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			EDITORIAL PRESENTATION 
BY CARE OF THE AUTHOR

			I promised to tell this story which, colored by Yellow... leaves you in suspense until the end, I created this novel to leave a new message, that one must have no regrets towards people one cared for, who in the end turned out to be different to what you thought them to be. Let it be them to regret on how they have behaved. Enjoy loved ones close to you as long as you have the possibility to do so... because afterwards life becomes cold like the marble of a tombstone. My message is addressed to all those who are still fortunate enough to have a warm hearted chat with their family, and for stupid trivialities and pride do not. My book is also aimed at those who still have the possibility to embrace, say a word of comfort or to apologize with sincerity... take advantage of this, because in the face of regrets there is no pity for those who remain, because every unspoken phrase, becomes a boulder that never stops weighing upon your life. We have learned that respect is a direct by-product that comes from humility to recognize one’s mistakes, the important thing is to realize it in time. In this book I tell the story of two friends: Marco and Chiara, who after so much suffering found their serenity, against everything and everyone, they fought to win their love and live-in peace because negativity had tormented them leaving them in solitude. Everyone they loved had distanced themselves when they announced their desire to live together. But only on that sad day, when they were not anymore, those who had betrayed them realised what they had done. Realising that they could no longer redress thier actions, the only thing they could do was to cry until their tears ran out, stricken with remorse.I write this book with the presumption that these situations should never happen to anyone, as I believe life is too short to live in unharmonious circumstances, because one lives better in peace. Peace, a word that has been pronounced since the beginning of time, we all seek it…. but in the end, nobody really wants it, it’s ever so difficult to live with our fellow men in harmony, respect and freedom. I kid myself that each human being learns to be at peace with himself, accepting his limitations, his defects, hoping that this will no doubt help him discover harmony with this magnificent world, that surrounds us, above all with one’s family. Human beings have strengthened them selves through struggles, and the egotistical selfishness of conquest, and become bored in short periods of peace. I wish with all my heart and soul that in no family these unpleasant and hurtful situations of argueing and fighting with one another should happen, and that everyone out of love and respect leave their pride and vanity outside the door, and learn to apologize; in the end, the only ones who will really suffer will not be those who have been insulted but those who have offended. I do not want to delve deeper into these unpleasant and hurtful topics, I let you read this story in the hope that it makes you think and reflect. There was a man who many years ago spoke of peace and love but …was crucified. Life is too short for you to wake up with regrets… The last time I saw my friends, protagonists of this book, was just a few hours before a bad accident that took them away forever, I had just retired and felt strange, I never thought I would experience a feeling of emptyness when my working days were over. My friends told me that I should be happy it was all over, and that I was crazy the way I felt, but I had this strange sensation inside of me that something had detached its self. It was as though I had to elaborate a doleful event, incredible that it may seem, but that was my mentle state of mind at that moment. So, I decided on the advice of my colleagues, who were concerned and supporting me morally... to write a new book, based on a promise I had made to my dear friends a few hours earlier before they left this world. I decided to entitle the book “SORRY”... I committed myself to write this story heart and soul, as I had to give myself time to start a new life after retireing with love and dedication as a nursing sister for 40 years. In that period of confusion I felt uncomfortable and not at ease with myself. Writing this story I wanted to send a new message to the world, to have the courage to apologize before it’s too late: It gave me great pleasure to send this message because when I finished writing it, I learned how to manage and live my new life as a pensioner, as well as presenting my two friends their story to the world. As well as having also kept another promise. 

			ORIETTA BOSCH

			PREFACE BY CARE OF THE POET
MORENO BUDULIG

			Bravery. When one is wrong, one must have the courage to say you are sorry. And having the humility to apologize makes the difference, which makes you special. It seems that in this world to say sorry is extremely difficult, because time waits for nobody, and never returns, life is short and at times it can be to late, so much so that you run the risk of living the time you have left in remorse. This is the story of two wonderful human beings who after various trails and tribulations, finally managed to find serenity and peace of mind. At that point the people closest to them, those they loved most turned their backs on them. The painful circumstances that surrounded them did not prevent them from continuing to live their life, and after several episodes that colored their story, they finally succeeded in finding the key that resolved the economic problems of all those they loved, inspite of them having been betrayed. Unfortunately, one day, an accident would take them away, not knowing how much joy their gift had brought to these people, and never being able to hear them apologize for the hurt that they had inflicked.

			They left this world in peace with a clear conscience, but those who remain behind are destined to live with remorse, because of pride that traps...You the reader think about it, woman or man... Have have the courage to say: sorry, I was wrong! Don’t think about it, make humility a value that should not be in the process of extinction. Do it immeadeatly, if you wait it might be to late... and... in end you will be the only one to suffer.

			Budulig Moreno

			CHAPTER 1. THE ACCIDENT
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			Because of a heavy rain fall, blurry images flowed before my eyes, so I found it hard to see what appeared before me. It was cold and with difficulty I observed all those people with black umbrellas circled arround the two coffins. My glasses became misty to the point that only with a lot of effort I could bearly distinguish their faces, perhaps also because they were keeping their heads lowered down to avoid being seen crying. The cypresses moved like flags because of the strong wind that brought oxygen in a moment that was difficult to breathe. Closing my eyes, clear images flowed through my mind of memories, and with difficulty I accepted that inside those two wooden caskets were my best friends: Marco and Chiara. A cramp tightened my stomach, but I was still not able to cry, because I knew that their desire was to depart this world together, so that neither would suffer the loss of the other. Their wish had been granted, but I would have liked it to have happened far later in life, instead their karma had recalled them in that moment.

			I knew in my heart that they were finally at peace, with my eyes closed I could see them smiling hand in hand, as they were found after that terrible accident … The newspaper reported this news: “Two is the death toll arrising from a road accident which occurred around 3pm on the bypass. In the accident were involved a a Fiat Panda - literally destroyed – and a truck carrying a load of vegetables, with its contents on the asphalt due to the violent impact.The exact causes of the accident are still to be ascertained, but what is certain is that it was a rear-end collision.The vehicle with the two spouses who died instantly was buffered by the truck. The victims, stuck between the sheets of metal had to be extracted  with much difficulty by the local firefighters. Emergy personel had difficulty in separating them, as they were embraced, clutching one another’s hand tightly, the strange thing was there position as both had there seat belts fastened. The driver of the truck was transported to hospital, reported only a few hematomas and minor scratches.

			Traffic was disrupted in both directions of the bypass. Police patrols intervened on the spot to direct the traffic, and to record all the necessary details regarding the accident. Also involved in the rescue operations were two teams of 118 operators (ambulance), who could do nothing for the two spouses but to accertain their death”.

			I remember that morning before they left for that trip that they had planned for some time, they stopped over at my house for a cup coffee. When I went to open the door I found them joyful with a smile on their faces. My husband went to make the coffee while we sat and chatted about life in general. While we were talking, I observed theirs faces she was serious, her eyes were red as if she had cried, and didn’t seem to pay much attention to what to what I was telling her and seemed distracted and emanated disordered emotions. I asked her if she needed anything, she replied that she just needed a coffee, because she hadn’t slept well the night before because she had nightmares waking up in a state of sadness. She considered it a signal: feeling it wasn’t the right time to have gone on the trip. Her husband instead was tranquil, saying that it had been a long time since they had last travelled alone, and that he would not have allowed his ladys nightmares to prevent them from going. He kissed her tenderly on the forehead and said that their love would always be a winner and that nothing or nobody could have stopped them from loving each other. You could see that they loved each other deeply, there was a wonderful sweet sensation that one could feel while being in their presence. She described the hightmare she had experienced the night before: saying that she saw herself in the shape of a caterpillar, crawling on the blade of a razor, while crawling the sharp blade cut her causing her much pain that she subsequently lost her balance, falling into a black tunnel that never ended. Suddenly the pain disappeared and found herself transformed into a butterfly, flying harmoniously towards the light. It was not the first time that her dreams became a reality, precisely because of these events of the past she  not want to leave that day. He became serious and tried to calm her down with an affectionate kiss, and told her that after all what they had gone through nothing could frighten them anymore, then turning towards me with an affectionate look on his face, asked me to keep a promise, I remained serious, knowing that I would have had to honour it. He told me that whatever would have happened, I would have had to write their story, keeping their authentic identity anonymous of course, but I would have had to reveal the bare facts of their story to whoever read it, could reflect on the importance of apologizing. I saw him become serious while he continued speaking:

			“The tests that I had to overcome through in my life has made me strong, the great pain that I have endured has rendered me a better human being, my errors, failures and mistakes of the past have made me a humble person, the happiness and joy that I am experiencing in this moment besides my woman, who has made me a very happy man, is something that I will permit nobody to takeaway from me, so let’s stay calm drink our coffee together and then off we go on this new adventure”?

			If only they had known that it would have been their last adventure, would they have left? if only I had known that it was going to be their last trip, I would have certainly embraced them stronger. When my husband arrived with the coffee, finding us all serious and thoughtful, took the accordion and started playing to minimize the the unpleasant atmosphere that was in the air. The music brought back the smile and together we sang until we lost our voices.

			I have always been convinced that, of all the arts, music is most capable of evoking emotions of joy, serenity, excitement, melancholy, and there is no one during thier lives who has felt this special feeling by listening to it, because it interacts with the body and arouses the desire to move profound emotions within which are linked to significant or special moments in our lives. Music recalls our memories and this, in turn stimulates our emotions.

			They had in fact met at a ballroom dance, it was music that made them fall in love... music that was resonating in our dining room that put a smile on their faces. 

			All the doubts disappeared and a smile reappeared in every one of us. Having drunk the coffee, they greeted us goodbye with a warm hug and a promise to go dancing together as soon as they had returned. They left my house singing and hugging each other. Seeing them so happy, my husband and I also embraced each other. It is wonderful to discover when people who have found love in middle age can make sorrow fade away in the heart. As you go on in life, you understand that love is everywhere, it’s joy, it means going forward, and breathing again... love is life. Marco and Chiara were our best friends, we had many things in common, they too like us had found each other, after going through a life of suffering, and hardship had to struggle with life before they found their way and happiness. they too like us had skeletons in the closet that they couldn’t get rid of easily, and it now saddens me that they are not here anymore, those skeletons locked up in the dark are crying because they haven’t been able to come out into the open. They are crying like the many people who hid their tears at their funeral, covering their faces with umbrellas. I didn’t want to be in their shoes: now the time was over, it was too late to apologize to these two wonderful souls who made their love their main purpose of life.

			We all know that time runs fast and waits for nobody and that life is a whiff. That’s why my husband and I are doing our best- to live our love in a harmonious and passionate way, we have many years to recuperate for the lost time of the past:

			I thought the same for them, instead… Someone up there called them to Him, leaving some in pain and remorse. The rain ceased a little, I managed to wipe my glasses to see better; suddenly from afar I saw a tepid ray of sunshine emerging from the clouds, creating a rainbow behind the hills. I spontaneously looked at that pale ray of sunshine that seemed to say, “Look at me.” At that point, I too began to cry because I saw two white butterflies flying cross the rainbow, directed towards that beautiful light; they were flying higher until they disapeared. Soon after it stopped raining and the sun started shining again, many closed their umbrellas, others possibly did not have the courage to do it, so that no one could see the feeling of discomfort in their eyes. Out of curiosity, I stood by and watched, waiting that they would close their umbrellas, I wanted to see the color of remorse, and selfishness on their faces, I was curious and did not intend moving until I crossed their despairing look. I was convinced that my friends would have wanted it. Finally the umbrellas closed, I would not have been peace until they had noticed how I was observing them, and wanted to see if I could perceive the sentiment pain and torment on their faces that arises from the awareness of their wrong doings which they were party too, and see if there was a minimal sign of repentance on their behalf. I didn’t succeed because when they noticed my penetrating gaze, they lowered their heads. I understood that they felt a feeling of shame. Understanding this, I was sure that in the years to come they would have lived in a state of remorse. After all, that too is an emotion, only that in the end it produces guilt that undoubtedly doesn’t allow you to live in harmony. The people slowly began leave, I instead I stood motionless staring at nothing, immersed in my distant thoughts, in memories of the past that tormented my mind. The last time I was at a funeral was that of my son. I directed my look towards the sky and with tears in my eyes I asked my friends to greet my son. I missed him so much, maybe that’s why I couldn’t stop crying. I didn’t even realize that my husband was hugging me asking me to go home. He was right, we did not have anything else to do at the cemetery. I smiled when he said that we both knew that the body dies, but not the energy and our soul. Together those two beautiful butterflies rose towards the light, their wish was fulfilled, now it was my turn to keep the promise I had made, to write their story. Inside of me I had a painful nostalgic regret, that of not having said goodbye to them the way I wanted to...a regret that grieved me for what I hadn’t been able to do. A regret, for what it could have been, but never happened.

			My husband told me to remain calm, because they would understand my pain, instead I should have been sad for those who, unlike me, would have to live in constant remorse. He was right, we had to go home aware of the fact that we had lost two great wonderful friends. We understood each other with our eyes, no words were needed. I like the quote of Grace Pulpit which says:

			A friend is that person who arrives, when the rest of the world is leaving. They were that for us, and us for them. That night we didn’t sleep, our thoughts were with them, but my husbands strong embrace managed to calm the pain, that embrace was the most beautiful emotion I could feel in a moment of sadness. They too were found embraced, that’s the way they wished it to be, and that’s the way it happened, I hope this also happens to us, as late as possible of course.

			CHAPTER 2. MARCO
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			I first met Marco in 1978, during my second year at the nursing college studying to become a nurse in Udine. I remember that year very well because I had a painful outbreak of abdominal colic.

			Doctors attributed it to stress, subsequently medicating me with protective medicine for the stomach. I must confess it was a very intense period: during the week I studied, as well as doing basic training at the hospital, on weekends instead of resting, I worked in a pastry shop to earn a little bit of money. For my basic training sessions I went to the surgery department, my tutor a male nurse called Marco was the head of the ward, who really took care of my progress, who was not much older than me, he was very well prepared in emergencies, in fact soon after I completed my basic training, he was transferred to the emergency unit. In the few months that I spent in the surgery department with him, an excellent relationship of friendship and trust had developeded between us, to the point that he confided certain aspects of his personal life to me. He told me he had been engaged to a beautiful girl for a long time who had no intention of getting married, as his dream was to study medicine and become a doctor.

			His girlfriend instead was in a hurry to start a family and did not approve of the fact that he continue his ambition to study, as well as confessing to me that he was very perplexed about continuing his relationship with his companion, because lately her behaviour had changed, and that the chemistry between them was not as it was before. He also felt she was not sincere and truthful, with him and it became evident that she was not the right person for him. I was only 18, I listened to his story but I certainly was not in a position to give advice to a man, when I myself was not able to know what I would have done when I grew up and how. One evening my colic pains became unbearable, when Marco saw the state I was in, he advised me to skip the basic training session that evening, and go directly to the surgery department and have myself seen to, because he was certain that it wasn’t just a case of stress but something more serious and that for certain I would have to operated on. I listened to his advice, and then called my roommate asking her to please accompany me to the ward, I was really in a bad shape. In fact, the doctor on call, seeing me in that condition did an exray, which evidenced gallbladder stones. He immeadiatly set up the operating room and that same evening I was operated on... The gallstones had broken the common bile duct and therefore if I had not been operated on immediately my life would have been at risk. I spent the summer vacation in convalescence at home and I did not have any news from Marco. In September, I went back to college to begin my third and final year, one afternoon by chance I found Marco at the hospital cafateria, he had already been transferred to the mobile cardiac coronary unit. I found him miserable, thin, and neglected; I immedeatly understood that he was not a happy man. I asked him what had happened, he invited me to have a coffee, because he had many things to tell me. Soon after my surgery, the enrolment for the medicine faculty had opened, but on the day of the selections his girlfriend told him that she was pregnant, in view of the new situation, it was his moral duty to take his responsibility as a father. The joy of having a child was immense but this would have shattered his dream of becoming a doctor. She didn’t have a job as a result he would have had to provide for the family with the salary of a nurse, as a result he would not have had the financial means to study nor the time. His world collapsed around him but he took his responsibilities, he married his beautiful girlfriend and waited for the newborn baby to come into the world. I asked him why he was so unhappy, because having a child was such a beautiful thing. He told me that when she told him that she was expecting a child, he understood that he didn’t love her anymore, she had changed, and he was even even more convinced that she was not entirely sincere. The last year of college was very demanding for me, I did not see Marco for couple months. One day I saw him speed past me at the hospital with a pink bow attached to the antenna of his car, I then understood that his daughter was born. After having graduated, I left the hospital in Udine and started working at the hospital in Cormòns (Gorizia, Italy), where I worked for 40 years. I lost a lot of contact with the friends I made in those three years of college, I saw Marco again after almost three years, when one day I went to Udine to take my mother for a cardiology visit. I too in the meantime, had married and had a child. When he saw me he hugged me tightly, he was so happy to see me that he almost cried with joy. He asked me to sit down, I found him very thin, so it was natural for me to ask him what was troubling him. He told me that his marriage was in shambles, his wife was always out with her friends, taking very little care of the child, but fortunately for him he had a young mother who was helping him grow up the child, otherwise he would not have been able to work. As a result of his wifes behavior he had to do lots of overtime work to supplement his monthly income in order to provide for his family, all the money he gave her for the upkeep of the house she would squander, as well as leaving him to take care of his daughter without food on his own, thank God he had the help of his parents who helped him look after the child. He wanted to end their relationship but she did not want to accept it, threatening suicide, her family held him responsible for his wife’s depressive condition, making him feel insensitive, for criticizing her behaviour for not being a responsible wife and mother. She instead was considered by all to be a poor sick woman and he, an honest human being, did not have the heart to abandon a sick woman. Her illness caused mood swings related to nervous breakdowns and the medication she took prevented her from taking care of the family, but that didn’t stop her from going out at night and enjoying herself with her friends.

			He was desperate, his life revolved around his work and his daughter, he lived for that, his wife being non-existent did not matter to him anymore, making him sad but, in an emotional tone said that his daughter’s smile gave him the strength to keep on living. He asked me to keep in touch, and considered me his confidant, in a certain sense he needed me, to talk to someone, something which I needed to do as well, because my marriage was also going downhill.

			Instead, a year or so passed by before I had news of him again. One day, reading the newspaper, on the obituary column I recognized Marco’s wifes photo, I called him, to see if I was not mistaken, he told me that she had committed suicide, and that his daughter was suffering from cancer, the helplessness of a mother and guilt had led her to take her life. He instead did not feel a coward and decided to stay with his daughter until the end, which was the purpose of his life, without her life had no sense. After month or so his daughter passed away. I immediately went to visit Marco, I still did not understand the pain he was going through, only a year or so later I would understand how one can die inside forever, I found myself in the same situation when my passed away too.

			Shared by the same pain, we forged a true friendship between man and woman, that many from the outside world would not have understood, but that instead exists. He decided to take early retirement, which was permitted by law at the time, deciding to do mountain rescue volunteerism, defing danger every day as though he had no interest in living, defing death to save those who were in danger in the mountains, without fear of what could have happened to him. In doing so he became a model rescuer and dedicated a couple years of his life saving others, without thinking that he was the one to be saved from himself. Having the awerness of his capabilities and not being afraid of anything, one day he decided to scale a mountain alone, I told him that he was becoming all the more irresponsiblle and that if he continued behaving in this manner something unpleasant would surely have happened to him. I regretted having said those things to him, because just metres from having reached the peak of the mountain, he lost control falling down the mountain slopes. When I got the news I immediatly went to the hospital, he was unconscious in the intensive care unit. They told me he had only broken an arm, but suffered cranial injuries, as a result the neurologists felt that it was important to keep him in a state of pharmacological coma for a while. A month passed by before he regained consciousness, it happened the day I went to visit him, just as I was next to him, he opened his eyes and asked me what had happened, remembering nothing. I told him that he had taken a hell of a fall while climbing a mountain, he smiled saying that he wanted to climb as high as possible to reach heaven, where his daughter lived, in the hope of seeing her, like I used to see my son. I asked him if he managed see her, he told me that while he was flying down towards the ravine, he was sure that she was beside him supporting him: and perhaps that was why he hadn’t sustained further serious injuries. The boughs of a pine tree cushioned the impact, saving his life. I told him that a month had passed by since the accident, he replied saying that he was convinced that only an instant had passed because just before waking up, he was still in the arms of his daughter who was smiling and telling him that it was time to start living again and move on in life, only this would have made her happy.

			He was transferred to the rehabilitation center, where he soon regained his strength and from that moment on decided that the time had come to live as his little girl wanted him to. He realised that loving himself was not a sign selfishness but respect for life which is a marvellous gift?

			Despite our trails and tribulations, we are forced to overcome. When he was discharged he went to live with his mother and his sister, he rented out his house and devoted himself to the vineyard his father, used to cultivate, who had recently passed away. His attitude towards life had changed and seemed a different person: his contact with his daughter made him smile again and the desire to live again, so much so that he met a English lady who’s work entailed traveling around the world on business, as a result he started accompanying her on her trips, and seemed very happy, I was happy for him too. One day I went out to eat a pizza with my friends and saw a couple holding hands, walking towards his car, they then drove away, after an hour as I was leaving the pizzeria with my friends, I had a clear view of them saying goodbye to one another with a kiss. She got into her car, straightened her hair, checked her make-up and left, and he got into his car and left in the opposite direction. I recognized her: she was Marco’s companion.

			I was undecided whether to tell him what I had witnessed: I had the doubt that it would make him suffer, and said nothing. I was in doubt for months, knowing for certain that my best friend was being betrayed, this situation irritated me profoundly, so eventualy I decided to go and see him. When I arived at his is mothers house she told me he was in the vineyard and that he lately he seemed taciturn, and went out very little, not knowing what was troubling him, his shy and introverted character irritated her causing them to argue very often. He and his mother never got along, she always used to help him only because she was convinced that he was unable to manage his life on his own. Marco was not a fool, I was convinced that he was perfectly able to manage his life on his own, the problem was that he was conditioned by the negativity of his mother, who on many occasions had influenced his decisions and consequently his life. I found him in the vineyard, and when he saw me he started crying, a liberating cry. He told me that he was on his own again, his partner had found another man, not young but very rich, she left him from one day to the other and out his life she went. I knew that this was not the case, I had known for months that she was having an affair with another man, but seeing him in that dejected state, I decided not to say anything and completely changed the subject. I reminded him of his daughter’s words: that he had to live for himself and to love himself more, and should not let a stupid careerist woman take away his will to live. I considered him an intelligent person and was sure he would find a way to start all over again, even if he had to do alone. I told him:

			“Do things for yourself and not to please others!”

			His mother was holding him back, hindering his initiatives, and progress saying she was doing it to protect him, she didn’t realize that by clipping his wings at that moment would have been like killing him. I told him to do what he most wanted to do in that moment. He replied by saying that he wanted to return to the top of the mountain, to get as close to the sky as possible and ask for advise to the only person he wanted, his little girl. While he was relating his desire to me a smile appeared on his face: he was full of enthusiasm, his heart was beating fast, I’am sure my presence shook him, something was happening inside of him. Maybe the meaning of life is all there, in the moments when everything disappears, and instinct takes over. I understood how he felt...

			I too gave my heart, with sincerity, today I can say that it was not a wast of time, and in the end, it was always a lesson learned... Yes my heart is broken a million times, but every time I took care of it and healed it. I told Marco not to demoralize himself, thinking rationally in time to come he would have noticed that his heart would have found itself filled with something more fullfiling... much more than what was lost... Every story, even the most distressful and negative, helps an individual to grow. He was living another disappointment, but the thought of his daughter brought a smile to his face, his heart needed to breath new oxygen, it was right that he return to that mountain to reach the top, I was sure that if he hadn’t tried again he would not have been at peace with himself and would not have been able to start living again.

			I looked at him smiling, not wanting to give advice... because I made so many mistakes in my life that I’m certainly not the most suitable person to give advice. I had learned a lot from my past errors, often caused by naivety, I hoped for his sake that he too would learn. I remain convinced that each person has his life to live and make mistakes, only in this way it will be possible to understand and go forward in life. He hugged me and said that the next day he would leave for the mountain, because the time had come to face and overcome his inhibitions despite the disapproval of his mother. He immediately went to prepare his luggage and thanked me for making him understand what he had to do in that moment; and said that he was fortunate to have a friend like me, beautiful inside and unique. It made me happy when he recommended me not to worry before leaving, and that he wouldn’t fall again, because he did not have wings to fly but to possess dreams, which would have led him to reach his summit… They say that in life one must always have dreams to realize... no matter what they are, when your dreams cease to exist... life ends. I can confirm this, often the truths that we are searching for, we already have inside of us, but if we firstly don’t find ourselves, we will never know them.

			I was sure that if he had regained his self-confidence, he would have been able to find the right woman for himself… We know that life has not promised days without pain, living life has taught us to find strength day after day, the consolation for every pain is a smile for every tear … all experiences, good or bad are teachings for us to understand. If he successfully scaled the mountain, he would have regained his self-confidence, returning home he would have wanted to have fun again, and seek someone as mad as he was, making her dance under the rain, barefoot wearing her feet out... What he needed was someone to consume him with kisses, singing on top of their voices, not caring about the others. Climbing that mountain, I was sure, he would find someone to say:

			“I feel good with you.”

			He didn’t need a woman who was beautiful outside but inside, like him. He left on his own, to conquer his doubts and regrets. It was the night of San Lorenzo the night of the falling stars, when he reached the summit, he sent me a message, saying that he was looking for a falling star, in that star studded sky. The star that he would have sighted that night, would have fulfilled his most beautiful dream...that of getting hold of his life again, because that star was his daughter who was protecting him from heaven. I replied by saying:

			“We are, the stars...we just have to believe it…”.

			I considered him a sweet, naive but not a stupid person, and certainly not defenseless. In fact, I thought he was so strong that he could afford to be vulnerable enough, ready for new emotions consequently running the risk of being happy.

			He replied by saying that he appreciated the inspirational phrases that I was writing to him, and that he liked the idea of dancing barefoot with someone who would consume him with kisses, and as soon as he returned home he would attend dancing lessons. So, he did; as soon as he returned home, he enrolled, it was a way of meeting new people and to stay physicaly active. I was very happy for him, he seemed reborn, ready to start living all over again, and finally at peace within himself even if the relationship with his family remained very tense. His mother as usual did not approve of his impulsive behaviour, therefore litigating between them persisted to the point that when his sister decided to get married, he was asked to leave and return to his house. His sister and her future husband had decided that there was no point in buying a house, because Marco’s mother’s house was very big, because they could set up home doing minor changes, subsequently there would be no room for him in the family house anymore. Marco had to waite for the tenant to whom he had rented the house to leave, and subsequently returned home. He learned to manage his own affairs, disavowing the false beliefs of his mother, who did not consider him capable of taking care of himself. She contantly accused him of being irrsponsable and considered him responsable for the failure of his marriage, and the death of his daughter. He confessed to me that it was a hard blow to swallow by the people he loved most, but that it was most important continueing to live as he always knew how to, in a respectful manner.

			He no longer needed to prove to his mother that he knew how to manage his life, he especially wanted to prove it to himself. It was at this point that he enrolledhimself at the faculty of medicine. His family mocked him, saying it was ridiculous for a middle-aged man to go back to school, they tried to dissuade him, and seemed to be ashamed of him, and did not understand what he wanted to prove with the decision he had taken. He told them that one does not take decisions to show others what one is capable of, but to prove to themselves what one is really worth, and to take back one’s life in his hands, and start living again, fulfilling the wishes and dreams of always. Eleanor Roosevelt said that “The future belongs to those who believe in the beauty of one’s dreams’’ she was right. He commited himself to his studies, and with hard work and dedication graduated as a doctor; I remember his graduation party, all his friends and a lot of young people attended, there was so much joy and happiness in the atmosphere, the two most important people missing, were his mother and sister. For this he suffered a lot but continued to smile. I saw a grimace of anguish on his face because of their absence, but I was equally happy because I saw a man who had finally achieved his long lost dream, and regained the urge to live again, a man who never stopped trying to achieve his dreams, and who had won the battle within himself.

			Soon after his graduation, he joined a voluntary association that took care of children effected with cancer related problems, and as a doctor he was also able to give important support to families. He also setup a small clinic where families with small sick children came to him for diagnostic support, in fact parents finding themselves in these situations often find themselves heading towards mental and psychological confusion that does not allow them to assist their loved ones, in a proper manner and in many cases to accompany their loved ones in the process of death.

			He was very proud of what he was doing and dedicated himself with heart and soul, because he had experienced the devastating pain of loosing his daughter with cancer, which completely changed his life. And whoever else finds themselves in those situations. Fortunately not all children leave this world, the large majority are cured. Every child that he saved filled his life with positive energy: it was as if his daughter came back to life every time, and never ceased being a father. He continued dancing, considering it a relief valve, with the hope that maybe one day he too would have found, like me the great love of his life and live the rest of their lives together the time that was left to them. I adored and respected Marco, the work he was performing was saving many people, it was an important mission for him, the purpose of his life, because that mission not only saved the life of the others but... firstly his.

			CHAPTER 3. CHIARA

			[image: ]

			I met Chiara twenty years ago or so, she was part of the cleaning team at the hospital. Every morning I saw her passing by in the corridors of the hospital where I worked, with a large trolley loaded with brooms, mops, brushes, rags, and cleaning materials. I observed her... she was small, petite and struggled to push the trolly which was bigger than her. She always worked in silence,

			and was not intimate with anyone, and not much was known about her, at times when I managed to look into her eyes, I could perceive a sea of sadness. One day I saw her trolly fully laden with material that you couldn’t see who was pushing it. Suddenly I heard a cry for help, I ran to see what had happened, she was sitting on the floor crying in pain, she had fallen and hurt her foot. I told her that she should show her foot to a doctor, she asked me to bandage her foot tightly, because she didn’t have the means to be seen by anyone, I insisted that the foot was swollen and it would have been useful to have x-rays done... she begged me to bandage her tightly and to leave her alone, reiterating that she couldn’t afford it, just had to work.
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