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Dedication
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Smile... to vitiligo.

To all those whom God chose to be different,

To those who thought that pain hid beauty,

To those who saw vitiligo as a disease, not yet realizing that it is another form of uniqueness.

To all those who suffered in silence,

to those who thought they were unlucky,

to those who hid behind long sleeves, hesitant smiles...

Smile...

You are not alone.

You are not incomplete.

You are special, you are unique, and you deserve to have your story told.

This book is for you.

To remind you that vitiligo is not a defect, but another aspect of your identity,

a mark of beauty that God has written for you in a different color.

From my heart to yours... This is my story, and it could be yours too
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Chapter One: The First Spot
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I may have been only sixteen years old when it happened. My mother was brushing my hair as she always did, with her usual tenderness and a warm touch that I could feel more than the bristles of the brush. Suddenly her hand stopped, and she froze for a moment. She looked at me in the mirror, then moved my hair more gently, as if searching for something.

She said in a hushed voice with hidden panic:

"There's a little white spot here, on the back of your neck."

Her face changed instantly, and her heart contracted before mine did. I didn't understand what was happening. It was the first time I saw panic in my mother's face, who had always reassured me.

I went with her to the mirror, and I saw that little spot, clearly white in color. I wasn't scared at the time, I thought it was nothing. I thought to myself: "The doctor will give me a cream or a pill, and this spot will disappear as it appeared, without a trace."

But the doctor was clear. He looked at us with the eyes of a doctor who has seen a lot of cases, and said his word with a calmness I wasn't ready to hear:

"It's vitiligo."

He gave us a cream and explained a few things, the most important of which was that it was a stubborn disease that couldn't be easily cured. We walked out of the clinic and I wasn't thinking about the cream or what he said, I was just watching my mom's face... She was trying to look strong, but she was worried. And me? I was trying to look reassuring, but I was apprehensive.

The days passed, and the creams and treatments came and went. We tried everything there was to try: Doctors' prescriptions, grandmothers' recipes, herbs, oils, diets, light sessions, and even "tried and true" advice. We left no stone unturned.

But vitiligo... It wasn't listening, and it didn't want to leave.
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Chapter two: My mother is a school of self-confidence 
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My mother was not a school-educated person. She never held a pen, never sat in front of a blackboard, never memorized the name of a writer or a novel, never knew Dostoevsky or Kafka.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
Swele to Vc’ﬁ'&?o






OEBPS/d2d_images/image001.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image000.jpg
Swele to Vc’fi&?a






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





