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    FOREWORD




    This short story is told not only a true story but most of all that humanity and brotherhood among peoples of every race and creed, exists and will always exist because it is still part of that feeling called love.


  




  

    ***




    Any reference to events, things and people comes from my imagination, inspiration to write this short story, however, comes from stories and tragedies occurred in the sea.




    




     




     




     





    The appointment was set for two in the morning, close to the beach of Kurkum, a harsh zone and desert, all rocks and sand, not far from the border between Tunisia and Libya.


    My name is Ali, Somali 21 years, I was punctual long-awaited appointment with the pilots that I would be transhipped with a boat in Lampedusa.


    Luckily, that night, the weather was decent, only a very slight damp wind but very annoying, because it raised the fine sand, that fluttering clung to the hair, clothes, skin and mouth as soon as you opened the chewing.


    Instead, unlike the moon was beautiful round and full, almost solar in its reflexes, because its brightness, gave a significant contribution of light, facilitating not easy boarding.


    Many were already present and waiting, some of them sitting in a circle on the ground other up, maybe they were a hundred men, women and children.


    Much as I do other Somalis were Eritreans, Libyans.


    Discovered, some differences in our languages but with a little attention we wanted pretty well with everyone.


    My family had collected a thousand dollars, penny after penny, in many years of sacrifice and hardship, sold the old donkey


    and the goat, on this journey of hope.


    The economic difficulties at home were many, my elderly father, my sick mother, my five siblings, very small in order to give support to the family.


    So, the only one in my family to give a possible life expectancy and a good hand was just me.


    The boat, an old wreck, full of holes patched, rust and salt all over the world covered the sides of the hull and everything, maybe cause its colors were white and blue.


    At the end of the bow, a wooden figurehead representing the head of a lion rampant now without eyes, broken and worn maybe once was the 'pride of the crew who had sailed.


    Watching the boat well, it was not even possible to make comparisons with other boats because nothing and had nothing akin to a boat that had to deal with some days of sailing in the open sea.


    However, the engines were lit, noisy and crackling while someone on board between the smugglers did his best to maintain the correct motor speed because sometimes felt that they were losing their shots in rhythm.


    Despite all the problems for us migrants was also a joy to see this battered boat, ready for the sea crossing route with the island of Lampedusa in fact we could not wait to embark and go.


    I doubt that it could contain all the hundred migrants were too many, but as you reach your destination was a question mark. We knew that it was necessary in good conscience risk because now there remained other more chance to survive.


    This beach hosting us was the last, in every sense of our lives.


    Give up on this trip meant losing money given in advance, and then die wandering in the wilderness or be eaten by hungry hyenas in the arid lunar were numerous.


    However, boarded and tight as sardines in salt, set sail on time.


    At least that timeliness or accuracy by smugglers we consoled and helped the morale of all of us.


    Navigation, beginning in the great bay was quiet, idle speed, few knots, to consume little oil or because the engines were old and tired.


    It was not easy to understand the real power that these engines could express it was always discontinuous in their laps.


    Leaving the bay, we met a crepe sea caused by the rising wind that we took forward, this situation created a slight pitch annoying, but still bearable.


    In his life spent in our countries of origin had suffered worse, violence and abuse.


    Meanwhile, on board, fraternized, we knew each other, some whole families of children and babies, others just like me, but especially many young people.


    The nationality and origin, were almost non-existent, counted for little or nothing, because wars, hunger and misery had deleted everything.


    On the other hand, now, the common denominator of all of us had the desire to go far from the places of origin and move to a new life.


    So, for all, the goal and the common hope was to arrive in Italy, despite the risks and dangers that this precarious journey entailed.


    On board, a great clamor of words and names cross between adults and children, set aside any noise or silence.


    Each of them, it was said then that his life was equal to that of all of us.


    My piece of bread, which I kept in my pants pocket, I gave it immediately to a child crying from hunger.


    I, so I resisted the same, I used to long fasts are not always at home we had some food and my stomach could wait patiently.


    The arrival in Lampedusa was planned in two days at sea, then fast two days was not a problem.


    Moreover destination there would be enough food for all, this was a promise that was made at the start by traffickers.


    However, I remained on the sidelines in my little space available physically, mentally expanded instead, because I could isolate myself from everyone present.


    I went away, I had obstacles and barriers, emerged seas and mountains, nothing in those moments it was impossible because my thoughts flew out of my mind to get to where my heart wanted.


    So I could think about my family left alone, to my brothers small and helpless, my future plans for them and for me.


    I thought that Italy would find a good job that would give me the chance to earn some money to fix up the old house above the roof collapsing.


    Others desire to buy a dozen goats, a strong and healthy donkey could carry water from the well fields.


    Navigation, meanwhile, proceeded to the north with the sea svelled more and more to the strong wind and clouds appeared on the horizon of the black and menacing.


    We were worried that the weather would slow down our journey, creating problems of survival, children and the elderly.


    The prayers, at that time, gave him a sense of security and relief for everyone, but unfortunately, the third day of sailing no sighting of the island of Lampedusa, maybe we were off course.


    The horizon, did not look good, it was just the sea in all directions, anywhere and everywhere you looked.


    A large oil tanker that seemed


    a floating palace, unexpectedly


    crossed our route and at full speed as to cut the sea in two, we touched without notice of us on the boat.


    These gigantic beasts, insert the autopilot in their routes without even thinking about the possibility of going into collision with other ships.


    For them there is only the law of the strongest, by doing so they can keep their trade routes quite profitable, at the expense of small boats that are accidentally find their way.


    Our boat was increasingly threatened by high waves caused also by the long trail left by the tanker.


    The water began to come on board as a river that was to overthrow our boat.


    A real storm water that drowned us by sending faulty engines and everything useful for navigation.


    Now, without government we were adrift, at the mercy of the waves, huge and frightening.


    The boat, at that time, although we had despised on several occasions as the worst of the boats that went to the sea had become our last hope, a certainty in uncertainty but thought it was not known until.


    A scrap in the sea, our boat, tossed about by the waves like a straw lost coming in and out of the water, which we seized not to drown.


    The tears and the fear of all of us was indescribable because we had never seen a force of nature so bad and brutal.


    The sky ominous and black, dark and deep, the lightning in their possible danger instead with their glow gave us a little light.


    The sun, in these three days, he had never seen, vanished, seemed off but who knows who?


    Because it was not possible for all that time I have at least one of its beam of light that would facilitate our lives and made the same view without navigation radar and other tools.


    Suddenly, like come out of nowhere, a large boat with white numbers on the side, closer and closer to us, it was a Coast Guard patrol boat in Lampedusa, which challenged the sea in a storm came to our rescue, risking a shipwreck.


    Closer, fearless in an attempt to throw a rope to the trailer, a difficult task for the conditions of the sea.


    The thrower was difficult to function, maybe it was jammed or the particular situation of that time had made everything complicated.


    The combination was very difficult and risky, but that's a strong top launched by deputy helmsman Calogero Mangiaracina fall into my hands after an acrobatic jump.


    This intervention, very bold and later towed the patrol boat at all easy because there was the possibility of cracking the top could do all sinking two boats, however, led to salvation, the life of all migrants.


    Unfortunately, the exposure of my exaggerated gesture and Calogero, done with so much courage, in a stormy sea made us lose balance and fall into the sea both.


    Calogero, luckily wearing a life jacket while I was still with nothing so much altruism managed to grab me by the hair and sustain to stay afloat.


    A life jacket for two not to be swallowed up by the waves.


    However, the research on various life-saving equipment and helicopters, we were lost at sea for another long two days but finally perhaps with the help of the current, there appeared on the horizon as sun-kissed island of Lampedusa, was there to a short swim away.


    Finally, there appeared, the sun warm and protective, full of light so desired that was missing for a few days as if his whole life had been erased from the universe.


    Arriving on the ground, crawling and limping as the turtle in the sand because exhausted


    forces but fortunately alive by a miracle, we were immediately rescued and fed by the local fishermen in that zone.


    A few days after the Port Authority, organized a big party to celebrate us, and on that occasion were invited one hundred migrant survivors who had no words to thank our heroic gesture.


    I Calogero and in a short time, we received a commendation solemn sent to us by the President of the Republic.


    After a week, got my residence permit and a job at a small shipyard on the island.


    So finally realized my dream, help my family who need so much, in fact, a short time later he


    to send money to my family and medicine for my mom.


    With the deputy Calogero Mangiaracina,


    from time to time, free time permitting, we meet in the town to enjoy a coffee at the bar of friendship otherwise for a pizza but also to remember those terrible moments spent at sea.


    Surely, between me and Calogero, was born a true brotherhood that will stay alive for our whole life.


    It 's true, does not divide the sea, on the other hand eliminates all barriers, brings people of every color, race and religion, whatever language they speak.


    In conclusion, this story about the sea was full of emotions, but mostly lived in brotherhood, human generosity and altruism. Some values are the true meaning of life which thankfully as we have seen, still resist over time.
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