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&lt;p&gt;Vou provar pra todosé&lt;/p&gt;

&lt;p&gt;Que mesmo que voc&#234; seja algu&#233;m odiado&lt;/p&gt;
&lt;p&gt;E que o mundo ao seu redor te trate como esc&#243;ria&lt;/p&gt;
&lt;p&gt;D&#225;&#127775; pra dar a volta por cima igual ninja lend&#225;rio&lt;

/p&at;
&lt;p&gt;Meu nome &#233; Naruto e essa &#233; minha hist&#243;ria&lt;/p&gt;
&lt;p&gt;&lt;/p&gt;&It;p&gt; Those radios often caused friction between couples,

as men out for a walk were more taken by the broadcast than&#128200; by their fe
male companion. At least the radios never physically kept anyone from their fami
lies; otherwise Sunday would be spent&#128200; at the stadium or at home in fron
t of the television. Rita Pavone sang about it, scolding her companion for&#1282
00; preferring football and leaving her alone; Dino Risi painfully portrayed it

in his episodic movie, The Monsters, where in the&#128200; episode What a Bad Li
fel , Vittorio Gassman plays a poor family man who spends what little he has to&
#128200; go to the stadium; Alberto Sordi reiterated this in the memorable scene

s of The Husband and | know That You&#128200; Know That | Know .&It;/p&gt;
&lt;p&gt;Church, lunch, and the game are the three pillars upon which the Italia

n Sunday was built.&#128200; Three clustered events spaced a few hours within ea
ch other: first duty, then necessity, and finally pleasure. Even if it&#128200;

does seem excessive calling it a pleasure, for all the times an afternoon defeat
made our baked pasta go down&#128200; the wrong way and along with it, the enti

re weekend.&lt;/p&gt;
&lt;p&gt;At my parentsdAod house | discovered a drawer full of old&#128200; pocket

radios. | then found an identical one when we emptied my grandmotheraAos house. |
was reminded of them present&#128200; in family photos, with that unintentionall

y vintage design, often surrounded by an engrossed group of people of all ages,
hands&#128200; cupped around their ears. | remembered afternoons in the mid-nine
ties when they were still used. As a child | used&#128200; to take them with me

on Sunday outings for the same reason everyone else took them: to follow the bal

|&#128200; game.&lt;/p&gt;
&lt;p&gt;The cult of the game does not have specific areas of competence, no typ

ical geographical indication, like wine does, but&#128200; it has always brought
people together within its single large leather sphere. From North to South, fr

om the countryside to&#128200; the big cities, from the mountains to the sea. Th
ose who could went to the stadium, up to the time&#128200; it was more comfortab
le to watch matches on TV. Lunch was at home, then down to the bar, until the&#1
28200; call of the family became too insistent to be ignored. At that point the

pocket radio came in handy.&lt;/p&gt;
&lt;p&gt;But like&#128200; all cultural symbols, fans have had to deal with the



