Rosalind Hudis

Task 1 

Time stands still 

My favourite time of day in Casperia is sitting on the piazza at sunset, a glass of prosecco in hand, watching the world go by and the beautiful sky lit up by the disappearing sun. The local builder is sitting on the wall and nods his head at you in acknowledgement while a stray cat passes by with his head held high, wondering why you dare to be on his land. 

The medieval village of Casperia is a commune in the Province of Rieti in the Italian region of Latium, located about 50km northeast of Rome. 

My father bought an apartment in this relatively unknown area, at least for those outside of it, about 20 years ago. His love of Italy and passion for the language meant he was always destined for retirement in the country. 

My first visit was in my early 20s and I was blown away by the cobbled steps leading up to the apartment, the high walls and no roads meant that wherever you were situated it would be a steep walk home. Certainly not for the light-hearted, I am to this day in awe of the old ladies with their shopping, walking, and chatting with no rest up the steep steps. 

My friend Holly has come over to stay with us in our apartment on this visit for the New Year and we are planning our evening over coffee in the Blu bar as it’s affectionately known by locals. I’ve already been coming to Casperia for a few years and although I am not a permanent local, we know people by face and a ‘ciao’ and I always get a warm welcome. 

“Buongiorno Hannah”
 
“Buongiorno Michaele” I respond, in my limited Italian and pausing there. 

“Due caffe?”

“Si, per favore” I reply inwardly sighing a gasp of relief. I have always felt slightly ashamed my language skills as a Brit, don’t live up to our European friends. I’ll learn for next year, I promise myself. 

I have been here for New Year before, and although a tiny village with an inhabitancy of about 1500 people, on holidays it comes alive. Locals from Rome and other Italian cities visit in their groups and join in the celebrations.  

There are four bars in Casperia all within about 500m of each other. Not an easy 500m I would add and expect your heart rate to race slightly more than normal, especially after a couple of the local delicacies. But don't worry you will be rewarded with more Italian specialities when you arrive at the next. 

“Let’s start at the bottom and work our way up” I pitch to Holly.
“OK, sounds good.” She nods in agreement. 
Having both grown up on a hill, we are accustomed to a bit of a climb every day and we are excited to see what the evening holds.

Michael brings us our coffees and in broken English says “El Solito Poso, live music, tonight.

“AHHH Grazie” I smile. 

El Posto is a bar in the middle of the village on the Piazza Municipio and is always a lively destination with a great atmosphere, open until the early hours. I remember last year, my sister, Kate and I were over and sat appreciating the Italian cover band of Queen. The crowds sang along to a heavily accented Bohemian Rhapsody and we couldn’t help but get involved so Holly and I agree this as our midnight destination. 

We book dinner at Osteria Vigna, a local bar and restaurant. I would like Holly to try the local stringozzi, it’s a hand-made pasta tossed with leek, pecorino, and almonds. I have never seen this outside of the area so tell Holly it’s a must!

After our coffee, we take a walk across to the Church of San Giovanni. This small ancient piece of Roman architecture is believed to have been built in the Middle Ages, we peer inside to see a simple but beautiful interior that bestills a calm between us for a minute. 

Later that day we are back in the apartment with a glass of local prosecco getting ready for the evening. I laugh at Holly when she appears in high heels. 

“You can’t possibly wear them on these cobbled streets.?” I explain remembering numerous falls by myself and some happening when not a drop of vino had touched my lips!

“I’m going to try” she responds, sneaking a pair of flip-flops into her bag. 

Away from the busyness of my working life in the UK, this place has always had a special place in my heart. Visiting for a long weekend or week has been a reset and made me stand back and appreciate the smaller things in life. The pace here is so much slower, family is of the most importance and the beauty of the area is enough to make the harshest stop to appreciate. The mountains surround you, making you feel you’re in a secret haven protected against the world.

The locals love to mingle happily throughout the day, and those you meet for your morning coffee are the same as those you wish buona notte with your nightcap before retiring to bed. I’ve sometimes wondered how these Italians can see each other all day, and still have so much to talk about. When greeting each other day and night you can be forgiven for assuming it is a reunion of much time gone by!

This world reminds me how life should be, without the stresses and pressures we all put ourselves under, that this simplicity exists and that it’s not far away. 

That evening I look around at the happy faces, Holly and I are dancing, flip flops are on and the lights are shining. 

“Hey Jude don’t make it bad….” We all sing in unison hugging each other like the long-lost family we are. 

We are all together in this moment, nothing else matters and as the clock ticks over there’s a collective “Felcie anno nuovo”

We had learnt that one. 

