
        
            
                
            
        


	

	

	

	

	Bright Star, Farewell,

	may your life become 

	a beautiful story to tell.
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Now that the book is finished,

	I can say that this is has not been a hallucination...

	...It was rather a confirmation of something

	I already knew from the start...

	...that one conviction of mine 

	that pushed me to travel through fairy tales; 

	and it is that I believe this: 

	fairy tales are true ". 

	

	(Italo Calvino)

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	 



		
1. FLIGHT INSTRUCTIONS




	

	A few years ago I took the book "Italian Fairy Tales" by Italo Calvino in hand.  

	The first memory that came up, while I read it, was that as a boy I loved flying on a broomstick. 

	Oh yes, I launched myself off great cliffs, flew over deserts and mountains, crossed entire oceans, never being brushed by the doubt that all of this was not true. 

	Then with the school, the multiplication tables and the logical analysis that broom slowly returned to being a simple tool for cleaning the floor. 

	As a kid I also liked cogwheels. Or rather, the grains of sand that sneaked in and blocked them. It was amazing to see how sometimes a simple blow of breath was enough to remove those tiny obstacles and thus restart the gears in motion. 

	I do not know if Calvino was an expert in winds, but no doubt his book blew a breath on my life, restarting it.

	And thusly, the first thing I did after finishing the book was go to the old tool shack in the garden.  

	I knew I'd find it there.

	And indeed in the end, after having rummaged amongst a thousand and one widgets, there, waiting for me, set against the wall.

	It was old, with a worn handle. With an automatic movement I found myself astride her.

	No, I di not take off. 

	But it was as if I'd done it. A part of me really flew. 

	And so, thanks to that old broom, I now understand a bit more that which Calvino meant when he spoke of the truth of fairy tales.

	Since always Man has told stories. They can be short stories or sagas, legends or fairy tales, but narration has always been in the human DNA: how come? Besides, where do the stories come from? Did they already exist or did we invent them? And, eventually, have they still got something to say to contemporary men?

	

	This book tells of my journey in the world of fairy tales. I describe it so that everyone, if willing, may find some reading keys to take forth an individual path, which will be unique and unrepeatable. 

	The final goal of this journey is to realise that, if we learn to amplify the symbols within fairy tales, the plane of our daily reality and that of the stories, which we generally believe parallel, can touch each other. And when they establish contact, even if just briefly, a small or big intuition will surface, that can reveal something of significance in our life. 









	2. THE GOLDEN KEY OF FAIRY TALES


	

	Once upon a time, in wintertime, when the snow was high on the ground, a poor boy had to go out to get firewood with a sled. After collecting it and loading it, he was so frost stricken that he thought of not returning home immediately, but rather light up a fire to get warm. 

	He shovelled the snow and, while clearing the ground, he found a small golden key.

	He thought that, if there was a key, there must also be a lock; so he began to dig in the ground and shortly after he found an iron box, decorated on the sides with coloured images.

	"If the key fits well, there will certainly be some precious things in the box!" he thought.

	If there had been a hole ... but nothing! Until in the back he discovered one, but so small he could hardly see it. He put the key in and ... clack! It worked fine!

	He turned it around.

	And now...

	now we have to wait until he has fully opened and lifted the lid, and then we will know what wonders there were inside that box.

	

	The first time I read this fairy tale I was disappointed: it had intrigued me arising in me a question ("Who knows what's inside that box? ")  but it had not given me the answer. I felt, though, that this very fact held a hidden richness. And so I began to stay in the company of the fairy tale, to feel what it was whispering to me and slowly, the anger gave way, first to suspension and subsequently to gratitude.

	 

	In fact, this fairy tale, which is the latest in the Brothers Grimm's collection, is an invitation, a spur to set out on the road and, by oneself, search for the contents of that box. I am grateful to it because it made me discover that no one can tell me what treasures there are in the world of fairy tales, only I can discover them, by experiencing them.

	Do you wish to understand which is the correct reading key to enter in the world of fairy tales and see what richness it hides? Try yourself, in first person, by setting yourself on the road.

	The answer is not outside you, but to find it youneed to  cultivate two magnificent and demanding arts: trust and patience. 

	The boy in the fairy tale is a master at this, he knows that if there is a key there is a lock to be opened, and knows that inside the box there will be wonderful things.

	He knows because he feels it.

	I always had problems with feeling per se and as youngster did not know trust well.

	How could I become that boy?

	I sensed that to open that box I needed first of all to get accustomed to the world of fairy tales, learn a bit more about it. It involved learning the art of active waiting and to begin taking a few steps into the woods.

	

	 









	3. FIRST STEPS ALONG THE TRAIL


	

	There once was a poor servant girl crossing a large forest with her masters; when they found themselves in the middle of the woods, from behind the thick bushes out of the thicket of the bush brigands emerged and killed all those they found. So they all perished, except the girl, who had jumped out of the carriage and hidden behind a tree. When the brigands were gone with the booty, she came up and saw that great misfortune. Then she began to cry bitterly and said: "Miserable me, what will I ever do? I don't know how to get out of the woods, there are no houses here and I will certainly die of hunger!" She went here and there looking for a way, but she couldn't find it. When it was evening, she sat under a tree, she commended herself to God and thought to stay there and not move anymore, no matter what happened. 

	After a while, a small all-white pigeon flew in bringing a small golden key on its beak. Setting the key in her hand the bird said: "Do you see that tree down there? It has a small lock; open it with the key. You will find plenty of food and shall never again go hungry." She approached the tree, opened it and found a bowl with milk and white bread to sink into it; this way she could eat to her heart's content. Once she satisfied her hunger, she said: "This is the time when the chickens, at home, go to bed. I am so tired! If only could I also lay myself upon my bed!" 

	Then the white pigeon came back, bringing yet another golden key on its beak, and said: "Open that tree down there, and ye shall find a bed." She opened it and found a beautiful cosy white bed; she prayed the good Lord to protect her during the night, cuddled herself and fell asleep.

	In the morning the pigeon came back for the third time, brought yet another key and said: "Open that tree down there: ye shall find clothes. "When she opened it, she found dresses quilted with gold and precious stones, so beautiful that not even the King's daughter owned them. She lived for a while this way, and every day the pigeon came and brought her all that she needed; it was a peaceful and happy life.

	One day, however, the pigeon arrived and said: Would you want to do me a favour? " With all my heart" replied the young woman. Then the pigeon said: "I shall lead you to a small house; ye shall enter and in the middle, near the fireplace, ye shall find an old lady sitting down that shall say to you: "Good morning". But be careful not to give her an answer, no matter what she does, and continue onwards towards her right: there's a door, open it and you will find yourself in a room where rings of all sort will be piled up on the table; there shall be splendid ones with sparkling gems, but you leave them alone, look for a smooth one that must be there in the middle and bring it to me as quickly as you can."
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