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Foreword


 


“Only those who attempt the absurd will achieve the impossible.” (Albert Einstein)


“I know”. A very simple statement encapsulates a number of feelings and an amount of power that few others have. Why is knowledge so important? Because knowledge is power. We often underestimate the importance and truth in this sentence, but the author of this book, Edoardo Sabatti, didn’t make that mistake. Faced with the arduous task of finding a way to make his son Federico’s life better, he attempted what looked absurd, and achieved what seemed impossible.


Lacking the courage to try something new is often what prevents humans from succeeding. Both in the professional and in the personal sphere, the fear of the unbeaten path paralyzes the human mind, or makes it choose the known and safe over the unknown and risky. Edoardo Sabatti understood that he had no choice but to learn and try something he had never seen or considered before, if he wanted his son not to be plagued by severe allergies for the rest of his life. Curiosity -- and maybe a bit of healthy madness, too -- made him discover a cure where he least expected it, in medical equipment that is not widely used in traditional medicine. The device was the answer to most of his questions, and provided some more, making him start a journey into the lives of people affected by allergies (and not only), in order to research and cure their condition.


What is so shocking about Mr. Sabatti’s story, that you will be able to read in pages to follow, is its positive outcome for every single person he treated. I am one of them. We tend to think that only in fairytales we can get a happy ending without nefarious consequences, but this book, that documents Mr. Sabatti’s life, work and research, will show you the opposite. A treatment that is completely safe, noninvasive and devoid of any medicine or drug whatsoever, can and will drastically improve the health status and quality of life of anyone who is affected by allergies. This book tells the story of a man who didn’t accept “learn to live with it” as an answer to his son’s condition.


“I know. You… try.”


 


 


Alessandra Bacchetta




Chapter I


 


 


 


The storm had just ended, the clouds ran over the mountain summits like the cirrus over the plain of Ireland.


In this village, that bears the austere name of Magno, nothing interesting ever happens. Life runs like a river in the mountains. It follows its ways, already set. Or almost.


Here in particular, people have never moved, not even for love, and the willingness of nothing new has brought generations of blood relationships.


In this submissive mountain village nothing is given anymore, and at the same time nothing is missing.


The privileged position in the valley produces the result that, during Winter, the temperature is four or five degrees higher than in other places, and in the summer, the mountain breeze keeps the heat under the norm, making the area nice and livable.


During the winter season the sun forgets, for two long months, to brush the bottom of the valley. It pokes from behind the mountains and runs fast on the thread line of the slope before disappearing quickly in the valley diagonally, leaving place for the frozen snow and hoarfrost which makes the fencing threads rigid and brightly compact and gives an almost ghostly sense to the contours of the houses and other outdoor things.


This is my village, where I’ve lived until I got married. It is a hamlet of Gardone in the Trompia valley north of Brescia.


Situated at an altitude of 600 meters, facing east and surrounded by mountains that protect both from the cold north winds and from the summer heat coming west.


Here in Magno, I went to elementary school. I remember that there were only three teachers for five classes.


In January, when I was a boy, I often looked out of the school window. The sky was blue and the fog which covered the valley seemed a white sea of whipped cream.


I was often called to order by the teacher for my abrupt digressions. Strange… I still remember the face and the habits of my old teacher, but I don’t remember the name.


In the village there has always been a strong sense of parochialism and although a sizeable portion of the inhabitants of the village works in Gardone, there was always a good clutch of them downtown where here were decidedly different climatic conditions.


Magno had already been recognized as an autonomous village since 1400, in the year of the Lord, while the diocesan recognition as parish came in 1646.


From the soul surviving book, written by a priest and dated 1680, the number of inhabitants was 251, grouped into 40 families of which 10 were Sabatti, like me.


In 1982, Magno was incorporated into the village of Gardone. The old mule track was substituted with the new street in 1950 which was asphalted in 1962.


At Magno in 1968 there were 728 inhabitants of which 166 were Sabatti.


In 2005 I’ve found through the birth, wedding and confirmation parish registers, together with a meticulous telephone research, the 330 Sabattis in the whole province of Brescia, all of whom descend from 7 original families of Magno.


The families were then reduced to 6 because one family had no heir and was thus unable to pass on the family name. To this family belong the only Sabattis who lived beyond 90 years of age. He was a municipal employee, who died last year at the age of 92.


My family has a higher number of elderly people. The first – born was called like his grandfather. He is 75 years old, is bald and doesn’t drink milk since his coming of age. And his son is also bald.


Among them, I have cured the little niece who had a double intolerance to milk and bovine meat, like myself.


One of the Sabatti families instead, counts the oldest member at age 55. So a young family, or rather, a family that does not get old.


The most famous of the Sabattis was Giuseppe Antonio, a civil engineer, born in Gardone in 1757, son of Alexander, renowned surgeon of the epoch and named baron by Napoleon Bonaparte.


The inhabitants of Magno have always shown their great skill as artisans and armourers, specializing in the workmanship of shotguns.


During the Venetian Republic whoever worked in this sector was exonerated from military service.


The balmy climate and a sure job always held my ancestors in their native village.


My paternal grandparents were both Sabatti, even though belonging to two different families from1644.


The maternal grandparents, Tanfoglio and Rizzini, also descended from native families of Magno. And here is the reason for hereditary problems my sister and I have.


My grandfather, my father, my children and I have never met our paternal grandparents. They all died prematurely of illness.


The conclusion is that we ‘SABATTI’ are a little weak from the genetic point of view.


In the family we were three siblings: my sister Carla born in 1946, myself in 1951 and my brother Bruno in 1959.


My father worked in Gardone V.T. at the Beretta arms factory and my mother, a housewife, rounded off the family budget by doing tailor work, stitching and mending, receiving in exchange farm products such as eggs, meat, cheese, chicken, fruit and vegetables.


My father noticed her in Magno’s alleys where she went to visit and sojourn by some relatives during the summer months.


“Who knows what they told each other the first time they met.”


He, man of a few words, often taciturn… she certainly was not fascinated by his rough loquacity.


During the Second World War, my mother was drafted into the arms factory where he also worked, my father.


How many things I didn’t ask them. How many small and innocent secrets between them I didn’t understand.


There wasn’t enough time. Time, a not merciful meridian drawn by the gods, to make the humans’ struggles aimed at reciprocal knowledge vain.


Of my father I remember the movements, I still feel the familiarity of some of his gestures, that I from time to time during the day unconsciously repeat. And with the help of some old photos preserved in an album I can see his face, but I can’t recall his voice anymore.


His voice… that really does not surface from the darkness that wraps my memories.


My father suffered for a long time from different health problems; in 1968 when he was 55 years old he died of a heart attack.


After middle school, I underwent surgery at the right hip for a congenital disease. I was out of school for one year because of plaster casts and rehab for my limb.


At that time my sister entered a convent and became a nun.


The sky is clearing so perhaps God is not angry anymore, I however still am.


Maybe it’s not easy for anyone, I for sure can’t say that it’s all been easy for me.


At that time, there wasn’t much public transport for students.


I had to travel four kilometers to go to school from Magno to Gardone, and I certainly was not able to cover that by foot.


So, to go to middle school I went to a college in Chiari which was managed by Salesians. Chiari was a village in the lowland of Brescia that had nothing in common with the village I came from.


The level of cognitive comparison of the school in Magno was far inferior to much the higher education degree that was taught to the pupils of the new institute I went to, and where I was getting ready to learn the first rudiments.


I knew the sacrifice my parents had to make, so I put all my best effort into my studies, and always passed in June.


After middle school, I enrolled in a two year technical-commercial school in Gardone. Meanwhile the bus service for students started working.


After finishing school I couldn’t find other employment than some temporary jobs. I even went to the magistrates’ court to make some voluntary apprenticeship, being satisfied with obtaining work for no pay.


One year before my father’s death I was hired by the Beretta company. The factory usually took in the children of employees who left the job because of pension, accident or death.


I bought a second-hand FIAT 500 and went to an evening bookkeeping course, getting the diploma with great marks.


At Beretta I didn’t have a future as a bookkeeper, so I applied for the Economics course at University, whose lessons in those days one could attend after work.


During that year I never missed a lesson. The first exam was math.


For a student who came from an evening bookkeeping course, it was very difficult. But I loved Math and was really interested, so I studied with enthusiasm. 40 students total took the written exam. Only a few more than half was admitted to the oral test.


Only two of the forty participants could solve all the exercises in the written test, one of them was a Sabatti.


The professor turned to me and said: “I certainly can’t claim you have copied the written test, considering that the other student who solved all the given questions was on the exact opposite side of the room as you.”


I candidly replied: ‘In the previous exercises there were some simple traps, in the fifth question it was easier for me to go the opposite way; that is to say, starting from the final result, I excluded the other three quadrants, I found the first straight line and then reconstructed the other lines in sequence easily.”


“But you can’t do it that way!”


“You can’t start from the roof if you want to build a house”, burst out the teacher.


“If you gave me a logical answer I would have given you thirty, but now I cannot give you more than eighteen.” replied the professor.


Often, after that day, I found myself starting from the end, to find solutions to various problems of different nature, that life put before me.


Who knows if this personal way of facing certain situations would have disconcerted my old professor after all these years. 


The fact is that, since then, I’ve built quite a few houses.


Following this exam, I passed other hard ones like statistics and law. I also won an open competition as bookkeeper for the hospital in Gardone V.T. The salary was scarce and the job was not satisfactory.


The following year I won another public competition and I was hired by the Bank S. Paolo of Brescia.


I subsequently passed other tests, which allowed me to complete the second academic year.


Working and studying at the same time became, however, more and more difficult.


It took me an hour just to go to work, and then another hour to return home.


At the bank the salary was highly interesting; twice as much, or almost, as that of my jobs until then, so, even if reluctantly, I abandoned my University studies.


To complicate my life, I was also president of a housing association that built cheap council houses in the area near where I lived.


The firm of builders that was building the council houses bankrupted before completing the construction.


The housing association put me in contact with a lawyer, a popular name from a well-known legal firm in Brescia, who already dealt with similar situations.


The lawyer informed me about the procedures to follow in similar circumstances. and without much useless talk, he explained that there were many lawsuits originated by similar circumstances to the one I was examining, but not one had ever been concluded successfully, and least of all were any buildings ever completed.


The only one who could let me complete the work was the bankruptcy trustee with an order from the Court of Brescia.


The Court appointed an estimator, who did not accept any of our observations, and instead limited himself to quantifying the work performed that was not computed.


At the same time, I was careful not to confirm some variations that were asked verbally and that could have compromised my efforts to complete construction work.


In the end I agreed to finalize the payment in two instalments, I contracted the essential jobs at an inferior cost from the previously proposed one in the contract, and with the interest matured on the reserve fund which I managed directly in the bank where I worked, I managed to keep everything within the budget and complete the construction work.


It was my first real success in the strictly operative sphere: since then, others followed, but that doesn’t matter, and it certainly doesn’t make me any more peaceful and patient.


 


[image: image]


A.d. 1951




Chapter II


 


 


 


D After some time my brother got married, and he restored our parents’ house. My mother came to live with me in the new apartment but she did not enjoy this new and unexpected wealth for long: she had a left parietal lobe stroke, and for the remainder of her life, she was completely paralyzed on the right side of her body.


She was in this condition for twenty-four months.


On a day like any other, with the shutters closed, she passed away without clamor, recrimination or pity: she was 66 years old.


A year and a half later I married Mirella.


We moved into an apartment in Sarezzo, still in the Trompia valley, an apt choice, considering that I was closer to my work place and could have more time for personal passions.


As a clever newlywed husband, I decided to take some time to look around in my new village, where I decided to start my next adventure.


In 1990 my first-born Luca was born and subsequently Federico.


Federico was born in July 1993, he was breast-fed for well over 18 months. When he was three years old small red spots started appearing on various parts of his body.


We went for a specialist examination to the pediatric department at Brescia’s biggest Hospital, and a well-known doctor recommended that we make another appointment with the head of the dermatological hospital department in Modena, who diagnosed a form of body psoriasis.


That was the start of a series of events that caused consequences and relative choices which would influence me and our events in the coming years.


In October 1996 together with Mirella and my child, I went to the dermatologist, who confirmed that Federico was infected with psoriasis, but he also told us, without so many words, what would be our future.


The psoriasis would progressively deteriorate, year after year and much more so during the winter than during the summer. We couldn’t expect miracles or a prompt recovery from thermal water treatments- or from any other kind of medicines.


He also suggested us not to use cortisone products, but to keep them only for emergencies, such as psoriasis patches spreading on the face, because the skin would become desquamate and dry, and that would provoke ulcerous and bloody wounds.


It was therefore important to maintain the skin soft at all times during the day and in every season of the year, and to exploit the only actually effective cures, like going to the seaside, or applying simple economic lotions, with traditionally simple ingredients.


A further suggestion given to us parents was to resign ourselves to live with this problem, and not to put any burden on the child about his chronically deteriorating illness: after all, the child would certainly behave better than us.


In the meantime I continued my work at the bank, and all in all I was doing well there, and I felt perfectly at ease among numbers and financial indexes.


In banking, I could exploit my passion for statistics, applying it to the sector of high finance, to listed stocks, bonds and CCTs and BPT bonds. For bonds, I designed some specific grids, from which anomalous prices would emerge.


The rule was to purchase in lower and to sell in upper.


This was my new world, the horizon gave me a wife, children and a new house.


Sitting on the sea shore, Christopher thought that nothing could end over the columns of Hercules. I, instead, was convinced that my life was all there.


My new world, even if crowned by many successes, was and kept on being flat as the sea without wind.


A lot of people spend their life looking for calm bays and peaceful seas, often without ever finding a safe anchorage. I had all of it at once, but this didn’t make me any more satisfied.


Yes, all at once, like in Russian roulette.


When I thought about my mother, her clearest sentence in my mind was: “I don’t understand why you asked for a loan for the house, when you had the cash to pay for it.”


My answer was always the same one: “For bank employees a very low interest rate is reserved for the first house. fiscally deduct interest and I can invest the loan at a higher rate.”


She had always been afraid of debt and had passed her whole life making sure she never got into arrears, even if it was very difficult for her sometimes .This made her heroic in my eyes.


During the first years the bank assigned me to the Stock Exchange department.


There, I met an elegant person who played very hard.


“Lads! Remember that when you play with the Stock Exchange, you can also lose” he repeated to us young people in Brescia dialect.


After a few days I could not help but ask him: “Why do you continuously repeat this sentence and in spite of it you persist in purchasing stock?”


With a smile he answered: “For me, it’s like an illness!” In 1960 I had squandered all of my inheritance, but since nobility still accounted for something, I made a good marriage, and in 1973 I also dissipated all of my wife’s money.


Now,...I inherited quite a few possessions and cash from an aunt, but I don’t know how long they will last.”


We were in 1979 and the following year the Stock Exchange crashed, with the tragic recovery of banker Roberto Calvi’s corpse.


This encounter made me careful, more prudent with investments towards clients and colleagues that I didn’t know very well.


I still have old colleagues who ask for my financial opinion.


Thanks to my banking profession I have had the possibility to get to know people belonging to the most disparate classes and with the weirdest interests.


One day an important customer asked me point blank: “How many shares do you own, from your bank?”


“None” I replied.


“Why?” he asked.


‘At the current price I would have sold them all, I‘m not stupid” I said.


“So I’m the fool, because your manager has just offered them to me as if it were a privilege!


Now I will go back and thank him.” He replied with a wrathful and graceless tone.


I was reprimanded by the bank’s branch executive for that financial dispute, to which I replied: “I understand your being reserved, but I don’t know how to read your mind. How could I know that you wanted to dump a parcel of shares containing stocks from our bank, exactly at a moment like this and on top of it, that you wanted to dump it on such a wealthy and interesting client for our credit institute? “


Six months later I took the initiative to call that costumer on the phone, and tell him: “the shares of my bank are now down 40% from that famous offer, while bank stocks in general are rising. I think this is a good moment to purchase those shares”.


The client bought a good quantity of them, making a good profit within less than three months.


One day, while I was working I noticed him in front of me and without beating around the bush, he asked me: “Would you be my advisor? At the end of the year if there’s a profit I’ll give you a percentage, but if there’s a loss I won’t give you anything.”
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