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Prologue and Dedication
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This book is a sequel to “Oliver and Henry,” published February 2021 (updated edition 2024).  This book stands on its own, but some of the backstory and character development are better understood by reading “Oliver and Henry” first.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, locales, and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used fictitiously. 

Several years ago, I began to work on a historical novel about Rome in the 1500s.  I wanted to engage my university students in ways that would be more interesting than through academic texts. The story focused on a brilliant and well-connected cardinal, Giovanni Salviati, and an artist he patronized and welcomed into his household, Francesco de’ Rossi, who later became known as Francesco Salviati.  I invented another central character, Lucia, whose parents died of the plague. She was a Jewish immigrant from Spain and gifted in languages, serving as Salviati’s in-house scholar. She also happened to be a sorcerer and had inherited a grimoire (a book of magic) from her grandmother.  

In the end, I decided to incorporate the historical tale into a modern novel.  “A Roman Spell” is set in Rome and takes up some of the themes in the historical novel. It explores contemporary cultural changes around gender, sexuality, and family life by following the lives of Giancarlo and Oliver, who are a young gay couple who seek to be good parents and loving companions despite religious and cultural biases.  They and their sons Luca and Francesco are connected to people in the 1500s, so the novel takes up the question of past lives.  And, since Luca has psychic or magical abilities, the book grapples with models of spirituality, religion, and magic.  

The modern story includes the discovery of two journals and a grimoire (a book of magic) that reference three actual historical characters of 16th century Rome.  The journals and grimoire are fictitious and used as plot devices to explore themes and interactions of that epoch.  While some of the characters are historical, namely Cardinal Giovanni Salviati (1490-1553), Bishop Gian Pietro Carafa - later Pope Paul IV (1476-1559), and an artist, Francesco de’ Rossi - later called Francesco Salviati (1510-1563), I do not intend the depiction of these historical characters and related events to be factual. They are fictitious and products of my (the author’s) imagination.

I want to thank those who have been mentors to me in the quest to make sense of spirituality, magic, and past lives.  

First and foremost, I want to thank Steve Ridini, my husband and life-partner, who so enthusiastically and lovingly opened my eyes to new ways of thinking about energy and spirituality.  

I want to thank those who have worked with me and taught me so much: Deb Morreale, Stephanie Grenadier, Loretta Butehorn, Lourdes Gray, and Marilyn Massad. 

Special thanks to Flavia Vittucci of Rome, Italy, for reviewing the manuscript, checking grammar, correcting Italian phrases, and verifying information about historical sites and events.
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I hope you enjoy the story and gain insights from the characters.
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Chapter One – Languages
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It was a sunny day in Rome.  The October air was crisp, and the sky was blue.  Oliver was taking his son for a walk in Trastevere, a historic neighborhood across the Tiber River.  The area had always been a refuge for immigrants but, over the years, had become gentrified, boasting popular restaurants, clubs, galleries, and boutiques.  People loved the narrow cobblestone lanes, the irregular placement of buildings, and charming open areas where people gathered to chat over coffee and drinks.  

Luca was four and a half.  He had inherited Oliver’s blue eyes and dimples.  He had a cute, round face and an affable smile that charmed everyone.  They stopped at a gelateria just outside the Piazza di Santa Maria in Trastevere.  

“Nocciola?” Oliver inquired, knowing Luca always chose hazelnut.

“Sì,” Luca said enthusiastically, his eyes widening as the woman behind the counter scooped out the gelato and pressed it onto the cone.

“Ecco,” she said as she handed the ice cream to Luca, who began to lick it avidly. Luca wore a new outfit that his two grandmothers in Boston had sent – gray cotton shorts, leather sandals, a blue sweatshirt, and a Red Sox baseball cap.  Oliver placed a large paper napkin under the cone but knew it was futile; the new shirt was bound to get dripped on soon.

“What do you say?” Oliver asked his son.

“Gracias,” Luca said without making eye contact, focused on balancing the cone in his hand.

Oliver gazed at Luca, perplexed that he had just said thanks in Spanish.  He creased his forehead and watched Luca devour the gelato.  Luca spoke English and Italian.  Oliver wondered if Luca had just heard the Spanish word in passing.  He decided to test him.

“Quieres un café?  He asked.

Luca nodded no to the offer of a coffee in Spanish.  He continued to eat his gelato with abandon.  They walked down a narrow street and passed a toy store.  Oliver decided to test his son again, asking if he wanted a teddy bear that was in the window.  Oliver asked the question without looking at the window, as if he were simply continuing to have a casual conversation with his son as they strolled. “Quieres este osito de peluche?”

Luca paused, turned toward the window and then, in English, said, “I don’t think so.  I already have one like it.”

Oliver was dumbfounded.  It was one thing to use a simple word like gracias, particularly when it was so close to the word grazie in Italian.  And it wasn’t particularly remarkable for a kid to nod to a simple yes or no question.  But his ability to comprehend Oliver’s last question and respond with a complex answer seemed odd.  It was unlikely he would have picked up that kind of vocabulary in passing.  

Luca finished his gelato, and Oliver took his hand, leading him into the bright airy piazza.  The medieval church of Santa Maria in Trastevere stood majestically over the cobblestone square.  Water splashed in a small fountain where people sat on marble steps looking up at the façade of the church.  It was one of the oldest churches in Rome, with foundations dating from the 4th century.  The current structure was from the 12th century and boasted some of the most magnificent mosaics in the city.  The façade of the church included a beautiful image of Mary holding the infant Jesus, surrounded by 10 women holding lamps.  The bell in the graceful campanile rung twice for the hour of two. 

They took a seat near the fountain and watched tourists wander through the square as they had for centuries.  Music from an accordion player in front of a small café resonated off the walls of the church and the surrounding medieval structures.  A couple of older boys played soccer against the left wall of the basilica.  Luca seemed intrigued by their ability to pass the ball from foot to foot.  Oliver leaned his head back and let the sun caress his face.  He had developed an appreciation for the enchantments of Rome – leisure strolls through medieval streets, creamy gelato, abundant sunshine, and layers of history.  

He nudged his son and said, “When did you learn Spanish?”

Luca looked confused.

Oliver asked in Spanish, “Cuando aprendiste decir gracias en lugar de grazie?” (When did you learn to say gracias instead of grazie?)

Luca shrugged his shoulders.  He hesitated and then said, “It’s the same thing.”

Oliver was even more amazed at his son’s comprehension.  He asked, “I know, but when did you learn that?”

“I always knew it,” Luca replied matter-of-factly.

Oliver creased his forehead.  His phone pinged, and he pulled it out of his vest pocket.  Giancarlo had texted: “Ciao, bello.  How are you guys doing?  Do you want me to pick up anything on my way home this evening?”

Oliver replied: “We’re all set.  Enjoying gelato in the square.  I’m preparing a caprese salad, grilled chicken, and mushroom risotto.”

Giancarlo: “Sounds delicious.  Do we have wine?”

Oliver: “Why don’t you pick some up on your way home?”

Giancarlo: “Va bene. Ci vediamo dopo.”

Oliver pointed to the façade of the church and asked Luca, “Who is that at the center of the church?”

“Mary and the baby Jesus.”

“Very good.  And who are the others?”

“Women coming to see Jesus.”

“And who are you?” Oliver asked as he pressed his forefinger playfully on the end of Luca’s nose.

“Luca Russo-Monte-Fitzpatrick,” Luca said proudly.

“Wow.  You have a lot of names.”

Luca grinned and said, “Russo is from papa and Monte-Fitzpatrick is from you, dad.”

“Bravo.”

Luca looked back up at the façade and asked, “How come Jesus has a mother but no father?”

“Good question.  He had an adoptive father – Joseph.”

“How come I have two fathers but no mother?”

“Who is Maria?”

“You mean Maria, papa’s sister?”

“Yeah.”

“She’s my godmother, my madrina.”

“Well, there you go.  You have a godmother and two fathers.”

Luca smiled, apparently satisfied with the information provided.  Giancarlo’s sister, Maria, offered to be a surrogate when Oliver and Giancarlo wanted to start a family.  She loved being the fairy godmother who swooped in from time to time to see Luca, but didn’t have to deal with the day-to-day responsibilities of parenthood.  They used Oliver’s sperm. Luca inherited traits from both family lines.  From Giancarlo’s, Luca inherited dark hair and a tall, muscular frame.  He was already bigger and stronger than other boys his age.  From Oliver, he inherited blue eyes, dimples, and a round face.  Both Oliver and Giancarlo had dark skin tone, so Luca had a rich caramel complexion.  

“Shall we go back to the house and take a siesta?”

“No.  I want to play soccer,” Luca said, his arms crossed in defiance.

“We’ll play soccer with your cousins this weekend at the beach.”

Luca smiled.

“Andiamo,” Oliver said, taking Luca’s hand and guiding him across the square into a small side street. They stopped at Aldo’s produce stand, where wooden crates were stacked at the edge of the narrow street in front of a couple of motor scooters.

“Ciao, Aldo,” Luca said gleefully, squeezing the pears in imitation of his father.

“Ciao, Luca. Che prendete oggi?” he asked Luca, glancing up at Oliver, who nodded to Aldo that he was looking for some fresh greens, pears, and rice.  

“Verdure e pere,” Luca said with authority. 

Aldo placed a large quantity of fresh greens into a plastic bag and tied the top with a fastener, handing it to Luca.  He then emptied a small basket of pears into another bag and added a package of arborio rice.  Oliver handed him a 50-euro bill, and Aldo gave him change.  

“Ciao,” they all said in unison.  Oliver and Luca walked a few steps farther, and Luca poked his head into Cristina’s laundry shop.  She waved to Luca and let him know there were things to pick up.  Oliver followed Luca inside.  Cristina brought out some shirts on hangers and a bag of folded clothes – underwear, shorts, and socks.  Oliver paid the bill and chatted with Cristina for a while.  She always had intriguing information about the comings and goings of the area.  

Oliver treasured the sense of community he enjoyed in his and Giancarlo’s neighborhood - the personal interaction with shopkeepers and the smells, flavors, and colors of the grocer, the butcher, the gelateria, and the corner café. 

He and Luca continued down the street to their building, opened the main door, and climbed the steps to the upper-level condo Giancarlo had inherited from his parents and grandparents.  Oliver walked Luca up to his bedroom, removed his shoes, and laid him on the bed, tucking him under a light blanket.  “Sogni d’oro,” he wished him sweet dreams as he exited into the hallway.

Oliver walked back down to the parlor level, opened his computer, and checked emails.  He had several new bookings for tours of ancient Rome, several messages from scholars who were proposing papers for the next symposium he was organizing around LGBTQ issues and the Church, and correspondence from his mothers – Anna and Rita – who were planning a trip in the winter when their next grandson would be born and baptized.

After doing some work, he went into the kitchen and began to prepare dinner.  He picked up some ripe heirloom tomatoes from a bowl and breathed in their earthy scent.  He sliced them – one red and the other yellow.  He reached into the fridge for some buffalo mozzarella and began slicing it thinly, alternating the orange and red tomatoes with the velvety white cheese.  He went out onto the deck to get some fresh basil and placed a few leaves artistically between the cheese and tomatoes, dressing the salad with olive oil, salt, and some dried herbs.  

He then took out some chicken breasts, beat them thinly, and seasoned them with oil, mustard, herbs, and salt.  He lit the gas grill on the deck and returned to the kitchen to begin the long process of making the risotto – crushing some dried porcini mushrooms, salt, herbs, and oil into a pot of arborio rice and then pouring some chicken stock and water into the pot, turning on the burner underneath.  

Later, Luca wandered down from his bedroom, awakened by the aromas rising from the kitchen.  

“Vuoi un bicchiere di latte?”

Luca nodded yes as Oliver poured him a glass of cold milk.  Luca gulped it down and then walked out onto the deck, peering under the lid of the grill to watch the gas flames dance underneath.

“Be careful,” Oliver yelled at him. “It’s hot.”

Luca dropped the lid loudly and ran back into the house.  He jumped into a large easy chair near the TV and clicked on the remote, finding his favorite station.

A few minutes later, Giancarlo opened the front door and came inside.  Even after six years together, he still made Oliver’s heart pound heavily.  His trim athletic build filled his tailored jacket, and his dark skin was still tan from the summer at the beach. Oliver walked up to him and gave him a warm moist kiss, running his hands through his thick dark hair and caressing the late day stubble around his mouth and chin.  “Hmm, you taste and smell so good.”

“It smells heavenly in here.  And how’s our big boy doing today?” he inquired, walking toward Luca and picking him up off the chair, squeezing him tightly in his arms.

“We went to the square and had gelato!” Luca said excitedly.

“You did?  And what else did you do?”

“We went to the market and to the bookstore.”

“Not more books?” Giancarlo probed as he glared at Oliver.

Oliver glared back.  “They are for Luca.”

Luca leaned over and grabbed two books from the end table and held them up to Giancarlo.  “Guarda!  Un libro su Castel Sant’Angelo e un altro sulla vita dei romani nell’antichità.”  

“So, are you going to be an archaeologist like your dad?” he asked, referring to the book on Castel Sant’ Angelo and the other on the daily life of ancient romans. 

“I want to make gelato.”

“I bet you do.”

Giancarlo looked at the new history books written for children and chuckled.  

He took off his jacket and tie, sat down on the sofa, and opened mail.  Oliver brought him a glass of wine.  “Dinner will be ready in about 30 minutes.  I just have to grill the chicken.  The risotto is almost finished.”

“Yes, I can smell it.  Porcini, right?”

Oliver nodded.  He walked out on the deck and placed the chicken breasts on the grill.  As the marinade dripped onto the flames, fragrant smoke rose into the air.  He glanced out over the courtyard lit up by a string of patio lights and waved at a neighbor across the way who was smoking a cigarette on his balcony.  After a few minutes, he flipped the breasts on the grill and went back into the kitchen to check on the risotto.  It was getting creamy.  He added a little more chicken stock and some parmesan cheese and gave it another good stir, turning off the heat and letting it sit.

Moments later, Oliver said, “It’s ready.”  He placed the platter of chicken and risotto near the salad on the oak table.  He helped Luca onto his highchair and tucked a napkin into the collar of his shirt, placing a small piece of chicken and a portion of rice on his plate.  

“Hmm, this looks delicious,” Giancarlo began.  He poured wine into his and Oliver’s glasses and said, “Salute!”  

“How was your day?” Oliver inquired.

“The same as usual.  Nothing out of the ordinary.  The market has been good, and our accounts keep growing.”

“That’s good news!”

“And you?” Giancarlo asked of Oliver.

“I’ll share something with you later,” he said, glancing toward Luca, who was pressing a spoon into the risotto.

“Another milestone?”

“More than that.  Later.”

Giancarlo looked worried.  They continued to eat, caught up on news, and played with Luca.  Once dinner was finished, Giancarlo took Luca upstairs, helped him brush his teeth, and then put him to bed, reading him a few pages from one of the new books.  He returned downstairs where Oliver had finished cleaning the dishes and putting things away.

“So, what happened?”

“Well, apparently Luca speaks Spanish.”

“What?” Giancarlo replied, his forehead creased.

“Yes.  He said gracias to Bianca at the gelateria when she handed him his cone.

“He probably heard a tourist use the word.  It’s close enough to grazie.”

“That’s what I thought.  But then I asked him if he wanted coffee in Spanish, and he said no.  Then I asked him if he wanted a teddy bear in the window at the toy store.  He pondered the question, looked at it in the window and said, ‘I don’t think so. I already have one like it.’”

“He said that in Spanish?”

“No, in English.  But he understood my question in Spanish.”

“That’s strange.  That kind of vocabulary is not something one would pick up off the street from tourists.”

“Exactly.  So, how do you think he learned it?”

“You don’t think Paola has been speaking Spanish to him?”

“No.  She’s Italian.  She’s not good at other languages, remember?”

Giancarlo nodded.  “Anybody else we know in the neighborhood from Spain?”

“Not that I can recall.  It’s strange.  He seemed very comfortable with it.”

“He’s comfortable with languages, that’s for sure.  Most kids pick them up easily.  But Spanish?  That’s odd.”

“Indeed.”

“By the way,” Giancarlo began, “Franco and his family are going to be in San Felice Circeo this weekend.  We’re going, right?”

“Yes.  I blocked my calendar.  It’s Franco’s birthday, right?”

“Yes. And he’s bringing the kids.  They love playing with Luca,” Giancarlo noted.

“And he with them.”

“You up for a movie – perhaps upstairs in bed?”

“Sounds lovely,” Oliver replied, raising his eyebrows playfully.

They went upstairs, poked their heads into Luca’s room.  He was sound asleep.  They tip toed to their room.  Oliver walked up to Giancarlo and began to unbutton his shirt.  “I’ve been waiting to do this all evening.”

“Hmm,” Giancarlo sighed as Oliver slid his hands under the cotton fabric and caressed him.  Giancarlo was well built, with broad shoulders and a well-defined chest covered in dark hair.  

“Have you been working out?” Oliver inquired, as he ran his hand around the edges of Giancarlo’s pecs.  

Giancarlo nodded.  He gave Oliver a kiss, playfully exploring the wetness of his mouth.  

“I still remember when Henry wanted to introduce me to his financial advisor.  I thought I was going to meet an old accountant.  But, voila, a hunk!”

Giancarlo blushed and said, “It seems so surreal.”  Giancarlo could still vividly recall the day Fr. Henry brought Oliver to his apartment to discuss making Oliver the beneficiary of his estate.  He had expected some middle-aged nephew, and when he saw Oliver, he recalled gasping for air.  He looked like a surfer from California with wavy blonde hair, blue eyes, and tan skin. He was young and curious and fascinating.

“It does seem surreal, particularly the part about our becoming parents,” Oliver mused.  He kicked off his shoes and unzipped his pants, tossing them on a chair. Giancarlo took his shirt off and stepped into the bathroom to brush his teeth.  

Six years ago, Oliver came to Rome as a carefree college student searching for his biological father and visiting classmates in Italy.  He discovered his father was a conservative priest in the Vatican fighting to prevent a more open approach to gay people in the Church.  Over the course of a month, Oliver came out as gay, fell in love with his father’s financial advisor, had to deal with his father’s unexpected death, changed careers, and moved permanently to Rome.  Now he was married with a son.  “How did all that happen – and so quickly?” he asked himself quietly as he heard Giancarlo in the bathroom.  Was it all a dream?  Would he wake at some point and rediscover that he was still a naïve 20-year-old trying to figure things out?

When Giancarlo returned from the bathroom and smiled warmly at him, he knew it was not a dream.  They both stripped down and slipped under the covers, feeling the warmth of their bodies pressed against each other.  Oliver clicked on the TV and searched for a movie.  Giancarlo looked lost in thought.  

“What’s up?” Oliver said to him, placing the remote down.

“It feels like a lot of things are in movement — getting Luca set up for pre-school, finding a bigger place before the new baby arrives, and things at work.”

“Is it too much?”

“No.  It’s just a lot in general.”

“Welcome to parenting.  Why do you think Maria enjoys being the godmother?”

“I’m beginning to see the wisdom in her approach.  I wouldn’t change this for the world, but it’s a lot!”

“Do you miss being single?”

Giancarlo hesitated and then said, “No.  Sure, it was fun, but I prefer this.  I love coming home to you and Luca, and I love our outings as a family.  But I don’t want to lose the spark between us.  It’s easy to get lost in the chores of the day.  I’m married to the sexiest guy in Trastevere!  I never want to take that for granted.”

“Don’t worry.  I won’t let you.  By the way, you’re the sexiest guy in Trastevere!”

Giancarlo reached over and pressed himself against Oliver’s side.  He stroked his blonde curly hair and rubbed his hands over Oliver’s taut lean shoulders.  

“What about you?  Do you regret not dating when you first came out?”

“It’s funny, everyone encouraged me not to jump into a relationship, to enjoy being a single gay man after I came out. I could see their point, but I was so in love with you, I couldn’t imagine wanting to date.”

“You said you were in love with me?”

“I was and still am.  I would pick you out of any gay crowd today and put the moves on you.”

“Even if I had a son?”

“That’s part of what makes you so attractive. I love that you work out, that you’re fit, that you’re the classic handsome Italian man,” Oliver began as Giancarlo grinned.  “But when I see you pick Luca up when you come home or sit down with him on the sofa to read a book, I get aroused.  It is so sexy. There’s something about being part of a family that is so satisfying.  I’m sure there are lots of guys who enjoy being single and hooking up, but I know a lot of them would give anything to have what we have.”

“You never cease to amaze me,” Giancarlo said warmly to Oliver.  “What did I do to deserve you?”

“With everything gay people have been through over the ages, it’s about time we found happiness and love.  What you went through with your dad and what I went through with mine was horrible.  We deserve a break!”

Giancarlo leaned over and gave Oliver a warm kiss.

“A movie?”  Oliver asked as they pulled back slightly and gaze at each other.

“I could forego the movie for something else,” Giancarlo replied, raising his brows.

“Later!” Oliver said, playfully pushing Giancarlo back.

They sat up against the pillows and looked at movie offerings, settling for a favorite romantic comedy they had seen dozens of times.  In a few minutes, Giancarlo was dozing.  Oliver clicked off the screen, turned toward his partner, nuzzled his face in the small of his side, and fell fast asleep.
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Chapter Two – Parting Clouds
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Oliver, Giancarlo, and Luca pulled into the driveway of the family villa in San Felice Circeo, an ocean side resort south of Rome.  Luca’s face was pressed against the window, eager to see his cousins.  Franco, Giancarlo’s cousin, waved from the balcony as they stepped out of the car and unbuckled Luca from his car seat.

“Ciao, Zio Franco,” Luca yelled enthusiastically, waving his hands.  His younger cousins ran out of the house and grabbed Luca’s hand, dragging him inside, where they returned to the games they had been playing.  

“How was the traffic?” Franco inquired of Oliver as he came downstairs and grabbed one of Giancarlo’s bags.

“Once we got past the outer loop of Rome, it was okay.  It’s off season, so the roads near the coast were fine.”

“You guys get settled.  We have some cheese and wine on the deck,” Franco added.  His wife Sonia approached, giving Giancarlo and Oliver kisses on their cheeks.

“It looks like the weather is going to be a little unsettled this weekend,” Sonia noted as she took one of the shopping bags Oliver handed her.  

“It will be nice to just relax with you.  I know Luca was looking forward to seeing his cousins,” Oliver noted.  “By the way, happy birthday Franco!”

“Grazie.  I’m 39 and holding!”

Everyone chuckled.  He was 41.

After getting settled, Giancarlo and Oliver stepped out on the deck where Franco and Sonia had prepared a platter of antipasti – cheeses, cold cuts, olives, and nuts.  Years ago, Giancarlo’s grandfather had built a family compound overlooking the sea.  The villa was a few blocks up from the quaint town center that lined a beautiful, sandy beach.  San Felice Circeo was situated at the edge of a nature preserve on a rocky point.  There were unobstructed views of the sparkling blue sea and the jagged coastline stretching off in the distance.  

Each of the three families had their own private suite and balcony with breathtaking vistas.  On the ground floor was a large kitchen and parlor.  Most of the time, meals were served out on the deck overlooking a pool and garden.  Giancarlo felt the tension from his shoulders release as he breathed in the salty sea air, rising gently up the hillside.

“Some wine?” Franco offered.

Oliver and Giancarlo both nodded.

“How’s Maria?” Sonia asked Giancarlo.

“She’s good.  She has three months to go.  She’s expecting – or rather – we’re all expecting around the 20th of January.”

“Another boy?” Franco sought to confirm as he poured wine into their glasses.

“Yes,” Giancarlo said.  “Luca is looking forward to having a little brother.”

“Are you guys ready?” Sonia inquired with her brows raised.

Oliver and Giancarlo looked at each other.  “Well,” Giancarlo began. “We are, but we need more space.  We’ve decided to start looking for a bigger condo.”

“Are you going to sell your place?” Franco asked.

“We hate to.  As you know, it was our grandparents’ place, but we need something bigger.”

Franco nodded and Sonia asked, “And Luca?  How’s he doing?”

“He’s a handful, but so much fun.  He starts pre-school in January.”

“I remember when my kids went off to school.  I was relieved and sad.  I missed having them around.”

“Well, just when he’s heading off, we’ll have another arriving,” Oliver remarked.  “We’re grateful for Paola.  Thanks for recommending her.”

“Yes, she’s a gem.”

“By the way, does she speak Spanish?”

Franco and Sonia looked at each other and then turned to Giancarlo and Oliver, and in unison, said, “No.  Not that we are aware of. Her English is limited, and we’ve never been aware that she knew other languages.”

“We thought the same thing,” Oliver said.  “The other day Luca spoke some Spanish words. We were perplexed.”

“Kids can pick those things up so easily.  You’d be surprised,” Franco noted.

Oliver nodded, took a slice of prosciutto, and glanced down into his glass of wine, deep in thought.  He wasn’t convinced Luca had just picked up a few random words. 

Franco turned to Giancarlo and asked, “Do you need a good agent for the house hunting?”

Giancarlo took a sip of wine and said, “No.  We have someone.  In fact, next week we’re going to look at a place our agent thinks is perfect.”

“Where?”

“In the area between the Campo de’ Fiori and Piazza Venezia. It’s convenient for our work.”

“Wow,” Sonia chimed in. “That’s a great neighborhood.  You guys must be doing well.”

Giancarlo and Oliver looked at each other and grinned.  Between the money Oliver inherited from his biological father and the estate Giancarlo took over when his parents died, they were both financially well off.  Giancarlo’s work as a financial advisor was lucrative, and Oliver did well as a private guide.  “We seem to manage,” Giancarlo noted humbly.

“What’s the place like that you’re going to look at?  Any photos?” Franco inquired.

Giancarlo opened his phone and scrolled to a webpage.  “Eccolo.  Il sito della casa.”

“Bello!  Mi piace molto il soggiorno.  È spazioso,” Franco noted.

“That was what first caught our attention,” Oliver remarked about the spacious living room.  “We also like the roof deck overlooking the neighborhood.”

“You’ll have to hurry if you like it.  Things don’t stay on the market long,” Franco added.

Luca and his three cousins all ran onto the deck and asked in unison, “Can we go to the beach?”

“Please, please,” Luca pleaded with Oliver, tugging at his wrist.

“Cinque minuti,” Franco said, buying them a few more minutes of respite.  “Why don’t you change into your suits?”

The kids ran back into the house and returned minutes later with towels and suits.  Oliver looked out over the horizon and noticed a bank of dark clouds gathering along the coast.  He said, “Hey kids, maybe we should plan on going to the beach tomorrow.  It looks like rain.”

“Oh,” they said sadly, walking up to the edge of the garden and looking out over the water.  “We don’t mind the rain.  We’re going to get wet anyway,” one of them said.

“It’s dangerous,” Sonia said, holding a hand to her ear as a rumble of thunder shook the ground.

Luca’s cousins ran back into the house.  Luca remained at the edge of the garden, gazing out at the clouds.  Giancarlo, Franco, and Sonia returned to their discussion of neighborhoods in Rome.  Oliver continued to watch Luca, who was waving his hands at the clouds as if trying to move them.  Oliver tugged at Giancarlo’s elbow and pointed quietly to Luca, who continued to wave his hands ceremoniously toward the clouds.

As Giancarlo glanced over at his son, blue sky began to appear above the clouds.  He chuckled as he watched Luca continue to wave at the clouds.  Soon the beach was aglow in bright sunshine.  Luca looked back at his dads and grinned.  Luca’s cousins ran back onto the deck and pulled their father’s hands. “Guarda.  It’s sunny.  Can we go to the beach?”

Franco looked over at Giancarlo and Oliver and raised his shoulders as if to ask, what do you guys think?

“I’ll take them down,” Oliver offered.  “Why don’t you continue to catch up?  I need to take a walk, anyway.”

They nodded.  

Oliver said to the kids, “Andiamo.  Does everyone have
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