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	To my father, because you are on my mind. Still with anger, always with love.

	To Silvia, because she resists living next to me

	with persistent love. 

	To Vanessa and Gaia, because I struggle every day,

	 so I never have to ask for forgiveness.

	


	

	We are our memory,

	 we are that chimerical museum of shifting shapes,

	that pile of broken mirrors.

	(Jorge Louis Borges)

	

	

	In the Land of Memory, the time is always Now.

	(Stephen King)

	
THE BLACK SAX

	The overture of Coltrane’s Blue Train is unforgettable. It gets in your head and just stays there.

	The obsessive blues riff coming from the sax hides the sound of incessant and pouring rain which is getting Vico del Purgatorio wet. 

	The warmth of the lights reflected in the glasses filled with beer, makes that cold and damp night all too hot.

	The intimate and cozy atmosphere of the club seems to give one last caress to an evening of good music and alcohol, which help to forget that every day looks the same. Until the rain, outside, brings everybody back down to earth.

	Massimo, careless of the time and the beer that is coming to an end together with the night, carries on his solo like a man possessed. Sometimes he goes a bit out of tune and sometimes it looks like he blew a little too hard, but this makes it all wonderfully flawed. His saxophone is honest. The band follows him, the amazed and tipsy audience as well.

	They seemed one, with that sax taking the black soul out of a white jazz lover, who pushes hard the breath out of his tireless lungs. 

	Everything is sober, except for that glittery bow tie the band is wearing on a black outfit without infamy nor praise.

	Blue Train, a song which managed in one night to bring this little club located in the heart of the old town, across the Atlantic Ocean. To that black America where jazz was born. John Coltrane will be pleased by Massimo’s performance, who did his bit.

	‘More!’ shouts the audience.

	It is after 1:00 a.m. and nobody wants to go home yet.

	‘Guys, shall we play the last one?’ says whispering Mario, the vocalist, to the band. He is excited, you can tell from his eyes.

	‘You’re a pain in the ass. You said the same thing half an hour ago’ replies Massimo quickly, with no more breath in his lungs.

	‘Come on, man!’

	Massimo starts playing the sax again, resigned but happy for the success they are having.

	Meanwhile, it is raining outside.

	

	

	It is raining a lot. Too much. 

	I wonder why rain in some places seems heavier than in others.

	The water coming down from the sky knows how to fit into people’s minds and into the landscape. It can be romantic when it touches the calm sea in summer. It can be aggressive when it mixes with rough waves hitting rocks, which have been there for who knows how long. It can be sad when it goes with the goodbyes, not only at funerals. It is formless and can cause you anxiety when it covers an old and shabby hospital.

	The night silence envelops the ward at “Policlinico Vecchio” hospital, after a busy evening like all the others. Paola is tired, although the night has just begun. She runs slowly through the corridor. Under her white coat you can see a red sweater which contrasts with the neutral environment, made even greyer by the rain that is surrounding the old town.

	She stops to look at the wet cobblestones of Spaccanapoli, beyond those silver window fixtures ruined by time and neglect. It is pouring rain, in the middle of a wet street. “Bad” water that does not suggest anything good for Neapolitan people.

	The street is empty. Few passers-by try to shelter from that sudden downpour by fortuitous means.

	The lights of a car crossing the street perpendicular to the one that bisects Naples, are reflected in her brown and brushed hair up. One last look at the outside world before going to the shelf where the medical records of hospitalized patients are placed and stored.

	‘Let's continue with the oxygen again tonight, then tomorrow we can try without’ says to the nurse there, with whom she is trying to agree upon the treatment needed. The last acts of an endless work shift, as usual.

	‘Excuse me, Doctor, but the patient in bed 15 is freaking out’ says another nurse breaking into the room.

	‘Alert Dr. Russo, he's on duty’ says Paola, already knowing what the response is going to be.

	‘I know, but he's very persistent, he says he only wants to talk to you’ claims the nurse.

	‘I should've clocked out at least two hours ago...’ says Paola, more to herself than to the others.

	Both the nurses shrug. Looking tired and resigned, Paola gets up and reaches the patient.

	


	

	

	The rain had been blown away by the wind overnight. The half-closed balcony lets in the fresh morning air, the fluttering curtains create an interplay of light and shadow on the bed in the middle of the room.

	Paola and Massimo are asleep, hugging each other. It is Massimo actually hugging his life partner. It is what he has always done, by inertia, by habit. It is because he likes it.

	They still sleep deeply tired from the long evening's work.

	When the alarm goes off, Paola jumps out of bed and goes to the bathroom.

	Massimo takes a few more moments, gets up, opens the shutters and kneels before the balcony.

	‘Cinema tonight, okay?’ says Paola with the toothbrush in her mouth, as she quickly puts on her jeans and T-shirt. No answer from Massimo.

	Paola, after putting her toothbrush down, takes her shoes from under the bed and, dazed, looks at Massimo.

	‘Can you tell what you're doing?’

	‘Sun Salutation’ answers the husband calmly, without moving a muscle and always looking out.

	Paola stares at him and, trying not to laugh, says: ‘You know what? Say hello to your sister! I'm going to work’.

	On her way out, she throws a pillow at his head and runs away.

	
The darkness of the cinemas surrounds you. It gives you a quiet break. It is a kind of temporary truce from reality.

	Massimo and Paola decided to make up with the world for two hours by taking refuge in the cinema. Sitting in the darkened theater, they relax. They both need it.

	The Astra cinema, in Mezzocannone Street, has always been their favorite. It is small, cozy and, above all, selective in screenings.

	Massimo, absorbed in the film, eats popcorn. Paola suddenly has stomachache.

	She feels she is going to vomit. Without saying anything, she gets up and locates the light on the emergency exit.

	Then she runs to the toilet and throws up.

	The calm feeling you get after you clear your stomach. Paola looks at herself in the mirror. She takes a breath, rinses her mouth and her hands, and tidies up her hair. She cannot still believe that discomfort. She had not touched a single popcorn. She is about to walk away from that sink and her face reflected, when she starts to sweat. Without reason. Out of the blue. A cold sweat that causes her to shiver. She feels her heartbeat rising. A pressure on the head slightly anticipates the pain coming back even harder, even stronger. She bends over the sink holding on to the edges with her hands. She would like to scream for that stabbing pain, but her voice is chocked with the gastric juices risen from the esophagus. She throws up. Twice.

	She looks again in the mirror. Her face is haggard. Contracted. She feels weak.

	The movie is over and the popcorn bucket is empty. Massimo turns and notices Paola's absence.

	


	

	

	Massimo can't sleep. He thinks back to the movie night. It was not as relaxing as he had hoped. Paola had felt sick and he had eaten a whole XXL popcorn bucket by himself.

	Come to think of it, he was the one who was supposed to be sick, but he was just very thirsty. The bottle on the bedside table was now empty, which meant he had to get up to drink again and to go to the bathroom. ‘What a shitty night’ he thinks, turning in bed.

	‘Paola... what the fuck! Are you leaving the bathroom? I'm wetting myself’ he says, sitting on the bed.

	Paola finally comes out with a winky smile and throws a scarf at him.

	‘Blindfold yourself...’

	‘Wait, I should first...’

	‘I said to put the blindfold on. That's an order!’ insists Paola.

	‘Come here, don't waste my time...’

	‘Do it!’

	Massimo, annoyed, puts his blindfold on and waits.

	Paola slowly approaches her husband. She plays, wasting and taking time. She blows into his ear.

	Massimo resists those flatteries which give start to their lively nights. He waits to understand the intentions of his partner, who caresses him and sits behind, wrapping her legs around him. Then she removes the blindfold.

	Massimo has his wife's hand in front of his eyes, firmly holding a stick.

	‘What the fuck is this?’ 

	

	Silence. He got the message.

	‘I'm pregnant!’ cries Paola.

	Massimo, incredulous, turns and gives her big hug.

	

	

	The pregnancy begun just over three months ago. Massimo plays the sax while thinking about when his son will listen to it. He feels euphoric and happy at the same time. Paola has become even more beautiful, her skin glowing, her hair shiny. This is how hormones show up.

	The office of Dr. Alberto Minotti, gynecologist, is located in an ancient building in the city center.

	Massimo rings the intercom.

	‘Paola Brunetti...’ The door opens. Paola laughs.

	'Why are you laughing?'

	‘You said your name is Paola Brunetti...’ her laughing increases.

	‘What a bad voice you have as a woman!’ Massimo starts laughing too:

	‘Well, you're really finicky... I wanted to say... nothing. Stop being a jerk’ and he kisses her.

	

	Paola, lying on the gynecologist's bed, is nervous. Massimo holds her hand.

	Dr. Minotti silently performs the ultrasound.

	After a bit of scanning, he takes the paper towel and hands it to Paola.

	‘Paola, you can clean yourself up. Okay gentlemen, it's all right. Do you want to know the sex?’

	Paola and Massimo look at each other. Paola nods, Massimo says:

	‘Yes!’

	‘Female... double female, actually’ announces the doctor.

	Massimo does not understand. Paola, excited, says:

	‘Twin girls?’

	‘Exactly. Congratulations’.

	Massimo and Paola hug each other. Paola has watery eyes. Massimo can no longer speak.

	

	

	The light breeze caresses Paola's hair, while she is absorbed in looking at the night sea from the terrace of the restaurant.
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