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Rome, September 18, 2023, Opera House.

Elvira was alone on the stage illuminated by the light of the candelabra hanging on the walls of the large hall. The music pressed on, realizing that she had been seduced and abandoned by Don Giovanni, she sang her sorrow as she walked back and forth across the hall, which, thanks to the revolving stage set, seemed enormous. The light diminished again, increasing the drama of the scene. With great interpretive skill, the soprano sang as if she would collapse to the floor at any moment. She began to bang on the walls like a moth on a lantern. She threw a chair, sat on another, stood up sharply, and the scene rotated again. The time came for the aria "Mi tradì quell'alma ingrata," with its warm and energetic voice, with impressive high notes, he swept the audience away. 

"In what excesses, O Gods, in what horrible, dreadful misdeeds is the wretch wrapped! Ah, no, cannot heaven's wrath tardar! Justice tardar! Already I feel the fatal thunderbolt falling on his head! Open I see the mortal chasm open.... Betrayed me that ungrateful soul....​[1]

Sweating and almost in the grip of something close to madness, she dragged herself up the wall of the hall, her powerful, crystal-clear voice perfectly rendering the idea of Elvira's suffering. Suddenly the soprano stopped in the center of the stage and, almost in total darkness, directed her furious gaze toward the audience. She seemed to direct her anger at each and every audience member. 

Each of them was enraptured by that look and that piercing voice. She began her mad, convulsive dance again as if the pain had become physical, staggered until she fell, always controlling her singing to perfection. The set rotated and Elvira disappeared behind the stage with a hysterical smile on her face. The applause was long and roaring.

Cassy was fascinated by that singer from the beginning of the performance, but in that scene, she exceeded all her expectations. What she had seen and read, went beyond and, went beyond what Betty had told her about her cousin Tecla and her boundless talent. Betty was sitting next to Cassy, she kept one hand resting on her knee, she was nervous but tried to hide it from her. That evening at the Opera House there would be a reunion of her family, the Montesistos. Don Giovanni drew to a close, the cast was lined up to receive the ritual applause. At Tecla's moment the theater exploded like a curve in the Olympic stadium. 

It had been four years since Tecla Montesisto sang in her city's theater; that return was welcomed as an event by all of Rome and beyond; the bigwigs from politics and the jet set in attendance could not be counted. The outside of the Opera House looked like the square of a revolution: among dozens of vans from television networks from halfway around the world, journalists and onlookers.

Cassy for once had to leave crime reporting and her inquiries and took on the task of writing the article in the "Tiber Courier," she would get help from Lello Landi, the culture and entertainment reporter, anyway; that, after all, was not her subject.

The gallery lights came on, the spectators rose from their seats, Cassy straightened the skirt of the elegant chiffon and lace dress that highlighted her elegant figure, her hair left free covered her bare back, a cape instead, covered her shoulders and the scar on her humerus still visible. It covered her leg coming out of the long slit and her foot wrapped in a sandal adorned with faux diamonds. 

Betty, on the other hand, was dressed in a black suit with a long jacket and soft black pants with a white shirt and a silver tie, on her feet a pair of black shoes with a thin heel, she had loose braids and wore her hair free flowing gently down her shoulders. 

As soon as they arrived at the theater, the mother, seeing her, gave her the first lecture for that attire not appropriate for a lady. The father, on the other hand, communicated his disappointment with his gaze. Mr. Severo Montesisto was recovering from throat cancer and communicated almost exclusively with looks and gestures, speaking through the laryngophone only when strictly necessary. He had been talkative before; now he had learned to listen. 

Daniel, Betty's brother waved the two to follow him, took Sabrina, his girlfriend, by the arm and walked toward the dressing rooms going against the current of spectators heading for the exit. 

The Montesisto family had an appointment at Tecla's, after which they would all go to dinner at "Bastet," the new starred restaurant on Via Labicana not too far from the Domus Aurea.

Stationed at the dressing room door were Jimmy, the singer's personal assistant and bodyguard. In a corner, Renato, Tecla's husband in the company of the soprano's agent, Martina Navarro, surrounded by a swarm of elements of the large Montesisto family.

The door opened, from a narrow corridor an avalanche of journalists emerged, the colossal bodyguard in heavily American-inflected Italian stopped them begging them to wait their turn, some protested. 

Tecla had already divested herself of Elvira's clothes, was wearing a Pompeian red bathrobe and had loosened her hair from its curious licorice-black color. With a tugged smile she offered herself to the waggish mute of relatives. Tecla as a consummate actress feigned interest in their lucubrations. Betty's mother pulled her daughter to herself. Tecla saw Betty, this time, spontaneously hugged her cousin and kissed her on the cheek with shining eyes. Betty called Cassy, and as she introduced her to Tecla, Betty's mother stepped in, apostrophizing Cassy as a "close friend." A frost fell. 

The intervention of Tecla's assistant was timely, he turned to the Montesistos and said showing his perfectly straight and large teeth in a mellifluous tone, "Gentlemen, forgive me, Mrs. Montesisto has to meet the reporters, see you at the restaurant, thank you." Jimmy motioned to Tecla's husband who remained with Martina in his corner to follow him, the man flanked by the agent entered the dressing room without making a sound. The visitors gave way to the reporters who crowded in the doorway.

Cassy and Betty walked out of the theater arm in arm, Cassy had become as stiff as a block of marble. The two stopped on Via del Viminale to wait for the cab that would take them to the restaurant. Betty softly asked her, "What's the matter?" Cassy lowered her gaze and replied sourly, "Your folks, your other relatives, did you see the way they looked at us when you introduced me? The only kind one is your brother, and a little bit Tecla who seems to detest everyone even though they drool after her, in fact, only with you did she seem sincere." Betty tried to console her companion, she understood her, she also suffered from her parents' behavior, unlike Cassy's parents, her father and especially her mother and other relatives had never accepted the fact that Betty was homosexual. The girl in her easygoing tone came back bright and replied, "And I believe it! To Daniel I let him have the house free! No, seriously speaking. Daniele always wanted a brother, I was born and I was the perfect compromise. My parents let them go. With Teresa, Tecla we shared everything, I was the little cousin, then you have to know that she was my first kiss, no big deal, it was a New Year's Eve: she was back from Florence, we got together among friends and cousins, we had smoked and drank a little, Tecla playing cards had lost and she had to pay the pledge by kissing me, for her it was a stupid game, to me, instead, it helped me understand." 

Cassy lowered herself and rested her head on Betty's, sighing, "You got it cousin! Ah! What you can't stand for love... annamo, the cab has arrived."

They climbed into the quiet Hyundai Bayon hybrid, Betty communicated the destination: "Via Labicana, 'Bastet' restaurant." The taxi driver, a sinewy black woman started the meter and, observing the attire of the female passengers, asked, "Post-opera gala?" Cassy, watching the city flow by behind the window, replied, "Look, I hope so, especially for you!" Vigorously resting a hand on Betty's shoulder, she stared to observe the complex instrumentation of the car. Without looking away from the picture, he replied, "Come on Cassy stop it!" The taxi driver wryly interjected, trying to break up a possible argument between the two, and turned to Betty, "I get it! Family dinner and your folks don't accept your relationship." Surprised Betty, "Gee, how perceptive! You got us ninety percent right!" The taxi driver replied with a smile, showing her very white teeth, "Twenty years in contact with people, I've become better than a psychologist!" Betty confirmed, "You're right, I also worked for a time among people, it's heavy but you
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