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    Dedication

I dedicate this book to all soulswho carried their silences in their heartsand learned too latewhat love means.

I bow to those who lived in the shadows,but always hoped for the light.And, above all,I dedicate it to those who inspired mewith their painful and beautiful truth. 

      

    



  	
        
            
             

"There are lives that are lived in lightand lives that are lived in silence.But the truth of the heartnever stops beating,even when destiny closes the door." 
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Preface
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from "The Shadow of an Unlived Life"

Now, at the end of the road, when my hands tremble and my eyesight has dimmed, and my nights are longer than my days, I am left alone with myself. Me and the silence. Me and a tired body that no longer listens to me. Me and a whole life that passed me by without ever asking me if I was okay, if I could, if I wanted to.

I count my days as I once counted my years, but now I no longer feel impatience, only a kind of heartbreaking longing, like a void that widens with every passing moment. In old age, you understand how much you have lost — and, above all, how much you have not lived.

I look at my gnarled hands and search in them for the little girl I once was. A little girl who trembled with fear in a house where raised voices were louder than any prayer, where there was no comfort, only harsh silence and strands of sadness. A child who learned too quickly not to ask, not to cry, not to hope. This is how my story begins: with a tormented childhood, broken before it could take root.

Then came the years when I believed I would be loved. That once I grew up, the world would open doors that I didn't have as a child. But I was wrong. The world doesn't love you just because you need it. People don't choose you just because you have a soul. And love... love doesn't come on demand.

I loved a man I couldn't have. A face I still carry in my heart like an old wound that still hasn't healed, even now, in my old age. He was the light I never touched. The story I never lived. The chance that slipped through my fingers like sand, because life pushed me down a path that wasn't mine. I married another man—a man I didn't love and who didn't love me. Just two destinies bound together in a marriage like a door locked from the inside.

I had children, but I didn't know how to give them what I hadn't received. I didn't know how to love without fear, without hiding, without retreating into myself every time I felt I was getting too close to someone. It's hard to be a mother when you grew up without affection. It's hard to give warmth when your heart has always been kept cold.

And now... now I am old and alone. Sick. A shadow of the woman I could have been, if fate had shown me even a little mercy. There is no one around me anymore. My children's footsteps are no longer heard on the floor. No one asks me if I've eaten, if my bones ache, if I'm afraid of the night. In the heavy silence of my room, all I can hear is the ticking of a clock that seems to ask me incessantly, "What have you done with your life?"

And I don't know how to answer.

That I lived?

That I survived?

That I carried on my shoulders a story that was never mine?

The truth is simple and cruel: I didn't live. I went through years, roles, duties, but my soul remained somewhere behind, small, scared, unfulfilled. And now I feel it, clearer than ever. I feel it crying inside me. Finally asking to be heard.

I write these lines as a belated confession. Like the last breath of a heart that has been silent for too long. Maybe no one will read it. Maybe no one will understand. But I feel the need to tell my story—not because it is beautiful, but because it is true.

This is the shadow of a life not lived.

This is me.
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Chapter I – A childhood lacking light
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The wind always blew harder on the hill where their house stood, a large, cold house, as if it had been built not to shelter people, but to punish them. Whenever she remembered her childhood, the old woman saw the same image: gray walls, foggy windows, and the echo of her father's heavy footsteps. Footsteps that never heralded anything good.

Back then, she was just a child. One of three sisters. Three girls who held on tight to each other so they wouldn't fall apart.

—-
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"Hide!" whispered Maria, the eldest sister, every time they heard the gate creak.

"You too," said the youngest, squeezing her thin hand.

But no matter how well they hid, fear always found them.

Their mother, Ana, was a woman of beauty who seemed out of place in that environment. She had gentle eyes and long hair, always tied back in a braid. In old photographs taken before her marriage, she smiled brightly, like a wildflower. But after she was forcibly married to their father—a rich, ruthless, and cruel man—her smile slowly faded until it disappeared altogether.

One evening, their father came home drunk. He was angry, as he was almost every day, without anyone knowing why.

"Anaaa!" he shouted, slamming the door.

"He's coming..." whispered Maria, her eyes wide and wet.

Their mother came out of the kitchen with trembling hands.

"I'm here..." she said, trying to keep her voice calm.

"What did you make for dinner?" the man thundered.

"Bean soup. That's all I had..."

His fists hit the table. The children flinched.

"That's all you had? That's all you had?! We don't eat plain water in my house!"

He grabbed the pot and threw it on the floor. Hot splashes flew onto the floor and the woman's clothes.

The little girl—the future author—felt something hot touch her leg, but she didn't make a sound. She knew that every cry would bring another blow.

"Please... don't scare them..." whispered the mother, putting her arms in front of her like a shield.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
She had lived a life shadowed
by sorrow, a life where hap-

piness seemed always out of
reach. Yet, in the quiet of

her later years, she discovered

the power of love and the be-
auty of moments long over-

looked.

This is the story of a woman
who learned to embrace life,
even when it came too late
to be easy.
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