



    

      

    

  


  
 


Francesco Di Micco


 


 


 


 


 


 


Two steps away from life


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


Youcanprint





 


Title | Two steps away from life


Author | Francesco Di Micco


ISBN | 979-12-22701-95-0


© 2023 – All rights reserved to the Author


This work is published directly by the Author through the Youcanprint self-publishing platform and the Author holds all rights to it exclusively. No part of this book can therefore be reproduced without the prior consent of the Author.


 


Youcanprint 


Via Marco Biagi 6 - 73100 Lecce 


www.youcanprint.it


info@youcanprint.it


Made by human



 


Life or Death? 
Your choice. 





 


Introduction


 


 


 


 


 


 


In this tale there are no losers or winners, only dreams. Memories of someone, of something that is now gone. That life has taken far away. I could narrate real lived moments, of wishes, even of a time that was and never will be. The feeling a person can have toward others is infinitely vast. It only deserves to be cultivated. There are no greater sorrows than distance when two would just like to be together. The current world creates confusion, pushing people to forget to prove that love thrives on courage. That engine that creates an unbreakable bond as two souls follow a common path and not a single one, while maintaining their uniqueness. A  shared strength to realize a common project.


One cannot undermine the knowledge stage without first indulging one's instincts. Choosing in the fullness of one's faculties to follow the shortest path. The one already beaten by everyone.


Those who love come to the conclusion that we are not given to know what it would have been like if there had been two struggles.


Is it possible to put aside a feeling and ignore an internal call? Which arises from the heart. From the incessant need not to lose the beloved and adored one. Dear readers you will enter this forest composed of dense vegetation. You will not find a familiar place; only memories will be before you. Of happy moments.


Across the sea there is always a safe harbor where one can find comfort when, as the sun goes down, there is nothing suitable to warm the darkest and most complex thoughts.


I stopped in many places, by impassable ways I went, without asking for help from anyone along the way who asked for my particulars. I never found a valid reason to continue my difficult search.


At the zenith of my days I ask the world's forgiveness for the time I have lived in search of a false hope denied me by unspeakable actions carried out solely and only to arrive at the complete truth I am not yet given to know. I stare restlessly at the vast sunset of warm, clear colors. The fire on the ground before my eyes; never did I experience this feeling of drowning. In my truest memories, the only moment of happiness consists of the serene gaze that still manages to vibrate my still heart filled with passion. Those clear, large eyes, typical of a woman in love; able to radiate light even in a dark room. 


She gave light to the gloomy night that has always characterized my being what I am: the dark presence with many faces that are never alike. I hear no melodies in the distance, but only lamentations, the indecipherable thoughts of people condemned to the hardest of trials: living in an increasingly complex, corrupt world, at perpetual war with itself. No one would know how to ask forgiveness for their mistakes, were it not for that conscience that makes any expectation human. Never did they come to me begging this. Never did I ask them for such a sacrifice. Nor can I ever make up for the shortcomings of people who in life brought pain. 


Some see me, others do not even know that I exist, and still others merely improperly judge my every gesture or my every statement, forgetting that every action stems from mistakes made by individual men before others.


My story has no definite beginning, I don't remember much of what happened. I often mirror myself in suffering looks and the only thing I see is passion and love. I have seen evil walking beside helpless children or people unaware of its presence. An aura of evil. My journey has no pauses or second thoughts; I have no time even to look back. I look beyond the seeming smallness of life and larks back to ancient stories, broken dreams and disillusioned expectations. I do not wait and never delay: I will not compromise.


I go into the most arduous of undertakings. Before dawn comes, on my way, I will cross the Devil. In Hell everything looks the same. I hear moans, screams and all around me I scan only suffering faces, naked bodies, disfigured by the bloodiest punishments. A damned laughter, coming from the other side of the colossal gold gate on which some faceless woman is depicted, interrupts my slow pace. In the same instant a tremor shakes everything around me that I am allowed to observe. In the tumult even rocks from above begin to fall ending up on the heads of all those who dared to challenge the Lord of the underworld and in small quantities in the hot waves of lava. Blood gushes from the severed throat and in her last sigh she screamed. The voice became intense and delicate.


In the distance I hear Life shouting incessantly, addressing the same song to me, invoking my mercy. It invokes my name and with my gaze turned to the sea all my memories, fog up, the new day is upon us. The sun has now disappeared giving its place to the moon and with it all my memories have died. It sounds like a melody from another time. It reminds me that, in a past life, I was happy. Here is the chance I have waited for centuries: at last I will know what I was forced to ignore. It is disturbing to discover that I have a daughter and cannot remember her name. It is as small as it is sweet. Vaguely it brings to mind the smile of that wonderful woman. Now she no longer cries, she watches me and smiles, searching my face with her tiny hands. She laughs aware of the love I feel for her and her mother. As slowly everything goes dark, I lose my senses and the rolling of ravenous drums, gives way to the incessant noise of the modern City. 


I must start my search from the accident site, only then will I find my eternal love. By now only debris and small pieces belonging to the car remained.  Her eyes tasted of home. Her lips were not unfamiliar. Her skin was more delicate than rose blossoms, and no man could have escaped from all that beauty and sweetness.  I come across some photographs published in the local newspaper this morning. In the foreground is her. She in all her beauty. Her gaze resembles the ice-cold clear water of spring. Her smile brings to light the simplicity of all mothers as they embrace their child. Just as I saw in my dreams. In my past there was her. What happened next is still unknown to me. I long for that happy memory. Even death cannot give itself the right to open a person's secret dreams, this means that each individual hides thoughts that they will never have the strength to share and that, for better or worse, will belong only to him. Slowly the puzzle is being put together. Now that I have had a chance to really understand and find evidence to corroborate my story, I am going to look for it. Wherever she is. I will find her and bring her home. The big metropolitan streets, as I get to the Center, give way to small, narrow, working-class alleys. In this street, poverty is clearly visible. The poverty in which these people have been forced to live. Tramps confined to the sidewalk waiting for my arrival; junkies dispensers of death hiding inside the hallways of rundown buildings. Prostitutes lovers of derisory pleasure waiting for their pimp under the streetlights. I have always had an eye for young harlots; they are exploited by men without courage. I feel pity for the life they have been given. It is as if they live in hell for their whole lives, even before death.  Since the beginning of time, women have been thrown around as bargaining chips without restraint, without stopping to think that they possess a heart and values. Men underestimate the female sex because nothing is valuable when you can get everything without any effort. In the nefarious eyes of the poor wretches I could see many times the plea for help hidden in the sadness they are destined for. Loneliness and resignation are the cornerstone of all evil. Hell is present on earth and it is the world in which the last ones live; those whom society has chosen to abandon. Innocent children grow up in these modest dwellings; those kept in the dark about what their future will be. The heart is nothing but a rented apartment for the soul, where it dwells and hides, dispensing advice left and right.


Our brain is a farce; the soul's favorite prostitute. It creeps into our thoughts and commands our actions. We are never what we should be because we increasingly resemble so many keys on a huge, out-of-tune piano.


The player is called Destiny and spends his days relentlessly trying to tune that dissonant instrument.


Suffering is the prelude to happiness. Those who have never suffered will never truly enjoy happiness.


To be happy does not require money or beautiful women; castles in the air or mirrors for larks. It is the little things, the ones we don't even see that make the difference and outline a furrow on our face whenever there is an opportunity. A smile is true happiness. A kiss, a moment of Love. Life. A memory. These are the characteristics of what we can call Joy. Joy is a sweet mischievous girl, in love with Smile. They are destined to be together; there can be no Smile without Joy, nor Joy without Smile. They are lovers from the first dawn and reside: she in the heart and he on people's faces; he is overt and manifest, she is hidden.  But yet they love each other. Endlessly, without expectation; without pretense. They want to be next to each other and struggle to make' that happen every time.


I have known them, just like that. I once knew the sweet maiden at the exact moment when her eternal lover chose to die in one last kiss. It is not important whether you believe or not; it is not necessary to know in whom you put your faith. It would be nice to be able to look back retracing every moment you lived. Understand the mistakes made and do everything to make up for them without wasting any more time but no instrument can record its notes out of tune. No violin or piano is perfect. But even one correct chord is enough for everything to take shape. The divine player manages to create sounds that are terribly honest and real. He even uses the stars to make his music work. In that very brief moment when one dies, he rewinds the tape and makes men listen to their symphony.
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