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- Lucaaa! Luuuucaaa!



Ada, the old mad bag.

They used to call her so, now. Clever. That revealed people’s
capability to find a funny side even in misfortunes. Someone
else’s. But there was no malice in that type of behavior. Perhaps a
residual shred of infantile candor, the same that makes a child
laugh when he sees a man tumble down the stairs. Infantile candor.
So grotesque, with an adult.

Even that day she roamed the shore.

In summer, when vacationers crowded the coast, she was used to walk
out less often. A feeble residue of lucidity made her feel a sense
of shame at coming near to cheerful strangers, crying and invoking
her son’s name; it constrained her to give up, for days and days,
and stay at home to wait, torture herself with anxiety, pose
herself terrifying questions with ever-increasing anguish, that at
last exploded and flung her there, among people she didn’t know,
among people who didn’t know, among people who didn’t
understand…

Now the beach was deserted. Nobody, except for some seagull, could
watch her as she proceeded on the sand soaked by recent rains,
running, stumbling, staggering and starting running again. At times
she turned sharply with a lost expression, when a long tongue of
foam reached out to lick her foots. At times she slowed down,
paused for breath, looked around. Then she kept on her desperate
rush.

- Luca! Where are you, Luca? Answer me! Come back home!
Luuucaaa!

She looked very older than she really was. Pain, and madness, work
faster than time. Her hair, almost all white, was gathered
hurriedly up on the back of the neck, and long tresses, blown by
the wind, were dancing on her lean face. She wore a heavy and wide
gray dress, one or two sizes larger than her size. The long skirt
hampered her, made her stumble, and by dragging on the sand wiped
her footprints out.

- Luca, answer me! Luuucaa!

I heard that monotonous cry
before I was able to see her. At first confused, indistinct, as a
strange echo to the howling of the wind and the rumble of the
breakers… Then more and more clear and definite, as it could be a
hoarse and piercing moan.

At last I saw her. A trembling spot, only a little darker than the
flat and amorphous expanse where she was moving. An unsteady walk,
at times resolute and rapid, at times hesitant, doubtful, scared by
the heavy waves that smashed down a few meters from her, like awful
hungry jaws which closed furiously in the attempt to swallow her,
giving out wild roars of rage.

I stopped, and stayed to look at the thin figure that was
approaching. I had already expected a spectac [...]
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