
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Seventeen years old, still a kid, but with a mind weighed down as if I were thirty. I lived in the village, in a time when everything felt blurry. I was searching for my path, thinking about going abroad, dreaming of a better future, a life I wasn’t sure I would ever find.

One day, on my way home, I saw something that stopped me. A puppy, tied by the leg with a rope, fastened to a tree. Its leg was wounded, bleeding. It was weak, almost ready to collapse.

I didn’t think much. I picked it up and took it home. I gave it water, whatever food I had, and after a few hours I bathed it. I don’t know why, but in that moment I felt something inside me shift. Maybe because that puppy was even more lost than I was.The next days I took care of him, but he wouldn’t come near me. He didn’t play, he didn’t trust me. And yet, every time I called him “Old Man,” he turned and looked at me with a gaze I had never seen from any human. A look that said more than words ever could.

Time passed. Old Man grew up, made friends out in the fields, and I kept fighting with my thoughts. I turned eighteen and had to make the hardest decision of my life: to leave.

I searched for work abroad, called everywhere, sent messages, nothing. Until one day the phone rang. A woman from Munich. They wanted me — but they wanted a couple. I thought of my cousin, suggested it to her, and she agreed.

The next day they called again. A different voice, strange accent. And that’s when I secured the job. I was happy, scared, everything at once.
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