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There is nothing as deep and unexplored as the human mind. Davide Ghezzo is a not very prolific writer in recent years. He started very young by publishing a collection of poems now unobtainable "Cupid and Psyche" and in all his works he has done nothing but follow in the footsteps of his fervent imagination.

In his career he wrote a lot of non–fiction for the school and, over time, he rose to fame as a literary critic and a science fiction enthusiast. He has created a lot of fantastic fiction, focusing his stories mainly in the Turin context, addressing very interesting themes, often based on encounters with supernatural or alien entities.

A writer of fantastic works, rather than science fiction, often hallucinating journeys in the company of archetypal characters, projections of the fears and hidden desires of humans, of which David is the spokesman and incarnation.

Davide Ghezzo's proposal to his readers, supported with joy by the Publisher, this time has the timing, structure and breath of the novel. A journey that could immediately disconcert the reader, a journey that begins from the end, from the death of the protagonist. The rush of images, scenes and characters that chase each other in the story is impressive.

The initiation of the character follows an apparently illogical thread but, and this is a warning to the reader, perfectly studied and pondered by the author. Every word, every sentence of this book is written with the function of making the reader reflect and entertain, involve and educate the reader. In the most absurd, tense and even the most amusing or paradoxical situations, Ghezzo manages to give us pills of wisdom disguised as adventurous space falls or somersaults over time.

The encounters we make are interesting reinterpretations of reality, indeed they become more real than real life. Lonely characters, eternally dissatisfied, ferocious fighters or very sweet girls forgotten on asteroids give us not only the idea of ​​the author's fervent imagination but they clarify his philosophical ideas, his psychological approach to life and culture.

What seems trivial, what to the reader may appear to be a simple literary device, believe me it is not, it never is. I can affirm that, as in this book, it is never necessary to think of a second interpretation, even a third one. The attentive reader cannot fail to be drawn into the game of mirrors and historical, musical, philosophical, literary, cinematographic and theatrical references that the author has invented, almost having fun evoking them.

Of course we are fascinated by the surreal, excessively spiritual and very carnal experiences in which the protagonist is involved, often suffering tragic consequences, sometimes deciding the fate of humanity itself.

The novel is clearly the result of the writer's great culture and very “progressive” and 70s education. The writer shared with him the school, the class, often the desk, from the years of kindergarten to the university, and every kind of literary and musical passion, so distinctive in those times.

Reading this book will be a great adventure, a hallucinating journey, of course not hallucinogenic, which could be helped by listening to some classic "progressive" music of the seventies. The list of advice would be long but "Atom Heart Mother", " Ummagumma "," Meddle "by Pink Floid," Thick as A Brick "and" Passion Play "by Jethro Tull," In the Court of the Crimson King "," In the wake of Poseidon "and" Islands "by King Crimson, “Pictures at an exhibition”, ELP's “Brian Salad Surgery”, “Tales from Topographic Ocean” and “Close to the edge” by Yes and, of course, Mike Oldfield's “Tubular Bells”.

If we want, for patriotic love and didactic need to listen to something also Italian I recommend "Dolce Acqua", "Lo Scemo e il Villaggio" and "Journey into the Archipelagos of Time" of the Deliriums which are fundamental for some explicit references found in the pages of the book . Whoever wants can find the right note for the right chapter.

I forgot, Davide is an excellent musician, as well as being a skilled chess player. The habit of anticipating the moves of the pieces on the board in his mind makes his work even more interesting and intriguing.

An alien journey, an extraordinary journey. Get ready reader. The time has come.

Claudio Calzoni
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When I was grabbed by the claws of death, I found that their grip was tender. There was no pain, on the contrary, the immense agony that had gripped me a moment before had disappeared.

I left the body, there was no doubt. That worn out robe I had slipped off me, I had thrown it somewhere. There are those who say they saw the body under there, rescued by doctors and ambulance workers. For me it wasn't like that. I had stripped of it, had thrown it into the recesses of some cosmic closet, where perhaps it had disintegrated. I didn't know anything about it anymore and I didn't care.

Now I was free to fly. Without dizziness, the ones that assailed me in front of a chasm or on a balcony on a high floor. I flew light, unaware. In the silence. I would have expected the music up there, the music of the energy and life generating spheres in the universe. Instead the silence sang around me.

My flight, I realized after a while – but the weather there required new criteria, new scales of measurement, which I did not possess – was nothing more than an indistinct ascent. I was like a baby balloon.

I should now describe the environment, the background of the otherworldly adventure. I saw ... a tubular gallery, with a sepia vault illuminated by a translucent source, intimate to the alleged mountain in which the tunnel seemed to have been dug. Some indistinct figure at my side, who, like me, yearned to get to the bottom.

A painting by Doré, perhaps, indeed a film of his, because the point of view was shifting, I was projecting myself forward at a speed that I could not calculate but that I sensed sustained. 

There was no joy. Not yet. But perhaps we were going towards it.

As in a dream, I tried to peek at the human silhouettes gliding with me in that slight aerial climb. They looked ahead, fixed, rigid, with something automatic inside. I seemed to read, in those gray gazes, a shadowy, somewhat somber will. A determination to overcome a kind of purgatory.

Only I, it seemed, was wondering what was happening, I was asking myself a gnoseological question within that vision. Shouldn't I have been like them? Who was right? Was my bewildered gaze closer to the truth or theirs, so nailed to a possible goal?

My silent questions fell into the void of that flight. I passed by, like everyone else, and that gallery and my ephemeral companions disappeared.

She appeared out of nowhere. 

We sat down at a table in a room that reminded me of the talkers in religious schools. The long table, the chairs, the empty shelves along the walls, waiting for unwritten books, were finely crafted in a dark, almost black wood. There was austerity and coldness in there. And even her beauty was chilling.

She was softly shaped, with straight auburn hair, dark eyes that promised sex. She wore a beige dress, which showed an elegant amber skin.

I was there, in theory, to transcend sex, its every temptation. But she confused my few certainties.

"Why am I here?" I asked her, dreamily.

"You are dead, remember," he replied.

He took my hand, on that table. Hers was cold and the red nail polish promised painful scratches.

We stood looking at each other in silence, surprised. Perhaps also because of her beauty I had drunk the water of oblivion and I no longer knew if she had represented something in my history and life down there on the planet.

It didn't matter. "Let's go further," he told me.

We left the room. That dissolved behind us as we stepped into the light.

A blinding glare struck me, so much so that I instinctively tried to close my eyes ... but it was not possible, because I had no eyes to command. Neither eyes nor a physical body, I fully realized it only in that moment. Yes, I felt a dislocation in space, also relative to the legs and arms, hands and feet, but it was, by now, a mere reminiscence of what I had been physically. Instead I felt a new power, the possibility of moving my consciousness, the point of view with respect to the previously inaccessible cosmos that was being discovered to me.

So I could 'turn my back', retreat and recede from that light, return to the dark and undulating area I had crossed. But I didn't.

In short, for an evolutionary adaptation, I was able to deal with radiant energy. Withstand the impact. And I realized, bitterly, what I had lost.

I saw something that was beyond my understanding, yet I could sense its meaning. Something that hit me in the heart, gave me anguish but also relief for the timeless prospect that opened up to me.

Raising my head, I saw... a city, perhaps. A flying city, suspended in nothingness, above indistinct clouds. In a glorious light castles, towers, spiers rose. And further on I glimpsed, with the eyes of my soul that were now my own, fountains and waterfalls with sparkling water, the emerald green of parks and hills as far as the eye could see. The complex of golden and silver buildings, mighty and apparently inaccessible, stood out at the end of a dirt road, a slightly uphill avenue, crowned by large vaults of vegetation, which narrowed in the distance for an iron perspective effect.

I should have walked that avenue. Sooner or later in life. In lives. In time or in eternity.

As did the many entities that flowed alongside me, directed towards the city of light, or coming from it. Yes, there was a comings and goings, a steady stream of flying creatures, but they still stuck to the line of the boulevard. They did not deign to look at me but I still caught their characteristic. Those who went up were happy, hilarious, irresistibly attracted by the aura of the celestial city. Whoever came down showed a sombre, closed semblance, but animated by hard determination.

In a suspended time I tried to reflect; but it was difficult. My intellectual faculties, which should have been sharpened by the detachment from the atomic body, were instead still involved as was already happening below, in the world down there, wrapped in a kind of molasses that made the concatenation of thoughts slow and cumbersome.

However, a word came to my mind, coming from the literary and cultural experience that the beauty of the underworld, fortunately for me, enriched and attracted. 

Pleroma. 

The sense of radiant fullness; the awareness of not being far from the divine matrix of being. What I saw was the realm of light, an enveloping wave that warmed me inside, that untied the painful knots of the psyche.

At the same time I realized that the towers and castles of that city were phantom, a new construction of the mind, a simulacrum, a conceptual hologram that directed me to splendors difficult to imagine.

“There are obstacles and deceptions. Attention is needed”, the female voice to which I was clinging in that mysterious world caressed my ears.

I turned to her, who had humbly caught my attention. We studied each other for an interminable moment.

"I hope it's not a deception too," I told her fearfully. 

«Sophia takes on different faces but the most beautiful is mine».

"So you are Sophia."

In response, she smiled. 

She was wisdom, it seemed. But I saw a strange weakness on that white set of teeth.

I tried to question her. I was the wanderer of the stars but for this very reason I had to understand something about her, who had placed herself at my side with some very specific role. She was the eternal feminine, of course, but now or never I had to reveal the mysterious place behind that expression, which has now become a commonplace of thought. «Sorry if I ask you but would you be... the wisdom? I see beauty of a woman to the nth degree and perhaps behind fear, worry ».

Her lips curled, signifying I was hoping for appreciation. “I am, in truth, the third Sophia. My sisters stayed up there, in the Pleroma or nearby. The drops of the sea of ​​being have different fates. Different routes. I came down here for ... an assignment, I think. I have lived many lives, in different shapes and worlds. I have forgotten a lot. But of one thing I'm sure. I have to be here now. "

"Yet the Pleroma seems so close," I retorted, pointing to the image of the ethereal city. "Maybe we could reach him."

"No. It is something that is shown to you but it is not that close. Not even for me. I remain at your height, for now ».

That was fine with me; the universe in Sophia's form was to my liking, despite her uncertainties.

"But now we have to transcend, embark on a journey between border stars". he said, with a determination that I already found unusual. "Nothing you have seen so far is fixed, everything is transient."

"Don't use bad words," I joked. «I want this moment to be eternal. Being able to contemplate you forever ».

She laughed, pleased. “Don't think about grabbing me effortlessly. There is a Camino de Santiago and I know your feet are already tired and sore. Put your soul in peace regarding the shortness of the path, because it is not so. You have already fallen into many traps, others await you and will make you fall. Unless you follow me strictly. I'll give you an essential lesson. Take notes in your little head”.

"I will do it".

The reference to religious pilgrimages embittered and saddened me; but from the sense I could not exempt myself.

The radiant cosmos that I had before me, articulated in a bright city, destination and starting point of busy souls, suddenly darkened. Towers and castles dissolved. A non–starry night took over but I had cat eyes to penetrate the depths of that universe.

«Give me your hand now. And help me ». A faint tremble in her voice gave me confidence. 

In the darkness hostile powers nestled, ready to snatch the most fragile souls. The architectural entities that I will have to talk about too extensively. But she had given me her hand and asked me for help.

So we went, in silence. 

We flew low, anchored almost by magnetic levitation to a plane, at the bidimensional level. Caution was needed. Maybe I had reminiscences of that space and what was about to happen. Of that time in another dimension. However, I did not trust my perceptions either; I was a conspiracy theorist. I held her hand, trusted her. I felt her weakness, the fragility of her intentions, difficult to compensate despite the countless lives she had already lived.

Then I felt the friction of the air, like that created by a spaceship returning; and I fell on a desert of sand, with a painful dive that took my breath away. The sand scratched my face, stuck to my clothes. Yes, I was concrete again. I got up from the ground, angrily. Sophia had fallen next to me and stood there stunned. I took her by the arm and hauled her up quickly.

Around us a limitless horizon, slightly undulating. The warm and sunny air, without a breath of wind.

I looked at Sophia. "Where have we ended up?" And why?".

«I do not know. But I'm afraid I know who we will meet».

We walked for a while in the desert. It was hard to walk, the sand arranged in restless dunes sticked and made your feet sink. But at least my body, uncertain between earth and sky, did not feel the heat.
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