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Episode one



The couple was sitting on a bench in the rose
garden under the ancient birch tree that sang the rusty fall
foliage leaves and upholstered the mats soaked in dew when a
thousand-toned rug did not catch the attention of a few wake-up
callers who went for a walk with their dogs in the park. The
morning chill was suddenly intercepted by a warm ray of sunshine
that illuminated the bench like an intensive spotlight until their
eyes watered.

The woman held the skinny man's bony hand and looked
lovingly into his expressionless blue eyes. From time to time, she ran her hand
over his face and, with a brush touched, his white beard bristles
popping out of his pinkish skin, adding a measure of grace to his
beautiful face.

"Elia," the woman turned to him, "do
you know me?"

He turned his face at her, and his forehead contracted
slightly as if trying to remember, but he kept glancing at
her, not speaking.

"Do you remember the day we met? I am
Greta."

No muscle moved in his face, but suddenly he grabbed her hand tightly and whispered,
"Greta..."

"Yeah, I'm Greta. It's been many years
since I first saw you. We were sitting around the fire, and you put
your white sweatshirt over my shoulder so I would not get
cold."

Suddenly a broad smile appeared on his
face, "We kissed that evening," he said, and his eyes
twinkled.

"And what did you whisper in my ear, so no one would hear?" She asked.

"We'll get married," he replied
enthusiastically.

"You remember very well," she
complimented him. "And did you marry me?"

"Yes," he answered with the same enthusiasm.

"No, you did not marry
me; you married someone else in the end."

His face contorted like the face of a
reprimanded child and was immediately sealed again. No expression
was evident in his closed eyes.

"But we are together again," Greta
whispered as if speaking to herself, "Yes, that's life."

They both sat quietly enjoying the rays of the caressing
sun, Greta closed her eyes and
rested her head on his slender shoulder.

"Do you remember Tony? Whose father had a grocery store near the train station?
'

Greta opened her eyes in amazement,
"Tony?" Then, she asked, "Who is Tony?"

"He convinced me to go with him to
Venice, said there were beautiful girls there."

"Did you go?" She asked, perhaps to encourage him not to
shut himself up again.

"Yes, we went, and we had a lot of
fun."

"And were there really pretty
girls?"

"Yes, that's where I met Stefania," he
replied, and there was a hint of enthusiasm in his voice
again.

"And how is this Stefania?" She asked in a sweet, and a little jealous
voice.

"The most beautiful girl in the
world," he replied.

"And what was the end of this,
Stefania? Have you been meeting her ever since?"

"I married her," he replied, and his
closed eyes suddenly came to life.

Greta did not respond; she knew he
fabricated things from his imagination. Although many years have
passed, perhaps too many, she does not remember that such a one
ever existed, or maybe it was at a time when relations between them
were severed, and she left for the United States.

"How old were you when you married Stefania?" Again, she asked, and this time she
sounded a little hostile, which startled him a little, and he shut
his eyes as if trying to defend himself.

"Sorry, I did not mean to scare you; I
do not remember you writing to me about it in your letters. I
remember very well Sylvia Pavlova, The Polish girl; you wrote to me
that you were engaged and I heard nothing more, so I assumed that
you finally married her. "

Elia opened his eyes and smiled. "No, Sylvia was a nice,
beautiful girl, but I did not
marry her. Her parents came to Padua from Wroclaw; she invited them
to our engagement, there was a big party. When they left, we moved
in together; she enrolled in university wanted to be a veterinarian
or study pharmacy. I do not remember so well, but finally, she met
someone at university and said goodbye to me."

"You did not write this to me. After you moved in with her, I did not hear from you
anymore, and I assumed that you married her."

"No," he replied, "I married Stefania
Zambone," he
insisted.

The wind began to flip
the leaves and create vortices, "Look, the leaves are dancing," he
pointed with his skinny hand toward the fountain.

"Let's get out of here; it's getting too cold to sit in the park," she got up and
handed him his cane.

"Bongiorno Professore “he was greeted by one of the building occupants who passed
by.

Elia looked at him and did not answer. "Why don't you
answer him?" She scolded
him.

"I do not know him, and why does he call me a
professore?” He must have
confused me with someone else," he replied.

"After all, you’re Professor Elia Stefanini," she replied.

"Am I? Professor?" He burst out
laughing and started coughing as he covered his mouth with his
palm.

When they entered the apartment on the ground floor of the
house where he lived, Greta went over and pulled back the heavy
curtain. "I'm going to make us some hot tea and we’ll talk a little; I'm very curious to hear
more details about your Stefania," she said.

Elia's face flushed as he sipped his hot
tea. He sat in an armchair between
pillows with his cat lying on his thighs. Occasionally he slapped
its head without noticing when he spoke enthusiastically, until the
cat ran away.

"Wait for it to cool," Greta said,
"You will burn your tongue again."

Elia looked at her and smiled. "When
did you come from America?"

"A week ago, darling, you forget
things that happened five minutes ago but remember in great detail
events from the distant past."

"This is how it is when you grow old; I can’t help it if I'm no longer
twenty?"

"I know, you'll soon
be eighty; we were born the same year in September."

"Then tell me about Stefania. I would like to hear what
life has been like for you by her side."

"Who is Stefania?" He
asked.

Greta realized that he had once again sunk into the sea of
oblivion and decided to move
to another subject. "Have you ever loved me?"

Elia's blue eyes were suddenly filled with tears, "the only
one I loved and still love is
you; I have never had another woman in my life," he
replied.

"You had a lot of women, even if you made no effort to woo women."

"You say that to tease
me" He sounded a little angry or maybe he pretended.

Greta smiled. "Also I
did everything to impress you, and I finally succeeded. If only you
knew how all the girls were jealous of me when we went out
together? '

"Why did you leave me and go to
America?"

"After we met we went out together for a while, we loved
each other, and Venice was and
still is a city for lovers, so romantic, and we had a great time
together, we were only seventeen. But you were the adult because I
still had foolish notions in my head, I did not take love seriously
because Mom would tell me I would have another hundred passions,
and since you were the first, I waited for it to end, and there
would be many dozens more. So I thought that's how it is in life,
love comes, and love goes, so when I started noticing other
suitors, you were angry and threatened to leave me. Then Gigi came
and grabbed me as he tried to kiss me, and I did not resist. And so
it was over between us."

"Gigi Ambrosio, I remember him. But you did not go out
with him.”

"No. When you left me for the first time, I went to my aunt
in Padua, and I was with her for a few months. There I met a guy,
he was a kind of relative who would come with his parents to visit
my aunt, and I fell in love with him as soon as I saw him, my heart
just melted but he did not like me, just wanted you know what, and I loved him so much
that I agreed to everything,. When I returned to Venice, I was
heartbroken, and I told my mother that everything was a lie and
there were not a hundred loves, so it happened that I returned to
you, and you agreed to accept me."

"I do not know this story; if I had
known, I would not have agreed to have you back," he
replied.

Greta smiled, got up from her chair,
and kissed his forehead. "A woman should sometimes know how to be
silent and not be like an open book."

"That's why I married Stefania," he said suddenly,
and Greta turned her head to
him in surprise but said nothing.

"Then tell me about Stefania. Where
did you meet?"

"In Naples. I was stationed there at the base. At
twenty-three, I graduated from medical school and was called up for
military service, which lasted four years. Of course, I was in the
cavalry unit as an assistant doctor, and she was a nurse. These
were the years after the war, and there was abject poverty. She
comes from a very poor family. Her father was a mover at the port, and her mother was taking care
of ten children. Stefania was the eldest; she had to work to help
with the family income. From only the wages her father would bring
home, they would go hungry. If it was pity, or because of her
beauty, we started dating, she would sometimes stay to sleep with
me in the clinic, I had a small room where I lived, and then she
got pregnant, and I had to marry her."

Elia suddenly stopped talking, and there was silence in the
room; he looked wordlessly in
the distance.

"I did not know you had children," she whispered, surprised.

"I don’t. The baby was
born dead, and then she never got pregnant again."


Episode two




Padua is a university city, and
therefore in its center there will always be a gathering of young
students. In its streets, you can see crowds of young people
walking or riding bicycles, groups relaxing on the steps of the
Pedrocchi Cafe in the old town of the beautiful city.

Elia's residence is
located on a main street of the beautiful old part of the city. It
faces the Cathedral of San Antonio and is a short walk from Prato
della Valle, where every Saturday a market which stretches
throughout its huge area, is kept. The apartment is on the ground
floor, huge and furnished with heavy furniture in different styles;
thick rugs cover the living room, and heavy curtains made of coarse
fabric hang in front of the windows. As soon as you enter, you come
across a suffocating smell of mold. Greta opened the windows to
ventilate the rooms a little while she was about to enter her
bedroom to rest. Throughout the apartment, handwritten notes in
fine black ink were attached to different surfaces. In the kitchen
notes were stuck on the fridge "Close the door" or "Smell the milk"
and next to the gas, instructions for heating the food, also next
to the old TV were directives and on the remote control was a note
with a small drawing of the buttons.

She took a
silver-framed picture from the dresser; she recognized Elia in
uniform and a handsome woman supporting her swollen belly next to
him. "It's probably Stefania," she said to herself in a low voice,
"really a pretty woman; I wonder why he's helpless? Maybe she
passed away? Or are they divorced?"

Finally, she closed the windows, went into
her room, and lay down in her clothes
on the bed.

"Is anyone home?" She suddenly heard a
female voice. She got out of bed quickly and went out into the
living room, "Who are you?" She asked the dark-skinned girl
standing in front of her.

"I'm Professor Elia's cleaner," she
said.

"He did not mention he had a cleaner,
but I see you have keys."

"Yes, he gave me keys because I come
when he's asleep or walking in the park."

"Do you sometimes ventilate the apartment? It stinks of mold here, and it's
unhealthy," she said.

"No, he's angry when I'm opening the
windows."

"Did you write all those
notes?"

"Yes, he forgets certain things, and
I'm worried something will happen, he's not young, and his head is
no longer working well," she replied.

"Where are you from? Your accent is
foreign; you are not Italian."

"I'm from Bombay. I came to study medicine in Padua, the
oldest Faculty of Medicine in the world. Did you know that Leonardo
da Vinci was operating corpses
in a secret university room?"

"No, I did not know," Greta
replied.

The young woman put on rubber gloves and began cleaning the house.

Greta went to the kitchen to make
herself tea and snack on something. When she opened one of the
closets, she was shocked to find some cockroaches roaming
free.

"How does he live in such filth?" She
told herself. She took the cup of tea and sat down in the living
room.

"Did he tell you about his wife?"
Greta asked the young Indian.

"He spoke about
her."

"What happened to her?
Where is she?"

"What? Did he not tell
you? I thought you were his partner; he said to me that his old
times' lover from when he was young was about to come from America.
"

"No, he never mentioned
Stefania"

“She committed suicide she cut her veins in the bath and died. He found her when
he returned from one of his lectures."

Greta turned pale. "When did this
happen?" She asked, puzzled.

"Three years ago. She suffered from a malignant disease and
decided to end her life. She did not want to suffer
anymore. "

Suddenly the bedroom door opened, and
Elia entered the room, "Well, you already know Garima, do you know
what the word Garima means? Warmth and love, and that's what the
beautiful, kind student gives me."

"Stop it, professor; you’re embarrassing me."

"You may blush but no
one can see it, because of the color of your skin," he said,
bursting out laughing, causing him to cough, almost choking
him.

"Elia, you must open the window; this
damp smell will kill you."

"The pollution is greater outside, and besides, I'm a hundred years old; what can kill
me already?"

"You're eighty years old; stop adding
years to yourself," Greta scolded him.

"Am I eighty?" He asked amazed, sounding genuine.

"Sit down, and I'll make you a cup of
tea," Greta said and got up.

"Sit down, ma'am, have your tea; I'll
make the tea," Garima said.

"You found a nice girl; you always
loved beautiful women around you."

Elia looked at her blankly, and his face contorted
slightly. "Which girl?" He
asked in a tone that sounded more like an answer to a
question.

Garima finished cleaning and was getting ready to leave.
"Mrs. Greta, make sure he takes a bath today; he's
not taken one for a few days.
Tomorrow I do not come because I have an important lesson" She did
not wait for an answer and left quickly.

Greta was not impressed with Garima's cleaning. She did not understand why he
took an inexperienced student to clean and handle tasks but decided
not to interfere with his decisions.

"Elia darling," she turned to him while still
sleepy from his afternoon nap, "would
you like to take a walk in the park?"

He raised his head abruptly and said, "I'm still
tired from the flight; it
takes a while to get used to the local time, it's called jet lag,
and I never understood why."

"Where did you come back from?" She asked, realizing that
he was imagining things in his
mind.

"I was in Uganda, poor children, they are so thin, and with
eye diseases, we treated about a hundred children every day, how
can I work in such a way? I'm not young anymore.”

"How old are you?" She
asked, wanting to test the sharpness of his mind.

"Forty-four years old, in two weeks, I
will celebrate my forty-fifth birthday."

"Fine, naughty fellow, and on what
date were you born?"

"You do not know? We were both born
ten days apart, I on the tenth of September and you on the
twentieth."

"And what did you do in Uganda? How
long have you been there?"

"This is my first year traveling; there are doctors from
all over the world at New Hampstead Hospital. We are members of an
association of volunteers who
help populations in crisis."

"I did not know you were a member of
an important humanitarian association."

"Are you kidding? I'm still an active
member of the association, I came to visit my homeland, and I'll
have to go back there in a few days. Not that I'm dying to stay in
this awful place, but we must help the poor children that the world
has forgotten."

"And what does Stefania say about all
that? Is she willing for you to leave for long periods?"

"Stefania is dead; she committed suicide because
she was seriously ill. Do you
understand, Greta, that since she committed suicide, I had to leave
teaching at the university and go far away? Those children needed
me, and I needed them. So I put all my effort into
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