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DEDICATION



   


  I dedicate this work, firstly, to my Father Luciano, whom in this book I never mentioned his name. For me, he has been and will always be a Father, my Beloved Father. Then, to my family – my Mom Osvalda, my sister Lucia, my aunts Elda and Rita, persons who shared with me a big loss. Thanks to their strength and to their love, I became the Woman I am today.


   


  
PREFACE



   


   


  I’ve known Gianpaola for almost 20 years now, since we went to the University together. Oh my, 20 years... It’s that long…


  In this huge amount of time, many events in life have occurred to both of us. During study days, we’ve known and became close to each other, we lost contacts and then we reconnected. Thousands of adventures and many things have been shared together – the exams (both written and oral), the notes, and the laboratories.


  Then came the work life which continued to interweave our stories. Life events continued to occur, as well. First, it was his father who passed away, then mine. There were the misadventures in Arpav then in ULSS in Mestre. In the middle of those events, how one forgets the “ludic” intervals of Ayurveda, the evenings of meditations and of massages? Yes, with Gianpaola, I shared many things.


  I learned of the accident from a web site. I remember well it was on a Saturday morning. I was happy, until I saw a picture of a car in a ditch, I said to myself: “Look, it’s the same as that of Gianpaola’s. Oh my god…” Then I read on: the initials of the accident victim, G.T., and that on Friday afternoon she was returning back home from work. I knew Gianpaola habitually takes that road from work. I tried to call her mobile phone up, there was no answer.


  Thanks to her colleagues, I came to know everything. The coma. The transfer from Mestre to Padova. Her awakening. As soon as I could, I rushed to visit her. She was in the intensive care unit of Neurology department. I was there in her first moments of pseudo-lucidity and I remember perfectly the face and reaction of her mother when she told the doctor: “Listen, she asked me about her father! What should I tell her now?”


  That tightened my heart because I, as well as the others, couldn’t understand what was happening. But at that time, it didn’t matter. Important thing is that: Gianpaola has overcome coma, is still alive, and is still here with us. That was beyond expectation – the fact that she could speak, move and interact to those beside her. That was already a big step forward, a miraculous progress despite the fact that she couldn’t remember anymore that she lost her father for some time ago. Well, patience… Maybe when she recovers, she’ll remember everything.


  She was full of tubes. It was terribly hot that time. The doctors advised every visitor to keep Gianpaola awake. She had the tendency of sleeping all the time and that was not good for her. It was necessary for her to stay up, to be forced into speaking and to interact with people. Hence, visits were strongly encouraged.


  It was difficult in those moments to determine how much time needed for her recovery – not only with her memory but also with basic physical functions.


  Then came her returning back home from the hospital – there was the joy of seeing her on her feet, walking and going around. That one, yes, her recovery is miraculous. She recovered from traumatic brain injury in just 10 days. Four months later, she was already back to work. Unbelievable!!!


  I recall with pleasure our endless chats, the first faint memories that resurfaced, and the first pages written down. I have given her a book that I read a year before and that was suggested by a dear friend. The book speaks about contacts from beloved ones Up There. I liked the book so much. And there, many things have got to run.


  It is senseless now to discuss the fact that in this historic moment of my life, I become an editor myself and being aware of a book which is fundamental to the life of a person close to me – a person whom I shared many things with. A book that speaks about her and of her father. How could I not publish it?


  The text has its simple draft but the content itself is profound. Gianpaola’s writing is clear and pure, and that represents the kind of person Gianpaola is – clear and pure. It’s been fascinating and touching to read the drafts, perceiving into life the memories that were coming back to her. It is a book with beauty that made my heart palpitate.


  If you have lost somebody, this book is for you.


  Enjoy reading.


  Andrea Tralli – Panda Edizioni


   


  
THE BEGINNING



   


   


  Here I am… it’s been more than 10 years now, yet, I am still trying to understand why our love wasn’t enough to save you from your fears and from that situation incurred by others. Those persons who supposed to protect and love you but have made you fragile inside, instead.


  You were not a person of many words: a kiss and an embrace could embarrass you. And yet in those eyes shone all the love you have inside – the love that you have demonstrated to my mother, to me and to Lucia. I believe that that same love made you jump off the balcony and throw yourself into the emptiness. You understood you were losing control of that situation, in which your reasoning, which used to be rational and scientific, was abandoning you.


  You never wanted to be a burden to the persons who love you: when you have been hospitalized because of acute pancreatitis, you didn’t want us to lose our time to come to the hospital to visit and look after you. All you desired was us not to worry about you but to continue with our lives and our activities.


  You were always convinced that we would have been better without you… but how could you think your women would have been better without you? Without your irony, warmth and strength. You were never a burden: you were full of life, full of heart. All of your women – my mother, me, Lucia, aunts Elda and Rita – have been extremely fortunate to have you in their lives and to have experienced the love not made of fancy words but with simple acts, little and big at the same time. You fully accepted my mother as she is - with her entirety and with her vitality. You took care of her whole family which included my grandmother Aurelia (a great woman) and grandfather Attilio. You also welcomed my aunts as if they were your own sisters. You wanted them, as well, to be part of our family with the motives of: so your children to have diverse reference points; for my mother to have persons to share good and difficult moments with, and that she never will be alone. Having these in mind, you would always leave the house tranquil and happy and out for fishing; knowing that we were at home secured and serene; and that when you come home with the fish caught with so much passion and pride, my mother and aunt Rita cooked it with great enthusiasm, satisfaction and cheerfulness. Aunt Elda used to make the table, and short after, everyone were ready to share the meal seasoned with laughter and jokes. Those were, indeed, unforgettable and treasured moments.


  You have been working hard all days. When I and my sister were little, it was difficult for us to see you home. You were working as a Chemist in Aeronautics, working there until mid-afternoon. After that, instead of returning back home to your family and take a rest, you were going to set up “Forensic Toxicology Laboratory” in Institute of Forensic Medicine in Padua. You did that being unpaid but simply out of passion. When you were coming back home, there were laughter and smiles waiting for you. Mother, with few resources, was able to provide for us. It was not important for her to always have new clothes. What was important for her were: to learn how to cook, feed her offspring, to bring happiness to her children and to make you feel serene knowing how difficult your work environment was. And it became even more particularly difficult for you when you decided to move from Aeronautics to Forensic Toxicology and Antidoping Laboratory, which you constructed with so much love and passion. It has been my pleasure to be able to see you work, even much more pleasure to work at your side as soon as I graduated with the degree of Chemical and Pharmaceutical Technology. Being at your side also made me understand the gross difficulty of working in a burdensome environment caused by certain work relationship lacking humanity and respect. Luckily, there were also fantastic persons whom have been outstanding friends and collaborators. One of them is fabulous Franca whom until now cares for us. Then there was Alessandro whom you entrusted my training to work in the laboratory.


  I’ll never forget Alessandro’s embrace when he came to know what you’ve done, and his words: “Believe me, he has been the best manager we’ve ever had.” After 10 years of working now, I understand perfectly that affirmation. How it delighted you, how it gave you satisfaction to share your knowledge to others, and to encourage the dynamism and enthusiasm of young, talented, and resourceful chemists!


  How could I forget the splendid and full-of-heart telephone call of Giampietro (your collaborator for years and now my boss) to my Mother on the first Christmas without You? He wanted me with him in Forensic Toxicology Laboratory in Mestre. I believe though it was out of his respect for you, in your memory, and not because of my skills. Even if I try to be in top, I’ll never be able to have the equal great skills and talent you had. Those skills and talent which made you a great forensic toxicologist, one of the firsts in Italy that does the analysis of drugs in keratin matrix. I am very proud of you, not only for the kind of chemist you have been but especially for being an honest and sincere person.


  Unfortunately, the work environment in Padua, aside from giving you great satisfaction, had ruined you psychologically. Certain relationship and situation impeded you from working with serenity, rendering your job with passion and paying respect to all your collaborators. Worse, it was impossible for you to have peace in mind and balance there, despite the fact that you were responsible and honest.


  The damned drug theft inside the Department on the night of 17th March 2004 has unleashed onto you a strong sense of guilt. Although, for sure, you could not predict it. And even if it was not your responsibility, you felt it was yours…And somebody knew how to well-feed into it. We will always remember that month - your anxieties; the strong sense of guilt for the fact that because of the disappearance of corpus delicti, some criminals might be released from jail; your fear that somebody would suspect the involvement of some of you in the case. Who could have known certain things? And who had been the whistle blower?
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