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    <<
    No! >> << Jason, no! << >> Do not leave
    me!
    No! >>
  




  
    Ilaria
    opened her eyes and found herself in her bed. 
  





  
    For
    a moment, she saw the blurred white ceiling wall. Only moments
    later,
    when her sight returned completely, she could understand that
    he woke
    up in the middle of a bad dream.
  




  
    She
    felt a cold sweat, wrap your face. She broke free from the
    tangle of
    sheets, into which was twisted. Shooting, he got out of
    bed.
  




  
    Then
    she stopped for a moment. 
  





  
    She
    sat down heavily on the mattress.
  




  
    The
    look in her eyes fell hard to the floor. 
  





  
    She
    was silent. 
  





  
    She
    put her hands to her head, through her long hair and blacks
    moved
    that reached below his shoulders. After a brief reflection, she
    turned her gaze toward the nightstand next to the bed. With
    your
    right hand, she opened the drawer. She began to go through her
    junk
    and pulled out a white sheet, folded in four parts.
    Unfolded.
  




  
    In
    each line of the paper, it was given a different name of the
    city,
    flanked by a date. Ilaria, ran her index finger of her hand, on
    the
    list of names until it stopped on one of them.
  




  
    She
    took a deep breath, threw the air out of her mouth and
    muttered: 
  





  
    <<
    Now, Jason is here.  He is with its rides for the village
    festival.
    >>
  




  
    Suddenly
    heard a noise. It was the door handle. Someone was about to
    enter his
    room.
  




  
    Hastily,
    Ilaria slipped the piece of paper at her. In the bra, under the
    pink
    camisole pyjamas.
  




  
    The
    door opened slowly. Ilaria saw her enter her mother.
  




  
    Matilde
    was a woman with short hair, curly and dark. She had black eyes
    and
    brown hair from her face rigid features, with some hints of
    wrinkles
    on the forehead.
  




  
    Her
    eyes, from suspicious, met those of her daughter. 
  





  
    <<
    Breakfast is ready, hurry up! >> Said the woman.
  




  
    Then
    she turned her back and walked away. As soon as the door was
    closed,
  




  
    Ilaria
    took the sheet from the bra and put it back in the drawer. She
    got up
    from the bed, rubbing her sleepy eyes. Then, she turned to the
    mirror
    hanging over the dresser. She saw quickly reflect his face
    pale, her
    green eyes a bit 'veiled from sleep and her hair out of
    place.
  




  
    <<
    I'm a mess! >> She exclaimed.
  



 




 




 





  
    When
    he entered the kitchen, Ilaria saw her mother from the back.
    The
    woman was reclining the mocha with hot coffee on a wood under
    the
    pot.
  




  
    Ilaria,
    sat at the table set for breakfast and poured the milk into the
    cup.
  




  
    Her
    mother came to the table. Ilaria looked up at her. She had a
    serious
    face and very tense.
  




  
    Matilde
    looked at her straight in the eye. As if she wanted to
    penetrate the
    thoughts of her daughter.
  




  
    <<
    Jason, Jason ...! But when you understand that, I do not see
    his
    again? Huh? >>
  




  
    Ilaria
    was troubled, but said nothing. 
  





  
    <<
    Jason, not for you! He's only a gypsy. One, who knows how to
    deceive
    naïve girls, like you! Do you think that a nomadic, or rather,
    a
    
    
      
        merry-go-round
        operator
      
    
     lives in a trailer
    and works wandering the world, it can really be in love with
    you? You
    never think, the girls that wander around? >>
  




  
    Ilaria
    looked down, was silent again. Then. It took courage. She
    looked up
    and saw her mother sketching on her face, a smile
    pleasure-seeking.
  




  
    In
    that instant, Ilaria felt like a bomb ready to explode. She
    lost
    control of her voice.
  




  
    <<
    No! No, Mom! He is not a gypsy! And he was never made fun!
    Jason is
    really in love with me! >> She screamed.
  




  
    She
    paused. 
  





  
    She
    felt within herself, as if you were releasing the weight of a
    large
    boulder. Her anger, could be the only weapon of defence for
    Combated
    the cold indifference of the mother.
  




  
    Ilaria
    took breath.
  




  
    <<
    If you recall, Jason wanted to make our official engagement,
    but you
    and Dad did not have her permission! >>
  



 

  
    Matilde
    stiffened her face.
  




  
    <<
    What did you put in my head? Huh?! Indeed, what has deigned to
    put
    you in the head, that gypsy? >>
  




  
    <<
    You. My dear, you come from a respectable family. Not a gypsy!
    Neither myself. Neither your father. We never allow to live as
    a
    beggar on the streets all over the world! Did you understand?
    >>
  




  
    Ilaria
    was silent.
  




  
    <<
    And we do not tell me that we were the only ones to block you.
    Because even his parents, after us, have opposed! Believe me.
    Gypsy
    is born. It does not become! >>
  



 

  
    Ilaria
    became with eyes full of tears.
  




  
    <<
    Enough! I do not want to hear any more about it Jason! I do not
    call
    more gypsy, because even if he lives in a trailer, he works
    with the
    rides! It is not a thief! >> She screamed.    
  





  
    <<
    Him, not steal anything from anybody. Rather. He has a humility
    and
    respect for others that you and Dad, you'll never get! >>
    She
    continued.
  




  
    Anger
    filled the eyes of Matilde. She reacted violently against the
    daughter, giving her a hard slap on the cheek.
  




  
    <<
    Do not answer anymore, your mother! For if I still hear talk
    about
    Jason, I will not set foot out of the house. Clear?!
    >>
  




  
    Ilaria
    jumped up from her chair. She had a red cheek. For a moment,
    she
    looked straight at me, her mother. Its they filled with tears.
    She
    ran to her room. She locked the door and burst into
    tears.
  




  
    She
    threw himself back on the bed. With her face to the
    ceiling.
  




  
    
      "I
      have to see Jason at all costs! I can’t hear him secretly
      over the
      phone! I must clarify this situation with him! I cannot
      continue like
      this! I cannot! ".
    
  




  
    She
    thinks.
  



 




 




 





  
    Was
    arrived in the evening, in Acilia sky. 
  





  
    The
    father of Ilaria had just returned home from work. Alessandro
    was a
    man with short, greying hair. His eyes were bright green eyes
    and a
    slender build. He dressed always elegant. Wearing, he had a
    very
    light white shirt and a trouser anthracite, when it popped up
    in the
    kitchen, in front of his women. Matilde and Ilaria. The dinner
    was
    almost ready. Ilaria sitting at the table. Matilde was
    finishing skip
    the spaghetti on the stove.
  




  
    <<
    Here, here! >> Exclaimed Alessandro, in a tone almost
    embarrassed.
  




  
    He
    sat at the head table. Ilaria did not deign to look and poured
    water
    into the glass. Matilde came beside him, to serve him a plate
    of
    spaghetti amatriciana. Then, the woman took a plate of
    spaghetti for
    himself and another for his daughter. As he passed the hand
    dish
    Ilaria, the two women exchanged a sizzling look.
  




  
    Alessandro,
    with his tapering hands, picked up his fork.
  




  
    <<
    >> Enjoy your meal.
  




  
    After
    the initial bite, Ilaria, slowly rolled her spaghetti with a
    fork.
    And he threw his eyes to her mother's.
  




  
    Matilde
    gave her a smile. 
  





  
    Ilaria
    knew immediately. That smile had a clear meaning. Matilde was
    ready
    to tell her husband, the quarrel had with her a few hours
    earlier.
  




  
    Alessandro,
    swallowed the morsel just chewed. he said
  




  
    <<
    Well?! Then? What is all this silence? >>
  




  
    Matilde
    rushed to speak << You know, Alessandro. Today something
    happened ... >>
  




  
    Ilaria
    almost forcibly swallowed the mouthful of spaghetti in her
    mouth.
  




  
    <<
    Ah, yes. And what? >> Asked in amazement, her
    husband.
  




  
    Matilde
    froze for a moment. She looked at him with eyes askew, his
    daughter.
    He took breath.
  



 

  
    <<
    Between me and your daughter ... >> 
  





  
    Ilaria,
    left noisily dropped his fork on her plate.  
  





  
    <<
    I do, I go out tonight! >> Exclaimed Ilaria. A loud,
    clear
    voice.
  




  
    Matilde
    was appalled.
  




  
    Ilaria
    shoved her hands to the sides of the table and stood up from
    her
    chair.
  




  
    <<
    I'm going to prepare myself. >> She added,
    hastily.
  




  
    Alessandro
    left the tangle of pasta rolled on fork into the pot. He
    frowned and
    asked his daughter
  




  
    <<
    But how? You do not finish eating? Where are, you going in such
    a
    hurry? >>
  




  
    <<
    Tonight, I'm not very hungry. >> She replied.
  




  
    <<
    Anyway, I go to visit my friend. Lavinia. Perhaps, we will make
    a
    stroll downtown. >> She continued.
  




  
    Alessandro
    turned to Matilde. The woman instead stared Ilaria, leaving
    shine
    from her face, a certain perplexity. Then. She turned to her
    husband.
  




  
    <<
    Yes, I know Lavinia. It 'a respectable family girl. She’s come
    to
    our house, a couple of times. >>
  




  
    <<
    Okay, Ilaria. Exit as well, but do not come home late. >>
    Said
    Alessandro.
  




  
    slightly
    he cleared his throat. 
  





  
    <<
    Otherwise. After, we will do the math. >> Continued the
    man.
  




  
    Ilaria
    pulled her chair at the table.
  




  
    She
    went to the bedroom to change clothes.
  




  
    She
    put on a pair of tight jeans and crop tops black. Then, quickly
    he
    slipped a shawl and sat down at the foot of the bed. She bent
    her
    torso forward and tied the feet, sandals with silver high
    heels.
  




  
    She
    stood up. He took a few steps forward. She saw his figure
    reflected
    in the mirror. She took his tricks from the clear plastic pouch
    from
    dresser. Tinted rhyme Eye, with a Kajal pencil and added the
    black
    mascara to the lashes.
  




  
    Finally,
    she polished it lips with pink gloss. He scanned his face in
    the
    mirror carefully.
  




  
    <<
    I must do it! >> She whispered to herself.
  



 




 




 





  
    Just
    come out of the house, he saw beyond the road, there was a
    group of
    girls and boys sitting on a low wall.
  




  
    Ilaria
    recognized them. They were his company of old.
  




  
    <<
    Ilaria! >> Exclaimed a girl, with blond hair.
  




  
    Ilaria
    waved her hand. She crossed the street and joined the
    group.
  




  
    She
    arrived in front of them, with a large gleaming smile. She
    greeted
    with strong Roman accent.
  




  
    <<
    Hello 
    
      "ragà!*"
    
    
    (*Roman word: 
    
      Friends
    
    !)
    How are you? >>
  




  
    <<
    We, well! And you? >> Replied Flavia. The girl with blond
    hair.
  




  
    <<
    How do you want to go? >>
  




  
    Ilaria
    became the serious and sad.
  




  
    <<
    Problems with Jason? >> Asked a boy. He had a shaved head
    seeds. With a crest of long hair in the middle. Full of
    gel.
  




  
    Ilaria
    nodded her head. 
  





  
    <<
    Yes, Stefano. >>  
  





  
    <<
    Some of you has for the event are going to make a turn towards
    the
    Ostia area, tonight? >> Ilaria asked.
  




  
    The
    blonde girl smiled.  
  





  
    <<
    Yes! There Annam us. “
    
      Semo*”(*
    
    Roman
    word:
    
       we are)
    
    :
    I, Steff, Alex, Sara, and Caesar. >> She answered in the
    Roman dialect, the girl.
  




  
    <<
    In the car we are in five. With you. Six! Who cares! If we meet
    the
    cops in some checkpoint, a fine if they can keep them! Much.
    About
    that fool who pays? >> She continued.
  




  
    There
    was a chorus of laughter. 
  





  
    <<
    Why, do you want to go to Ostia. “
    
      Ilà*”
    
    ?
     (
    
      abbreviation: Ilaria)
    
    
    >> Asked the girl.
  




  
    A
    girl with long hair and blacks with piercing on one nostril of
    the
    nose, turned to Flavia.
  




  
    <<
    Ah, Flavia! But you're “
    
      rimbecillì*”(*confused)
    
    ?
    >> Asked in Roman dialect
  



 

  
    Flavia
    nodded toward a laugh. 
  





  
    <<
    Okay, “
    
      Ilà*
    
    ”
    (*“
    
      Ilaria”
    
    ).
    Tonight, we go to Ostia. So, you reach your loved! >> She
    said.
  



 

  
    Ilaria
    smiled.
  




  
    <<
    No one will know anything? >> Ilaria asked.
  




  
    <<
    Ah, “
    
      pischella*
    
    ”(
    *Roman word: “girl”)
     
    This
    evening, we have not met you?!! Ok?>> Replied
    Stephen.
  




  
    There
    was another chorus of laughter.  
  





  
    <<
    “Ilà!*” (*”
    
      Ilaria!”
    
    )
    The very friends,
     
    we
    will never betray you! >> Replied Flavia.
  




  
    <<
    Very much, Flavia! >> << 
    
      Scialla,
      Ilà!
    
    * (*Roman word: 
    
      be
      calm, Ilaria!)
    
     Easy!
    
    
    You are one of us! >> Said Stefano.
  




  
    Ilaria
    winked and smiled.
  




  
    <<
    Thank you, 
    
      ragà!*
    
    
    (
    
      friends!
    
    )
    >>
  




  
    Stefano
    smiled at her. He pulled out of his pocket, the car
    keys.
  




  
    <<
    
    
      Annamo, ragà*
    
    !
    (*Roman word: 
    
      Let’s go, friends!
    
    )
    Get in your car. Otherwise, he surrenders later 
    
      Ila’
    
    *
    (*Ilaria)! >> He said.
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    Ilaria
    got out and greeted her friends.
  




  
    <<
    Wait, “
    
      Ilà” (*Ilaria)
    
    !
    >> Said Flavia.
  




  
    Ilaria
    turned back.
  




  
    <<
    Then, we should take you home? Right? >>
  




  
    Ilaria
    smiled. 
  





  
    <<
    Well, I do not know. I did not think about it! I. I have
    brought with
    me, not even the phone! >>
  




  
    Flavia
    chuckled.
  




  
    <<
    Ilaria, always are the usual clumsy! >>
  




  
    <<
    Do you know what I do? If I need it, I call with Jason phone!
    >>
  




  
    <<
    Ok, 
    
      “Ilà*” (*Ilaria)
    
    !
    We go street in question, around one. If I do not hear the
    phone
    rings, this means that Jason will bring you home.  Just like
    old
    times. Right? >>
  




  
    Ilaria
    smiled. 
  





  
    She
    replied jokingly imitating Flavia.
  




  
    <<
    "Right", Flavia! >> She broke a laughing chorus.
  




  
    Ilaria
    winked at Flavia. She stepped back, dodging out of the car. She
    raised her right hand and gave a salute.
  




  
    <<
    Good evening, 
    
      ragà*
    
    !
    
    
      (*friends!)
    
    
    >> She added.
  




  
    <<
    You, too
    
      , “Ilà* (*Ilaria)
    
    !
    Hello! >> Replied Flavia.
  




  
    Ilaria
    turned her back and she heard the car start.
  



 





  
    Ilaria
    walked alone. Along the road leading to the centre of the
    country. At
    Ostia, that night, there was so many people. Is celebrating the
    patron saint, that St. Augustine. Along roadsides, they saw
    stalls,
    everywhere. In the air, he could hear the music coming from the
    distant stage. He was performing the featured singer, to
    brighten up
    the festivities evening.
  




  
    Ilaria,
    almost disoriented and among the people, continued to wander
    into the
    fray for a while '. Suddenly, she managed to draw the attention
    of a
    child of nine years. Se motioned with her hand.
  




  
    Ilaria
    bent with your upper body forward, toward him. He leaned toward
    the
    child's ear.
  




  
    <<
    Excuse me. Can you tell me, where are the rides? >> She
    asked.
  



 




        


        

        


                
	
                        

                         


                        

                
                
	
                        
 


                        

                
        





  

    
The
child smiled. He raised his forearm. With the well-tended index
finger, he pointed in the direction. Behind Ilaria.  
  




  
    <<
    Beyond! At the end of that street! >> He exclaimed in a
    loud
    voice.
  




  
    Ilaria
    returned with upright. She turned around, standing on tiptoe.
    Among
    the crowd, he could see the road indicated by the child.
  




  
    Then.
    She turned to the boy to thank him. He, however, was gone.
    Ilaria,
    turned back to the way ahead and goes a small street almost
    deserted
    and dark, as he had indicated the child.  
  





  
    In
    conjunction with her every step, Ilaria began to hear dance
    music,
    with a volume gradually, more and more high. It looked like the
    same
    music also penetrating her body. The heart of Ilaria began to
    palpitate more and more.
  




  
    She
    felt strong emotions within her. The they crossed the heart,
    the mind
    and the body. They were numerous and uncontrollable. Anxiety.
    Heat.
    Joy. The roar of the heartbeat resounded in the throat. Almost,
    she
    lost her breath.
  




  
    Reached
    the end of that street, Ilaria, saw before her, a huge square.
    In it,
    there was prepared the amusement park.
  




  
    Ilaria's
    face appeared a smile of joy. And all those fall in emotions,
    suddenly disappeared.
  




  
    For
    a moment, Ilaria was fascinated by the so-called 
  





  
    "roundabout".
    At that time, he was in action. It was rotating wildly on
    itself.
    Ilaria stared at the carousel, as if for the first time.
    Almost, to
    remain hypnotized. She tried to follow with the eyes, the
    centrifugal
    movement of the carousel. Her eyes focused toward the people
    sitting
    on flying seats. Everyone had a fellow-competitor who was
    sitting on
    the seat before. The latter had the function to kick with his
    feet on
    the seat of the companion sitting in front, in order to make
    him
    catch a nylon tail. It was hanging on a pole. At about four
    meters
    high and tied to a string. Who would be able to take the tail,
    he
    would receive a prize the next ride on the carousel.
  




  
    Ilaria,
    she saw someone on the carousel to succeed in an attempt to
    plug. 
  





  
    She
    smiled. She looked away from the carousel and looked
    around.
  




  
    She
    saw someone she knew well from behind. Jack. Was picking up
    from the
    ground, the tail thrown by the guys who had just won a free
    ride on
    the carousel.
  




  
    Jack
    was in Jason's uncle. He had just turned forty, but his face,
    he
    looked at least ten more. She had worn and wrinkled face. He
    wore a
    moustache. His curly hair was dyed a pale blond colour, just
    white
    grizzled. Jack, had been suffering from premature aging,
    because they
    made frequent use of alcohol. Ilaria recognized him from a
    distance.
    He was dressed in the usual way: preferably blue undershirt,
    shorts
    to the knee with side pockets and flip flops on his feet.
    Ilaria came
    up behind him, tanned and sculpted by powerful muscles.
  




  
    <<
    Excuse me, where I find the ticket? >>
  



 

  
    Jack
    absently waved his hand.  
  





  
    <<
    Beyond! >> He exclaimed.  
  




  
    Ilaria
    let out a big laugh.
  




  
    Jack
    turned back. He saw before him, Ilaria, guffaw with laughter.
    His
    eyes teal, remained fixed on the girl.
  




  
    <<
    Ilaria?! >> Stammered the man.
  




  
    On
    his face, he appeared an open smile. He opened his arms to
    welcome it
    and embrace it.
  




  
    Ilaria
    stopped laughing and wrapped in him embrace. Then she moved
    away from
    him. She gave him a smile.
  




  
    <<
    Well?! That's strange? Surprised to see me, Jack?
    >>
  




  
    The
    man was thrilled. Still incredulous to see Ilaria ahead,
    playfully
    she pinched her arm.
  




  
    <<
    Tell me I'm dreaming! >> He smiled.
  




  
    Soon
    thereafter, however, he became serious. He realized that it was
    all
    true. On his face, he dropped a veil of worry. It was clearly
    visible, even to the eyes of Ilaria.
  




  
    <<
    Ilaria, but how did you get here? >> He asked.
  




  
    Ilaria
    change expression. He became serious. His eyes clouded with
    sadness.
  




  
    <<
    With a ride, I got from my friends. >>
  




  
    Jack
    looked at her puzzled.  
  





  
    <<
    If you've come this far, there's a reason. >>
  




  
    Ilaria
    froze for a moment the breath. As if he wanted to hold her
    emotions.
  




  
    <<
    I should speak at all with Jason. >> Continued
    her.
  




  
    Jack
    became worried.
  




  
    <<
    By chance, you had a fight? >> He asked.
  




  
    <<
    No. No, but it's important that I talk to him. Because ...
    >>
  




  
    Jack
    interrupted her, grabbing her forearm. He pulled her along.
    Without
    giving her time to be able to say more.
  




  
    <<
    Come with me? We sit at the bar! So much so, I must order a
    beer! >>
  




  
    He
    invited the girl to take up a chair in front of a coffee table.
    Ilaria sat.
  




  
    <<
    You stay here. Meanwhile, I'm going to call Jason. Always he is
    hoping that his father let him come here! >>
  




  
    <<
    Okay. >>
  




  
    Ilaria
    gave a slight smile. 
  





  
    Jack
    came close to moving carousel. He was about to end the
    race.
  




  
    As
    soon as the carousel for adults stopped, Jack, went to Jason.
    The boy
    had just had leaned toward stereo. He was removing a CD from a
    hi-fi.
  




  
    Jason
    was a very charming guy. She had blonde hair. Wavy and
    shoulder-length. Tied in low ponytail. They were so soaked gel
    that,
    under the lights of the carousel, her hair reflected the light
    flashes, intense golden colour. So much as to stand out on the
    red
    and tight T-shirt he was wearing. Not even the golden tan on
    her
    skin, hardly noticeable. Above all, on her arms toned and
    muscular.
    They caught the attention of anyone. At first glance the
    eye.
  




  
    Jack
    walked over to the boy. 
  





  
    <<
    Ilaria, is here! He says he want you to talk. Apparently, it
    seems
    important! You must reach the bar. And 'there. Waiting for you.
    >>
  




  
    Jason
    looked up and frowned.
  




  
    <<
    Do not worry. I'll take the command of the carousel. >>
    Added
    the man.
  




  
    Still
    incredulous, Jason stared at her with his dark eyes, Jack.
    
  





  
    The
    man nodded his head and turned her face sideways.
  




  
    Jason.
    Then, he realized. It was no joke. Ilaria really was. He fell
    from
    the hands of the so-called, knocking him to the ground. He did
    not
    care.
  




  
    <<
    Oh, my God! Because Ilaria came here? Maybe, I think I
    understand! >>
    He said.
  




  
    With
    a snap of his back, he stood up on itself. He walked briskly,
    to
    leave the position of the carousel control. Suddenly, on
    himself, he
    felt a hand hold on with strong pressure in his left
    shoulder.
  




  
    <<
    Where are you going? Stay here! >>
  




  
    Jason
    recognized the impressive voice. Was that of his father. Brian.
    He
    was a man of very strong build. Her black’s hair, dark skin and
    a
    brown-coloured eye.
  




  
    Jason
    turned back. 
  





  
    <<
    Your girl can wait! The work, no! >>
  




  
    The
    man went on, the seeds mouth covered with long moustache blacks
    carrying.
  




  
    Jack
    reached behind.
  




  
    <<
    Let him go Brian! I'll stay here! I start I, the carousel!
    >>
  




  
    Brian.
    Abruptly, she turned back. With the face by facial muscles
    contract,
    he turned to Jack.
  




  
    <<
    You! Do not give orders to me! Old drunk! >>
  




  
    Jason.
    Shooting, he threw up his hands toward the father's chest, to
    lock
    it. So, do not hurl against Jack.
  




  
    <<
    Just, Dad! Now, stop treating evil Uncle Jack! >>
  




  
    Brian.
    He took breath and threw the air out of the lungs. He stretches
    the
    muscles of the face and looked down at the ground.
  




  
    Jason
    took down his hands. 
  





  
    <<
    And stop with me. Pope! I'm sick of always receive your orders!
    >>
    He continued.
  




  
    Brian
    looked up again. At him with eyes full of anger, those of his
    son.
  




  
    Jason
    looked away. He pointed his index finger against his father's
    chest.
  




  
    <<
    By now I have twenty years! They are mature and responsible. I
    do not
    care of your orders! >> He said.
  




  
    Assaulted
    by agitation, Brian face, began to stiffen. Dripping
    sweat.
  




  
    <<
    I'm sure one day you'll end up in trouble. Why, you talk too
    much!
    Now. You shut up! And you restart the carousel! Clear?!
    >>
    Brian said.
  




  
    Jason
    stared at him without answering.
  




  
    Brian
    seemed to relax the facial muscles. 
  





  
    <<
    From Ilaria, you're going after. Otherwise, I must remember,
    who's in
    charge, really. >> Said the man.
  




  
    Jason
    on his face transpired the anger towards his father, but did
    not
    reply. He surrendered. He had to return to the location of the
    carousel control. Brian took a few steps to get away. With the
    smear
    shoulder bumped to Jack. He pretended not to notice and
    left.
  




  
    Jack
    stood still for a few seconds. 
  





  
    Then,
    he came up to Jason. 
  





  
    <<
    If that was not your father, I swear that I would have punched!
    >>
  




  
    Jason
    became absent. Thoughtfully. After a few moments, he
    said.
  




  
    <<
    Ilaria, not let her know the fight with my father. Tell him,
    now I
    must do and not to worry. Soon as I can, I overtake
    immediately. >>
     
  





  
    Jack
    rushed by Ilaria. 
  





  
    He
    found her with shining eyes. He approached her. He smiled
    reassuringly.
  




  
    <<
    Jason cannot come because ... >>
  




  
    Suddenly,
    Ilaria began to cry. Jack sat at the table next to her. 
    
  





  
    He
    took a breath. 
  





  
    <<
    Listen. His father scolded him. However, Jason soon as he can,
    will
    be here right away. >>
  




  
    Ilaria
    continued to cry. A Jack, were tears in his eyes. He felt
    embarrassed. Then. He took courage.
  




  
    <<
    What you must say to Jason, is perhaps very private by not
    being able
    to even tell me? >> The man asked.
  




  
    Ilaria
    wiped his face with black tears. Had imbued the Kajal he had in
    the
    eyes rhymes.
  




  
    <<
    By now I do not think! Maybe. You, too, can understand me!
    >>
  




  
    He
    took breath.
  




  
    <<
    I can no longer call on the sly to Jason. You know. Now. Our
    parents
    will never accept our engagement. >>
  




  
    Ilaria
    sobbed a couple of times. Then, again burst into tears.
  




  
    <<
    You, you cannot imagine. I am undergoing severe pressure, from
    me! I
    do not want to lose Jason! For no reason at all!
    >>
  




  
    Jack.
    She wiped her eyes. She did not want him to notice his emotion.
    He
    took breath. He threw the air out of the lungs. She smiled,
    almost
    forced.
  




  
    <<
    You'll see. In one way or another, you will have it. You and
    Jason.
    >>
  




  
    Said
    the man.
  




  
    <<
    My nephew, is not the type to spring an idea. I. I've known him
    since
    he was born! Come on, do not worry! >> He added.
  




  
    Ilaria
    took a paper napkin from the napkin holder, put in the middle
    of the
    table. He wiped his face.
  




  
    Jack's
    gaze shifted to a waiter. He was serving the drinks, a little
    table
    away from them.
  




  
    He
    cried aloud 
  





  
    <<
    Waiter! An ice-cold beer. No. Two. Thank you! >>
  




  
    The
    waiter nodded his head. He walked into the bar. He returned
    immediately by Jack, with two corks popping beer. He left them
    on the
    table.
  




  
    Ilaria
    grabbed a beer and immediately began to drink. 
  





  
    Jack
    was stunned.
  




  
    <<
    Hey?! I usually do not drink alcohol! How long, you started
    drinking?
    >> He said.
  




  
    <<
    Jack! Come here! >> Brian shouted.
  




  
    Jack
    got up from the table. With much concern, he stared for a
    moment
    Ilaria, which, continued to swallow beer.  
  





  
    Then,
    immediately he rushed from the brother.
  




  
    Brian
    gave him a glance sideways.               
  





  
    <<
    Jack, the door immediately to your tickets! Beyond, they are
    over! >>
    Said the man.
  




  
    He
    handed in his hand, a basket containing the tickets made of
    rides.
    Jack looked at his brother with dismay air. He shook his head
    and
    gripped with indignation the basket from the hands.
  




  
    Brian
    pretended nothing.
  




  
    <<
    Oh, I forgot! After, come to the children's carousel. Give me
    change!
    >> He added.
  




  
    Jack
    turned his back. He walked to the cash the ticket. After a few
    steps,
    suddenly he stopped. He turned back.
  




  
    <<
    Brian!!! >> He screamed
  




  
    The
    music was deafening. However, the man could hear him.
  




  
    <<
    What? >> Asked screaming Brian.
  




  
    Jack
    raised his arm on which he wore a wristwatch.
  




  
    <<
    It's 23.30! In half an hour, we close! >> He
    yelled.
  




  
    <<
    You. It should be enough! >> Replied Brian.
  




  
    <<
    Uff! >> Jack snorted. The man went to the ticket.
  




  
    Valerie,
    from a distance she saw Jack. The woman was his sister. She was
    beautiful and young. She had brown hair, tied in a messy bun.
    dark
    skin and eyes identical to those of Jack.
  




  
    <<
    What's going on tonight? Who told you to bring the tickets?
    Here,
    there are still a lot! >> Asked in amazement, the
    woman.
  




  
    <<
    Who told me? Your husband! >>
  




  
    Valerie
    annoyed.
  




  
    <<
    But I did not drink? >>
  




  
    Jack's
    face became contrite.  
  





  
    <<
    No! Tonight, I have not touched yet even a drop! Happy?!
    >>
  




  
    Jack
    threw the basket of tickets, on the woman. 
  





  
    <<
    What a boor, you are! >> Exclaimed Valerie.
  




  
    Jack
    ignored her. He turned his back and walked away towards the
    small
    carousel children.
  



 




 




 





  
    When
    did the 23:50, Jack turned off the small carousel. He returned
    to the
    bar. There was still Ilaria.
  




  
    He
    found her, with semi head leaning forward. He had one arm
    raised
    upward and holding a bottle of beer. Almost empty. Jack. He
    rushed to
    the bottle, removing it from the hand of Ilaria.  
  





  
    <<
    Hey?! Go easy with this stuff! >> He exclaimed.
  




  
    But
    it was too late. Because he turned his eyes to the table and
    there
    were two more bottles of beer, also empty. He turned back
    toward
    Ilaria. He heard the girl, mumble something.
  




  
    <<
    Oh, my God. My head is spinning! >>
  




  
    There
    was a hiccup. 
  





  
    At
    that moment, Jason, came up behind Jack.
  




  
    His
    eyes were angry and contrite face.
  




  
    <<
    You made you drink, do not you? >> Asked the boy.
  




  
    Jack
    turned to Jason. The boy's face was contrite and his eyes
    filled with
    rage. The man was disturbed. He aimed his eyes, well-fixed,
    those of
    Jason.  
  





  
    <<
    No! I found it so! I'm coming from small carousel! But as you
    can
    think of such a thing? I. I'm not that man a coward that you
    all
    think! >>
  




  
    Jason
    Jack ignored the outburst. 
  





  
    Concerned
    about Ilaria, Jason bent down with your torso forward. He put
    his
    hands on the arms of the girl. He could not hold back the
    tears.
  




  
    <<
    My love. Why did you do that? >> With broken voice, he
    asked.
  




  
    Ilaria
    exploded crying plaintively.  
  





  
    <<
    I dread of lose you, Jason! My parents do not want you to do pa
    ...
    art of my life! I repeat it in the face, despise you. And then
    ...
    yours! If it is for this reason, they do not even want them,
    that I,
    is with you. You know ... >> she stammered.
  




  
    Jason
    shook his head. He was nervous. He tried to force to restrain
    the
    anger that he felt within himself. He asked.
  




  
    <<
    But how did you get here? >> Ilaria did not answer. She
    returned absent. She stopped crying and dropped her head on the
    table.
  




  
    <<
    she made a ride from her friends. At least, so he told me!
    >>
    Replied Jack.
  




  
    The
    man took breath.
  




  
    <<
    I think her friends are not located here. I imagine that,
    Ilaria, was
    so pressed by her parents. So much so, as to feel so hopeless
    and,
    reaching up to Ostia! >>  
  





  
    Jason.
    She looked into his uncle's eyes.  
  





  
    <<
    Excuse me. Uncle. If the first, I doubted you. >>
  




  
    Jack
    withdrew his nose sideways. 
  





  
    <<
    Forget it! We think of Ilaria, now. >> Said the
    man.
  




  
    He
    took breath and threw the air out of the lungs. He looked on
    the
    table.
  




  
    <<
    There her purse, here. Let's see, maybe ... >>
  



 

  
    Jack
    turned his gaze to Jason.
  




  
    Uncle
    and nephew stared into his eyes. They heard themselves without
    speaking.
  




  
    Jack
    took the Ilaria handbag. He opened it and rummaged through
    it.
  




  
    <<
    Jason. Our hope is lost! She has not even brought along the
    phone. We
    cannot call any of her friends. By chance, you have the number
    of any
    of them, in your new phone sim? >> Said the man.
  




  
    Jason
    exploded with rage. In desperation, he replied
  




  
    <<
    No!!! Damn! >>
  




  
    Jack
    put his hands to his head. He ran his fingers through his
    hair.
  




  
    Jason
    began to open mouth breathing. He felt himself suffocating
    agitation.
  




  
    He
    turned his gaze to Ilaria, which, had fallen asleep. Slumped
    with his
    head and arms stretched out on the table.
  




  
    <<
    Oh, my goodness! And now? >> He asked.
  




  
    Jason,
    with his arms, taken from behind Ilaria. He put the bust on the
    backrest of the chair. He used his arm to hold on his huge
    bicep,
    dangling head Ilaria. Jason was in a panic. With his hand, he
    began
    to slap Ilaria’s face, because she can to wake up.
  




  
    <<
    Ilaria? Love, wake up! Come on! Wake up! >>
  




  
    <<
    Jack, help me! Do not stand there, impaled! Ilaria fainted!
    >>
  




  
    <<
    Help me pick her up! We take you there unfounded. They are
    standing
    on the steps of the old door! >>
  




  
    Jack
    laughed. 
  





  
    Jason
    turned to him, astonished. 
  





  
    <<
    But do you call that, time to laugh? >>
  




  
    Jack
    interrupted his laughter. His face turned serious.
  




  
    <<
    Jason, quiet! Ilaria was just asleep! And 'hangover!
    >>
  




  
    <<
    Come on! I give you a hand, to pick her up. >>
  




  
    Jack
    helped Jason. Together, they headed for an old door painted in
    a
    faded amaranth. Jason settled Ilaria on the door step, laying
    her
    with the raised back of the stone in the door axis.
  




  
    Jason
    stared at her for a moment, the girl. He remained motionless
    and
    silent. Until he felt a pat on his shoulder. He came to his
    senses.
  




  
    <<
    Jason, the party is over. We must dismantle the rides. In two
    hours,
    we must leave! >> He heard the voice of Jack in her
    ear.
  




  
    Jason
    looked back. 
  





  
    <<
    But Ilaria, what do we do? >>
  




  
    Jack
    smiled. He looked into the eyes of his nephew.  
  





  
    <<
    ... >> Maybe we stopped.
  




  
    Jason
    understood. 
  





  
    He
    smiled. 
  





  
    He
    nodded his head. He winked.
  




  
    Uncle
    and nephew were intended. 
  





  
    Jason
    stood up.
  




  
    <<
    Let's remove the rides. Come on! >> Jack said. She patted
    him
    on the shoulder of his nephew, to reassure him.
  




  
    Then.
    Together, they headed towards the "roundabout" for
    adults.
  



 




 




 





  
    Between
    a crunch and the other wrench and screwdriver, Brian, son and
    brother, had finished dismantling or storage of parts of the
    rides in
    the truck. Jack climbed behind the wheel on the truck, while
    Brian
    was about to close the last of the truck tailgate. Jason
    stepped away
    from the truck.
  




  
    He
    went to Ilaria. It was there. Slumped on the steps. He spoke
    softly
    and in a daze so. Next to the girl, standing there was Valerie.
    The
    awake. Jason came up behind him. Valerie turned back. She saw
    his
    son.
  




  
    <<
    I put a blanket. This humidity will not hurt. >> She
    said.
  




  
    Then.
    She turned and walked away.
  




  
    Jason
    approached Ilaria. He bent down on his legs and rested his
    hands,
    behind the girl. He shook her slightly.  
  





  
    <<
    Ilaria? Love? Can you hear me? >> He asked.
  




  
    Ilaria
    moved slightly. Her eyes were half-open eyes.
  




  
    <<
    Jason. Do not leave me. Do not go. >>
  




  
    Suddenly.
    Jason heard someone approaching from behind him.
  




  
    <<
    Jason, come on! What are you doing there? >>
  




  
    Jason
    turned back.
  




  
    <<
    Dad. Ilaria will be with us! >>
  




  
    Brian's
    eyes widened. 
  





  
    <<
    What?! But you are perhaps mad?! >>
  




  
    <<
    I'll take all the responsibility. Ilaria will be with us!
    >>
    Replied Jason.
  



 

  
    Brian
    grabbed him by the shoulders, with a lot of force. 
  





  
    <<
    You know what we can blame the police? >>
  



 

  
    He
    took a breath. 
  





  
    <<
    As a kidnapping! >>
  




  
    He
    freed his hands, from his son's shoulders. Jason became with a
    contrite face. He replied loudly.
  




  
    <<
    I do not care if I go to jail! Tonight. Her. There will not be
    here!
    >>
  




  
    From
    the front of Brian, he began to leak out cold sweat, for
    agitation
    that was attacking.
  




  
    <<
    I do not intend to change route, because of you! >> Said
    the
    guy.
  




  
    <<
    You. Instead you'll do it! If tonight, you will not want leave
    without me! >> Replied Jason.
  




  
    Brian
    looked at him sideways. He turned his back and walked away with
    quick
    steps.
  




  
    Jason
    wrapped the girl in the blanket. He picked her up. He carried
    her in
    his car. A black SUV. He placed it on the back seat.
  




  
    Brian
    hooked the trailer, the trailer of his metallic grey Mercedes.
    He
    motioned with his head to his wife, to enter the camera. He
    climbed
    aboard too. The rear-view mirror looked at his son with
    watchful
    eyes, even in the street.
  




  
    With
    a wave of his hand, Jason, did start the truck driven by Jack.
    Brian
    looked away from the mirror. With agile shot, he opened the
    door of
    his Mercedes. Careless, he got out, leaving the engine on the
    vehicle. He went to the SUV.
  




  
    <<
    Jason! >>
  




  
    Jason
    looked back. He saw his father come before him. His eyes were
    filled
    with wrath.
  




  
    <<
    I am sure that one day not too far away, when both end up in
    jail,
    you will regret what you're doing! >>
  




  
    Jason
    did not answer. 
  





  
    She
    stared into his eyes, as if he was ready to challenge him in a
    battle. Brian looked away. He turned his back and walked back
    to his
    car.
  




  
    Jason,
    before she saw him enter by car. Then, slamming the door
    stronger.
    The boy climbed aboard his SUV. He put the keys in the
    framework of
    the machine. He started the engine. The rear-view mirror, he
    saw his
    father go with the car. Jason turned to Ilaria. The girl was
    sleeping
    in the back seat. The he rolled up the blanket.
  




  
    <<
    I'll never leave, my baby! >> She whispered.
  




  
    Then
    he settled back in the driver's seat. He released the
    handbrake. He
    gripped the steering wheel in his hands and pressed his foot on
    the
    accelerator. The car drove off.
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    The
    sky cleared. Dawn soon left place to the day. The stronger the
    sun's
    rays beat anywhere, even on the Jason's SUV windows. Obtrusive
    light
    of the sun's rays, they open their eyes to Ilaria. She was
    stunned
    for a moment. Almost confused, in being in that car. He got up
    in the
    middle of the seat and looked around. From the windows of the
    car's
    windows open seeds, he saw around him that the aesthetics of
    the
    buildings had a different look from the night before. She
    became
    perplexed and frowned.
  




  
    Then
    he whispered
  




  
    <<
    But ... But where to find me? >>.
  




  
    He
    decided to open the door and get out. 
  





  
    There.
    In front of him. There was no one. Even, the rides and the
    trailer.
    From a distance, the air felt the spread of light noises and
    voices
    of people. Ilaria noticed a narrow street. He decided to follow
    it on
    foot.
  




  
    He
    arrived in front of a square. Her gaze was caught by the
    presence of
    buildings, all with the same facade. They had the appearance of
    public housing.
  




  
    He
    shifted his gaze to his left. He saw just off a paved square
    and part
    of the armor of carousel. Ilaria walked toward the square. When
    caught, he realized that Jason was on top of the carousel for
    adults,
    about 3 meters in height from the ground. He was finishing to
    mount a
    white-coloured panel.
  




  
    Ilaria
    stopped not far from the carousel. 
  





  
    Jason.
    From high, he became aware of his presence. So, quickly she
    descended
    from the carousel. With the same dexterity of an acrobat, when
    it
    goes down, the structure on which he performs.  
  





  
    The
    guy came in front of Ilaria.
  




  
    On
    his face, he appeared a bit 'of embarrassment and a slight
    agitation.
    He looked into her eyes. He took her hands and squeezed between
    his.
  




  
    <<
    My love. Excuse me, if I'm allowed to take you with me. In
    Latina. I
    was a fool. I know! >> He said.
  




  
    He
    took breath.
  




  
    <<
    Of course, I could not leave you in Ostia. There. In the middle
    of
    the road. With no one, you could take back home.
    >>
  




  
    <<
    Strenuous. Last evening. Peering into your handbag, Jack and I,
    we
    realized that, you were not even the phone. With you. >>
    Continued Jason.
  




  
    Ilaria,
    felt beset by a certain embarrassment. Then, he hinted at a
    smile.
  




  
    <<
    Yes. The phone last night I forgot it at home. Anyway, I called
    my
    friends, using your. >>
  




  
    <<
    But above all, I had not drunk! >> Replied Jason.
  




  
    Ilaria
    had a moment of hesitation. 
  





  
    <<
    Yeah. << >> Although, I do not remember much about
    last
    night, you were right to take me with you. Because I, in my
    parents'
    house, I will not set foot! >>
  




  
    There
    was silence.
  




  
    Ilaria's
    face became clouded with sadness.
  




  
    <<
    Yesterday I took a slap from my mother, because I defended you.
    They
    hate you and I hate them! >>
  




  
    His
    eyes became red and shiny.
  




  
    Then,
    he threw himself into the arms of Jason. He held her tightly in
    a
    hug. He felt his heart beating strong. Thus. Jason, after a few
    moments, moved away from her. He noticed that on the face, had
    just
    dropped a tear. Him, with one hand touched her cheek.
  




  
    <<
    My love. Forget about it! And above all, do not cry.
    >>
  




  
    He
    took breath.
  




  
    <<
    I. I'm happy that you stay here. With me! >>
  




  
    The
    face of Ilaria, however, left to shine a deep concern.
  




  
    <<
    But your parents, what will they think of me? >>
  




  
    <<
    Do not worry, baby. Soon, they will accept. >>
  




  
    Jason
    paused for a moment. He took a breath.
  




  
    <<
    Maybe. It will be a bit 'hard for you. However, I feel that you
    will
    not abandon me. True? >>
  




  
    <<
    How could I do that? I would not be capable of! >>
  




  
    Ilaria
    smiled. 
  





  
    Jason
    is slightly bit her lip. Then. He indulged in a smile.
  




  
    <<
    I know Ilaria. I know. Otherwise. All these years together,
    what
    would be served? If not, you get to know us well?
    >>
  




  
    He
    breathed a small sigh.
  




  
    <<
    Go to the trailer. In the house, you will find my mother.
    You'll see.
    Surely, you will prepare you something to eat. >> He
    said.
  




  
    Ilaria
    hinted at a laugh.  
  





  
    <<
    I'm not hungry! I still feel dizzy! Anyway, I'll let you work.
    I'm
    going. >>  
  





  
    Ilaria
    turned away.  
  





  
    He
    walked to the trailer.
  




  
    Come
    before, she saw the door open. Valerie was standing behind me.
    Her
    hair was down. She was tidying the kitchen sink.
  




  
    Ilaria
    cleared her throat. 
  





  
    <<
    Can I come in? >> Tentatively, she asked.
  




  
    Sailmakers
    turned back. He looked at her with hard eyes and a serious
    face.
  




  
    <<
    Ah! >> Exclaimed the woman. With some surprise.
  




  <<
  Come, Ilaria. Come in, come in! 
  >> Continued
  her.




  
    Ilaria
    went inside. The woman looked at her straight in the
    eye.
  




  
    Her
    face spoke clearly. The presence of the girl she was not
    welcome.  
  





  
    <<
    Do you want something to eat? >> Asked Valerie.
  




  
    Ilaria
    stared at her for a moment in her eyes, defiantly.
  




  
    <<
    No, thank you! I do not feel too good! >>
  




  
    Valerie.
    
  





  
    <<
    Oh, yeah! After last night! What will you do now? I come home?
    >>
    With a sarcastic tone, she asked.
  




  
    <<
    No! I stay here! >> With angry tone, said Ilaria.
  




  
    Valerie
    turned to the sink. She took a towel in her hand and began to
    rub the
    water tap, former soap cleansing.
  




  
    <<
    As I imagined! >> She exclaimed.
  



 

  
    Suddenly,
    she turned to Ilaria. 
  





  
    <<
    Now, you know? You put them all in trouble! You know it? Or
    not? >>
  




  
    Valerie
    stared at the girl in the eye, shine, leaving a note of
    anger.
  




  
    <<
    With many girls who are out there! My son, you just had to fall
    in
    love? >>
  




  
    Valerie.
    Sharply and angrily he threw it out of the hand, the sponge
    into the
    sink basin. Then. Still wrapped in soap suds, she raised her
    hand,
    pointing her index finger at the girl.
  




  
    <<
    If it was not for the good I want my son, I swear, I would not
    have
    you spoken! >> Said Valerie.
  




  
    Ilaria
    was troubled.
  




  
    <<
    One time. However. She would never have dared to provoke me
    with such
    words! >> She replied.
  




  
    Valerie
    change expression on her face. She relaxed her tense muscles of
    the
    face. She nodded his head.
  




  
    There
    was silence. 
  





  
    Then.
    She turned to the sink. Open the tap and washed her hands. She
    wiped
    them with her apron printed with multicolour flowers, wore the
    clothes I wear. She turned to the girl. She placed her right
    hand on
    her hip.
  




  
    <<
    What size ports? >> With Voice phlegmatic tone, she
    asked.
  




  
    Ilaria
    sighed. << The forty. >>
  




  
    Valerie
    studied her eyes. From the head to the feet.
  




  
    Then.
    She headed for the door of a cabinet. She opened it. She took
    in her
    hands a white dress with blue flowers and handed it to
    Ilaria.
  




  
    <<
    Put this! I've never used. >> Said the woman.
  




  
    Ilaria
    stared at her for a moment. Slowly, she picked up the dress.
    Valerie
    gave her a quick look back. Yet.
  




  
    From
    the head to the feet.  
  





  
    <<
    You must take off those rags you're wearing, before anyone
    notices
    about you! >>
  




  
    Then.
    She looked down toward the girl's feet.
  




  
    <<
    Ah! >> She exclaimed, with a return tone.
  




  
    <<
    Those sandals! They are too flashy! You must take them off!
    I'll give
    you a couple of comfortable slippers! >>
  




  
    Ilaria
    said nothing. She was silent.
  




  
    Valerie.
    She pulled out of the closet, a pair of wooden clogs. From
    medium
    heel and black buckle.
  




  
    The
    woman, without taking her eyes from the sockets, handed them to
    Ilaria.
  




  
    <<
    For sure, this will be fine. I think that, we take the same
    shoe
    size. >>
  




  
    Ilaria,
    choked << Yes. It’s so. >>
  




  
    Valerie
    pulled away from the roof and got out of the caravan.
  




  
    <<
    Now. Half-close the door and you change your clothes
    immediately.
    When you're done, come down from the trailer as well. I'll wait
    here.
    >>
  




  
    <<
    Okay. >>
  




  
    After
    a few minutes, Ilaria opened the door and got out of the
    caravan.
    Valerie admired him proudly. She cracked a half-smile.
  




  
    <<
    Now, all right! >>
  




  
    Valerie
    came up.
  




  
    <<
    Still, there's more. We and I, we must have a chat.
    >>
  




  
    The
    woman began walking around Ilaria. For she circumvents.
  




  
    <<
    Tell me the truth. What do you think, it will last, your story
    with
    my son? I already know! Soon, you will be forced to leave.
    >>
    << And anyway. Will come as well, the day that you will
    fed up
    of life that we do 
    
      
        merry-go-round
        operators
      
    
    ! >>
  




  
    Ilaria
    was still. She stops to listen in silence.
  




  
    <<
    You know how this story will end? >>
  




  
    Valerie
    stopped her step. She stopped in front of the girl.
  




  
    She
    looked her in the eye. 
  





  
    <<
    Will work out that my son, suffer like a dog! Because of you!
    >>
    Said the woman.
  




  
    Ilaria
    became the contrite face. Her bright eyes filled with
    anger.
  




  
    <<
    If I were not really loves her son, I would not go below!
    Certainly,
    not for four years, below! >>
  




  
    <<
    I would not certainly have expected! Every time that you
    started in
    the summer with the rides, for parties in Lazio and
    surroundings! >>
  




  
    Valerie.
    With serious eyes and fixed, remained silent.
  




  
    <<
    If I had not really had loved Jason, I never received so many
    slaps
    and many humiliations from my parents. >>
  




  
    <<
    And then? Let's face it, as well! At one time, did not give you
    anything to bother me, around Jason! >>
  




  
    Valerie
    lowered her head for a moment. Then she got up.
  




  
    Ilaria
    took breath.
  




  
    <<
    This, until ... >>
  




  
    Suddenly,
    the girl paused. 
  





  
    There
    was a frozen silence around. 
  





  
    She
    spoke again. 
  





  
    <<
    I. I intend to follow Jason and do your job. Just because I
    love it,
    really! You should know by now. She and her husband. Or not?
    >>
  




  
    Ilaria
    turned her back to walk away, but Valerie grabbed her by the
    arm. 
  





  
    <<
    I want you to believe! But if what you've just said, I had to
    forget,
    I swear, on the good that I bring my son that the first to lash
    out
    against you, I will! >> Said the woman.
  




  
    Valerie
    let go of her arm. Ilaria ignored.
  




  
    I'll
    go away.
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Valerie had finished hanging out the washing,
drying rack placed on the side of the trailer. Ilaria leaned out of
the trailer.

Valerie saw
her.

<< Come on,
come down from there! Do not you come help me out?
>>

Ilaria got out of
the caravan and went to Valerie.

<< Gate
that basket of dirty clothes, to pull. You'll see that behind the
doors are open. Inside there is the other machine. She puts the
basket next door. As for the charge and the commissioning, later,
I'll take care. >>

Ilaria turned her
back to perform your order.

<< Ilaria?
Back a moment! >>

Ilaria turned to
Valerie.

<< I just
wanted to tell you, my husband does not like at all your presence.
Here. Therefore, I warn you. If you really want to stay, you should
find a way to explain, but I do not think it will be very easy!
>>

Ilaria became
with shining eyes. They were filled with contempt. But he did not
respond to the woman's provocation. She turned his back and walked
to the truck.

She arrived on
the scene left the basket full of dirty clothes beside the washing
machine. She turned back. She saw the tires of a car crash with a
screeching halt. Only a few meters away from
her.

He opened the car
door and Ilaria saw out of the car, Brian. The man was very
irritated. So much as to beat with strong violence, the car door.
In an attempt to close it. Brian's eyes met those of
Ilaria.

<< What are
you doing here? >> Asked authoritative tone,
him.

<< I sent
myself! >> Replied Valerie, from
afar.

Hastily, the
woman walked over to Brian.

<< A little
'will do her good work. Do not you think?
>>

Brian grimaced
ugly and looked away from Ilaria.

Valerie gave him
a light pat on the shoulder of her
husband.

<<It’s
ready to eat. On! Come on, please!
>>

Brian turned his
back to Ilaria. Together with his wife, they headed home. Ilaria
did not follow them. He waited until Jason and Jack to finish
assembling the last piece of the carousel. After some time, they
reached. Jason gave her a smile and winked. Ilaria indulged in an
open smile.

<< Good
morning, Ilaria! >> Jack said.

<< Day to
you, Jack! >> She replied.

All together,
they walked towards the trailer. In front of the door, Jason, went
in first. Jack, however, stopped before the
door.

Valerie came to
the door. She handed it to Jack, a fork and a plate of rigatoni
with sauce. He ducked hastily out the door and left her free
entrance, Ilaria. The girl put her foot on the step. He was about
to enter. When suddenly he popped up a barrier in front of her. He
saw a pasta dish with fork stuck inside, held up by the hand of
Valerie.

Jason was about
to sit down at the table. Next to his father. He turned his head
toward the door.

<< Mom.
Ilaria eat inside with us! >>

Brian suddenly
clapped his fist on the table.

<< No! She
stays out! It's clear?! Otherwise, break your face to you and your
mother! >> With a tone of authority, said the
man.

Ilaria. Slipped
off, shutter, the pot of the hand of Valerie. He slammed him
violently to the ground, sending him into a thousand pieces. The
paste is poured out at his feet. Ilaria, heedless of the thing, he
looked toward Brian. The girl became his eyes red and full of
tears. Scream.

<< You,
makes me sick! And 'a man without a heart! I prefer to starve
rather how to placate like her, that he will die worn pride!
>>

Brian was
shocked.

Brian, shooting
got up from the table. He pointed a finger of his hand against
Ilaria.

<<
Congratulations! What beautiful words, is to say in my house, the
daughter of '' Minister "of the City of Acilia! >> Replied
Brian.

Nervousness,
Brian's face was dyed a dark brown colour. On the forehead, he
popped up the sweat began to drip, falling over his bushy moustache
blacks.

The man waved his
arms in the air, moving out of control.

<< I do, I
would be the one without the heart? What’s?! I?! >> She
screamed.

He got up from
the table. And he headed for the exit. He took his wife's arm. He
pushed her with the intent to make her move from the door, but the
woman ended up crashing into the kitchen
sink.

Brian. Uncaring,
he leaned his torso out the door.

<< It 'was
just your father, to convince the "Mayor" to issue an instance. To
make us clear out from the field! >> He
said.

Ilaria was
astonished. In silence.

<< Because
according to him, in that land, even today, there would be buried,
the remains of ancient Rome! >> Continued the
man.

Brian slapped his
hands against his chest.

<< I! I was
paying a rental, to stay on the ground! It was not a day that I was
there! Since we left him, to date, they have not even started the
excavations! >>

Nervously waved
his arm, against Ilaria.

<< It 'was
just a gimmick that your father worm, to let us drive out from
Acilia! And 'the blame for all this, is yours!
>>

Valerie clung
with his hands, to Brian's arm. With the intent to block it. But it
was in vain. The man continued to shake.

<< You, you
put us in the middle of a road! >>

<< Brian,
enough! She has nothing to do with his father! >> Exclaimed
loudly Valerie.

<< No!
Instead, of course I got to do! All this has happened is because I
love your son! Was you that once you said:


"Ilaria. Here, you're always welcome!
" >> Said
Ilaria.

They got off the
tears on the girl's face.

Ilaria took
breath.

<<
Suddenly, you have become despicable to me! Just because my father
out of spite or less, immediately after having officially announced
that Jason and I wanted to have a future together, he kicked you
off the ground. >>

Brian looked down
to the ground.

<< The only
fault that I really, is to love your child! And of this, I do not
regret it! >> Said Ilaria.

There was a short
silence around.

The Ilaria eyes
became increasingly bloodshot and full of
anger.

<< First. "
You. Ilaria, you're always welcome. " Then. When Jason and I, we
told you that you really wanted to do things seriously, you
responded: "No! Our son does not have to put up with someone like
you! ">>

Brian and Valerie
looked at each other for a few moments.

<< And
then? Maybe. There seems to be this, the behaviour of a people
educated? >>

It was
silence.

Ilaria pointed
his right index finger against Brian.

<< You,
Brian. Jack makes eating out. Outdoors. And now, even me! As if the
two of us, we were beasts! When the real beast is only her!
>>
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