he/she picks her/it up for an arm and it dashes her/it on the bed, she howls, he beats her/it and it screams her to be silent and to do what says him, is corrected rather, it tells her to do what I tell her me.
Look me with the swollen eyes and the sad look as to ask me pity. It doesn't say anything but I would swear to feel his/her applications of help boom me in the head.
God, because he/she still remembers me so much Sarah?
H. me a sign, has ago to begin. I don't make her/it, not with her that me fixed in this way. They are things that have gotten used me to make every day and by now I should not even think of us more to what I do, my body doesn't want to stir instead, I am firm, impaled. I try to think about a solution before H. loses the patience. Perhaps it is the look of this child, equal to that of Sarah, that terrorizes me and it stops me. I have to do in way of not looking her more in the eyes: I turn her/it, I put her/it stretched out with the face toward the bed and the look of H. from threatening and worried he transforms and it becomes only careful to do his/her job.
The air starts to become unbreathable, I feel me to suffocate and the breath misses me. I have to make her/it: she doesn't now look me anymore. I lace her strong the wrists and her it increases his/her weeping and his/her cries. He/she doesn't know what I am her to do yet, yet it is so terrorized, just as it had to be him/it Sarah the first time that you/he/she was violated, and I diminish that when it returned in the room I didn't understand her/it and I treated her/it with indifference. I am reliving that moment, even if I was not there, if I have never seen him, I am reliving the moment of the first violence on Sarah from the eyes of the executioner.
«Then you want to move you, or have you changed mind?»
The words of H. bring me to the reality. After all I am forced to hurt her: if I didn't do him/it they would kill me. I don't have other choice, is not my guilt, is for what have accepted: not for the money or for the liberty but only to survive! If indeed I want to be then tomorrow also still of this world I have to do my job, and I have to do well it, as always.
I look for after all in my soul the whole possible wickedness, I throw out her and I try to exploit to do her/it my job, without pity, without respects, without soul, I lace more always her the wrists to hold her/it firm and I push her/it strong on the bed, I am about to start mine operated when from his/her lips, among the hiccups, he makes road a thread of trembling voice: «I hate You!»
I hate you!
I Hate you!
I HATE YOU!
That sentence boomed in my head with the power of one hundred pneumatic hammers.
The last terrible sentence that Sarah told me the last word that my only friend turned me.
I go off back to the, H. shouts me something but I doesn't feel him/it: inside of me I feel only by now that sentence be repeated himself/herself/themselves all.infinito. It realizes that I don't hold him/it in consideration and it comes verse of me, it grabs me for an arm to attract my attention, I turn me of release and instinctively I strike him/it to the face.
God, that I have done?
To excuse by now me would not serve to anything, it would be useless, it would never understand my motivations and even if it had to understand her I don't think that the things would change. I have struck him, I have done one of the greatest mistakes of my life, I have rebelled for the first time and him it is on all the furies.
Its expression becomes that of a fierce beast that is about to attach its prey, it strikes me, one, two, three times, he/she takes me to kicks, fists, my face becomes a mask of blood, I fall to the ground, I feel the guts that want to go out me out of the body, the pain it is so as diffused that don't know if I still have a part of the body healthy. Inside of me I think that is ended, that he will now stop that sees me in this state; I have only the time to spit a tooth that grabs me and it dashes me against a wall.
I go to beat against the great mirror that there is attached to the wall, the blow it stuns me, I feel as the brain go to beat against the braincase and I start to see everything moved for quite a lot seconds.
I see the outline of H. become more and more clear, the mirror you/he/she is broken in so many greater pieces, each of which its threatening image that draws near verse of me to give me the hit of grace reflects.
I am dead.
This time could not even save me God in person: I have combined really a beautiful slaughter house. I had him almost sort, after years of imprisonment I go to die really the day when I could repurchase a seed-liberty.
Of however better so: I would never be been able to be as them, for this I have hesitated, before, and even if I will die, thanks to this thought, to the idea to be still human I succeed in being happy as I/you/they have never been him/it for this whole time.
Has arrived to me, lengthen his/her hands I pour my neck, then throws a cry!
Is it the child, is you/he/she hurled him I set and has you/he/she nibbled him/it to a leg, thing it jumps her in mind?
Does he/she want to protect me despite me the same to make some evil?
H. the from a slap with the back of the hand and it makes her make a half turn before making to fall her/it for earth. You/he/she is raged even more, its cries will be heard for kilometers, it has the eyes injected of blood that you/they go out him of the orbits, you/he/she is selling to kill myself.
What of it of the ragazzina will it be?
Will it also kill her after you/he/she will have ended with me?
Will be my guilt if will do him/it, will be again my guilt!
Sarah, has betrayed once already you, cannot do anchors him/it! No, I cannot allow me him, I won't make you make some evil, I won't allow that also destroys you not this time.
Sarah, pits the last thing that I do, this time I will help you, I won't throw back me, I won't risk to lose again you, this time I will settle the debt that I have in your comparisons.
I take a piece of earth glass, the biggest and the most pointed, I lace him/it strong in the hand, stronger than I am able, so much to do me him to penetrate in the meat at least I don't risk to do me him to slip away.
I see him/it, it draws near, it lengthens again always more his/her braccias toward of me, some, is still almost there, still an instant.
. now!
A second, puts in the arm all the strength that he/she remains me, all of my anger, all of my desperation, the whole hate grown inside of me in these years of imprisonment and tortures and I push that piece of mirror in its neck, more to fund that I am able.
Its eyes open wide him and from the mouth it sends forth a strange sound. Spit me I set some blood, its face from the due power on red to the anger does more and more him clear, the wound it starts to throw blood as a fountain, its eyes they go back to the and he collapses for earth.
Ago of the releases, does it bring him the hands to the throat, for earth it is a lake of blood that expands rapidly him, because it still stirs?
I am afraid, it seems as if you/he/she could be lifted by a moment to the other, then to a line him firm, without life, for earth of side to me.
The head turns me and the sight has clouded. I lose a lot of blood from a cut on the forehead. I feel the strengths that abandon me, but I cannot die, not yet.
I have here to bring her/it street of, to make to escape her/it, to ask help, she doesn't have to do the life that I have done me, it doesn't have to share the same my destiny.
I make her come verse of me, it helps me to lift me.
The legs tremble me, it turns me everything, I stand up me to her and we go out of the room: the house is desert, we direct there toward the door of entry. Miss so few: legs released now not me!
Every small footstep approaches me to the destination, every centimeter in more is a centimeter toward the liberty, finally reach the door but is closed to key, didn't want us! Where devil will it hold her/it?
I don't think leave her/it from some part, no, H. is not the type, he has to have everything under I check, has to have I set her/it!
I look at the child, I tell her that it has to go to look for inside the pockets of H., she doesn't want, he/she cries and cries. It is not the moment to make useless wailings, the time is precious: C. could return from a moment all.altro. I tell her with threatening tone to do what I say without discussing and this time listens to me.
It goes and it returns in a lightning, it has the keys, it is shaken, you/he/she must not have been beautiful to rummage inside the pockets of a corpse, but it was necessary, you/he/she could not be done otherwise: or that or to risk to become also some dead bodies us.
I take the keys: bad choice, doesn't succeed in centering the hole of the lock, I see three of it that turn me before, it has to do everything her, me by now I have done too much already, I cannot be her as than help.
The door finally opens and is out!
Do we walk for the road, do I lace the teeth and do I try to go quicker possible, is not there around anybody, possible?
There be a telephone box on the other side of the road, another small effort, is only a stradina, arrive there: is broken!
I don't make her/it more, it was the strength of the desperation to send me before and I feel only now me resigned. We don't have an alone possibility of escape, there has not been never, it was too much beautiful to be true.
I am about to surrender me to the work and the pain when I feel the noise of a car in distance, perhaps succeed in stopping her/it and to ask I help!
We hope continues for this road, you/he/she cannot always go everything crooked, me enough only a pinch of fortune, only for this time.
As usual this is a luxury that has been denied for a long time me, the car draws near, I immediately recognize her/it, it is C., has returned!
My God, as soon as it will acknowledge what has happened, as soon as he/she will see died H. it will go out out, it will come us to look for and it will kill us both.
I have to make to escape her/it, has to be saved himself/herself/themselves at least her! I have to do something, to earn time, the whole necessary time to make to escape her/it without nobody can reach anymore her.
I have perhaps found, I don't know if I will succeed in my intent, but it is the only thing that comes me to mind to the moment.
«Give me the keys!»
«Thing?»
«The keys of the house, those that I have made you take before. Quick, give her for me!»
«What you want there to do?»
«Listen to me, you have to race more quickly that you are able, without even not stopping you a second. You race until you don't find people, quite a lot people, put then to howl you so that all feels you and you/he/she tries to make to come verse of you more people possible, say the police to call him and tell him everything.»
It is the only thing to do, it has to run away, perhaps so he/she will succeed in being saved himself/herself/themselves.
«You where you go? Because you don't come with me? We can do together her both.»
«You don't have to think about me, you have to think only about doing what I have told you, you have to think about racing.»
«You cannot leave me alone!»
«You have to hurry you, we have little time, you race!»
«Not to leave me alone!»
«I HAVE TOLD YOU TO RACE!»
It stays been struck dumb for few second that an eternity seems, then it draws near, he/she embraces me, he/she cries and it whispers me in the ear: «First I have told you some bad things, I have told you that I hated you, but you it is not true you are good, I have immediately understood him as soon as I have seen you that you were not as they, doesn't want that they hurt you. I love you!»
I feel the heart return me pure as when I was a child a boulder that raises him from her but conscience. My body becomes warm, a peace and a calm that I didn't try for a long time it is born me from the stomach and it winds everything of my being the most beautiful feeling that I have ever tried.
«Also I love you. It now goes'.»
You turns and it starts to race. I look at her go away, then I turn me: C. has parked the car, it is about to enter the house, I have to do soon, I have to succeed in giving her the whole possible time.
I drag along me on the tired legs, I go faster than I am able toward the door, every footstep is as to be stricken from a bullet that the meat pierces me.
The belly hurts me, guilt of the kicks of H., it hurts me to die, I feel that I am about to vomit, I cannot stay, I will vomit going on.
I make her/it, few miss, I ignore the pain, they are in front of the door God!
An awful sharp pain gives aside me apart, I fall on the knees and spit blood.
God I pray you no, not really now! I drag along me for the last meters, I am there, I/you/they have reached the door, it is open, I succeed in an outline that he is approaching. Be C. there are not doubtful, is coming I pour of me, I have to succeed in closing her/it, I have to make her/it to all the costs!
The door beats and is closed, I have only now to turn the key, an operation of an embarrassing facility but that in this moment for me it is fatiguing as to climb a mountain. I lift the arm, I don't see the lock, I don't see almost anymore by now anything, I look for the hole with the hand, in hurry, I find him/it, I have to insert the key, the hands tremble me.
Strength, does at least a good thing in your life!
I am there, you/he/she is done, I insert the key and turn with all of my strengths, really in the moment in which C. dall.altra departs it tries to open.
Have succeeded, have succeeded there!
I collapse to earth, a black curtain lowers me in front of the eyes, I don't feel more even the noises, I don't even succeed in understanding if I am alive or dead. How funny, among so many things that have happened me in the life the only thing that comes me to mind now it is the cemetery of the angels. Who knows if I can also enter us me, who knows if I will see my friend Lawrence again, who knows if Jesus will have forgiven me for what I have done, but even more the strange thing is that now I even care as, of the pardon of the Lord, I think only about her to Sarah.
Sarah.
Have I helped you, have you seen?
I have not abandoned you this time, I have not disappointed again you.
This time I/you/they have been nearby you up to the end.
Among the darkness I succeed in seeing his/her face, radiant, that illuminates everything.
I succeed in feeling my heart slowly go more and more, more and more tired, then its face disappears and the noise of the pulsation of my heart disappears also. To his/her place, the only thing that I succeed in feeling is a sentence, beautiful, warm as the sun:
I love you.
Chapter 5
Memories of a life not my
Light!
There witnesses a dazzling light me. It is strong, white, it almost seems materica.
It winds me, I feel his/her heat caress me the skin.
Be the most beautiful thing that has ever seen a marvelous feeling!
I feel like closing the eyes and to leave to drive me from this fantastic light.
It has to be this the feeling that tries a baby in his/her mother's uterus, a feeling of peace and love how come I had tried of it before.
What am I about to be born?
No, a moment, I was already born, I have lived a life of mine, I have some memoirs, I was of it completely forgotten. This light satisfies so so much me to get away every other thought!
But where am I/you/they?
What is this light?
Do I want to know him/it, has thing brought me until here?
I don't remember anything of thing has recently happened. I try to strive me, plain pians start to riaffiorare the oldest and important memoirs: who am, my family, brief flash of my infancy, the grandparent house, that great house with the heavy curtains of red satin.
It seemed a house of the dolls, always perfect, always all in order, never a thing out place, a grain of dust, a cobweb. Nothing of nothing. Every time was the same identical house, as if you/he/she was sealed and replacement in its box every time that we went away and then you/he/she was thrown out when we returned.
It was a very beautiful house, but I am never is not liked, it was cold, without soul, as the owners were him/it.
The grandparent I have always seen them how deprived people of feelings, incapable to try the smallest of the emotions.
I saw the other children to play happy with their grandparent, always happy, always available toward his/her own little nephews.
Scenes of parents that complained him because the grandparent spoiled too much his/her children.
I didn't want to be spoiled too much, perhaps I didn't even want to be spoiled few, I only wanted some love, a demonstration of affection once every so often, a kiss, a caress, anything that punctually it never arrived.
They were rich, not rich, but in short they had enough money not to make himself/herself/themselves miss nothing and to live the rest of their life in a complete enormous house of all the conforts.
They were the parents of my father.
I have never understood of precise thing it was his/her grandfather to live, from young, I know only that was to head of some important firms and you/he/she would have liked so much that his/her only male child, my father, continued his/her job, but he didn't want to know of it.
Dad was a free spirit, you/he/she loved to travel, you/he/she would never have survived years and years behind a desk to manage the fates and the problems of an economic empire as that.
This was the principal motive for quarrels between my father and my grandfather, but it was not the only one.
The other great error of my father, according to as it said his/her grandfather, it was in fact to have met my mother.
When they are known in fact, my father was a well-off young fellow, of good family, rich of resources, of ideas and with an insured future, instead my mother was a barkeeper and not in any cafe, but of one of the worse cafes of the city, the" Cafe to the angle", name given by the fact that you/he/she was found really to the intersection of two among the ugliest roads of the whole region.
It was a cafe frequented for the most greater part by ugly snouts, leftovers of jail, prostitutes, pimp, distributors.
The whole gangsterism of the city assembled him there, because the place was managed by a type that he/she knew her/it long and he/she succeeded in avoiding nuisances with the police.
I have never known how come dad you/he/she had happened that evening really there, the fact stays that happened us and that thing changed of very its life.
When it entered from the door his/her mother it immediately realized that he was not one as all the others.
Rarely in that cafes new faces were seen and, when this happened, the faces in matter were not of the best.
Instead he was different, it seemed a fish fuor of water, a lamb in the middle of a flock of wolves.
My mother obviously was not the only one to realize of it: when you/he/she entered the cafe you/he/she lowered first a silence of grave, was broken as soon as then by left murmurs and by occhiatacce that they did more noise of a bottle that breaks him.
Faces like that of my father were not there well gatherings inside.
If you had a clean face you/he/she could want to say only two things: or you were a police officer or however someone out of their turns and that potentially you/he/she would have been able to feel or to see too much something of and to cause nuisances.
The police in fact he/she left alone the cafe, but if some report or some signaling it arrived it owed for strength to intervene and there they were pains.
By now The people of the place knew him/it and made him the proper facts.
A state of conspiracy of silence was in force to do envy to the good film of mafia, stimulated by a pair of episodes happened to of the people that had tried to rebel to this situation subsequently finding then himself/herself/itself victims of strange accidents for excess of honesty and sense of the duty.
You had to make you your facts if you wanted to survive in that place.
His/her mother was not as the frequenters of the cafe.
You were different, good, not a holy but dopotutto she in that district had been born there and lived.
It gave a glance to the faces of the clients of the cafe and it immediately understood that to brief for the poveretto you/he/she would be been able to put rather badly.
Mario in fact it was rather shaken that evening.
You/he/she had never been a calm type and surely the coke that you/he/she had taken didn't help him/it to be calm.
It was there that it was bothered, his/her friends tried to hold him/it good, but each minute that passed was restless more and more.
My father drew near to the bench, calm, unaware of what was happening and that you/he/she would be been able to happen.
«Hi» it turned him to my mother «he/she listens, it is embarrassing to admit him/it in the era of the navigators satellitari but I believe to be me lost»
«I don't know how to help you, would be here perhaps better to go out from and to go to look for someone that gives you the exact indications on whether to go.» it was the cold answer of my mother.
You/he/she would perhaps have been able to simply give him the indications that it looked for, but there was something in the eyes of that boy, in the way according to which it looked at her/it that you/he/she had made her understand that you/he/she would not have been satisfied only with the correct information.
Even coldly treating him/it would be bored and you/he/she would have gone away.
Needless to say that was not this way.
He kept on looking at her/it with that sure look of itself, of whom had gotten used to the approach with the other sex because you/he/she had tried him/it more times with success.
«It is that to this time he/she is never known who meetings around in road, there is even some ugly people, I prefer to be sat here in to drink me a coffee and to make to give me the indications from a beautiful girl rather than from some criminal.»
Nothing easier: a beautiful excuse served on a silver dish. That that many were waiting for a long time. Not that you/they had always needed it, but when you convince yourself that there is an excuse, that a pretext exists for what you are about to do, you succeed in being worse.
«Because, does it result you that in this zone there is some ugly people?»
Mario, a boy around 27 years of age, turned him to my father with an air of challenge, an arrogant tone as only who looked for troubles you/he/she could have.
Dad turned verse of him, reality was brought to from that voice from the shaken tone.
If up to that moment for him there was alone a beautiful girl to court behind a counter, now it finally realized of where you/he/she was ended and of whom was around him.
«I have not said this. I didn't absolutely want to offend anybody. I didn't speak particularly of this district, I said only that to this time at night, with less people and less controls it is riskier to go around, here as in any other place of the city.» Dad tried to appease the minds to extract him unsheathing her/it all the best intentions of the world.
Poor guy, didn't know how certain things went.
Mario left the table with his/her friends, some that tried to stop him/it, others instead that they stopped them, as to reassure them that Mario knew what did and that at the end the type if the looked for era.
Mario drew near to about ten centimeters from the face of my father.
A pair of torn jeans, a canotta fitted tightly on a thin body and defined, with muscles and tendons well in show.
The right arm completely covered of tattoos it didn't allow not to even glimpse a centimeter of the natural color of the skin and other anchor they on all the parts of body discoveries.
The trimmed head, a big scar on the left eyebrow and two wide open and red eyes that would have intimidated the devil in person.
«Of' some fighetta, is taking me for the culo?»
With the increased heartbeat because of the tension my father tried to think about thing to answer to that so direct and deprived question of sense.
It started to stammer something while it was throwing back instinctively the head and it did for looking around at himself/herself/themselves, as to look for the help of someone with the look or a possible street of escape.
«Me. me not. The didn'ts have intention.»
He/she didn't succeed in even not ending the sentence that a powerful person heading met him with its nose.
The hit was strong, on the moment it didn't hear the pain, some remained stunned only by the blow.
It collapsed for earth in knee and while his
nervous system started to communicate to the brain what was happened in the form of pain and the nose to throw down blood, the image of a boot against its face he/she sent in standby all of its senses.
Not even the time to shout, a black and heavy curtain lowered in front of its eyes.
How do I do to have these so clear memoirs?
They are not even mine!
I was not there, I had not been born yet, yet I have the whole history in my head, clear as same watching a movie.
Do I remember that mother and dad the history but so many details had mentioned only me, so many things that I now know, their young faces, the faces of the other people, as do I do to know her?
I remember things that I should not remember, things that I could not know, yet I don't succeed in remembering me nothing of that that has happened yesterday or one month ago or last year.
I have to be calm, it owes us to be an explanation to everything this. It is absurd.
I don't know where I am, I don't know why I am here.
And this light. The feels that he/she calls me, that wants me.
It needs me as me I need her, it fluctuates around me light, he/she caresses me, it seduces me, to withstand is her difficult.
I would like to leave to go me, to surrender me to her, knows that with her me nothing could not happen of badly, that he would take care of me.
Temptation is strong, but I cannot surrender her, not before having made things clear in my mind.
You understand him/it, I feel his/her sadness and his/her disappointment.
Excuse me: to leave to go me would be the simplest thing, but it would not be the correct choice, only the easiest road to be crossed.
As I have done to arrive here? Possible that don't succeed not to even focus an instant of my recent past? Nothing of nothing!
I would also be satisfied me with a solo I draft, of a small memory, also meaningless, anything!
This state of things makes me bother, I don't succeed in having the control of the situation and this it makes me go to beast, I feels like crying.
Badly that there are you sweet white light.
You succeed in understanding as I feel me and you try to console me, but it is not enough for this moment.
Is thing happened me? Who am? I want to remember, I don't make her/it more, am exploding!
I get excited me, I throw me the hair, I throw myself in earth and I start to cry.
My senses in this place are amplified, the emotions overwhelm me as a tir in run and I feel the sadness grow inside of me.
You feel him/it. I don't know what both, it seems only a light, but that is not alone: it is alive, it feels my emotions, it also suffers of it she, wants to do something, to help me, but you/he/she is not perhaps allowed her. It is hesitant, it turns around me as he/she wanted to caress me, but I don't succeed in calming me. Then he stops, as me same looking, as same to take an important decision.
He/she is immovable there in front of me, it seems to fix me.
I lift the head and I also look at her/it me.
We stay so some second, then of hit a release, races ago verse of me, toward my face, I am petrified and of a line I feel her/it: a violent hit, is entering inside of me, he makes road through the eyes, the mouth, the nose and a sense of beatitude it invades me.
All of my problems and my anguishes disappear.
Of blank point I reconcile me with myself and with the universe. And the memoirs restart to flow from where you/they were interrupted.
Everything is curious it departs again from a light, the daylight, that that my father saw to enter from the window just taken back knowledge.
Instants of confusion, didn't know where it was found or what had happened him, just as me.
But to him fortunately some instant lasted, only correct the time to recognize his/her mother next to its doctor and he that you/he/she was visiting him/it.
It did for getting up, but a fit of dizziness forced him/it to change mind.
At that time they also jumped out a tide of pains and a big headache.
The violent hit to the face had made him pass out.
His/her mother told him that you/he/she had arrived on a taxi together with a girl that had accompanied him/it.
The girl had told her that he had lifted too much the elbow and that you/he/she had attacked some people, obviously forced to defend himself/herself/themselves.
It was not really that the truth, also because he was almost abstemious: he/she drank correct a beer sometimes with the friends. One drunk was not taken, never neither if taking were never her.
Reality was different and started to return him in mind plain pian, he/she remembered the heading, the fallen being to earth, the guy that did for giving him a kick, then the total dark: he/she didn't remember the impact, no pain, nothing of nothing.
His/her mind you/he/she had evidently removed the memoirs and the most disagreeable feelings and it was a good.
What he had happened could not know later it.
Mario would not be stopped.
You knew him/it, it knew Mario and the types as him, and you/he/she had already assisted to scenes as that.
Types as him don't take care of him of the consequences. If they strike someone they do him/it until they don't get tired him, it doesn't care if you are conscious or no, if you hear the pain or less. And the fact that his/her conditions psico-physics had altered from the drug it didn't help certain to improve the situation.
When my father passed out she felt him in duty to help him/it and you/he/she grabbed Mario with all of his/her strength on one side to the other of the counter.
The brute, feeling been hindered, he/she didn't even think to whom had of side and it cast a powerful slap to the face of his/her/their mother that dashed her/it for earth and it made her bleed the mouth.
Only then the others that were limited to look up to that moment, almost had a good time by the scene, they felt him in duty to intervene and they grabbed Mario bringing him/it street and trying to calm him/it.
The worse you/he/she was avoided, but it now needed to do something for that boy: you/he/she could not be left there.
My mother offered him to accompany again him/it to house.
It found his/her address on the documents in his/her wallet and he/she called a taxi. The others didn't object, also because to leave him/it there would have brought only some troubles.
That was the truth, anything else other than to have attacked some people after one drunk!
Him however it didn't deny neither it confirmed the version of that girl.
You only limited to ask if she had left by chance a message for him or a his/her I deliver or quantomeno his/her name.
Nothing.
You/he/she had accompanied him/it to the gate and it had citofonato. You/he/she had gone to open his/her grandfather in person.
While she told his/her version of the facts he had not even looked at her in face.
It also paid the taxi for the return and it also gave a pair of banknotes to the girl, some for sdebitarsi of the trouble, some to buy his/her silence.
A fact of the kind had to remain there, you/he/she had to not have divulged.
They passed by now some days and that history you/he/she was passing in second floor: the life of my father continued as usual, among a day of job and an evening of discussions with his/her/their grandfather.
Besides the fact that my father didn't desire to continue his/her job you/he/she was also added this history of the to drink and to make himself/herself/themselves involve in a brawl: nothing more outrageous for the good name of his/her family.
Useless to explain him that the things were not really you go so: it was as to talk to a wall.
That Saturday evening a night of hell looked out upon him: the sultry heat in the summer didn't allow my father to sleep. They spent the minutes, the hours, but it was a continuous to turn him on the bed.
Wanted us something, a sedative or a sleep aid. His/her mother had to have someone of it in the drawer of the medicines.
A pair of pills and the sleep you/he/she would have come for strength. Plain Pian its head started to make himself/herself/themselves lighter: the pills were making effect.
Later a beautiful sleep up to the morning would have done him/it be better, he/she cannot wait to grant him to the braccias of Morfeo.
Little by little the senses were made more relaxed, the mind it was slowly emptied, but of a line one of the most annoying noises of the world did him/it jump from the bed: the annoying suoneria of the jail cell of job had started to play.
But who could be never?
If someone called him/it to that time on that number it had to treat him of something of main point.
With the mind some darkened by the sleep aid it decided to answer however.
«Hello? Who is to this time?»
«. does hi, give excuse me, were you sleeping?» a voice of woman that seemed him to never have felt before that moment responded.
«I was trying there, do I believe rather really that am almost us to succeed in judging from as I feel me. but who speaks?»
«I have not sincerely understood a lot of thing you want to say, however if I disturb you tell me him, even I call you back. Or, it looks, it is not even need of it, I didn't want to disturb you, I wanted only to know how you were.»
«But is thing a joke? How do you do to have my number of job? Who are?»
It put on a hand on the face and meanwhile it started to yawn. You/he/she was striving himself/herself/itself to hold him awake, but by now it felt that it missed little.
«Ah, excuse me, I have found a visit bigliettino in your wallet, above there was only this number, I didn't know it dealt with a reserved number, excuse me. However I am Morgana the girl of the cafe. I have accompanied again you in taxi the other evening, when that thing has happened.»
The girl of the cafe!
You/he/she had thought for a long time of us in that days: she at the end didn't have anything to do with it nothing with what had happened him, rather it had him/it, even accompanied again to house.
The head started to turn, really at that time it cursed the instant in which you/he/she had decided to take the sleep aid.
«Ah, hi, no, no calm, it is not a reserved number, only. oddio. it is that it turns me burdens the head. you feel but, it is not that we could resent in another moment? I have. The didn'ts succeed in sleeping and then. cabbage mists over me everything. The have taken to sleep aid and The believe coop making effect now.»
While he/she was speaking it laid down him supine on the bed with the telephone between the shoulder and the ear, with the eyes that you/they were closed more always.
«Ah, ok, for me any problem. However you feel, I wanted only indeed to know, how you were, that's all, and even to ask excuses yourself for what had happened.»
There was some second of silence. «Hello? Are you still there?»
Anybody answer.
«Ready?»
The sleep aid at the end had had the best and the phone call you/he/she was unnaturally interrupted by a deep sleep.
The awakening later the morning was not of the best.
With some migraine and a light confusion in head my father didn't succeed in understanding if before the phone call of the evening were real or if everything was dreamt simply.
The memoirs were vague and the fact to have spoken under the effect of the sleep aid didn't help him/it to make light on that situation.
The telephone had yes memorized a received call the evening before, but the number was anonymous and even you/he/she had been some other person and the conversation with the girl you/he/she could derive from its imagination.
The only thing was to wait: in theory if the call had been true the girl you/he/she would have had to recall.
Some days passed: anybody call, nothing of nothing.
It started to think about being him really dreamt everything, yet the memory was so real.
The Monday morning my grandfather had indetto a reunion with the executives of his/her company. It was an important reunion that developed him every year, where the sums were thrown on what the firm had developed and where he discussed of projects for the future.
His/her grandfather had invited my father to participate to try you to make him/it more present and more attached to the affairs of the firm, convinced that even so doing could arouse in him one some kinds of interest toward that job.
They spent the minutes, the hours, but of my father the shade was not seen even.
His/her grandfather started to bother him: he saw him/it how an affront to all the sacrifices and he that you/he/she had done in his/her life.
It ordered to the secretary to call my father.
Did he respond from his/her car: «Ready?»
«Mr. Anthony, calls from the office of his/her father.
We would be anxious to know at what time it will witness to the reunion» he/she asked the secretary under you specify orders of his/her/their grandfather.
«I mind disappointing her/it, but I don't believe that I will come to the reunion. Also tells my father that doesn't do for me and that, my presence to that reunion sincerely, seems me to the how much useless since I will never work for its company.»
Needless to say that his/her grandfather not the takings very well. It didn't make a hysterical scene for the simple motive that had to maintain his/her composure in front of all that people, but inside, you/he/she was roaring.
Possible that that old never surrenders him? He/she thought my father.
It didn't do in time to think anything else other than the telephone rang again.
«I have said that it doesn't rub anything of it of his/her fottutissima reunion!» it shouted to the telephone, worn-out from that situation.
«I don't know to whom or thing you reported yourself, but something tells that I have not anything to do with it nothing» it was the answer of the voice to the telephone.
«Oh, do you excuse me, me. The have not looked at the number and. obviously it was not reported to her. by the way with whom speak?»
«I am Morgana. You know, the history of the cafe.»
Was her!
This time there were not doubtful, you/he/she had not assumed any substance that could make him doubt some authenticity of that call.
Now you/he/she would finally have been able to ask her all those questions that beat for a long time him in head and, now it had above all a name,: Morgana.
«Hi! Excuse, obviously the sentence of first it was not reported to you, I thought it dealt with another person.»
«Yes, calm, I had understood him/it.»
«Then, how come are you calling me?»
«Oh, beh, the other evening I wanted to excuse me for what had happened, only that you don't have more all of a sudden me answered and therefore.»
«Yes, excuse me, I had taken some sleep aids and you/they have made proper effect in the wrong moment. It is that it deals with one period some complicated» my father some embarrassed responded.
«I understand. then, everything well?»
«You report yourself to the taken hits? Yes, yes, calm. The ams to rock me. that want that they macaws to pair of hits to the torch! My 86 year-old grandfather certainly, eats more solid foods of those that I eat for the time being me but. for the rest you/he/she is ok!»
You heard a laughter that lasted for at least a couple of minutes.
To he/she dictates of my father, it was really the roaring laughter of my mother to that wisecrack that did him/it fall in love of her. The most beautiful laughter and coinvolgente that he had ever felt.
It was really that laughter to break the ice. From that moment the two started to speak of every thing, that phone call lasted times, it seemed a phone call of two inseparable friends that you/they had not been seen for quite a lot time. Nobody would have said that they were practically two strangers.
They followed other calls. Only telephone conversations.
There was not a because and you/they had not put on of accord but two nobody dared to ask at that time and not for fear to seem too much impulsive or hasty, but simply because both they knew that also to the other, to the moment, it was well this way. A sort of tacit accord stipulated without uttering word.
Certainly however, sooner or later the thing would have had to evolve himself/herself/themselves or it would be enfeebled.
An evening happened, during one of the usual calls.
That time however there was something different, one note in more than the usual one that made to understand to the two that the correct moment had arrived.
My father took the ball to the leap and didn't make him escape that occasion.
«He/she listens, tonight one friend of mine inaugurates his/her gallery of art in center. There is a sideboard, a beautiful environment, beautiful people. Only that doesn't suit me to go only there.»
It followed an instant of silence. There are some moments that an eternity lasts, hateful instants in which you have the whole time to think if what you have just done or motto has been one of the greatest errors of your life.
And obviously in that moments not ever understood to see the full half glass.
It is as to look at a thriller: part the music that helps to make to climb the tension and you waits yourself that from a moment to the other one you emerge out the assassin that makes you take a hit to the heart.
«Because no. To also say the truth I think both arrived the time to meet live us.»
And the hit to the heart arrives, but of everything other kind of that that was expected! The two met him.
They went out together, they went to that inauguration, and the love budded.
Dad and mother were inseparable, they were together always and they were loved to the folly.
It was one of those couples in which a look was enough for intending him: the complicity between them was tall and everything went to the great one. Or almost.
Theirs was a secret relationship. His/her grandfather had seen once them and you/he/she had recognized the girl.
He was absolutely convinced that she was only interested to his/her patrimony.
You/he/she had seen the house the day that had accompanied again him/it and you/he/she had thought well about trying to draw some profit from that history.
Dad knew very well that you/he/she was not this way.
You kept on working to the" cafe to the angle" and dad almost never suited us.
It was not so much the fear that past experience could be repeated, now it was the boy of Morgana, therefore it had the right to come there, but it was really the fact to see her have to have to whether to do with certain people not to go down him.
More times you/he/she had asked her to resign himself/herself/themselves and to change job, but of however she didn't have a title of study and that it was his/her district, therefore to find another place of employment seemed a great deal her an arduous enterprise.
This was the only thing on which the two didn't go very of accord, the only motive that could bring discussions but nothing that you/he/she could really graze the serenity of the couple.
It was an evening in summer. My mother worked up to the nine and that evening you/he/she agreed with my father to directly see him in front of his/her villa. As my father and my mother are away, they have a supper with some Honorables. You/they cannot see us.
They were still already the nine and a quarter and my mother you/he/she had not detached.
There were more clients of the usual one and Daylight that evening, the other girl that worked there, was sick.
«You cannot go Morgana, not first at least that these go away here.» You/he/she had been the comment of the owner of the cafe to his/her application to be able to detach punctual that evening.
«I beg you Gino, my boy, Anthony, is waiting me! Really tonight that to his/her house there is no anybody I cannot do late.»
The interest of Gino was waked up again by that affirmation and its tone immediately became more cordial and comprehensive.
«Therefore in his/her house there is not today anybody? And how come have I/you/they gone away? You had told me that in that house there was always a big movement.»
«His have gone to a dinner, the woman of the cleanings is sick and the gardener, beh, for him you/he/she is his/her day of respite. His however I don't believe that they will be away for very, in fact we could be only together there an oretta, it would be better then to go. But if I am now still here it goes to end that we would not even have available ten minutes.»
My mother turned him to him as to an old comprehensive uncle, you/he/she didn't distantly imagine even the result that you/they would have had his/her words.
«From the, Gino, prays you!»
«And is all right! Not both never that the old Gino cuts the wings to a young couple of colombelle tubanti! I chase away now these four rompicoglionis and I accompany you me from your blue prince.»
«Indeed? I thank you! You are a treasure.»
My mother had been knowing Gino for so much time and was not almost ever happened that she closed his/her place before the time.
It was a so attached old man to the money that was not happy until you/he/she had not polished up the pockets of his/her clients to strength of watered liqueurs and macchinette mangiasoldi.
But dopotutto with her was involved well always, therefore he/she thought that it was alone because of the affection that tried in its comparisons that it so suddenly changed decision.
And however, the because they didn't interest her. His/her mind you/he/she was already projected in ahead to when you/he/she would have met his/her blue prince.
It is really true that at times the love has the power of the people make blind.
Because I am reliving all these things?
I don't succeed in almost remembering nothing of me, but I am sure that some of these things I have never known her, let's show up us to have her clear with all these details.
What purpose does it have this whole dessert light? Is there something that I have to know? Something that you want to tell me?
I don't succeed in understanding the sense of all this.
Am I dead? If I am dead as has happened?
And this what it is, the heaven? No, at the most you/he/she could be the purgatory. The room of attended of the heaven or the antechamber of the hell. I see however neither angels nor tantomeno demons around me.
There is only this light, this strange, fascinating, sweet light.
Even I/you/they have been abducted from the UFOs and now I am on a flying disk or on another planet.
Are you an alien dear light?
In the imaginary collective the alien ones are small grey dwarves with great black eyes, but even in reality be make only of pure energy.
I don't know indeed thing to think.
Anything both here, anything has happened before my awakening in this place, I want some answers some explanations. I don't want to remain in the forgetfulness.
I am fed up with not to know anything of me anymore. And if the only way that I have to remember me who am and thing has happened it is to relive the whole history beforehand of my conception, then such is.
Before, I am the only person to the world that feels like seeing how they go to end his/her own memoirs and that the possibility doesn't have to peer at the end to the last page. Even if technically these memoirs are not even mine.
The grandparent villa.
The car of Gino, the owner of the cafe where he/she worked his/her mother, a Mercedes I model firm black CLK in front of the gate of entry.
Inside my mother, euphoric and anxious to meet his/her love. It is Gino, that looked too much around him with some avid eyes to be honest.
«And so it is this the slum where your blue prince lives.»
«Already it is house of his/her parents. Thanks thousand for the passage, Gino, without you I would never have arrived in time. I owe you a favor.»
It was so anxious to meet his/her love that while it was thanking his/her head you/he/she was already going down from the car.
«But not to even tell him/it for joke, doesn't owe me any favor.»
The counter was closed and his/her mother was started toward the gate.
Gino looked at her/it advance with a sneer malefic painting on the face.
«. The ams me that The owe you to favor!»
Who knows because the most beautiful moments of the life are also those that pass more in hurry.
That magic evening had passed so early.
You/they had been together so well on that so comfortable bed, that he/she cried them the heart, to have to go away. Unfortunately however dad could not afford the luxury to be like to be gathered red-handed his/her grandfather.
As they didn't know of precise at what time you/they would have returned, it was better to remove the curtains from a sure schedule.
The gate of the villa opened and the two lovers went out of their nest of love to go to end the evening together from some other part: two in love boys, without a problem to the world.
Of certain you/they could not acknowledge a Mercedes black model CLK parked a little backer.
It was a magic evening, everything was to the really place, everything was as if you/they were imagined him in the most beautiful of their dreams: the music, the laughters, the thoughtlessness, the passion, the desire, the joy to live and to be together.
They knew from so few, yet it seemed them to be grown together.
A laughter after the other, a kiss after the other, thin to reach a promise exchanged after a vortex of passion: we will Be forever together. you and The, children for ever.
And again the light, the light of a new day that enters from the car windows of their car.
Be the dawn, the two has fallen asleep without not even realizing of it!
«Cabbage, is already day!» my father exclaimed doing for settling himself/herself/themselves the suits. «We didn't have to put to sleep us so, I now have to invent me something to explain to mine.»
«Beh» his/her mother answered «you seem me enough grown by to be able to do what you want of your life, no?»
«You do her easy you. My father will put us few to understand that I/you/they have been with you. You don't know how that old is stubborn, it would be able of to make even me check.»
His/her mother remained some disdained by that answer and didn't do anything to hide him/it.
In effects to his/her age to still be afraid some judgment of his/her/their parents was not then such a normal thing.
The two was recomposed, they set out homeward then of her, almost without uttering a word.
Reached the front door they were greeted and she did for entering.
«It waits.» You voice of my father stopped her/it on the threshold.
You turned him and he grabbed her/it with strength and it tightened her/it I set to him.
«I love you. And you are right, the moment has arrived to abandon the nest. I cannot depend so much from my family. I will tell my father that I want to be with you, that after all I don't care anything and that if to do I will have to break up him/it with them, beh, then I/you/they are prepared to do him/it. Because what counts for me now you are you!»
And the two was run over by a fire, warm, able to burn the universe.
Does something stranger and strong of the love exist?
Nobody knows about precise thing both and each gives his/her interpretation.
In his/her name you/they are made the greatest actions of courage, but also the greatest barbarities.
You/he/she has inspired the greatest poets, the best artists, exceptional men.
For it the life and her it is given he removes, important decisions are taken, he changes, it changes us, his/her own origins are denied, his/her own affections, draw near us to others I believe, to other religions, to extraneous worlds entirely.
It is so powerful, but so fragile that the pulsation of wings of a butterfly is enough for making to collapse him/it as the worse one of the castles of sand.
When my father returned home, that morning unusually found the gate of the great garden of the villa open.
To his/her inside, before house, two police squad of the police and an ambulance parked in the square in front of the entry.
Descents of raced by the auto, it entered inside house as a lightning and he/she saw two agents that talked to their grandmother, in tears and with the stunned face strongly, while a physician lent help to his/her grandfather that had a wound to the head and of the hematomas on the face.
The house completely upside-down, capsized drawers, crocks for earth. Something had happened while he there was not.
A police officer acknowledged him and went to speak to us.
The thieves had entered when in the house there was no anybody, but the grandparent had returned too soon and his/her grandfather, with his/her character, you/he/she was done I set to one of them. You/he/she had had the worse.
You/he/she had been beaten, then stricken to the head with a knickknack and you/he/she had passed out.
His/her grandmother was picked up and confined in one appropriates.
To the morning, when fortunately his/her grandfather is recovered, you/he/she had called the police.
Everything this would not perhaps have happened if mine father had been at home.
Chapter 6
The road for the damnation
Light!
The light is blinding, annoying, pierces through me the eyes and gives me some power drains in head!
Be this that tries him when he is born! I am reliving the moment in which I/you/they have come to the world. Be strange!
It is not as it would wait us that it was: it is a chaos of different feelings and anybody pleasant.
Annoying and nauseating odors, light that gives yourself pain, cools, badly everywhere!
That's why all the children cry to the birth, not for the schiaffetto on the bottom, but for this whole avalanche of ugly experiences that gives the welcome one to the world and they preannounce as it will be the life for the most greater part of the people.
The day of my birth.
The birth of a new life should be something very beautiful, something unique, able to put the joy in the hearts of all those that are present at that time.
It is not always unfortunately this way.
The most greater part of his/her/their children they are born wound by the love, but they are many of it that they are born in an impregnate climate of other feelings.
Anger, fear, horror, pain, refusal.
Not he/she is always thought that can exist these cases.
You give birth not wanted, children bastards, children facts not for love, but for other sinister purposes.
My birth has not been very dramatic, but surely you/he/she has not happened in the good family climate.
In the room birth my mother, the physician, the midwife and a figure that it with the rest: my grandfather.
A mother has an immense bond with his/her own child.
The door inside of itself for almost one year, feels him/it grow, it feels him/it stir and, despite this, some mothers don't succeed in feeling himself/herself/themselves such during the birth. Let's show up us a father.
For a father his/her own child is something extraneous, until you/he/she is not born and if you/he/she doesn't grow him/it.
There is not any contact in the period of pregnancy, the real bond there is through the love that tries him toward his/her/their mother.
But a moment exists in which a father really feels him such, a moment in which the whole world is contained in a corpicino of few more than three kilos: when he/she is seen to be born his/her own child and the midwife it sets him/it to you in arm the first time.
An experience that changes your life. Between child and adult it creates an indissoluble bond, a sort of imprinting contrarily, where his/her father recognizes that newborn as part of itself as prolongation of his/her essence.
My father this has not been able him or perhaps wanted to experiment.
For years you/he/she has looked for some excuses to the factor not to be able to have been me nearer: the job, the life of his/her/their mother, the grandparent.
For me they are only all excuses.
If you love your daughter you would go down to the hell to challenge the demons with a lighter if this served to be with her.
But not all are endowed with a strong character or of" balls", that dir is wanted.
After the robbery in house of the grandparent, the fact that my father had spent that evening with my mother came out.
My grandfather is not a fool, you/he/she would not have been able to create what has created if the had been, and you/he/she didn't start a lot us connecting the two facts.
The only thing of which he mistook was that he/she believed my mother directed accomplice what happened.
Dad didn't want to believe him.
There were quite a lot discussions, also rather violent, then an evening my father was found of forehead something that shocked him/it: he saw the clock of his/her/their grandfather, that to which more you/he/she held, that his/her grandmother had given him for theirs first anniversary of marriage, to the wrist of one of the assiduous frequenters of the" Cafe to the angle."
Its world collapsed him I set: his/her father was right. You/he/she had been a fool, too blinded by that girl.
It didn't say anything and it estranged from the stunned cafe. It wandered then in car for the city as a madman it stopped him before house of his/her/their mother and it waited.
When the evening she returned home from the job there was a violent discussion.
My father was out of head: you/he/she insulted her/it, you/he/she howled, and you/he/she beat the fists to the wall.
You tried to calm him/it, of tell him that it didn't have anything to do with it nothing with how much happened, that was not even the same clock but one similar.
But the clock that you/he/she had seen was unmistakable.
On a sweater of the strap of yellow gold, there was the symbol of the endless one in done white gold to put affixed by his/her grandmother as promise of his/her eternal love toward his/her/their grandfather.
It was not something commercial, that detail made the clock only and this to attack furiously some mother to look for another explanation made even more her to its eyes guilty.
Insults flew, vulgarity, offenses and, at the end, the drop that made to overflow the vase arrived: a slap, of my father toward my mother.
The impact is not to make so much evil in itself, how much the humiliation that that gesture involves, above all when to do is him/it someone that hooks and that you/he/she should love you and to respect you more than every other thing to the world.
My mother chased him/it of house and him you/he/she went.
It returned from my grandfather, it told him that it was right, that that history was only revealed a big cloud of smoke and that it was now that started to think seriously to its future, even working near its firm.
His/her grandfather had won.
A smile of triumph materialized him on its face: at the end, that robbery has been the best thing that has happened in the last years, he/she thought.
By now you/he/she was done: the firm would have continued to go on under the command of its family and not of extraneous.
But his/her grandfather could not pick up his/her child, that all knew how to be disinterested to the good of the firm, and immediately to put him/it to develop an important role. The other executives would not have been of accord and him you/he/she would have lost credibility and respect to their eyes.
No, it had to start from the lower part or however to do something that few would have liked to do, so that to show spirit of sacrifice and interest to the job, but also to learn well the work.
Great entrepreneurs are not improvised us.
The new branch of South America!
Any executive felt like going there and you/they would have had to take someone of outside, of which however didn't entrust him.
Was the perfect role!
Not only the boy would be made the bones, but would also have met the favor of the other executives, lifting them from the worry that that place could touch to one of them!
And some different air would have done well him holding him/it away from the temptations.
There was the proposal The evening. My father was out still of itself and accepted without asking a lot of elucidations.
Four days later it was on a direct flight in Colombia.
My mother was told by a brief phone call and she remained shocked.
Few more than two weeks they were there before to swear him eternal love and now their roads would be divided forever.
Dear Light, because life is so difficult, so complicated?
The men are able of to make marvelous things, as I am able of to destroy everything with the same simplicity.
Memory not to have had nearby never a father and perhaps everything this is cause of small events, stupidities, a series of gestures that you/they weave him. One is consequence of the other and they brings devastanti to effects.
If mine mother had never told anything to his/her employer, if that day the grandparent were not gone out of house, if mine had not made the love in car and you/they had not been embraced then to cuddle him thin to fall asleep, if mine father had not recognized that clock or simply if that type had not worn him, even everything would have been different.
Life is an enormous domino with million to plot harvest one after the other: you throw down one of it and you create a chain unstoppable reaction, inevitable consequence of that single it enrolls inverted.
Who knows as you/he/she would have been my life if one of that events was not happened.
Cause and effect.
A butterfly beats the wings to Peking and New York the storm it comes down.
But you, Light, not I from the answers, am alone here, that observe me, that call me, that want me with you.
Perhaps where you live you there are all the answers that I look for, or it perhaps deals with a place where the questions have not meant anymore. Who knows.
Cause and effect.
If I come even now with you I would be able to never resolve my questions.
Is there still time, true, dear Light?
I can follow later always you, but now I want to go on for my walk on the path of the memoirs.
Four months. Four months without having news of my mother. Four months in a foreign earth, without knowing anybody, gives you the time to reflect on so many things. Perhaps to grow.
You/he/she had made new friends, my father, and you/he/she had known other women.
But four months are not enough to understand really who is and that that is wanted.
My father had to see her/it again, you/he/she had to understand if really you/he/she had made the correct choice, if what had tried for her were only a bead of soap.
After four months you/he/she had returned home, for a reunion with the vertexes of the firm, to give an account of his operated in Colombia.
His/her grandfather was full of itself: the things had been all right and partly you/he/she was his/her worth.
Dad however he/she wanted only now to make things clear in his/her mind: it had to meet her/it.
It returned in that cafes and he/she saw her/it: it was behind the counter, beautiful as before, perhaps more before.
But, while the first time that you/he/she had seen her what was around was as darkened to its sight, now you/he/she could not do to less less than to look disgusted the environment where his/her mother lived.
It was not his/her world and you/he/she has never been him/it.
He was grown in the middle of the luxury, to the beautiful people, not certain in a district as that, among those faces from jail. At times enough this.
When you start to notice small details, first darkened to the sight, and gives you bother, then you are able star some that you are not in love of the person that you have of forehead.
He understood at that time it.
It didn't love really his/her mother, would not have been able: too much little time spent together.
He/she didn't know anything of her, of his/her past, of his/her family. Details.
How much the world they make the details only.
It doesn't fall in love him of a person because it is famous, because very beautiful or because even you/he/she has discovered the vaccine for the AIDS.
It falls in love us with a person because it loves to eat the pizza, because it throws out a bit of language when you/he/she is assembled to do something, for the stupid vocina that does when he/she talks to his/her cats.
All these things he had never known her.
For that you/he/she could not be in love of her, neither her of him.
You/he/she had been the whole fruit of some months of passion.
He/she now knew him/it.
It looked at her with a pedantic sorrisetto in face and it drew near to the counter.
You seemed you/he/she had seen a ghost. Four months without news and you/he/she had returned there now and who knows thing would have pretended from her. His/her mother turned the look and continued in his/her job, as if of hit didn't know him/it.
«Hi» my father began.
«What you have returned to do?» it was the cold and nervous answer of my mother.
«I/you/they have been four months in Colombia, for job. In effects now I work for the firm of my father. I/you/they have returned yesterday, to make relationship of mine operated before the executives of the firm.»
«It is not what I have asked you. And you know well it.»
His/her mother seemed to bother more him every second.
My father made a smile of prank. He/she probably thought same to arrive a sonorous scene from a cooked ragazzina of him.
In his/her head he/she thought that it had to put an end to that first possible and to go to hurry without turning himself/herself/themselves, even if you/he/she would probably have had to do him/it among the cries and the weepings of a girl that it didn't resign him to the reality.
«In Colombia I have had the opportunity of thinking, to clear me the mind, to know other women. I am sorry it. I am a man. I have preferred to come here of person to say what there has been among us you/he/she has only been.»
He/she didn't succeed in ending the discourse.
The breath died him in throat when my mother, busy to develop its job, it went out from behind the counter to go to serve to a table.
My mother was a beautiful girl: angelic face, long and sinuous legs, harmonic forms. It was physically perfect and very beautiful. Very beautiful also with that belly that inflated too much the shirt.
Perfect also bringing on itself the new forms fruit of a night of passion.
«Then? Only thing? You also end the sentence.»
My father remained completely petrified: he didn't know what to say, thing to think. You/he/she could not be his. Didn't Have to be him/it!
«From how much time.»
«. The ams pregnant? Almost five months. You also make your accounts.» The tone of voice of my mother transuded anger and disgust.
«It is not mine. you/he/she cannot be mines.»
«No? And because? What is it, has not his/her mother explained you as his/her/their children they are born? Ok, does then you me an accelerated course: if you sweep with a girl without using the condom and you come her inside there is the possibility to put her/it pregnant!»
What pregnant was it was evident and also from how much, from the greatness of the belly, you/he/she could be.
The thoughts did him before one on the other, confused, contradictory.
As you/he/she had done to have been so irresponsible?
And if even it were his? Could not have the certainty that was him/it!
As you/he/she would be behaved now?
What would you/he/she have told his/her father?
His/her mother asked a permission to his/her head.
They left the cafe, they found a set apart angle and they started speaking, for a lot of time, to discuss of what had been and of what would be had to do. At the end they didn't conclude nothing and my father it returned home.
The next day had its reunion, but now it seemed him the last of the problems.
It had to find a solution and to take some decisions.
You/he/she had been his/her child you/he/she could not abandon him/it, but in the case it was not him his/her father you/he/she could not even take him the responsibilities of the child of two extraneous.
More it went on to think of us, more they increased the questions and they seemed distant the answers.
It went to sleep.
The day later, to the reunion it did his/her account and all they seemed enthusiastic of him and of his operated.
It was right his/her grandfather: that was his/her job, it had him in the blood and you/he/she had also started to like him. This complicated even more the things, because in every case it would be due to remain in Colombia there he/she anchors for one year or two and you/he/she would not have had the time to grow a child.
It had to take some important and definite decisions to confide him with his/her father however.
What achieved is not difficult to imagine of it.
His/her grandfather climbed on all the furies, you/he/she told him that you/he/she would be never due to return in that cafes disreputable and that you/he/she didn't have to see that woman again anymore.
According to him it was alone the last attempt of a sinister exploiter to try to insert once and for all his/her child and to appropriate the patrimony of family. It was a reasonable hypothesis.
It was that that also my father had thought of a first moment, but you/he/she could not afford to be wrong. A child there was middle and you/he/she could be his/her child.
It returned to find his/her mother, this time calmer.
They spoke, they spoke a lot, of what had happened in that months, of his/her/their child, of the job of dad. They spoke the whole day.
He could not have the safety that that was really his/her child and her you/he/she could not do anything to show him/it to him.
It had to decide alone whether to trust him or less than her.
It had to follow the instinct but also the reason.
There was something in the words of his/her/their mother, in his/her voice, in the way according to which it told the things that it made to seem impossible same lying.
Yet he/she didn't succeed in giving her full trust and above all it didn't feel his that child as it didn't feel his that woman.
Two days after his/her/their mother you/he/she was invited to house.
My father, in his/her cuor, you/he/she had believed her and he/she wanted that also the grandparent talked to her, that you/they felt with their ears the whole history.
His/her grandfather, as always mistrustful, it looked for in all the ways of put in difficulty my mother, to make to betray her/it to make to confess her what he affirmed to be his/her plan.
It tried us in polite way, in abrupt way, in cunning way, even with the threats. Nothing.
His/her mother an instant didn't even decompose him.
You didn't want money, he/she didn't want power, he/she didn't want a name, he/she wanted only his/her child not to grow as a bastard.
You/he/she could grow alone also him to him, the thing it didn't seem to frighten her/it, but his/her father would have had to recognize him/it.
At the end also his/her grandfather cedette.
He/she dictated his/her conditions and his/her mother you/he/she would have had to sign an accord.
My father would have recognized his/her child as his, his/her child you/he/she would have been to all the effects you/he/she departs some family, but the woman would never have been able to complain any type of economic privilege from this. Dad and the grandparent would have contributed not to make to ever miss nothing to the small one, to grow him/it with a healthy education and you/they would have been present in his/her life for how much you/they had been able.
To her it was well.
Perhaps in his/her cuor you/he/she was still fallen in love of my father and it hoped that one day the things could repair him among them.
And so I was born!
A child been born in a strange family, that he/she didn't even know if you/he/she could be defined such.
The grandparent maintained the word it dates. I attended the best schools, beautiful suits gave me, even if they held them in their house; I put practically only them in that weekends when I was with them.
His/her mother was not well sees, even if you/he/she didn't behave badly never with them, at least as far as I know.
My father I saw more or less it one weekend a month and not all the months, even if there were then some periods in which he/she succeeded in remaining more.
When there was, it was nice with me, it made me play, it brought around me, he/she bought me some gifts.
But our relationship is always limited to that, also when I started to grow.
His/her mother kept on working to the cafe.
Dad and the grandparent bought me some suit and the studies paid me, but they didn't contribute to the other expenses that it had my mother so, to be able to pay the lease and power to dignifiedly live, was forced to work per diem 10 hours.
Also my mother has never been generous of affectionate gestures: caresses and kisses I have received few and all of it from tiny. But I didn't feel then so much of it the lack.
I was grown so, it was well me and I liked my independence. And I was not sorry for all the other children that without his/her/their parents they didn't even succeed in lacing him the shoes!
To eight I went and I returned alone to school, to ten I knew how to cook me the pasta, to twelve I went out with the half public and I went around for the city with some greatest girls. The world was my park you play and I felt me to be able to do what seemed me.
I was not one few of good person or perhaps yes, I don't have idea of it.
I didn't hurt anybody, I wanted only to have a good time me, and I didn't understand the why of so many rules.
And so I didn't follow her.
Did my mother tell me not to go to sleep too late? And I was it wakes up the whole night.
Did it tell me not to go to certain districts? And I passed us whole days!
I didn't see the danger, I was not afraid of nothing.
I went where I wanted, I did what I wanted and I had a good time and I had so many friends, so many people to which I liked really for this way of of mine, because to me you/they could propose anything: if I liked it, I did her/it.
I had so many friends, but everybody didn't like I.
There were that so-called" good boys" with which have not tied never.
Not that I had something against them, rather. Rather it was the contrary one, for them I was too much over and then their parents advised them not to be too nearby me. Poveretti. They made to also influence from his/her mother on the choice of the friends.
What then sick had even been.
Simply his/her parents saw that I frequented some greatest boys, boys" difficult", and that I went alone around the evening and then who knows thing they imagined that I did or that I/you could let to their children did.
The boys of my company and I called them" the marionettes" or" the sfigatis."
It is so easy to judge someone without daring know him/it before, to see indeed that person is.
The only boy that friend has always been me and that you/he/she has not also avoided never me being a good boy that followed the rules you/he/she was Danny.
Danny did what his/her parents said, but them it is not that you/they had ever forced him/it to do or not to do something, rather they gave him some suggestions and they made him understand that if you/he/she had not followed them you/he/she would have paid of it him only the consequences and you/he/she would have been a coglione.
It seemed to work, even if at the end Danny has never disobeyed to his, therefore it is difficult to imagine what would have happened in that case.
Danny to his said everything or almost.
There was only a thing that didn't dare confess to his: to fourteen you/he/she had understood to be gay. His had never seen of good eye the homosexuality.
I knew the only person of his/her secret.
With him we knew each other since children, we lived near and we are grown together.
With the years you/he/she has learned to trust himself/herself/themselves me as me of him. There was no anything that we didn't tell us and, of anything he treated, nobody judged the other, we tried only to understand us and to give us some suggestion to story.
The day that confessed me its homosexuality was agitatissimo however. It that it seemed it had a broken sink in head and it was pale as a rag.
At the end when I asked him for the nth time thing it had because I was beginning to worry me he/she confessed him/it to me with a thread of trembling voice.
«I am gay.»
It lowered the look: it was ashamed and it was afraid.
«But are you stupid? You have made me take a hit, who knows thing cabbage I imagined me.»
We embraced there and we continued as always our life.
My life!
Light, finally starts to make things clear on me, on my past.
Still however I am me unaware so many things. Because I am here? What place is it this? How have I/you/they arrived there?
Because the memoirs flow me before in chronological order as in a film? Is there something that I have to understand something that is well that I relive? Have I done something of wrong and do I have to realize before being judged? Or am I me that I have to succeed in judging alone me, since I am the only spectator of this so particular show?
I have noticed a thing of different, dear Light: you have released your taking on me.
More it spends the time, more memory of my life, less you try to convince to follow you to me.
Now I am free to choose and I choose to go on, to make things clear the more possible on the stories that have brought here me.
I want to keep on remembering.
Mirko and Gigi. My best friends, when I was fourteen years old.
They had Them of it seventeen, the middle age of the company.
I was the tiny one of the group, but I have always made to respect, never once that someone has put me the feet in head.
Mirko and Gigi were two boys some outcasts, out of the rules as me, but they had three years and so many experiences in more than me.
I didn't want to be from less. If everybody does something you cannot be the only one of the group not to do her/it, at least you have to try, then if you don't like you always do in time to stop. I began to smoke for this motive, when I was thirteen years old.
For many months my mother didn't acknowledge anything.
To do something of forbidden it sharpens the talent, you invent yourself so many makeups to do so that yours doesn't acknowledge what you do.
I was cunning, but not infallible.
When my mother realized that I smoked the world came: down howls, cries, threats, of everything!
My reaction was that to scream to my it turns, to beat something and to label my mother as bacchettona rompipalle.
With which right he/she wanted to try to impose to stop me smoking? Just her, that smokes two packets of cigarettes a day from a life and that he/she doesn't succeed in going to sleep if it doesn't have a beautiful escort of it on the comodino.
The fact that was my mother, that I owed only her respect for this and that he/she spoke so only probably to me for my his/her own good they were not things that easily entered me head.
At the end she could not do anything else other than to resign himself/herself/themselves and to curse.
I didn't see the smoke a danger. To say the truth I didn't see anything as a danger, but above all the smoke, a thing that you/they do all, and that it is for legal junta, he/she didn't succeed really to frighten me.
There was certainly, who died of crab, but there was also who died of heart attack making jogging, not for this it needed to avoid to go to race.
The dangers, the illnesses, the adversities, are always things that head to the others, never to you and almost you don't see her real. And then, I had the most common and stupid of the convictions: that I/you could stop when I/you had had desire of it.
More they spent the days and more my rebellious spirit came out. By now I went out every evening, we went around to have a good time us with the mopeds and in the weekend dancing.
Obviously that life didn't allow also me to fully devote me to the study. A first year of high school I was rejected and for my grandfather it was a hit to the heart. None of his/her family was ever stain of a similar shame.
When the following year I was about to repeat the thing, it cut me the provisions to the first semester.
If instead of studying I wanted to go around to have a good time me, at least you/he/she would not have been him to finance my self-destruction and then it was convinced that once understands that the world was not so simple, I would have started again away quietly on the straight line.
Nothing more wrong.
Didn't they give me the money to go on anymore? Then I had to find the way of getting me them from me!
I was me a lavoretto part-time, one of that jobs in black, sottopagati and super exploited that I/you/he/she accept only when you are really young or really in bill. I made some deliveries for a tailoring enough important.
For few change I was beaten on one side to the other of the city to deliver custom suits to rich ladies and gentlemen great entrepreneurs.
At the end I was enough free on the job, without anybody that told me what I had to do and as I had to do him/it. The main point was that the deliveries were made within the day and the money that gave me they were enough for me to pay me my weekend in the discos.
To dance was not my passion, rather I was not, particularly brought and granché but that I didn't even like that liked me it was the environment.
The music to everything volume, the place full of boys, the sweaty bodies that rubbed him between them: it was exciting.
Certain places were able to throw out the worse of you. When you start to assiduously frequent them, you start to belong to that world, to know everything and all, to make I count you of so many things that happen inside those boundaries: that fiancée that the sow does with another, the good boy that throws of coke in bath, so drunk people that do and they say things that in other moments they would be afraid only to think.
It was very beautiful and I found us to me to my ease.
Then, the most beautiful thing of all: the power of the sex!
A short skirt and a micro toppinos succeed in turning the straightest of the men into a marionette in your hands.
The places were my kingdom and me I was the queen of it!
I succeeded in dominating greater boys, some that would not normally have deigned even me of a look and that instead in those evenings they were in my power.
It was with one of theirs that lost the virginity.
No romantic histories, no cazzates as to wait for the correct boy, what gives you safety or that it has serious intentions.
One day the excitement climbed more than the usual one and we did him/it in the parking lot of the disco. I had met him/it for the first time there and I don't even remember his/her name.
To many you/he/she could seem bleak, for me it was only an experience in more, a way as another to have a good time me.
I told only it to Danny. As usual he/she didn't judge me. He was still virgin, it told me that he/she dreamt his/her first time as something of dessert, of special, something very beautiful to be remembered forever. And even with the boy of the oven under house!
Was cooked of it! It passed us every day, it entered and he/she bought only something to see him/it.
He/she didn't even speak to us, it was too much timid.
What to see him/it, would not be said then.
Danny was a big ragazzone, it showed more than the age that had. To fourteen had almost anymore beard of my father!
It was an orsacchiottone, so much rough to the sight how much sweet, when you knew him/it.
The problem was note that didn't succeed in making to be known: too much timid and reserved.
But it had the whole time to wake up him and then I also liked for that and because I was one of the rare people that knew him/it really.
Mirko and Gigi had never gone him to genius, for this he was never of ours when we went out in company. There was not even that evening, the evening in which, I am convinced of it, everything started.
It was one Friday as so many others: my ready friends and I to party in some local. The script was almost always the same: to dance, to drink, to go out out some of head. I confined me to that at the end, never fact nothing more, up to the that day.
Among the boys, the most greater part smoked marijuana, but you/they had never offered me him, they perhaps saw me too much small. Not that evening.
They usually smoked before we met there all or after the evening was already ended.
That evening instead taken a different fold: a quarrel in the disco, been born for a banality and an inverted drink for mistake I set to one of my friends.
For there was no brawl in the place.
Luckily the buttafuori of the place was found really of side to them and, immediately acknowledged him what was about to happen, it put us few to appease the minds.
The boys however they were nervous. We estranged there from the place and we directed there toward the park. To that time we were alone there us.
«I have to calm me or I swear that I start me breaking something» Francis exclaimed.
«From the, throw out her.»
The" hunchbacked", a boy of the company that had a light scoliosis, threw out of his/her borsello a pair of reeds, already prepared. It turned on one of them, it passed her/it, then same thing for the other.
We were there, all standing ones, put in circle. The reed passed of hand in hand, of mouth in mouth, up to when they didn't also pass her/it to me.
I remained a second it stops, to look at that spinello.
«From the that a draught has never killed anybody» it was the exclamation of a boy.
I exactly thought after all her as him,: the maximum one that could get a fit of dizziness was me.
I brought her to the lips and I inhaled a beautiful mouthful of smoke in the throat. It burned some and it turned some the head, but I was still long live and I felt well me.
Chapter 7
The girl without fear
You give more or less fourteen a seventeen years my life it was all equal.
I was dismissed and I changed so many jobs, because often, because of the evenings, didn't succeed in introducing on time me, other times I didn't go really, some times went there without not having even slept a hour.
I always succeeded however to find qualcos'altro: sciampista, beautician, deliveries, cleanings. All lavorettis from nothing.
To diciott'anni years my father succeeded in doing the first serious job have me and in order of my life: cashier in a supermarket. The owner was one friend of his and a favor owed him.
If you/he/she had not been for that I don't believe you/he/she would ever have taken me to work. By now I was known in the district, if nothing else for the people that I frequented. Many of my companions of scorribande in fact they were rather famous in the district: brawls, shop, small thefts. From little boys some vivacious ones you/they had become some small criminals.
To me however you/they had never hurt anything of.
Together we had a good time and I didn't make me involve in certain business.
Our evenings were magic. Any party, any evening toasts around there pits, even if it dealt with something organized not to the last moment or something of very legal, as rave party etc., we always knew him/it to us and we were there punctually. We were the company organized better than the whole city.
Our true life was at night, that that we conducted the day was alone a boring substitute of existence, spends in attends him to be able to breathe the air of liberty of the evenings in the places.
For a motive or for another we were known from all the buttafuoris of the places and this to the times it was a good, other an evil.
In the company there was always some warm head, Mirko among everybody and it was not rare that some brawl was also born without motive inside and out of the places.
Some friends of mine were terrorized when these things happened, I was in the first row instead always for seeing what happened.
I was not afraid. Because I would ever have had to have of it? Nobody ever had him with me, at the most I could be the cause of some quarrel, but on me you/he/she had never lifted a hand.
Just because of these problems it often happened that the buttafuoris didn't want it stuffed to enter the places.
There was always luckily some girl prepared to sacrifice himself/herself/themselves for the cause.
It went to" to speak" with one of them, it withdrew us five minutes and here that when they returned, he was closed again the pantalonis and her the lipstick he systematized: you/he/she was reconciled and we could enter.
In that world they are only there two current coins besides the money: the sex and the drug and we could offer her all and two.
I have never volunteered as coin of exchange.
If I had to do a pumps to someone I did him/it because I had desire of it, not to get something.
What I did was alone and exclusively for my pleasure, because I felt like doing him/it.
I have made sex with some boys after one month that we frequented there as after thirty minutes that I had known them. Everything depended on the context, from who had before and, often, from how much few I was shiny.
Some evenings I was so arrapata and so revved up that would have made to sweep I don't say from whoever, but almost. It is revved up I often went there.
During the week at the most made us some reed among friends, relax us but the Friday and Saturday evening, was total devastation!
Once that you have overcome a certain threshold, once that you go beyond certain taboos, nothing seems yourself more dangerous than an aspirin or almost.
I had only a rule: never in vein. For the rest, everything was granted.
I have tried every type of drug, anything had the power to unpack me, anything helped me to throw out the lion that was me.
It is impressive to think to how many types of amazing substances exist and of as is to give effortless her for him. For me then even more since some of my best friends sold off her.
You don't even have to know her, you go to them, you ask what they have and some novelties sometimes propose you, something that assures you to be indeed the maximum one and absolutely harmless.
And the beautiful one is that you the creeds!
You start with the marijuana, the hashish and you think that I/you/he/she am light stuff, that you/they do him all and that you/he/she cannot provoke damages. Cabbage, in some countries is also legal! You dare more then always.
You make yourself a draught of coke, one, are not only one drugged, you don't risk to fall in the vortex and you feel yourself invincible, to the center of the universe. In our group and not only in ours coke had become a fixed component of our good nights.
Then footsteps to other.
«I have some good stuff, do you want to try her/it?»
And you try her/it: ecstasy, LSD, ketamina, speed, morphine, popper, anfetamine.
Try everything!
Take her to have courage, take her to be able to escape from the world, take her to feel you God!
Some make you feel light, out of your body, others give you a position that a mountain could climb barehanded, other anchor they make you see the world in a different way.
You reach a point that without unpacking you don't succeed you anymore in having a good time you.
From the mean to reach the goal, the drugs become the same goal. You become without not even realizing you of it and without succeeding in admitting him/it enslaved of it.
I am not a toxic, toxic it is who does in vein, I can stop when I want, but I am well now this way.
You repeat him/it to you, you convince of it, you are stronger than the drugs, you are you that their uses not theirs that uses you.
Plain Plan your character transforms him.
I had never been a prude, but not even one few of good person. I had some principles but there were also later things for me very more important: you unpack him they were not free, they had a cost and even too low.
The salary that I took hardly allowed me to pay my monthly expenses but him to me" extra", those, didn't succeed in allowing me them anymore.
The first time that came me to mind I almost felt me dirty: to steal some money to job, from the box.
It was a small supermarket that where I worked me, there was no responsibility of box, therefore if you were wrong you to give a rest and to end evening they missed some money, they told you to be careful and the history ended there.
Certainly you/he/she could not become a habit, otherwise he/she wanted to say that there was something that didn't go.
But all it took is making himself/herself/themselves some cunning ones and the results they were seen.
I took some money from the other boxes, when my colleagues could not see me.
I made to disappear some money of here, some other penny of there.
Also from mine sometimes: I could not be the only girl that was never wrong him.
All of a sudden the head also thought that there pits a some problem with the cash registers, that were wrong sometimes even the calculation of some slip.
Also for that, as for the other things, the difficult part is to start, once that you have bathed the feet you are not afraid to enter water anymore.
You always succeed in finding some justification for what you do: I am taking few change to one who has 5 supermarkets, I don't steal at all a poor thing, that not even if it realizes of it.
Already, the justification.
I have also found her when the money that I took was not more than the supermarket, but of my mother.
That woman the back broke per diem him ten hours to go on and I stole her from the wallet as the worse one of the snatchers.
Youth must be enjoyed until there is, I didn't have time to reflect on what I did.
Sex, drug and rock & roll, this was our life.
Someone also had some ugly experience for this.
There was Linda one of the ugliest girls whom the human race has ever seen.
Over how ugly it was also a big porca, only that to find someone that voluntarily accepted to satisfy his/her desires it was very difficult indeed, so, the evening, to the times it happened that he/she aimed at the falsest boy of the party and it tried us without reservedness.
At the end of the evening that was so done what it ended for it stuffed a couple of times sex.
The day later, when he took back and it understood what you/he/she had done, he/she didn't succeed in distinguishing if the retchings came him for guilt of that that the evening had assumed before or because it realized to have been in bed with Linda.
By now had become a joke among the boys: not to clash too much you or find again yourself to have a child from the Linda!
You were the case more eclatantes because it went really to look for these situations, but things of the kind could happen with whoever.
Personally to me you/he/she has happened a couple of times to find again to make me sex with some people with which from shiny I would never have gone, even in the dirty and malodorous bath of the disco or behind a near bush the entrance of the place.
The day later, when really you realized what you had done and with whom, you were not very well there.
But after few you forgot and you went on as if nothing had happened.
Oh, Light, first I cannot wait to remember all of my life, I go on now as soon as, desire comes more and more me to remove that memoirs.
I didn't realize what I did of the person that I was.
As I have been able to do everything this?
Seem me so absurd, I don't even seem me me.
Way of living those experiences you/he/she has been easy, to relive is her painful, they make me see the whole rottenness that was behind my life.
If I/you/they have died then really this is it the antechamber of the hell? Because I don't think really to deserve the heaven.
Light, tell me something! Make a least part of that to only understand me that is happening me, because indeed I am not understanding there nothing.
Before the desire was so strong to follow you and to surrender me to you, but now I am afraid, because I don't think about deserving me nothing of good person and the idea to be judged in base to my life it terrorizes me.
Yet you seem so good in my comparisons.
I feel neither hate nor anger inside of you, I feel only a big feeling of peace. But I cannot be calm after what I have done. The only thing that I can do, is now to go on, and to continue the vision of the bleak film that is my life.
With Mirko it was almost initiated for game.
I had already been with other boys of the company; if I liked someone I didn't do me problems, I didn't ask certainties and I didn't impose conditions.
With some alone some kiss, with others he reached more something, but never nothing serious and lasting.
Mirko had always had something that attracted me, since the beginning, but it was more as it regarded his/her way of that for the physical aspect.
He is not able in fact to say that it was really a beautiful boy: thin, pockmarked face, a pronounced beautiful nose. But it had charisma.
You/he/she had always been seen by everybody as the leader of the group; we chose together everybody thing to do, but the last word was always up to him and was that more listened by everybody.
If we were undecided among two different things to do it was him that it decided which of the two was best, if he didn't have so much desire to also go to a place the others they convinced him that perhaps it was not really the maximum one to go us.
We had been years together without the idea of a relationship didn't even graze us, then, an evening, you/he/she has been enough to find us to dance one of side to the other, then one in front of the other, then one behind the other.
The hands start to graze the bodies heated up by the movement and by the confusion, the movements are made more sinuous and accattivanti and the distances reduce him up to disappear entirely; intimate parts to contact that stir frantic and you excite, avid braccia that goes to discover a body until then unknown, lips that connect him voracious languages that they meet him and they are met with energy.
We kissed us, we touched us and we made sex. It was not a granché.
The thing went on; two nobody ever affirmed or churches to be together with the other, but it was this way. I was his and him my.
The sex with him has always been scarce, rarely appagante, yet we always had desire both of it, I persisted me to drink a drink that not dissetava.
We were similar and we didn't succeed in bearing the idea that somebody else put on in mean among us, because we had fear that an any littleness, a jealousy or a wisecrack of too much you/he/she could ruin the whole rest and to make to end the party.
We could not stay alone friends, not us two; we were the king and the queen of the night and idea was exciting.
This union however it contributed even more to my perdition: now that was with him or I shared what did or it would be due to end everything.
The shop of drug was the thing that more it worried me: until you do only use of it you don't have particular problems and fears, but when you sell her/it you have to have thousand eyes, because you have already seen more than once of the people that you know to end arrested.
He was always limited to sell only the stuff to us of the company, never to of the extraneous ones, so the risks were smaller, but there were however and when he/she saw the ugly ones I had to help him/it.
Two or three times I have had to hold his/her stuff to my house, because it felt him in danger.
Once my mother pecked at also me: the reaction was not certain of the best, but I was not able not to help him/it, he would have done the same with me.
My father when he/she knew the thing it came even to threaten me that you/he/she would have reported me to the police, and you/he/she would have done seriously it.
I was the worse daughter that a parent could ever desire to have, yet, despite this, they kept on loving me and to be nearby me.
From when I was with Mirko it was the sex the thing that attracted more me, not so much the to party in the places.
We always did him/it, we did everywhere it, I tried to compensate his/her scarce abilities of lover with my perversions.
, What excited me from crazy it was the context, the place in which we did him/it, the moment, if it were or less dangerous, how much forbidden was, and he favored me, he/she let me do, I could give outlet to the imagination.
We did at night it for road, in car in the daytime, to his/her house with his/her mother in the other room and with the open door, in the baths of public places, in the camerinis it tries of a business center, on the balcony of house; once we were some unbalanced ones, and I did him a pumps in the disco in the middle of the footstep and the most greater part of the people it didn't acknowledge anything. For me it was stupendous.
I loved infringing, sent out me more than any porcatas I have ever assumed and was totally harmless this time!
This doesn't certainly, mean that I stopped with the drugs, rather they gave me that touch of courage, in more to make things that I succeeded only in imagining.
I was however starting to also exaggerate for my tastes: for well twice you/he/she had happened me to have a black out in my head of a whole night, to remember me up to a certain point of the evening and then more nothing, the absolute dark up to the morning later, when I awakened me from some part with a great headache as a house.
The first time I made me tell what had happened from some friends: we have danced the whole night with Mirko and the others, all of a sudden you/they have seen then me get further me with Gigi and he, his/her best friend. You/they had gone out for smoking a cigarette.
Who has seen me you/he/she has said that I was really out of me, electric: I was I set to Mirko as a desirous puttana: I touched him/it, I kissed him/it, I inserted his hand in the pantalonis, everything in front of Gigi.
Also they, has told me, they were not so much polishes; it is sure what pian pianino mine to pick owes to have made effect, because Mirko has lowered me the panties, if it is out it taut and you/he/she has started to sweep me, there before, without problems.
Gigi looked us, we witnessed him, and you/he/she has started to excite him; you/he/she was clearly upset because I was the girl of his/her best friend, not an any troiettas. It put the hand in pocket, you/he/she had become him hard and he/she wanted to touch himself/herself/themselves without we realized us of it. It looks like I hastened of it.
It was nearby us, very near. I lengthened the arm, I grabbed him/it for the pantalonis, I approached even more it: while Mirko kept on possessing me from behind, to the pecorina, I put a hand among his legs, I felt the swelling that was inside the pantalonis, I threw down the zip, the rest came alone.
The virility of Mirko inside of me and the taste of Gigi in my mouth, both in the same moment.
When I asked thing to Mirko and Gigi had happened the evening before they told me that two nobody remembered him nothing. Probably I will never know if it is true or no.
The second time that I had the black out I have not wanted to know nothing of thing had happened the night before.
From too much time we always frequented the same places, always the same monotonous evenings.
We had to find something different with which to have a good time us, some new place, something with which to amuse us.
The novelty happened in a night in full July: he rumored that there would have been a Rave Party in a paesino to ten minutes from the city, in the grove behind the" cemetery of the angels."
It was not a legal thing, also because technically the wood was of private ownership.
It belonged, as a lot of other earth there around, to the descendants of a count, very famous and rich when he/she anchors the noble titles they were worth something.
The legend wants that this count for years had not succeeded in having a heir that continued his/her stock, not even trying us in all the ways, also with different women: nothing.
The count was very stingy, also being very rich, and you/he/she was said you/he/she had never made a fit solo of beneficence, even though least.
One day brought him from a sorceress to look for a remedy to its sterility: if the science didn't succeed in finding a solution to its problem, then the only thing to be done was to try with the hidden one!
The sorceress listened to him/it and was said ready to help him/it, but to a condition: he would have had to give something of his/her ownership to the people, so that sdebitarsi with the servant of that that was given him, only so the blood of its blood would be been able to come to the world and way of living a long and serene existence.
The count not taken very seriously the words of the sorceress, but it accepted the pact to do her/it happy, it paid her/it and it returned to his/her estate.
One year after the companion of the count was pregnant, and the count was to the seventh sky.
Two years passed, his/her child grew strong and in health, nothing seemed to upset the serenity of the count, but also after having received this gift, its heart was always arid.
One day was informed that a group of nomad was camped in a ground of his/her ownership, few out of the wood.
The count could not allow a similar thing: you/he/she made him accompany from some military ones and you/he/she found a group of four families with old men and children.
You/they had remained without a house where to be for guilt of an earthquake that a little before you/he/she had devastated part of some neighboring countries and they asked only a place whether to be for few months the time that the men organized him to reconstruct their houses.
The count imbufalito didn't want to feel reasons: that was its ownership and the nomad they had to disappear!
You/they were chased in bad way, even of the hits of rifle were shot for intimidating and to disperse the people.
Those poor families left the square.
While they were going away to the count it seemed to recognize one of those people, an old, that while it was picking up his/her things and it ran away together with his/her family, it looked at him/it of sbieco and it seemed to pronounce something toward of him.
It resembled a lot to the old sorceress to whom a few years turned before.
Of there to few days the life of the count drastically changed: his/her child got sick of a rare illness of which the physicians few they knew and toward which few you/they could do.
Plain Pian the count saw the vitality of his/her child go off himself/herself/themselves in front of his/her eyes and his/her body first healthy and strong, you/he/she became every more delicate day.
It considered then to the words of the sorceress. If had wanted that the blood of its blood continued to way of living would have had to give to the people something!
To nothing the given earths, the money and the constructions that it subsequently built for its fellow citizens served, by now it was too late.
Time few months the baby died.
To his/her death, the count gave that spiazzo from where you/he/she had chased the families terremotare to his/her country, and you/he/she had a cemetery to build, with a great cherub to the center and numerous statues of angels children you/he/she scattered for all of his/her surface.
His/her child was the first one" guest" of the cemetery of the angels, a place where they prematurely rested all that dead children for every type of calamity or illness.
We went there to the party: finally of the new faces.
Certain parties he/she is never known from who is organized, he/she is known only somehow that there will be perhaps. It is everything through passaparola and you/he/she is not told everybody, because there is the risk that someone can scatter too much the news and that this comes to the ear of some police officer or similar.
If he/she was wanted to have the possibility to go to an evening there were some precise and iron rules to follow.
Then the important one was to begin the party: the police could prevent that he developed, to suppress her/it on to be born, but once that the people were them, you/they had started to unpack him and you/he/she was dialed a discreet number of people, you/he/she would have served the army to put elegant to the thing.
Were them, was fantastic and the emotion was to the stars! Anybody rule, any brake, an alone word of order: to unpack him!
We lowered there some pastas and we drank. Were we revved up and were we losing the control, did an unbelievable excitement arrive as usual, then,: the desire to be possessed, the desire of perversion; and thing there is more perverse than to do him/it in a cemetery?
We estranged there from the group we Climbed over the muretto of surrounded of the cemetery and we were inside, Mirko and I alone, out of control, completely facts with the brain in tilt.
We laid down there on a headstone, we started to do him/it and really while we were making him/it the tablets they made more and more effect.
To the morning we brusquely woke up soon by the custodian that it chased away us brandishing a baton and cursing us against every sort of insult had ever been created.
We escaped away, we returned to the car of Mirko and we entered. We started homeward there but then, to a line, I had a strange feeling and I checked under, inside the pantalonis.
«But porca puttana, has come me inside?»
«Thing?»
«I am dirty, you have not used the condom, neither you are gone out when you owed, you have come me inside!»
«hey, hey, that cazzo howls? We were unbalanced I don't remember well me what I have done.»
«I tell you him me what you have done ugly cazzone, has not gotten away in time and you has come me inside, head of cazzo!»
«And not to howl have told you, that the head bursts me! Have I gotten away even and have I/you/they come you on the thighs only, have you thought there?»
«You are sure of it? It looks that it is not a joke, we have to be certain of it!»"
Mirko looked me, he/she was seen that it tried to climb on the mirrors, that it was not yet completely in itself, but I was not even probably it me because it convinced me.
«But some that I/you/they am for the one who you have taken me sure of it? I have gotten away in time and I/you/they have come you on the thighs, perhaps too aloft, but I/you/they have not come you inside, trusted.»
I trusted me and I was wrong, paying the consequences of it.
The month later my things didn't come me. I thought about a delay, can happen. I waited for anchor, another month: nothing.
I could not talk to my mother of it, neither tantomeno with my father or with the grandparent; the only person with which I confided me was Danny.
It recommended me to make too much a visit, that I had also waited until, that I didn't have to underestimate the thing.
Periods of stress or other factors could alter the menstrual cycle, but time had passed too much by now, and I didn't have to joke on these things.
I booked the visit and it accompanied me him.
I was terrorized and Danny tried to do he/she forces me.
I swear that I felt me to die when the gynecologist looked us and with a beautiful smile told us compliments boys, is about to become parents!
I was pregnant! Light, has been pregnant! How long is it departed since then? What of it of my child has you/he/she been? Possible that I don't remember such an important thing? Because you have not made me immediately remember that I/you/they have been pregnant? Because this whole farce of the memoirs that you/they come little by little to the light from the meeting of my parents?
Is it a torture, a punishment for my life without rules and without God?
I have been wrong, ok, admits him/it, I am ashamed of it, I have done a life of merda, I have wasted my youth following false mirages of liberty and fun, when at the end I/you/they have been only a slave, enslaved of the drugs, enslaved of my friendships, enslaved of the forced fun, enslaved of the sex and I/you/they have never succeeded in seeing what is of beautiful to the world.
I have never told my mother that I loved her. I have never had a true love story.
I/you/they have never succeeded in having some objectives, a purpose in the life, a dream to be realized.
Now however a child there is middle My child. Light, prays you, make to see me, make to remember me what has happened, and ago so that this time remember everything to the quick one because I don't succeed in bearing this anxiety that have I set!
I was pregnant! What did I have to do? How did I have to behave me?
I had to tell him/it mine and I had to tell him/it Mirko! How could I do? You/they would have given me of the puttana and hunting party of house. I could not tell him him, not before having felt Mirko: the trouble we had done him/it in two. It was my child as I give birth his, we had to decide together thing to do and together we had to face mine.
I went to him, I confessed him everything, I told him to have gone to the physician, that there were not doubtful, I was pregnant and we had to decide whether to be some child.
Its reaction was not just as I would be me her expected.
It started to howl, to give me some crazy person, then even of the sow; he/she affirmed that he didn't have anything to do with it nothing, that surely his/her child was not his and that I had made to sweep from somebody else.
I realized once and for all there me of whom had before: an ignoble person, empty, that used only me for his/her purposes, only to satisfy his/her desires. He didn't care anything of me and he/she was seen from as you/he/she was treating at that time me: as the bleakest of the puttanes.
It was by now one year that we were together and, unless the Spirit Saint had not gone down for the second time in the history, that had to be its child, because in that whole time I had only relationships with him.
Could have all the defects of the world, but I was a faithful girl!
«Beh, from as sucked the bird to Gigi that evening out of the disco, doesn't seem me that you are really so faithful as affirm to be! Even it is really his/her child, sow that you are not other!»
I remained to look at him/it with the wide open eyes and the open mouth.
«You had told me that you didn't remember yourself nothing of that evening.»
«Beh, remembers instead all, memory you that his/her cazzo you sucked with greed while I swept you, memory the moans of pleasure that you did and I remember his/her sperm that at the end it dirtied your lips. That bastard that you have inside it is not mine, you go to tell the favoletta to somebody else.»
It went, leaving me of plaster, crumbling in a second the fragile world that I was built me. I was pregnant, and I was alone!
I could not tell him/it mine, you/they would not have understood, you/they would have forced me to tell him of whom his/her child was and I could not allow that Mirko told that history. I had to take time to think.
What did I have to be of this child? To who could ask suggestion?
A couple of weeks passed.
They told me that it was not possible, that was too soon, yet I already felt something inside of me, something of I live and I felt him/it grow day after day.
Perhaps one impression of mine was alone, but was a very beautiful thing, made me be well and I didn't need drugs to be happy!
I had made my choice: I would have held his/her child. I didn't care if I/you had had to grow alone it or if people would have thought who knows what: you/he/she was my child and me I was enough great by now.
There was a last obstacle to overcome: to tell him/it my parents.
My father would have returned home within a week, definite to organize together a supper everybody where I would have confessed everything how much.
When I informed them about the supper they remained surprised, my mother asked me what I had, she saw me changed, in better, and you/he/she was happy of it. I answered her that to the supper I would have informed her about everything.
It arrived the prophetic day.
I was nervous, worried, I didn't have the least idea of as mine you/they could react to a news of the kind.
The only way to know was him/it to say everything and to open my heart. His/her mother had realized that I was changing, you/they would have reacted well even, you/they could be also who knows even happy, that a beautiful little nephew would have arrived.
Yes, that was the correct spirit, I had to go on with optimism, I had to convince me that nothing could go twisted; you/they could make some histories just learned the news because I would have gathered them some surprise, but to accounts facts, a new life that comes to the world could bring only joys and serenity our family.
I told everything to mine, understood my desire to hold his/her child and to straighten out once and for all.
The reaction was different from what I would have been able to wait me. Those that once were my father and my mother became two thirsty fierce beasts of blood and in few minutes they spit me I set everything of their poison, the whole anger, the whole grudge that you/they had brooded inside of them without saying nothing for years.
I was called with adjectives that a parent would not even tell a child under torture.
They were the ugliest instants of my life and the beautiful one it is that probably the cause of this reaction was alone my, my and of what I had made to suffer them in the years.
My father chased me of house, my mother you/he/she didn't oppose resistance. I went in tears away, stunned, humiliated, betrayed, killed inside! I hated my life, I hated the world, but I didn't succeed in hating the creature that he was developing inside of me.
I looked for shelter and reception from a friend, one of the company, Lawrence. I told him that mine had chased me of house and that I had quarreled with Mirko, but I didn't explain him the why.
It was Friday evening and him he was preparing for going out. You/he/she would have entertained gladly me, but he/she didn't want to abdicate the evening and his would not have been of accord that an extraneous same in their house without him.
Could not I blame them: I had stolen from the wallet of my mother, as could you/they know that I would not have taken something to of the extraneous ones?
I wanted to be calm and it didn't suit me to go out, but it was the only way.
We went in one of the usual local: music, chaos, general exaltation, the usual friends. There was also Mirko, but it was far.
I had asked to Lawrence to hold me to the wide one from him or I would not have come.
I was in an angle of it, alone, out, absorbed in my thoughts. Lawrence drew near.
«I bet that with a pair of these pass you all the ugly thoughts.» It threw out the hand from the pocket and a little envelope showed me with inside some tablets of ecstasy.
«No, thanks. I have closed with that stuff, it is thanks to them if I find me in this situation.»
He looked around him as to see if there pits someone to observe him/it, lengthened again then the hand toward of me.
«Beh, does so: I leave a pair of it, do you decide you then if you want to take her or no, ok? Later I gave back at the most to me her.»
I put the little envelope in pocket and him it got further.
For some time I remained there, sat in an angle, to look around me. For the first time I saw that place from a different perspective. Then my attention was captured all of a sudden by a disgusting scene: on the other side of the room, Mirko that about ten centimeters of language inserted in mouth to a troietta that made him palpate the culo with uninhibited air.
While he/she was kissing the cow, it opened the eyes and his/her look it crossed mine. His/her mouths and halves his/her face were covered by that with her, but I am sure that that bastard was looking really me and how same laughing!
I went off standing, I wanted to go there and to break the face to both!
I stayed me in the middle of the room. I didn't perhaps have the right to do him/it, after all it was all guilt of mine. I would be due to be more intelligent and I would have had to put some more than brain in what I did.
Was all guilt of mine!
I was sad, depressed, I felt me a nothingness, a disgust. The tears went down alone, I put a hand in pocket to take a handkerchief, I found a little envelope with inside of the tablets.
So much worse of so you/he/she cannot go.
I threw down one of it and I went in the middle of the footstep. Then, after another, I was violent, as the old times. Of the boys with a bottle of sparkling wine in hand they drew near me, I taken the bottle, I stuck me to the neck and I drank a beautiful sip of it.
The evening went on, between a tablet and a sip of wine: I wanted to forget, I wanted to escape!
I went too much over.
The sounds were made more and more distant, the images overlapped in my mind, the heart started to give me some hits and I had the troubled breath, then, to a line, the dark.
Be so that I am dead! I now remember, I am dead, was wound in the darkness, then a strong light to be followed and have arrived here!
I was right, this is a kind of purgatory, a place of transaction between our world and the aldilà.
But then because all this? Because I/you/they are not directly passed to what is later? To the beginning, when I didn't absolutely remember anything of who ditches or of thing had brought here me, I felt a strong call on your behalf, instead with to flow some memoirs, as soon as I returned in possession of my life the call you/he/she is grown weak more always, until almost to disappear.
What does he/she want to say? Doesn't light, want me more with you? Yet continuous to point out me the road.
Do you perhaps want to make to understand me that the choice depends on me? What are I/you/they still in time to decide whether to follow you in the beatitude or to return to my life?
It is for this that you have shown me my history: you wanted to make to see me how much bleak pits my existence, so I would not have had any doubt and I would have chosen you of mine spontaneous wish.
You know, it is strange: if this had happened before, if I/you had arrived ago from you a few months, after what I have seen you have followed without thinking of us an instant; so much what I had to lose.
Now however something to be lost there is, something greater of me, something stronger of the same death, something for which it is worth to live and to fight: a child.
Light, if indeed it is so, if they are still indeed in time to choose my destiny, I pray you, give me another possibility. Postpone me in my body, ago' so that me doesn't die today, not so stupidly.
I pray you!
The globe of light stays immovable in front of me for some second. It seems to look me, it seems sad.
Then it accelerates and it me against. I/you/they are wound by a strong light.
Then, all of a line, the dark.
Chapter 8
Who is without sin, you cast the first stone
Where am I/you/they? I feel me confused, senseless, I don't succeed in focusing well the things. It is everything so strange.
Of the voices in distance, he is waking up! Do they speak of me? Who are these people? A woman's face above of me, he/she wears a white uniform. A nurse? Are they in the hospital?
«. where I/you/they am?» it is the only thing that I succeed in whispering.
«Calm, it is everything ended, we think there us to you» the nurse assures while the attached flebo to my right arm changes me.
«What has happened me?» taming while plain pian I try to put to fire the environment that surrounds me.
«You have felt badly and you have fainted. You have assumed some substances that have made you evil. But you are out of danger now, you will take back yourself.»
Substances. but certain, The starts to remember. I was to that party and Mirko. that bastard of Mirko, is his/her guilt if The ams here.
It still serves me a few minutes to take back well the knowledge of the reality: I am too senseless and confused and the eyes don't succeed in being open.
I fall asleep me. To my awakening I am shinier and memory what has happened me, at least up to a certain point, then the dark.
I call the nurse: I want to know more of it, who has brought here me and the why of that strong abdominalgias.
«You have felt badly in that place and six fallen to earth while you were dancing. It was full of people, but you/they have put us some before realizing that it was a serious thing and to decide him to call an ambulance. In your blood we have found traces of alcohol and drugs. You/they have made you collassare and you/they have sent you in cardiac arrest.»
«Cardiac arrest? Does it mean that is, that I am dead?»
I don't succeed in believing in that that listening with my ears.
«Technically yes. Your heart has stopped beating for three minutes and twenty-five seconds. Luckily the physicians have intervened in time and they have succeeded in bringing back you.»
Don't be possible! Also return me in mind my experience, the light, my past life.
Is it everything true? But as all can have happened in alone three minutes and twenty-five seconds?
Yet, those feelings, all those things that I have lived, all that memoirs that I have now and how first instead I didn't have. How do all these things explain him?
«Now you are taking back yourself, little by little you will succeed in putting again you in sixth. Unfortunately however for your pregnancy there has been no anything to do.»
Nothing to be done? Oh, sky, my child!
«As it would be to say there has been no anything to do? What has happened to my child?»
Reality is upset everything of a line and the truth it beats me strong on the face and it makes evil, as much as I had ever tried in my life of it.
«I am sorry it. The substances that you have assumed, the indisposition.
Unfortunately your physicist has suffered a strong shock, for a few minutes you have also died. It is already a miracle that you are here to talk to me now. Unfortunately his/her child has not succeeded, you/he/she has not withstood and we could not even try to make to be born him/it. It was too soon, you/he/she had been more even of two or three months in you/he/she would be been able to try something. I/you/they are mortified.»
The pain and the emotions that I try in this moment are simply indescribable.
My child, the only reason for life that had remained me there is not now more and have been me to kill him/it!
Just returned to the life, the only thing that I desire is to die.
For a few days rest in the hospital.
The physicians want to hold me under control because they don't entrust him to send me home before having effected a whole series of controls.
I hate me, gladly, so much to be thought more times to commit suicide me, but I don't have the courage of it.
They tell me that I will forget, that the first days it will be hard but that little by little it will pass. But as I do to believe in what people tell me? They has not lost a child and you/they cannot understand as it feels it.
All are nearby me, they understand me, they comfort me. All how much. I swear that in my life I have never seen so much hypocrisy as in these days.
For the most greater departs of them I am an extraneous but the solo fact to suffer for something makes me only, special, marvelous and I know not to be him/it instead, be a beast, one few of good person, a murderess!
There is only a person that has dared classify me for that that I/you/they am: a nun, sister Pompea. Tall no more than a meter and sixty, the strong body, the face pienotta, with two dark eyes that seem to read you in the soul.
You/he/she has come from me the second day. When I have seen her I have pretended to sleep: it missed only us to me the scolding of a nun.
I/you/they have remained with the closed eyes hoping that first possible went, but she has not gone, rather you/he/she has started to speak to me.
«The physicians tell that you are suffering, that have passed a whole day to cry and to despair you, for the physical pains, but above all for those of the soul. Both praise to the Lord for this, because if the sins were unpunished then the Demon you/he/she would have won and the chaos would reign on the earth. I thank Our Lord Jesus Cristo for the suffering that is bringing you, so that your dirty soul by the shame of the sin is polished up with the blood poured by your broken heart.»
Hard words, almost hot tempered, the type of words that you would never wait yourself from a nun. Yet, when I have heard her speak to me so I have felt as lifted.
Despite everything, these sentences bring me comfort, because the pretense understanding of all makes you feel even more dirty, while the contempt and the insults inflict you a sort of punishment that succeeds in washing yourself some the conscience.
You/he/she has been returning for me but this time rest alarm clock to feel what has to tell me.
Its hard line continues: it tells me that I am daughter of the demon, a murderess, an unworthy person of the gift of the life. He/she knows about his/her child, he/she knows how I had lost him/it, he/she knows about the great quantity of alcohol and drugs found in my blood.
Vomit me in face the reality and me I don't wait for other: I have need to be punished for what I have done.
We speak, I tell him some things and I answer to his/her questions, but the tone of conversation is almost always however threatening and rough.
We go on so a good oretta and at the end of our conversation, while sister Pompea is leaving the room to go to assist the other patients, he turns verse of me, it throws out a radiant smile and it says: «we see Us tomorrow, my girl and always remembered that Jesus loves yourself!»
Does Jesus love me? Two days you/he/she has given without doing anything else other than does to insult me, tell me that I am the daughter of the demon, that I/you/they am wrong, corrupt, immoral and then, everything of a line, in the moment to go away, instead of giving me the final hit it tells me that Jesus loves me?
I have not understood there nothing.
Another day, another visit of sister Pompea but this time its ways are relieved.
Don't judge me more, it doesn't insult me nothing of all this. You sits only close to me to tell me histories on Jesus, to speak to me of God, of the love that has for us of his/her great mercy.
This time speaks to me with love and in its eyes there is a light, a desire to live and a happiness that I have never seen in any other.
It catches me as a woman of the kind, that a life of deprivations, that has never known certain pleasures conducts, that alive following some precise rules succeeds in loving so much its life. Contrarily me, that have always done, what life has lived at the most making every kind of experience, trying what can bring you pleasure and euphoria, I feel me so empty inside, so sad and alone.
I decide to listen to her/it.
We speak in the hospital for another pair of days, then I am discharged, but I have made to leave one contact of his so that to be able to frequent out also her of this place.
It gives me his/her telephone number, his/her address of house and it tells me to go to find her/it. You are in turn to the hospital alone four hours a day. It has the morning and the free afternoons, so I can go to do it visits her when I want.
There rincontriamo after few days.
It welcomes me in his/her house, it puts me to my ease and a tea offers me. We speak of the more and of the as two friends for a beautiful po' of time and it is impressive as in anything she succeeds in seeing the love of God. Also not speaking of church or of religion, she always succeeds somehow to also see God in the small things.
Is it a beautiful day? We make thanks to the Lord for this radiant sun that heats us the soul.
Is the tea good? Worth of God that has created so many delicious things.
You submits completely to God for anything, it is in love of it and he/she succeeds in drawing joy from the life of every day.
It is very beautiful, I also want me to succeed in having that vision of the things and, after my experience, so much difficulty is not me to believe in a something after the death.
There have been so many meetings and we have spoken of so many things to the hours that we spend together. With her I feel well me and above all I don't feel me judged.
It is strange, even if of the times it uses some hard words against me when I tell him something of my life of which I now am ashamed a lot, I understand that in reality it is not with me that if he/she picks her/it up, but with the same action, with my actions.
As you/he/she has told me one day: God hates the sin not the sinners.
These words have filled me the heart of joy and hope, because it means that anything I have done in past, I have before the possibility to redeem me, to be forgiven, to change.
And I/you/they are changed.
I have stopped frequenting certain wrong companies; my friends stay and however I greet them, we sometimes meet there, we also serve some things together but everything as the dawn to the sunset.
Nighttime life is ended and with it what is behind.
With mine the relationship is improved quite a lot, more than accord we go, more time together we are and there is more confidence.
I have found even another job, as committed in a shop of attire. Everything is perfect.
When I feel down me some, when some things of my past life miss me, I close me in myself and I start to pray, or I go from sister Pompea to make some sentence of comfort tell me.
Now my life seems best, but the change is not simple.
At times I feel me alone and I feel like having a good time me, to pass some evening with the friends, but then I think that it is not the case, that I have to try to escape the sin the more possible.
Also sex misses me, a lot.
To make sex before the marriage sins, you/he/she has told me him sister Pompea, and however it would be him/it if I did him/it without love.
We are not animal that owe to follow only the instinct: we am the right that helps us escape the sin.
The masturbation also sins, but for the time being I don't succeed in doing to of it less.
So many times the vague head for its facts and the impulse is too strongly; I succeed in withstanding the most greater part of the times but arrival a point that I have to unload me and I do him/it.
Then the senses of guilt and the repentance arrive.
The to recognize the sin has made me understand how many times during the day we fall in temptation and how much difficult to withstand is, but probably the difficulty is alone in the first times.
Plain Pian I would have succeeded in reaching that state of grace in which alive sister Pompea.
I always look for more of to resemble her, I want to be as her and to reason as her but it is not easy.
Unfortunately many my friends don't succeed in understanding mine new way of and they get further more always.
They say that a bacchettona I/you/they have become, that am ready to call them on anything, that I/you/they am often heavy with my discourses back, but they are wrong him; they don't succeed in separating the good from the evil, the correct one from the wrong one and it is my I spell to do him him to notice now.
I look for them, I want to help them, but they doesn't understand and many I end up not feeling them more. You/they have started to avoid me. Little evil, I for them there will be always, because you/he/she is performed of whom has the knowledge bring her/it to whom is I deprive of it. My heart is open to they, is ready to show their sins if only their will have desire of it.
Of the few friends that have remained me, the only one that anchors calls me of his spontaneous wish it is, as usual, Danny.
Also to him I seem strange, but to his/her notice in the life I have passed well worse phases, therefore it is not a problem for him.
I decide to make sister Pompea know him.
To him it is all right: it feels like seeing with his/her eyes the only person to the world that has succeeded in taming making him to me author of this change of mine.
The day starts in the best some ways: we make a turn to the park, a walk and a talk of the more and less.
Danny is a big gossiper, but also a great listener and that time it limits almost only him to listen, to understand that type of person was sister Pompea; her, on his/her behalf, between a discourse and another he/she always succeeds in inserting some question to try to enter the life of Danny to understand its way of thinking respect certain matters. He limits him to give vague answers or to turn around the discourse when it doesn't suit him to answer.
We stop there on a bench and we keep on speaking. This time I am me to begin the discourse: the fact that sometimes feels the need to masturbate puts me to uneasiness and I wants to talk to sister Pompea of it, to know what she thinks of it.
«It is normal. The desire that tries is one of the so many desires of the meat to which our minds are submitted. It is to us to show to be stronger than these desires to show to be masters of our minds and our bodies. If we don't succeed in withstanding this instinct, would thing happen if a day came us the instinct to hurt someone, to steal or to kill? It needs to learn to also withstand the small things, the mind you/he/she must be trained, otherwise we would never succeed in following the will of God and to escape the temptations of the Demon.»
At the end of the discourse Danny doesn't succeed in holding back a mocking giggle.
«Thing is that you/he/she has made you laugh?» he/she asks sister Pompea, some curious and some vexed.
«Oh, nothing. It is alone that I have found the discourse some exaggerator, that's all. Then each is free to think of her/it as he/she wants, I won't be certain self to establish what is correct and what is wrong.»
«You hurt, because it is our I spell to understand the difference among correct and wrong and when we know that one friend of ours, one any other person that we know or less, it acts in the blame, then we have the moral obligation to bring away her on the straight line, otherwise it would be as if we became it causes badly of his.»
The words of sister Pompea are directed as usual, hard. He/she knows what says and it tells him/it with strength and determination.
Danny is a good type, but it is stubborn. When it has a conviction, if something plays him crooked or it is silent and he/she speaks of other or it tells you her as he/she thinks her/it. And it is too late this time to be silent.
«According to me we am not anybody to judge another person. Who establishes what it is correct and is thing wrong? The people? The law? God? What is correct for us could be wrong for another person and vice versa. I will never take me the right to simply judge another person because I don't have the certainty that what I believe is correct; to the limit I can give her some suggestion, I can say mine on some things, I can express my way of seeing the life, but since what I say me is not law, I have to limit me to that. Each is free to act and to think what wants, until the rights and the liberty of the other don't be invaded.»
The discussion he is heating, each holds head to the other, anybody it surrenders and both they have to say theirs. They go on for some and they touch every type of matter, from the religion to the politics.
They are separated under so many points and, also where they seem to think of her/it equal, each it has to add a different tone from the other.
They are not probably been very nice or two nobody has perhaps found never a person able to hold him so much head. Done it is that all of a sudden among the two a shoal breakup happens: after the so many thematic you touch himself/herself/themselves he/she returns again on the sex.
Sister Pompea is firmly convinced that sex exists and is correct only for the procreation and that is allowed to only do him/it after the marriage. Obviously Danny doesn't think her/it so, also because in case, he should remain virgin to life.
«And who is sterile then? Does it have to deprive him some pleasures of the sex for the whole life? Such a correct thing doesn't seem me!» it is the polemic replica of Danny to the affirmations of the nun.
«The sterility is only a test to which it submits us God. I have known about people, you judge completely sterile from the physicians, that thanks to the prayer they have succeeded in recovering and now they enjoy of good health together with their children!»
«Beh, excuses me, but I would allow me to be some sceptic to the respect. I have never believed in the miracles and, to my notice, if what has told is true, or the physicians have mistaken their diagnosis or that children they are not children of whom should be.»
The patience of sister Pompea is seriously tried by these discussions and it doesn't feel like anymore continuing, so it looks for of short tagliar: «Young fellow, is able not to also believe in me, but I tell you that if you have faith in God and don't commit impure actions, there is no anything that is not possible.»
Danny remains some silent, it seems ended there, but then the desire to have the last word is stronger than him.
«If God helps yourself if don't commit impure actions and to masturbate is to all the effects an impure action. then The don'ts see because has helped that type after you/he/she has made the examination for the fertility, since you/he/she doesn't result me that to I give him/it you withdraws to fialetta of blood.»
To that point sister Pompea puffs and with altered tone it turns him to Danny: «he/she Listens, I/you/they have not come here for being taken around by a little boy. You have understood very well to thing I reported me when I spoke of impure actions. The examination of the fertility is something that does him for a medical problem, not of certain to draw to like of it. When I speak of impure actions I speak of animal things as the masturbation when is done to draw to like sexual of it or for abominable practices as the prostitution or the homosexuality! And with this the discourse is closed!»
Danny stays of plaster. The words of the nun have struck him/it in full and also I am stunned of it, because I know about the pain that you/they will provoke in him.
It looks at the nun and it gets up from the bench: «it is right, the discourse is closed.» It goes without not even deigning me of a look.
Sister Pompea visibly remains bothered by the behavior of Danny. He/she asks me if I/you had understood the why of that reaction and I explain him that Danny is homosexual.
«Now so many things are explained. That boy is following a wrong street, you/he/she is the Demon to speak from his/her mouth. You would have had to speak to me of this problem of his, I/you had known him/it first I would have been able to help him/it!»
«But he doesn't have problems. It is a good boy, and it is also believer. Only that those words on the homosexuals.»
Sister Pompea appropriates me the shoulder and smiles at me.
«My girl, God has created the man and the woman and you/he/she has united them in the sacred tie of the marriage. If everybody followed there tomorrow his/her own perversions and a
was it an alone world of homosexuals, don't you think about the fact that the human race would be extinguished? If God had wanted you/he/she would have created a world of solos men or sun women and you/he/she would have given them the gift to be able to produce some children, but you/he/she is not this way. Your friend is not wrong, you/he/she follows only a wrong street, but if you want indeed it and if indeed you care to him, you have the power and the duty to recover him/it!»
I don't know what to think. For a few days I don't feel Danny. I am afraid to talk to him, because if he/she talked me of that afternoon to sister Pompea I would owe for strength to choose from what it departs to be and still I sincerely am not ready.
My meetings I continue with sister Pompea and we don't speak anymore neither of Danny neither of his/her homosexuality.
More it spends the time and more I feel well me with her, so much to think that what says both at the end correct.
The doubts grow inside of me and, when this happens, I pray, also for times, and I look for some answers in the faith.
I go out again with Danny. Luckily don't speak to me of sister Pompea and me of certain I don't encourage that conversation. I know that the moment will arrive in which will speak of it and that at that time I would have made my choice, but until this it doesn't happen, I can be very well together with him without thinking us as two old friends.
The day of the choice arrives later a few weeks, and it arrives in the worse one some ways: it is slow evening and Danny he/she calls me. It is in tears, stunned, and he/she wants to meet me.
I try to make to explain me what has happened but he/she doesn't want to tell me nothing for telephone: it is too stunned. I invite him/it to my house.
It arrives from me, it has the red eyes, it owes to have cried a lot and it has a cut on a lip.
I do him/it enter, we go to my room and we soothe there on the bed.
«You/he/she can be known what has happened you?»
Look me with that sad eyes. The voice trembles him as the hands.
«First I was to supper with mine, to house. We were seeing a film and the evening it was of the calmest. All of a sudden the film has faced a thematic homosexual and when this happens I always try to look at the reactions of my parents, to see if they express opinions, opinions to the respect. All ok seemed me, they watched the movie with interest and they seemed stricken in positive way from that history. For all through the film I have not done anything else other than to look them and to do me some questions and when you/he/she is ended I have taken courage and I have made before: I have confessed him to be gay.»
To these words the tears start to rule its face. You/he/she must not have been all right.
Its story continues and is worse of what I could wait me: his/her parents to the beginning have looked at him/it incredulous, convinced that was joking, then made him account that spoke seriously you/they have had an unexpected reaction.
His/her father has started to lift the voice, you/he/she has asked him from how much time goes on this history, who others knew him/it besides them, as if it was ashamed that somebody else knew of that history.
He has looked for in all the ways of reassure him, but there has been no verse.
Has his/her father started to despair himself/herself/themselves: because really to me? What have I done in the life to deserve me a thing this way?
It screamed, it turned for the house and you/he/she has also started to ask him some embarrassing questions: if you/he/she has already had some relationships with men, with whom has had them, if has ever been sodomized, if someone has molested him/it from small.
It didn't accept him/it really and he raged.
It gives the guilt to me and the bad companies: according to him I would have dragged him/it in a world of depravation that would have instigated this problem of his. Because of problem he treats!
It howled, it cursed, you/he/she has started to offend him/it: frocio, fennel, sucks cazzi.
Every word of his/her/their father has been a stab in the heart of his/her/their child, that looked for in all the ways of calm his/her father, to make to understand him that he was the same of the day before.
There has been no anything to do, his/her father by now you/he/she had taken a direction and there has been no verse to make road change him.
You/he/she has started to impose him some obligations, to tell him who was able and who could not frequent anymore and Danny has started to counter. Could not impose him with the strength to abdicate his/her friendships, but his/her father didn't want to feel reasons: or would have done as said him or would have gone from house!
Danny has always followed what his/her parents told him, but this time has rebelled: rather you/he/she would have gone away indeed of house.
The quarrel has ignited more always, the two howled him against and nobody felt anymore the reasons for the other. They were standing on a rope of violin, then, of hit, the rope is broken: during the discussion a violent slap has struck the face of Danny making the lip bleed him.
He has looked at his/her father a hand bringing himself/herself/itself to the mouth. There has been one minute of silence, then you/he/she is gone out beating the door, without none of the two parents had tried to stop him/it.
«I can stay from you for a few days?»
«As it would be to say? Do you want to go of house indeed?»
You/he/she is visibly shaken and it has an insecure tone of voice.
«I don't know him/it, I don't feel her/it to me to return home, at least for some. I want to be for my facts, and I want to also give the time to reflect to mine.»
«But I cannot make to be here you! Tomorrow it comes to find me sister Pompea. I have decided to make to know her/it to my parents and after the other time I would not like that you returned then to discuss again and in front of mine.»
Danny looks me incredulous.
«That is you are making me understand, that I cannot remain here because you have to make to know that nun to yours and are you afraid that I make you make bad impression?»
It seems ugly to say, but at the end it is really this way. I want that the meeting with the woman that has changed me the life goes everything smooth, I cannot allow that something downfalls the harmony of this event.
«I am not telling you this, only that. you know him/it that The holds to lot there to that person. And you two thought her/it of so different way.»
«That nun is doing you really the brainwashing. It maneuvers yourself as a puppet.»
This answer makes me alter.
«Not to speak so of her, you don't know her/it and I don't allow you to give certain judgments!»
«Judgments me? But if you/he/she has been that woman dressed by penguin not to do anything else other than to judge me and to spit sentences!»
«Not to offend her/it, doesn't allow you him! And then she tried only to help you, to resolve your problem.»
More I speak and anymore the expression of Danny he does incredulous.
«My problem? My problem? Do you return yourself account that you are speaking as her? What are you treating me as if homosexuality were an illness?»
«Won't be an illness, won't be your guilt if are gay, but of certain have never striven for not being him/it! Also a pedofilo is not at all his/her guilt if he likes his/her children, but this doesn't mean that that that is not wrong ago!»
«You are comparing me to a pedofilo?»
«It is also that a sexual perversion.»
Look me intense in the eyes and his/her look molt from surprises him/it to the disgusted one.
«I don't recognize you more, that woman has turned you into a monster. You are me disgusting.»
«Beh, among the two I am not me that strange. I wanted only to help to return you normal.»
You turns with the tears to the eyes and it goes away from my house. I am sorry it, it is my best friend, but also to me they have been said some hard words when I was being wrong and it is thanks to those that are changed. If have spoken to him so has been alone for his/her his/her own good!
The morning after the parents of Danny they call to my house. You/he/she has not returned to sleep, yesterday, but I don't worry me: you/he/she has probably gone to shelter him to house of some other friend.
Sister Pompea arrives and there is also my father: I feel like introducing her/it to both my parents.
The day goes on calm, we speak of so many things and of projects for my future.
I finally have that that seems a calm and serene life.
For supper my mother prepares his/her strong dish: the lasagnas. While we are waiting that my father is ready you/he/she turns on the television to see the newscast.
I am helping my mother to prepare the table, when I feel my father talk to sister Pompea: «Oh my God, but that boy I know him/it, it is a friend of my daughter!»
I go to the saloon with in hand the dishes that I have to put in table and I look at my father to understand of thing is speaking. Him he turns verse of me, then it looks at the television and me I follow with the look the direction in which you/he/she is looking: there is the photo of Danny, to the newscast with under the writing" Boy reveals then his/her homosexuality him you/he/she commits suicide."
I astonish, strengths abandon me and the dishes that I hold fall me for earth going to thousand pieces. All the strengths that I have lost gather him to allow to howl me with how much breath I have in throat: «Danny has committed suicide!»
My best friend, my only friend, my Danny, the better person of the world, the only person that really has never judged me, that has looked for always to understand me, that has been next to me in any moment I had need there is not more!
You/he/she has always been with me, you/he/she has helped me so many of those times that it is difficult to count her and the only and only time that he has needed me, I have chased away him, I have insulted him and I have denied our friendship.
The voice of the nun interrupted of hit my thoughts: «Poor boy. Unfortunately the suicide is the greatest crime against God that he can ever commit. When he lives in the sin, he often, dies also from sinners.»
The words of sister Pompea play again in my head as a hammer on a bell.
In his/her voice there is an annoying veiling of hate and satisfaction.
All those words, all that discourses on the love, the pardon, God and the way of living without sin seem me of hit all of the imbecilities.
You/he/she has known him/it, you/he/she has spoken to us, but to the news of his/her death it results cold as an ice cream to the pole north.
«Have convinced me that my best friend was wrong! You have me imbambolato with your discourses, you have made me believe to be better than the others, you have pushed me to beware downward the next one of the tall one. It is also our guilt if now he is dead. You wanted to make me best, you have made me become the most ignoble of the people. Do you believe yourself to be better than the other truth? Do you believe yourself to be better than him? Beh, will tell you a thing, correct or wrong that was, he was a delicious person, it had a big heart and it had a soul, that that probably misses to you!»
Have mistaken all, again!
I go, I go out and I take the car: I want to run away from so much hypocrisy, from so much disgust, I want to run away from myself!
Vague without destination, I go out of the city toward the outskirts,:
dark angles, scarce illumination, dirty roads, an old building of three floors with the broken windows.
Continuous on the road and after hundred meters something suddenly appears me before the car. I nail: is a child! For a little I don't pick her/it up!
You/he/she is terrorized and half-naked and he/she cries. Help asks me but I don't understand what it says. I make her climb in car: it has to be happens her something serious, perhaps an accident.
I try to make to calm her/it, make well to tell me everything for and what feel upsets me!
Tell me to have been abducted from of the guys, that have picked her up and beaten inside a dark and malodorous room for of the days, that you/they have forced her to undress himself/herself/themselves and to wash him in front of them, that has touched her in intimate parts, that you/they have forced her to make some horrendous things, and of a boy, that courage has had to rebel, that has overpowered one of its kidnappers and you/he/she has brought her in safe, but that you/he/she has been wounded and it needs help.
With the car to out lighthouses I move me in an alley and I call the police holding the narrow child on me while I am looking around me to be sure that there am no anybody.
Luckily the paramedics don't delay to arrive. The child has put on an ambulance and you/he/she is brought the hospital and me I tell to the police officers what she has told me.
They find the house of the horrors, with inside one of the gang dead for a wound to the neck caused by a broken glass and, a little far in the house, in a cassonetto, the body without life of a boy, probably left there by somebody else of the gang to earn time to run away, thing that has not served a lot him to.
Once identified the dead criminal, to the child they have shown some photos of people to him you tie or of jailbirds that he/she is known it frequented and it recognizes other two people.
One of them are taken while it is trying to leave the country, the other while it is being alone quietly in his/her house.
Of there to few they go out out all the other names and you/he/she is dismantled a turn of pedopornografia and childish prostitution that it has already been going on for different years.
The history has lasted a lot and during the investigations the clients have been arrested, also about ten more unexpected people.
The parents of the dead boy have been tracked down. The newspapers have spoken of him as of a hero.
It was fourteen years old during the death and his/her mother you/he/she has asked equally the permission to bury him/it in the cemetery of the angels, where usually the allowed maximum age is of twelve.
The mayor and all the citizens have not been able to reject the application of the woman.
The small Jessica and I, the child saved by the young one, has become great friends and we sometimes sees us to go to make free to the grave of the boy in the cemetery of the angels.
The cemetery of the angels.
My baby was never born, but I is sure that now also he is an angel and you/he/she is happy together with all of them.
This place, so dark, hands inside of itself an immense light.
These children, these angels from which the wings have been torn, make us reflect and they make us understand that life is a marvelous gift, that must be respected, because they has not been able to live her and us we often waste her/it.
Every time that we hurt someone and every time that we do us us of the evil destroying our souls with alcohol and drugs is to theirs that a blame does.
Because they would have been able to exploit very better this marvelous gift of as we are using him/it us.
We forward only there in the dark corridors to hope to glimpse the strong light that there is at the end, but it is so beautiful and so strongly whether to reach ago us to her fear, so we remain to look at her/it in the faint light.
Or we are so wound by a cold light, that what is not to the eyes shining, what seems us different we classify him/it as dark and we try to suffocate him/it with our shine.
Dark and light, well and badly...
The world has gotten used us to see the things in clean way, separate, for this we lose it all those beautiful things that are in the mean.
Dark and light are not for strength separated: together they create an infinity of tonality all to discover.
Who has lived in the dark so much time it doesn't owe for strength to be imprisoned of his/her dark side, as who believes to be wound by the light it has to learn to look at the faint light without ignoring her/it or to judge her/it.
The cemetery of the angels for many is a place of endless sadness. For me it is a special place, pure, without sin, that makes me understand how much important both that that we have and what is around us.
I have lived in the dark, I have known the light.
Now I want to enjoy me all the colors of the life!
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