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The pastor extended his legs as he faced the descent and darted with his bike in front of Mrs. Lia's fruit stand.
“Good morning,” he said in a loud voice, receiving a chorus in response. The day turned out to be warm and bright and the village at the top of the mountain shone beneath the first rays of sunshine.
The countryside peeped out all around him, emerging from the mist of the night, and the green grass of the meadows was covered with dew. 
Summer was already here, and it seemed like all of nature was singing along with the birds.
The fourth graders came out of the school in an orderly fashion, lined up two-by-two, all in perfectly ironed and fragrant uniforms, kept under control by their teacher, the beautiful Irene, who had just arrived in Colicchio in December of last year, but was immediately adored by all.
The locals seemed to have an innate predisposition towards affection. Perhaps it was the air, the countryside all around, its isolation from the world, but in Colicchio it was easy to love.
Irene was really pretty. At the sports bar, the one at the foot of the square where the lovers of football, cycling, wine and schnapps gathered, people often talked about her. And about her curves.
It was the only place where such comments could be made as it was seldom frequented by the wives of the loyal customers. It was a refuge for Colicchiese masculinity, an outpost for the most unscrupulous fantasies, where not even the smoking ban had managed to break through. 
Between the smell and smoke of the Tuscan men and their unfiltered cigarettes, it was often a challenge even to catch a glimpse of the bar, behind which the mustached Erminio swaggered back and forth, let alone reach it.
The sixteen children plus their teacher paraded by, waving their hands at the bar, and those present returned the gesture, smiling, following them with their gaze until they disappeared down the street.
“Where is she bringing them today?” Gino the wine merchant asked as he waited for his coffee.
