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In these intense pages, full of pathos and poetic ideas, the Author, Claudio Calzoni, Turin, Turinist, ex-entrepreneur, as cultured and refined as he is shy and far from the spotlight of fame and success, invites us readers with courage and lucidity. to understand a psychiatric pathology he is confronted with on a daily basis: bipolar depression.

"Deepen your gaze, open your heart and connect to mine" is his invitation in this short text, halfway between the autobiographical short story and the diary in prose, where he illustrates, with simplicity and sincerity, what goes on in the mind and heart of a "bipolar" person. 

The author tells us without veils the experience of his hospitalization in a psychiatric clinic e questor story I think it can really be useful for everyone, with greater reason and those who suffer and feel misunderstood (because they will find themselves in the experiences narrated) but also to those who are close to a depressed or manic patient to better understand their discomfort. 

Claudio Calzoni he does not minimize, he does not deceive himself and he does not delude himself that it will all be simple: "The torment is not over, the anxiety is not over, but I hope to make it ...". 

The author he is a man of multiform ingenuity, Poet, Musician, Writer and, for me, a good friend who demonstrates, with his life, that it is possible to live with this evil, fighting and managing to overcome it, every day, enjoying the little beautiful things that existence offers us.

My invitation is therefore to freely approach this literary work with attention, curiosity and a great desire to learn.

This is my little advice.

Happy reading to all those who have listened to me.

––––––––
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	The Piedmontese asylum institutes wanted by the Savoy royals and born towards the end of the 1700s, from the following century, hosted the so-called madmen. We all know The Asylum of Collegno which was the most important in the Turin area. These structures, sometimes enormous, have served, over time, as a cloistered shelter for the mad, the displaced, the bad guys of Lombrosian memory and the anarchists. In the 1920s they also welcomed bandits and pederasts in large numbers. Subsequently they have become a dark place where to lock up the shame of society, the different, the free minds not aligned, the anomalous and uncomfortable fruit of insane incestuous ties, or the children of wealthy and provincial middle-class families who came into the world not too awake and not worthy to be shown to the neighbors.


	In 1978 the epochal turning point took place. Finally, with the overcoming of the asylum structure promulgated by the famous law 180, wanted by Doctor Basaglia, the dark past of the asylums was canceled. From that moment, in Italy, the hospitalized were no longer considered crazy, they turned into users. But was it really so? Surely the intent of that innovation was excellent but the facts and practical achievements were not as consistent with the idea and ideology that had inspired the legislator. Mental illness continued to be somehow connected with strangeness, diversity, shame, internment, oblivion.


	I met this reality about 30 years ago. It was my first real job after my military service.


	I had time to get to know those children of social shame, those human residues and those elderly people destroyed by too many castor oil rations received as a gift from the regime of the twenty years. I learned a great deal from them, from those I thought I was helping. I remember their extraordinary way of making you feel inside their suffering and their ferocious anger, I also remember the extreme humanity they expressed, or perhaps better to think of it and describe it as "inhuman", because the light that burned in their gaze I happened to see it a few years later reflected in the giant eye of a whale a few meters away from me, during a day of whale watching on the high seas.


	That meeting, for me, was anything but casual and an open wound reopened on that lost boat in the middle of the Cetacean Sanctuary in the Ligurian Sea. I thought back to all the fierce sensations of an experience I will never forget. How will I never forget the people I had around in those years and whom I was trying, in spite of myself, to help. The vague essence of those men, that extraordinary imbalance that I perceived between the various Dr. Jekyll and the many Mister Hyde with whom I shared those days, marked me deeply.


	Here, these are the sensations that I immediately recognized in this book, in this diary, in this raw and poetic narration of the moments of the author's life as a recluse, as a sick person. 


	Returning to me, I am infinitely grateful to those men lost in their delusions and in their very lucid moments of madness in which, by pretending to ask me for help, they actually helped me to understand. 


	In this diary, with a masterly descriptive ability, the writer has laid himself bare, telling the world about the feelings, hopes and fears he experienced in the days of hospitalization. 


	Reading and rereading these pages I feel the urgent, profound need to thank the author for having personally exposed himself, offering the reader the opportunity to enter a hidden and unknown world, made up of disease, suffering but also humanity and love. 


	Since nothing has been removed or added from the diary drawn up in those winter days, the reader is almost forced to share this experience, as if he were there, within those walls, in those rooms too, living among the people, the inmates, nurses, doctors. 


	I thank Claudio for having had the courage to open a window, a breach in our consciences, in the way of making us see mental illness, and above all, in this period of addiction, of flattening, of single thought and resignation. I thank him for giving the reader a chance to understand, to keep attention, to think, to wake up.


	Because there is always some regime in which to wake up.  	This, after all, is a reading for strong stomachs, for minds available to open, for people who still have the courage to look that other reflection in the mirror in the eye and, if necessary, spit in his face.





––––––––
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Today is a day like any other. 

I am walking through the silent streets of the provincial town where I live.

I have a mask on, I breathe with difficulty.

Two years ago, maybe three or four, I was in the clinic during this time.

Admitted to a nursing home specializing in mental illness, thirty kilometers from Turin. I was there because, at noon of a day not too far in time, my nervous system was blown.

I had been thinking about it for days, months, years, that the evil idea was in my head. 

At that moment, on that sunny noon in early November, I decided it would be better to put an end to everything. 

I left by car, in tears, crossing the city, to get to the highest bridge I knew, the one suspended over the river five hundred meters from the house where I lived, to throw myself down, towards the abyss. 

To finish it all, my only thought. 

But the car took me in another direction, I came to a hospital. 

Doctors who immediately understood everything blocked me, neutralized me, hospitalized me in a special ward of the hospital. A few days later they loaded me into an ambulance and took me to the clinic.

The hospital stay lasted forty days. 

The eve of a strange and gloomy Christmas I returned home to start over, to face a new life.

Now I can cross the bridge without much remorse. 

The torment is not over, the anxiety is not over, but I hope to make it.

Despite the many problems, despite the forced seclusion, the nightmare of the virus, the economic and moral defeat in which I am living, the masks and the zero future, I hope to make it, to get out of the darkness.

Today is a day like any other and, walking, I am passing on the bridge. 

A woman, not young, is carefully arranging the bunch of flowers attached to a light pole. A few photos, a Taurus scarf.

Surely that lady is the relative of someone who threw himself from there. 

I don't have the courage to stop and hug her, to cry with that tormented soul, to tell her that I too was very close to flying. I would like to confide to her that I too would have voluntarily renounced love and life, throwing every bond into the void.

Just a moment, a decisive and very long moment. 

I do not have the courage, I go ahead.

Life is not by chance. 

Nothing happens to us as a joke. 

Maybe I should have comforted her, shared my pain with hers. 

That mother, or grandmother, or aunt, could have been mine. 

I passed by her, with respect but pretending nothing happened, with death in my heart and a sense of emptiness that only those who have passed through there can understand.

I was in the clinic two years ago, or maybe three, or maybe four, and this is the story of those days.

The story of how a life has been destroyed by many, many objective and actual accidents. The story of how I got to the limit and came back to appreciate every sunrise.
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