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Epigraph


Love must not crave, he told himself; love must have the strength to arrive at certainty. Then it is no longer drawn, but draws.

Hermann Hesse, Demian






Part One: The Return




1. Lead

Hard years. Fights, beatings, riot cops spoiling for it, Molotovs, burning tires, smoke, the protests, the clubs coming down. That was life, if you were twenty.

Every day in the piazza, fighting the police. We didn’t want dirty governments anymore, governments that served themselves and not the people. Politicians were the stupidest creatures on earth, and the most selfish.

Then the first shots. The first dead.

Enough. I couldn’t take it anymore.

Ordine Nuovo wrote to me. A good letter, well written, not a single mistake: they wanted to kill me, to take me out. I read it in the kitchen, standing up, with the moka on the stove. The coffee rose and spilled out of the spout and I let it burn on the flame, and when Mamma came in and smelled it she only said I was as absent-minded as ever. I folded the letter in four and put it in the pocket of my jeans. I didn’t show it to her.

That night I packed my rucksack. Three things: a shirt, a sweater, the camera. The guitar I carried on my shoulder. On the kitchen table I left a note for Mamma that said I was going away to clear my head, and that I’d write. Then I read it again, crossed out my head and wrote things up a bit. I was going away to clear things up a bit.

And I left.

Paris, Brussels, Copenhagen, Amsterdam, Prague. Seven months on the road without a lira. A little begging, a little pay for the soft sound of my guitar on the street. In Paris I played under the Métro bridge at Barbès, and every evening an Algerian gave me a piece of bread with something spicy inside that I never found out the name of. In Copenhagen the cold got into my fingers and I fumbled the chords, and people gave me coins anyway, maybe precisely because I fumbled them. In Prague the police stopped me twice in the same day, and the second time it was the same policeman as the first, and he recognized me, and let me go with a tired wave of his hand.

I decided to go back. For a long time I hadn’t wanted to. To find myself afraid of going home again, afraid of the fascists and of the cops, who were fascists too.

Had it all blown over? I hoped so.

I stopped in Amsterdam to enjoy a little civilized life, not the leaden lead of Rome.

Some Italian friends put me up. They had fled Italy because they were wanted for political reasons, and the best thing for them was to leave and never come back. There you lived an unbelievable freedom. The police weren’t the bastards they were in Italy. And then, strangely, Amsterdam in spring was fabulous, all in bloom. I was staying in a squat and you could smell every plant, every tree nearby. Maybe too many joints.

I worked as a window dresser. Not a job many people know, but I had a strong sense of proportion and an instinct for color, and people liked my windows. The first one I did was for a florist in the Jordaan, an old man with swollen hands who spoke no English and explained everything to me with tulips in his fist, raising and lowering them as if he were conducting an orchestra. I lined the flowers up by color, from white to black, because black tulips really do exist and he had a whole bucket of them, and at the end of the row a single red tulip, bent. The next day the old man came looking for me at the squat with a bottle of jenever. He didn’t say a word. He gave me the bottle and squeezed my arm.

I got more clients and took a big apartment with two students. It wasn’t the typical narrow, tall Dutch house, with stairs like climbing a mountain, but a bright second floor, with three bedrooms, two bathrooms and a big living room where lots of people came and went. If I wanted to be alone I went to my room. Otherwise the table was where all those cultures met. There was always something to eat, from different countries, and endless arguments: real socialism, communism, Mao, Ho Chi Minh, the Khmer Rouge who had run the Americans out. There were the anarchists, and with them it got complicated.

Then we talked about life, about death, about reincarnation. About being, about what you are, who you are. Whether you’re a you or just a bundle of reflexes conditioned by society, and so a lot of people, barely different, walking down the street.

One evening there was an Indian guy, Ravi, who studied engineering and didn’t drink. He had long fingers and ate rice with his right hand without dropping a single grain. He said that people who look for each other have been looking since before, long before, and that when you find the one you know it, because you feel like laughing for no reason.

“And if you don’t feel like laughing?” said Hammed.

“Then she’s just a girl,” said Ravi.

Everyone laughed. I didn’t. I thought of a face, and pushed it away.

Those discussions dragged on deep into the night. You could hear the rain, and then there were only five hours left to sleep.

Dressing windows let me express a small artistic part of myself. Then I’d pick up the camera and take pictures. I was good at that too; in fact photography was my real passion. I photographed bicycles chained to bridges, old people on the benches of the Vondelpark, girls washing their hair in the sinks of the squats who laughed when they heard the shutter. I had a secondhand Nikkormat with a 50 millimeter lens and a scratch on the mirror glass that didn’t show in the pictures but showed in the viewfinder, always in the same place, top left, like a hair.

That night I had a dream.

There was the sea, but it wasn’t the sea at Ostia. It was a whiter sea, with coarse sand, and it was hot, a heat that weighed on you. I was walking across the sand with a man on my shoulders. I don’t know who he was. He was heavy, and I was wearing something heavy too, something made of iron, and I couldn’t get it off. The man was talking into my ear in a language I understood in the dream and don’t understand now. Behind us there was smoke. Ahead of us there were boats.

There was a smell. Resin, I think, or something they burn in churches. And salt.

I woke up with an aching back, as if I really had carried someone. It was raining outside. I got up, drank a glass of water from the bathroom tap and went back to bed, and didn’t think about it again.


*


But I felt that something, and someone, was calling me back to Rome.

I went to the post office and called home. That’s how you made calls back then: you waited in line at the counter, gave the number to a lady in glasses, and she sent you into a wooden booth with a number over the door. Mine was booth seven. My little brother answered.

“You have to come home now,” he said. “I mean now now, not tomorrow.”

“I’m very far away,” I told him. “But I’ll be there soon.”

My mother came on.

“Hi—how are you?”

“I’m fine. And you?”

“I’m fine, Mamma. But I want to come home. How are things there?”

“Much calmer. I think you can come back.” She paused. I could hear the TV on behind her. “You know who calls me a lot? Vale. She’s very sweet. She calls once a week and wants to know how you are. We have lovely chats.”

“Mamma, I’ll be there soon. I’ve got my keys, so I don’t know when I’ll get in. Big hugs to everyone.”

“Ciao.”

“Ciao.”

So that was it. Vale.

Now and then I’d thought about her, in the beginning. But then, knowing I couldn’t go back, I’d pushed the thought away. And now it had exploded. Vale, sweet, beautiful, smart. Whenever I saw her my heart did somersaults, and I think she knew it. But then I’d run off. One hurried phone call, then one from France, and then nothing.

She’d been looking for me. How wonderful.

I went back to the counter. The lady in glasses looked at me the way you look at someone who has forgotten something. I gave her another number, one I knew by heart without knowing I knew it. Booth three.

“Hello? Is this Vale?”

“Yes, it’s me…” A small silence. “I know you. Ric! Ciao, how are you? Are you in Rome?”

“No, beautiful. I’m in Holland. I’ve lived in a lot of places, but I’m coming back now. Tomorrow or the day after I’ll hit the road and get to Rome, and we’ll see each other for sure.”

“You make me happy, Ric. I can’t wait. I have so much to tell you.”

“I’ll say goodbye, Vale. I’m calling from Amsterdam. I can’t wait to see you.”

“Me too, Ric. Me too, so much.”

I came out of the booth and paid the lady in glasses. I miscounted the coins twice and in the end left all the ones I had in my pocket on the counter, and she gave me half of them back, without a smile.

I walk through Amsterdam with nowhere to go. I don’t know where I’m heading, and I don’t care. Her voice. It fills me up every time. I can even smell her. The oldest, most hidden memories have woken up in me: a party on a terrace on via Flaminia, her perched on the arm of an armchair with a glass of orange soda in her hand, laughing at something I’d said, and me unable to remember what I’d said. I’d like to kiss her. To jump into the canal with our arms around each other. And go to dinner with our arms around each other, and go to bed with our arms around each other, and out of two make one.

I found myself in front of the florist’s window. The bent red tulip was still there, at the end of the row, but now it was dry. The old man hadn’t taken it out.


*


I go back home. I’ve gotten over the phone call a little. I say hi to my friends, stretch out in an armchair. Someone passes me a joint, I take a hit, and I relax. Images and images, and love and love.

They look at me. Emma, the little English girl, tiny and slight, comes over and lies down on top of me. We’d made love many times, the two of us. She asks me what’s wrong. I tell her that tomorrow—no, the day after—I’m leaving.

Hammed, a crazy Algerian, wants to throw a party for my departure. Fine, a party, fine, as long as I get to bed early.

Emma, the little English girl who always keeps herself so together, sobs on my shoulder. A shirt full of snot. I comfort her. I tell her a pack of lies: that it’ll only be for a little while, that I’ll be back soon for her and then we’ll go to London together, and lots of things I didn’t mean but that made her feel better.

A hot shower, long and good. Then stretched out on the bed. Emma coming in, and wanting it, really wanting it. Well then, if that’s how it is, fine. It’s only the tail end of an ending. One game finishing, another starting over.

You don’t tell everything to someone who’s starting over. In fact, the things that could hurt are never told, not even under torture. The worst torture of all: nothing, silence, talk about something else.

Dutch cows are enormous. And that’s the truth. Dutch cows are enormous and they give fabulous milk. Back then I made my own ricotta, and my friends went crazy for it. Sometimes I made little gnocchi with pepper and ricotta, all homemade, and everyone loved them. Me too. Even if there was a spot of pain on my left side.

Vale. Is it possible I’ve carried you with me for so long?

Hammed’s party was like all his parties. People nobody knew showed up. One guy brought a goat, a real goat, and tied it to the table leg, and the goat ate half the tablecloth and a pack of Gauloises before anyone noticed. Ravi stood in a corner with a glass of water and watched the goat with scientific interest. Emma danced with everyone except me. Then, around three, she came and sat next to me on the windowsill and handed me a folded slip of paper.

“My address in London,” she said. “Don’t write to me.”

“Then why are you giving it to me?”

“So that you can be the one who decides not to write.”

I put it in my wallet, behind the Ordine Nuovo letter. Two sheets folded in four, one on top of the other. I didn’t think anything of it.

When I’d heard Vale’s voice my legs had gone light and I could barely walk. The blood went wherever it wanted and I couldn’t think straight. Love is a great drug. It changes you completely, even if you get badly hooked.

I said goodbye to my friends. A few tears. And off I went: rucksack, and a ride down the highways.




2. South

I had a sign that said SOUTH, nice and big, made from the back of a detergent box with a black marker that dried out halfway through the U, so the U came out gray.

A guy gave me a ride to the first gas station on the highway to Maastricht. He was a vacuum cleaner salesman with a car full of boxes, and I rode with one box on my knees and another under my feet. He told me his wife was cheating on him with the dentist and he knew it and said nothing, because the dentist was good and teeth are expensive. He dropped me at the gas station and gave me a bag of vacuum cleaner filters. I still have them, I don’t know why. I’ve never owned a vacuum cleaner of that brand.

From there, Germany. Gas station, gas station, gas station. The German truckers didn’t talk and ate enormous sandwiches with pickles in them, and when they offered me a piece it was the kindest thing in the world, and they didn’t say anything then either. I slept one night on a bench near Karlsruhe with my rucksack for a pillow and my arms around the guitar, and in the morning the straps had left marks on my face.

Basel. Switzerland. They searched me from head to toe. They made me strip in a little room with green walls and a neon light that buzzed. A young customs officer with a blond mustache opened the pockets of my rucksack one at a time, took everything out and laid it on the table in a row, neatly: the shirt, the sweater, the vacuum cleaner filters, the Nikkormat, the wallet. He opened the wallet. He took out the two sheets folded in four. He opened the first one. It was the Ordine Nuovo letter. He read the whole thing, slowly, moving his lips. Then he looked at me.

“Italian,” he said.

“Yes.”

He refolded it along the creases, carefully, and put it back in the wallet. Emma’s slip of paper he didn’t open.

I had nothing on me. But it was late, and there were no more trains, and they let me sleep there on a cot with their drug dog lying beside me. He was an old German shepherd with a gray muzzle. His name was Bruno. All night long, every so often, he sniffed the hand hanging off the cot, and then he sighed, as if he had understood something about me that I didn’t know.

In the morning I decided to take a train from Basel. I wanted to take a little mountain train, and I did, still heading south. The little train was red and climbed slowly, and the conductor had a cap that was too big for him and a ticket punch that clacked like castanets. I got off at a tiny station. Excellent chocolate. Fine cows there too, with bells around their necks that all rang together when they turned their heads, like an orchestra tuning up. I sat on a low wall and ate a whole bar of milk chocolate, square by square, watching the cows, and thought I could stay there forever and be a herdsman. It lasted ten minutes. Then I got cold.

Then hitchhiking again. I reached Como in the evening.

At the first gas station I asked a trucker where he was going.

“Rome.”

“Will you take me? I’m going to Rome too.”

“Yeah, okay. I eat, then you hop in.”

The truck was carrying used cars, six of them on two decks, chained down. They were going to a dealership in Rome, not far from my house. The trucker’s name was Ottavio and he was from Frosinone. He ate fast, a steak and a quarter liter of wine, and let me climb up. He pointed to the bunk behind the seats.

“Sleep,” he said. “Talk later.”

I slept the whole way. It was the most comfortable bunk in the world, with a checked blanket that smelled of diesel and cigarettes and something else I only recognized later: lavender, a little sachet of lavender sewn into one corner by someone who wasn’t there. Now and then a curve woke me, and I heard the cars’ chains clinking above us and the radio playing Battisti low, and I fell back asleep.

The next morning we were in Rome, and I apologized.

“Forget it, you kept me company anyway,” said Ottavio. “You guys travel free, and we travel as slaves to money. Eh, it was nice.”

“For me too, a lot. I hope I see you again. Ciao.”

I never saw him again. But for years, whenever a car carrier passed me, I looked at the license plate to see if it was from Frosinone.


*


I get off the truck near home, five stops away. I’m happy. A beautiful Roman day, sunny, everything shining. The sky is that blue you only find here, the kind that looks freshly washed, and the facades of the buildings in Prati are yellow and pink and seem closer than usual. I walk. A tram rings its bell behind me and I jump onto the sidewalk and laugh all by myself.

I get there. I run up the stairs. I open the door and call out.

“Mamma! Mari! Dani!”

Nobody answers.

Okay. The little guy at school, Mari at work, Mamma out shopping.

I go to my room. It’s the same. The bed made, the records lined up on the shelf, the empty music stand by the window, the clarinet in its black case on top of the wardrobe. Someone has dusted. On the nightstand there’s a full glass of water, as if they were expecting me tonight. The water is fresh. They changed it this morning.

I turn on the shower. In old buildings the hot water takes a while: first it comes out cold, then lukewarm, then scalding all at once. I get undressed. I’m not clean. I throw myself under the shower. Heaven. I let it run a long time, scrub myself properly. The water running off me is gray, then less gray, then clear, and it feels like I’m leaving Amsterdam down the drain, and Germany, the bench at Karlsruhe, Bruno the dog. Bathrobe. And into bed.

I fall asleep with wet hair.


*


When I woke up it was two o’clock. The apartment smelled of tomato sauce. I went out into the hall in my underwear and found my little brother in front of me, his school bag still on his back, staring at me open-mouthed. Then he jumped on me, and I fell against the wall, and the bag burst open and out came his notebooks and an orange that rolled all the way into the kitchen.

Mamma was there, in the kitchen, with the ladle in her hand. She picked up the orange. She looked me up and down.

“You’ve lost weight,” she said.

“So have you.”

“No I haven’t.” She put the orange back on the table. “Go get dressed, we’re eating.”

She hugged me afterward, while she was draining the pasta, with one arm, because the other was holding the colander.


*


The phone was in the hall, on a little walnut cabinet, next to a comfortable armchair where I liked to sit and think. To the left was the glass door to a beautiful terrace that looked onto the courtyard.

I sat down in the armchair. I dialed the number. The dial crawled back slowly after every digit, with a sound like crickets, and on the 9 it seemed as if it would never come back.

“Hello?”

It wasn’t Vale. It was her mother.

“Good afternoon, signora. Could I speak to Vale? It’s Riccardo.”

“Riccardo! You’re back?”

“Yes, signora. This morning. It’s good to hear your voice. How are you?”

“Fine, fine. We’re all fine. But where have you been? Valentina has called your mother I don’t know how many times.”

“Here and there. And Rosi?”

“Oh, she’s gone. She went to study in America, in Chicago. She writes every week, the longest letters.”

“One of these evenings I’ll come by and see you.”

“Whenever you like. And say hello to your mother for me.”

“And your husband, is he well?”

“He works too much. As always. Wait, I’ll get her for you.”

I heard the receiver set down on a table. Footsteps. A door. Her mother’s voice, far away: Vale, telephone. It’s Riccardo. Then nothing, for a time I couldn’t measure. Then quicker footsteps.

“Ciao, Ric.”

“Ciao, Vale. It’s been ages since we talked. I’ve been traveling a bit, to clear my head. You know, the fascists are popping up like mushrooms, armed already, and it’s not pretty.”

“I’m so happy to hear from you. At first I thought they’d arrested you, but then, asking around with some of our friends, I figured you’d left.”

“I’ll tell you all about it. How about a pizza tonight?”

“Yes, of course. How do we do it?”

“Hang on a second.” I covered the receiver with my hand and shouted toward the kitchen: “Mamma, can I take the car tonight?”

“No problem!”

“So, Vale, is it okay if I pick you up at seven? First Rosati for an aperitivo, so I can tell you a few things. Then the Zozzone on via Flaminia, and then a walk downtown. Piazza Navona, Campo de’ Fiori, Trastevere. Sound good?”

“Yes. But when did you get back?”

“This morning. I hitchhiked as far as Como, and there a trucker gave me a ride, hauling used cars to a dealership right around the corner from here. I slept all night in his bunk. Comfortable as hell.”

“You’re crazy.”

“So I’ll see you tonight.”

“I’m so happy. I’ll be waiting at seven, at my place.”

I hung up. I was happy, but at the same time a little tense. I’d always liked Vale a lot, and the idea of seeing her after all this time made me…

I don’t know how to finish this sentence. I didn’t know how to finish it then either.

She was a beautiful girl. Five foot six, olive skin, brown eyes, dark brown hair, slim. I liked her enormously. Nothing had ever happened between us.

I’d run off in a hurry. Now and then I wrote Mamma a postcard to tell her how I was. I didn’t accept guns, I didn’t accept armed violence. As long as it was a matter of trading punches with the riot cops or the fascists, fine, but by then the air had become unbreathable and I couldn’t take it anymore.

I was twenty-four. I wanted to get my diploma in clarinet, I took photographs, and I wanted to put the pieces of myself back together.


*


I got up from the armchair. I called Mamma.

“Let’s go get a coffee at Giolitti.”

It was a beautiful sunny day, a classic Roman October. We went out. I called the elevator, and while we waited I teased Mamma a little. I was happy to see her again. I gave her gentle little nudges with my elbow, which she took without giving me the satisfaction of a reaction. I gave her one a tiny bit harder and she bumped into the front door. With a furious look only she could produce, she said:

“You idiot!”

“Yes, Mamma.”

But with that glare she had given me my satisfaction, and I was happy.

We walked toward Giolitti. At the newsstand I bought il manifesto and la Repubblica. Mamma made me buy Il Messaggero, for the obituaries and the horoscope. Sor Giolitti himself said hello and we sat outside. I had an espresso, Mamma a cappuccino.

I told her about Vale. With Mamma I could talk about anything, and she listened calmly, stirring her cappuccino long after the sugar had dissolved. She simply told me I was still a young man and should think about having fun. There was time for serious things.

We talked about the clarinet. I had already passed my fifth year, Solfeggio and Music History included. Two more years and I’d have my diploma, one more fixed point in my life. We talked about photography too, about Elisabetta Catalano, whom I was supposed to get back in touch with. I’d been her assistant for three years, at the studio near piazza Santi Apostoli, loading film and moving flashes and keeping famous people still with a kind word. Mamma said she’d once seen her on television, la Catalano, and that she had beautiful hair.

Then she got up and went to the market around the corner to do her shopping.

I used the time to read the papers in the sun. I loved reading at a café table with a coffee. The news was the same as seven months before, with different names. I read Mamma’s horoscope, she was a Libra: unexpected encounters. I read mine, Leo: don’t force the pace. I closed the paper.

I heard her calling me. Mamma wanted help carrying the heavy stuff. I got up and went to meet her. I took the string bags full of fruit and vegetables and we headed home. We bought a chicken, which Mamma had the butcher cut into lots of pieces; he was missing a finger and chopped like lightning, and I kept watching the hand with the missing finger to see if he’d lose another one.

I reminded her I wouldn’t be home for dinner.

“I know,” Mamma said. “I figured it out from the phone call. You were shouting.”




3. The First Night

It was time to go out.

A good hot shower. I’d stretched out on the bed in my bathrobe. I could feel the tiredness of the trip, and I took a little nap, half an hour or so. I woke with a start, afraid I’d slept for three hours. Eighteen minutes had gone by.

I tried on three shirts. All three were wrinkled, since they’d spent seven months in a rucksack, and the best one had a wine stain on the cuff. Mari, from her room, without looking up from her book, said: “The light blue. And roll up the sleeves.” I put on the light blue one and rolled up the sleeves, and the stain disappeared inside the roll.

I went out. I took the stairs on foot to stretch my legs. I got the car: piazza Mazzini, viale Angelico, Foro Italico, via della Farnesina, and I was there.

It was seven on the dot. I buzzed. She answered.

“Coming right down.”

And sure enough, a few minutes later I saw her come out of the front door of the building.

A little thinner. Longer hair. A brushstroke of tan to make her even more beautiful. She wore a blue skirt and a pale pink sweater, soft, the kind you can tell is soft from across the street, and a leather bag on a shoulder strap that bounced against her hip.

I swallowed, visibly.

She stopped. We looked at each other. Something charged ran between us. We hugged, holding on tight, maybe too tight, so that she put a foot on the edge of the curb and slipped. We both crashed into a parked car. The alarm went off.

The scream of the alarm woke me from the dream I’d just been living. A man leaned out of a window, cursing. He recognized Vale, calmed down, apologized and said hello.

“Good evening, Signor Ferri,” she said.

“Good evening, Valentina.” And he shut the window. The alarm kept wailing.

We got into the car laughing. I’d lost the power of speech, and Vale wasn’t talking either. I could feel her eyes fixed on my profile, and every so often I turned my head quickly to look at her. I slid my right hand onto her left. Her grip was tight, and I shifted gears with her hand under mine.

“I could drive, if you want,” she said.

“I wish. Then I could look at you the way you’re looking at me.”

She laughed and kissed me on the cheek.

We sat down at Rosati.


*


Piazza del Popolo, at half past seven on an October evening, was all gold. Rosati’s tables were full of people looking at one another, and everyone knew that was why you went there: to look at one another. A waiter in a white jacket brought us the menu and left before we opened it. Vale set her bag on the chair beside her, and a hardcover book stuck out of it. I asked her what it was.

“Microeconomics.”

“You bring microeconomics on a date?”

“I didn’t know if it was a date.”

She asked me what had become of me in those seven months. I explained with some difficulty, because her eyes threw me off completely. I told her the political struggle had become unbearable. That guns had taken the place of nightsticks. That bombs had gone off and nobody could say who’d planted them. That I’d received a death threat, and that I’d left with three things in my rucksack.

I told her I’d left behind the leaden air of Rome, the stink of gunpowder, the burning smell of the Molotovs. That I’d cleaned myself out. That the air had become fresh again, and the tramontana had cut across my face again in a way that felt good.

She listened closely. When I’d talked about death she had leaned in, and when I’d talked about being clean she had smiled at me.

“Do you still have the letter?” she said.

“Yes.”

“Show me.”

I took out my wallet. I took out the sheet folded in four. The other slip, Emma’s, came out with it and fell onto the table, and stayed there, folded, white, between the ashtray and the glass of water. Vale looked at it. I picked it up and put it back in the wallet without a word. She didn’t ask anything. She read the Ordine Nuovo letter, all of it, and handed it back to me.

“They write well, the fascists,” she said.

“They were taught by priests.”

“And you, what are your plans now?”

I answered with images and music. She was delighted, and let me know it by squeezing my hand.

We toasted our meeting, me with an espresso and her with a green tea. I stroked her hair, her temple, and she rested her head in my palm. I told her softly:

“I thought about you a lot while I was away. I didn’t write because I couldn’t remember the address. But you’re the first person I called as soon as I got back.”

It wasn’t true. The first had been Mamma. But the second had been her, and the second counts more.

“I dreamed about you,” Vale said.

“What about?”

She thought about it. She looked at her hands.

“I don’t remember. There was the sea.” She laughed. “Maybe it was you taking me to the sea. But it wasn’t Ostia.”

We held each other tight, even though it was awkward sitting down. A huge energy ran through us. We weren’t hungry for each other’s bodies: we were starving for each other’s selves.

We got up and walked toward the car. We embraced. Our bodies fit together perfectly. We were a puzzle that had found its peace.

She tasted better than anything.

We stayed like that a long time. Then gently
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