

  

    

      

    

  




  [image: cover]




  Sylvia Dennis




  Fighting fit




  Once I was fat
But I wasn’t happy.




  
I had to crawl
Couldn’t make it snappy





  
Then along came my child
And she said to me
“Mummy will you help me
To climb that tree"





  
I knew right then
That I had to change
So I started to look at
The health food range.





  
It changed my life
And I never looked back
And now I know I’m
On the right track





  
Keeping healthy
Gives me so much fun
I’ve never been on a
Seven mile run!
It’s not always easy





  
I have to say
But now that I’m thin
It’s here to stay.





  To the memory of




  Sylvia and Anna Maria that I failed to love




  And Antonio I will never stop loving




  My primary school teacher had some missing teeth and white hair in an age when today you are still attractive. I hated her when she explained maths but she was lovely when she read out poems.




  One day she read out a poem and she explained the meaning. Then she asked us to write a comment. I was excited, my heart was beating fast, and I wrote a comment. The teacher asked me to read out my comment and then unexpectedly she said: “well done, Mariella”




  In the last year but one in the primary school I was already ten, so my father thought that was the time to enter the secondary school. He gave me some teaching for a month in science, maths and Italian and gave me good advice on how to write a composition. So I successfully passed the exams and I entered the secondary school. Still now when I write I hear his voice giving me advice.




  My mother was a clerk in the planning section of the Town Hall. She used to work mornings and afternoons and when she came back home in the afternoon, she had a nap sitting in the chair close to my desk while my sister and I were learning Latin, English and Maths.
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  “Mrs Dalloway said that would buy the flowers herself.”




  (From Virginia Woolf's novel Mrs Dalloway, 1925)




  21 March 2025 




  A new birthday has come along punctually as always on the first day in spring. Since the afternoon I was born and that was of a Monday, my birthdays have come with no break in joy and more often in sorrow leading me to this age: 75. I still feel light and full of energy and wishing to go on in my everyday life and above all in my intellectual life. I have been doing a research on some eighteenth-nineteenth-century English writers and mainly on their private lives and aspirations. The reading public has appreciated this less-known feature and I have sold many copies both in Italy and abroad where these writers are better known.
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