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What
    is life? 
  




  

    

      
Suffering
and sadness, joy and much more.
    
  



  

    

      
A
unique and inimitable journey towards friendship, love, affection,
sadness, disappointment, bitterness, joy and various vicissitudes
that accompany this turbulent and unpredictable journey for days,
months and years.
    
  



  

    

      
Adversity
reveals to us what the true values are: family, friendships and
traditions.
    
  



  

    

      
Knowing
that you have someone at your side, in your life, to face the daily
battles with gives you strength and hope that something positive
and
beautiful can light up your path.
    
  



  

    

      
The
inner strength we harness to ‘travel’ is innate and we all, to
varying degrees, know where to find it and how to use it.
    
  



  

    

      
Sometimes
all it takes is an encounter with someone special to transform this
journey, despite its struggles, into an extraordinary
adventure.
    
  



  

    
Someone
special, like Aragon...
  



 






  

    
Alessandra
Prosperi
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A
dog.
    
  



  

    

      
A
reductive word to define the true essence of this living
being.
    
  



  

    

      
I
had always wondered how it was possible to love a dog more than a
person, but until I met Aragon, I couldn't have given an objective
answer.
    
  



  

    

      
Indeed,
until the moment my life, or rather, our life, mine and my
family's,
was graced by the presence of this German Shepherd.
    
  



  

    

      
This
is the story of how I discovered that a dog can not only be a
cherished member of a family, but that the love this animal is
capable of giving is entirely different from human love, especially
in times of need, of mental and physical struggles.
    
  



  

    

      
It
is often said that in life we are blessed with warmth and human
love,
I'd venture to say that sometimes we should use the term ‘warmth
and canine love’, because they're capable of unconditional love,
without ever asking for anything in return!
    
  



  

    

      
After
all, this is the ultimate problem with us humans: we give love,
hoping to receive even a shred in return and, if we don't, we
suffer,
we feel ill, and we may even vent our frustrations on the poor soul
who happened to be around.
    
  





  

    
Instead,
    what I'm about to share with you is a tale of how Aragon
    unveiled the
    true meaning of ‘unconditional love’.
  



 






  

    

      
My
wife and I had always thought about getting a dog, but we
hesitated,
because it is a significant responsibility, since the animal relies
entirely on its human companion.
    
  



  

    

      
Dogs
are different from cats, because cats are independent
animals.
    
  



  

    

      
Ah!
Sorry, let me introduce myself: I'm Federico and I live in Fermo, a
beautiful town nestled in the heart of the Marche region, barely an
hour away from both Ascoli Piceno and Ancona.
    
  



  

    

      
My
wife, Marta, and our children, Alessio and Diletta, were the ones
to
welcome Aragon into our lives so this is where my story truly
begins.
    
  



  

    

      
We
have always been a close-knit family, so much that we live together
with my brother, his wife and their daughter, Chiara, in a duplex
on
the outskirts of Fermo.
    
  



  

    

      
One
unforgettable day, our lives suddenly changed forever.
    
  



 






  

    

      
My
wife, after some routine tests, discovered a lump in her breast
from
a mammogram, and our world was suddenly turned upside down.
    
  



  

    

      
She
was immediately scheduled for a day hospital visit to undergo a
biopsy and determine the type of lump, which would guide the best
course of action: not knowing what to expect was a source of great
concern for us.
    
  



  

    

      
Our
children Alessio and Diletta were shocked.
    
  



  

    

      
My
brother Davide, his wife Caterina, and their daughter Chiara were
all
there when we shared the news.
    
  



  

    

      
Chiara
stood up and embraced Diletta.
    
  



  

    

      
They
were the same age (both fourteen) and had grown up together, living
in symbiosis, while Alessio (9 years old) was at loss for words and
gazed at his mother with tears in his eyes.
    
  



  

    

      
My
wife, in a reassuring tine, said: ‘Don't worry, you'll see it's
nothing serious. I'll spend a day in hospital and return home good
as
new!’
    
  




  
On
  
  

    
the day of my
    hospitalisation, a specialist, Dr. Franceschini, arrived to
    discuss
    the potential consequences of what could have happened. 
  




  

    

      
We
talked about our children and the challenges they faced in tackling
this new family situation.
    
  



  

    

      
He
looked at us and suggested, ‘There is a therapy that could help you
emotionally, pet therapy.’
    
  



  

    

      
The
doctor continued: ‘This therapy is a powerful source of
psychological and emotional relief. I'll leave you with some
informative brochures and a list of centres that specialise in this
field. Nearby, in the Sibillini Mountains, there is a German
Shepherd
farm. Your children would benefit greatly from having a dog at home
during this difficult time, especially your first daughter who is
going through adolescence and could tend to withdraw, slipping into
depression. A puppy would help considerably in ensuring this does
not
happen.’
    
  




  

    
He
    then continued, gazing straight into our eyes: ‘Mr. and Mrs.
    Ferrante, your daughter needs someone to be close to her, to
    give her
    affection so she's not left alone to face the difficult time. I
    believe this could be the most appropriate treatment, as dogs
    are
    often employed as an aid, both in hospitals and in patients'
    homes.’
    
  




  

    

      
My
wife and I stared at each other.
    
  


‘

  

    
'Federico,
    what do you think?’
  


‘

  

    
Look,
    Marta, trying won't cost us anything,’ I replied.
  



  

    

      
We
obviously hesitated a while, because if you decide to adopt a dog,
you must treat it as a family member, without abandoning it or
mistreating it.
    
  



  

    

      
At
the time we didn't know what tumour we were dealing with, so taking
on the responsibility of a dog promised to be a tough
challenge.
    
  



  

    

      
We
had to carry on running the family business, a shoe company,
besides
handling various other commitments, including our house, and so
forth.
    
  



  

    

      
We
nonetheless decided to try pet therapy and, looking back, I can
only
thank Dr. Franceschini for his advice, because Aragon truly changed
our lives.
    
  



 







  

    
When
    the doctor said goodbye, my wife and I discussed the matter.
    
  



‘

  

    
Marta,
    the doctor has suggested the path we should follow to help our
    children psychologically, especially Diletta. What do you
    think?’
  



  

    

      
At
the time, I did not know that the help would be for the whole
family.
    
  


‘

  

    
Federico,
    pet therapy is very effective in helping families to deal with
    illness – just last week I read an article about it, which also
    mentioned clown therapy. They are alternative therapies that
    bring
    joy and smiles, alleviating many situations on a psychophysical
    level, so let's give it a try; it can't be of any harm. We
    don't know
    what lies in store for the future. Your brother, Caterina and
    Chiara
    are certainly giving us a big hand, but it's equally true that
    nobody
    rivals the sensitivity and sweetness of a dog, so yes, I
    agree.’
  



  

    

      
Once
we had decided what to do, I helped Marta to prepare for her return
to home.
    
  



  

    

      
She
would rest for a few days while waiting to know the results and
what
therapy to pursue.
    
  



  

    

      
In
the evening, we gathered everyone together.
    
  


‘

  

    
This
    morning the doctor gave us some advice to help us deal with
    this
    situation on an emotional level: he suggested adopting a dog.
    Pet
    therapy might be effective in our current situation.’
  


‘

  

    
Mom...
    Dad, really? Oh my God, that's so cool!’ Our children and
    Chiara
    shouted in unison, looked at each other and hugged
    joyfully.
  



 






  

    

      
It
was a reaction that raised all our spirits.
    
  



  

    

      
Our
son Alessio, a lively child with bright green eyes, still couldn't
grapple with the various complications that might arise, despite
being worried about his mother's health, but Diletta was the one
who
suffered the most in silence.
    
  



  

    

      
I
still remember the moment of despair she had in my arms, while we
were in the part of the house used as the administrative
headquarters
of the shoe business I ran with my brother.
    
  



  

    

      
I
was in charge of sales, my brother was in charge of production.
Diletta asked me: ‘Dad, what will happen to Mom?’
    
  



  

    

      
I
replied: ‘My dear, everything will be fine, you'll see.’
    
  



  

    

      
With
these thoughts in mind, I told them: ‘On Sunday we will go to the
foot of Mount Sibilla and visit the dog farm there. You will choose
a
German Shepherd puppy. You'll see that the magic imbibing the air
in
our mountains will also expand into this dog, helping us to make
things better for your mother's health.’
    
  



  

    

      
I
said it with tears in my eyes, praying deep down that God would
hear
my, or rather, our prayers, as I gazed at three pairs of innocent
eyes smiling at me full of hope.
    
  



  

    

      
Our
chosen German Shepherd would have its own space, because in the
duplex there was a large garden where we usually gathered to see
the
children play. It was equipped with swings, slides, etc., as well
as
games for older people. Under a wrought iron awning there was a
pool
table, a ping pong table, a table-football set and a barbecue,
always
ready for some last-minute grilling.
    
  



  

    

      
My
brother's family got up to say goodbye and went to sleep.
    
  



  

    

      
Caterina
reached out and took my wife's hand, saying, ‘We're here for
anything you need!’
    
  



  

    

      
And
so they said goodbye.
    
  



  

    

      
The
days before the trip to Mount Sibilla were packed with work and
family commitments, which kept us from thinking too much about the
illness.
    
  



  

    

      
My
parents and Marta's joined us on Saturday for some peaceful moments
together and to give us their warmth.
    
  



  

    

      
We
often got together with them.
    
  



  

    

      
They
lived in Jesi, but since we were a close family, we got together
quite often.
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Sunday
finally arrived.
    
  



  

    

      
The
three boys and I went to pick up the new member of the
family.
    
  



  

    

      
Grandma
and grandpa had left the night before because they had a commitment
for that weekend, but they would be back as soon as possible to
meet
the newcomer.
    
  



  

    

      
The
boys were thrilled.
    
  



  

    

      
While
we were climbing into the car, all they did was talk about the new
dog and how nice it would be to have him in the family! I didn't
know
it yet, but they were right!!!!!
    
  



  

    

      
It
was a cold Sunday in late February and it had been sleeting until
the
day before...
    
  



  

    

      
Marta
said goodbye to us. She decided not to come along so she wouldn't
get
too tired.
    
  



  

    

      
Turning
to the children, she said, ‘Try to have a good morning! I
recommend: let the dog choose you, trust him!’
    
  



  

    

      
Behind
this greeting I felt her anguish and concern, which were a
reflection
of my own, but it was our duty to appear calm for the children's
sake.
    
  



  

    

      
Within
me, however, I had never been more scared in my life.
    
  



  

    

      
With
this weight in my heart, I started the car and we drove towards the
German Shepherd farm.
    
  



  

    

      
During
the trip, the children's laughter gave me great relief.
    
  



  

    

      
We
arrived quite early, after about half an hour.
    
  



  

    

      
The
sun had emerged from behind the clouds and I took it as a good
omen.
    
  



  

    

      
We
got out of the car and found ourselves at the foot of the mountain
we
knew so well. We usually went hiking in the summer and often went
to
these mountains.
    
  



  

    

      
After
crossing the entrance, a few trainers came to show us the facility
and the dogs.
    
  



  

    

      
There
was a litter of puppies that caught our attention.
    
  



  

    

      
My
children and niece both fell in love with a beautiful puppy that
had
a distinctive feature: one green eye and one blue one!!!
    
  



  

    

      
I
asked how that was possible. The trainer replied: ‘It's a
crossbreed. The mother is a husky.’
    
  



  

    

      
The
puppy had a beautiful thick coat and was the only one that began to
dance for the children, when he heard us coming.
    
  



  

    

      
Diletta
picked him up, looked at me and said, ‘Dad, I want this one and
I'll call him Aragon.’
    
  



  

    

      
We
asked the trainers for their opinion and they told us: ‘Honestly, a
puppy that grows up with children, with the family, will have more
to
give because it will establish a symbiotic relationship with the
person most emotionally needy. They sense when someone is sick.
Don't
worry about integration; you will be followed step by step for the
dog's education. Obviously, you must know that the first few days
will be crucial in establishing a relationship of trust with him,
as
he will decide who to elect as his official master, even though
he'll
then protect the whole family and our trainers will monitor his
education within the same.’
    
  



  

    

      
After
these explanations, Aragon became the new member of our
family.
    
  



  

    

      
We
got into the car. The children were teeming with enthusiasm and we
immediately made a video call to Marta.
    
  



  

    

      
She
answered on the second ring: ‘Mom, it was fantastic! We wish you
could have been there too. We chose a beautiful puppy and Diletta
called him Aragon. Mom, I want to hug you, I missed you so much
today. When we get home I'll give you lots of hugs,’ Alessio said,
bursting into tears!
    
  



  

    

      
I
was shocked! Meanwhile Diletta, who had Aragon sleeping on her
legs,
hugged Alessio. Suddenly the puppy woke up. ‘Hey Aragon, where are
you going?’ asked Chiara.
    
  



  

    

      
As
she said this, the puppy curled up on Alessio's legs, licking his
hands and pressing his beautiful light-dark brown spotted snout
against him, almost as if wanting to be caressed.
    
  



  

    

      
Alessio
smiled: ‘Dad!!! Did you see what Aragon did while he was sleeping?
He heard me crying and came to me to console me.’
    
  



  

    

      
My
wife Marta, who was still on a video call, saw the scene and said:
‘Guys, the dog has a special ability to sense pain and those who
suffer, now you'll see that the more he engages with the family,
the
more he'll get to know you and his sensitivity will win you over.
Now
I'm going to rest as I wait for your return.’
    
  



  

    

      
As
for me, I was slightly skeptical. I thought it was a coincidence
and
nothing more. It had nothing to do with the emotional state that
Aragon could have felt.
    
  



  

    

      
But
I was happy to see Alessio more serene.
    
  



  

    

      
Ah,
how wrong I was!!!
    
  



  

    

      
Despite
being so young, Aragon had enough heart to understand and sense
that
Alessio needed a hug.
    
  



  

    

      
We
climbed out of the car as we got home.
    
  



  

    

      
My
brother Davide and his wife, Caterina, were waiting for Chiara to
go
out to lunch together.
    
  


‘

  

    
Mom,
    Dad, you won't believe what Aragon did...’
  


‘

  

    
We
    can't wait to hear it, but you'll have to tell us in the car,
    we have
    to go...’
  



  

    

      
We
said goodbye and went inside with the puppy.
    
  


‘

  

    
Mommmm'
    the boys shouted delightedly. 
  





  

    
My
    wife was on the couch, in front of the fireplace in the large
    living
    room. 
  



‘

  

    
'Here's
    the newcomer,’ Diletta smiled.
  


‘

  

    
Hello
    Aragon, welcome to our family...’
  



  

    

      
Marta
picked him up as she said this and looked at him straight in the
eyes. The dog began to whine and wag his tail, looking as if he
wanted to respond.
    
  



  

    

      
Meanwhile,
Alessio began to explain: ‘Mom, the trainers said they will call us
to make an appointment to start training... I didn't know that dog
also required education!’ our son continued frowning.
    
  



  

    

      
I
laughed saying: ‘When you're a puppy, education is essential. Just
because he's a dog doesn't mean he doesn't need it. Bear in mind
that
he will now have to get used to us, so he will have to be educated
to
our family!’
    
  


‘

  

    
Guys,
    there will be rules to follow, of course,’ my wife said.
  


‘

  

    
He
    can't enter the rooms, especially at the beginning. He will
    have to
    understand that his place is the kennel and these,’ she said,
    pointing to the pads near the fireplace, ‘are for doing his
    business.’
  



  

    

      
Meanwhile,
Aragon, who had been placed on the ground, looked around and slowly
returned to my wife who held out her hand for him to smell.
    
  



  

    

      
The
dog was recording the smell in his brain, using his sense of smell
in
order to recognise people. Indeed, dogs like Aragon are also used
as
police dogs to track missing people, while other breeds, such as
Saint Bernards, help to save people after avalanches and other
natural disasters.
    
  



  

    

      
There
are also detection dogs, and many more.
    
  



  

    

      
Their
sense of smell can clearly distinguish every type of smell, they
can
truly work miracles.
    
  



  

    

      
With
these thoughts in mind, I watched him familiarise for the first
time
not only with my whole family, but also with his new home.
    
  



  

    

      
I
took the pee pad out of the bag given to us at the breeding centre
and put it in front of the fireplace together with a pillow.
    
  




  

    
Meanwhile,
    Marta said: ‘The doctor called. He will be waiting for us
    tomorrow
    at the hospital...’ 
  




  

    

      
I
felt a chill down my spine...
    
  



  

    

      
The
‘children’ (I always saw them as such) hugged their mother, I was
shocked and Aragon did the second thing that day which blew my
mind:
he came to me!
    
  



  

    

      
Then
suddenly, as he wandered around the house to smell and figure out
where he was, he looked up, stared his little eyes into mine and,
wagging his tail, slowly headed towards me!
    
  



  

    

      
During
the whole car ride I hadn't had the opportunity to interact with
him
and now, seeing him there trying to make me happy, wanting to be
petted, it seemed as if he had sensed I was falling apart
inside.
    
  




  

    
Then
    a flash of the morning came to my mind: ‘Dogs are highly
    sensitive,
    they feel the moment of need’. 
  




  

    

      
He
was so small and yet could he have already sensed that I was
collapsing inside?
    
  



  

    

      
I
sat down on the floor and began to cuddle him, to my children's
great
amazement!
    
  



  

    

      
My
wife looked at me smiling and said to the boys: ‘Go wash your hands
so we can eat, then prepare your backpack for school
tomorrow.’
    
  



  

    

      
The
day continued peacefully, with Aragon taking over his space. We had
to change his litter box often and had also bought some bowls,
putting water on one side and kibble on the other.
    
  



  

    

      
We
were afraid that Aragon could suffer the first night, so I decided
to
sleep on the couch next to him to reassure him.
    
  



  

    

      
My
children and wife said goodnight and went to sleep.
    
  



  

    

      
While
watching a match on TV, I looked at Aragon who had fallen
asleep.
    
  




  

    
I
    closed my eyes for a moment and opened them again to check the
    time:
    it was four in the morning. 
  




  

    

      
I
looked around and found Diletta sleeping on the floor with the
sleeping bag we used for hiking, with Aragon curled up on top of
her.
    
  




  

    
I
    was surprised. 
  




  

    

      
With
a smile I let her sleep and went up to my wife's room.
    
  



  

    

      
I
watched her as she slept, hoping and praying for some good news. I
fell asleep next to her, hugging her.
    
  



  

    

      
At
6:30 the alarm went off.
    
  



  

    

      
My
wife looked at me slyly: ‘I bet you found Diletta with
Aragon’.
    
  



  

    

      
I
looked at her: ‘How did you guess?’
    
  


‘

  

    
I
    gave her the sleeping bag to put on the floor. She was worried
    that
    you wouldn't hear her with your heavy sleep,’
  



  

    

      
Marta
laughed.
    
  




  

    
I
    looked at her and said, ‘Me with my deep sleep? All right, if
    you
    think so’. 
  




  

    

      
I
thought about sleeping for another 10 minutes when Alessio suddenly
came into the room smiling, holding Aragon.
    
  


‘

  

    
Mom,
    he wants to wish you “good luck” for today’.
  



  

    

      
He
put him in my wife’s arms as she was getting up.
    
  



  

    

      
Aragon
began to wag his tail and stared straight into her eyes,
whining.
    
  



  

    

      
She
was speechless.
    
  



  

    

      
My
son and I looked at each other in amazement! It was an incredible
scene: it really seemed like he wanted to talk to her!
    
  



  

    

      
I
stood up and asked, ‘Alessio, don't tell me you went to Aragon last
night too.’
    
  


‘

  

    
Sure
    dad, I was afraid you might not hear him because you're a deep
    sleeper, but when I came down the sofa was free and Diletta was
    out
    of the sleeping bag. She was with Aragon on the pee pad to help
    him
    pee, then the three of us went back to sleep together, me on
    the
    couch and Aragon's bed between me and Diletta.’
  



  

    

      
I
looked at my wife who burst out laughing.
    
  



  

    

      
I
had not missed the irony about my way of sleeping and my ‘deep
sleep’, but I pretended not to notice.
    
  



  

    

      
I
smiled and said, ‘Well, now if you're finished, go get ready. I'll
take you to school this morning and then I have to take your mother
to the hospital. In the afternoon I have a meeting with suppliers
for
the new shoe production. We want to try and produce hiking shoes
for
children, so Chiara and your aunt will be with you.’
    
  



  

    

      
Alessio
took Aragon. Meanwhile, Diletta had also arrived and asked me:
‘Dad,
I was thinking... given your passion for photography and the
mountains, when will we go hiking again? Imagine how nice it would
be
to go with Aragon! I think he'd love it!’
    
  



  

    

      
I
replied: ‘Dear, duty comes first then pleasure. As for Aragon,
today he'll be with your uncle Davide, because this morning he'll
stay in the office. Now take him to his kennel and go get ready for
school.’
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