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“It's time for breakfast. Then we have a long walk to do today.”
Lucy was downstairs, already eating breakfast. Omelet with
white bread and cocoa, and one small apple in the center of the
table. The kitchen smelled of oil from frying, bacon, eggs and
milk. This time Mauro was doing the cooking. His wife was pre-
paring sandwiches for our journey. Lucy looked at me almost
guiltily, smiling. Of course she was enjoying this treat. Both | and
her mother were pushing healthy food on her. She was eating
quickly because the kids and the dog were already outside.
Mauro’s kids knew the journey and they were always ahead of
us. You had to turn right at the end of the village into a sparse
forest, up the hill around the lonely pine trees. Then down,
crossing a stream, which entered into a large meadow with
one majestic pear tree on the upper part. This was the steep-
est part and everyone had a hard time catching their breath,
only Mauro kept talking.

“Since he disappeared, | kept on visiting his chalet, checking
what was happening. It was hard to believe that he was out in
space. All | knew was that while he was here he kept talking
about it with a passion. And then there was that mysterious
explosion in the mountains that night. But he could have just
got lost in the woods, you never know. | have already gone to
the police and reported him missing. And they told me he was
registered as missing already. In the village nobody cared, he
was never that close to anyone else. A year passed since he
disappeared and | started to forget about him. Only from time
to time | went to check the chalet. The forest nearby is good
for mushrooms.”

Now we entered a deep, dark spruce forest. It was harder to
find the path and the kids were slower. Lucy was tired and
started to complain. | knew she wanted to go back now and
was missing her mother, but she wouldn’t admit it.
“Then there was a day when he returned. Out of nowhere

| heard a loud noise that reminded me of a supersonic airplane.

Other people heard it too, but not that many saw it. It was like
as if lightning fell from the sky, chasing after a small white ob-
ject. It slowed down before it reached the top of the mountain.
And the spot seemed to be close to the chalet.

So | walked up to the chalet and | found the doors open. | al-
most screamed with joy, but then again, | thought, there are
strange people passing through the village and | should be
cautious. You know, it was a time of uprising, some rebels ran
away and the police were searching for them everywhere. But
there was nobody inside.”
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