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  It is from the distant land of our dreams


  that reality takes its shape…




  




   




  “A star shines




  In the obscure valley of time




  Reflecting in the future




  The shape of its past,




  already gone.




  Immense




  Was our love




  That the light of its past,




  Still present,




  Will illuminate forever




  The inexistent abyss




  Come to tear us away




  From it”




  INTRODUCTION




  Events surpassing any logical comprehension may sometimes occur. Yet, they mark indelibly one’s existance. The story that started in that distant August afternoon has meant a foundamental chapter of my life, letting me savour unforgettable moments of ecstasy and magic.




  




   




  “In the faint light, you alone,




  with your doubts and whys,




  waiting for me:




  and I am already with you,




  unique, real reality




  not yet happened.




  Your deep look,




  the sky in your eyes,




  searching my soul,




  not yet but from ever and for ever




  alive beside you.




  Our lives,




  like beams of light




  children of the same source




  who, walking in parallel,




  are waiting to intersect,




  melt and meet again




  in front of the eternity




  of their past, present and future times.”




  MOMENTS OF NOSTALGIA




  I shouldn’t look back with regret to the moments spent with him. And yet, for the past few days, I have been feeling his presence nearby.




  I close my eyes and perceive his body moving, while his passionate sighs still resound incredibly alive in my mind. Heart warming scenes of the past emerge to my eyes and it is like plunging into a past time again.




  But the bitter awareness that I will be able to have him again only in a very distant time, makes my wait sadder than ever.




  I need him, his voice, his presence. Therefore, living the enchantment of our first meeting again in my memories represents, even though ephimeral, a reason of great consolation for me.




  




   




  “Cool and empty days:




  You are not here;




  Melancholy,




  My only friend.




  In vain




  I hold out my hand




  To grasp at you,




  But you are not here anymore.




  Your presence




  Has vanished




  In the gelid and dry wind




  Of a grey day




  Which has taken you




  Away from me.




  And now, it rains:




  Damned drops




  Of sadness and loneliness.”




  YOSSEPH




  I had never travelled to other continents but that summer I would have gone to California. I deeply felt that something indecipherable was calling me from overseas. I would have also taken advantage to do some training flights in the blue American skies. Flying had always represented one of my biggest passions. The private pilot license had meant giving up so many pleasures, but, in the end, I would have enjoyed it.




  *




  Serena, the ideal fellow-traveller for her dynamism, along with me would have shared the pleasures of that red-hot land. After an exhausting train trip to the airport, we finally reached Rome Fiumicino, queuing for the check in. One hour later, we would have crossed the finger to lead us directly into the plane.




  Once on board, we noticed that the check in employee must have made a mistake: although we had requested to sit together, he had assigned us two seats in different rows. Then, I made for my seat towards the back of the airplane, and before sitting, I looked around to admire the interior of the aircraft. Closing my eyes, I took a deep breath to absorb the scent which came from the fuselage.




  While putting my luggage away, I had the sensation that the person sitting beside me did nothing but look at me the whole time, but I hadn’t had the chance to look at him not even for a single moment. In the end I looked up and, with surprise, I noticed the blue eyes of a man peering at me deeply. I faintly smiled and he did the same; then I took my seat.




  I didn’t understand why but that presence slightly unsettled me. I looked at him again, from behind my sun glasses, feeling sure he wouldn’t notice anything. I tried to guess his nationality, observing the features of his face.




  Then, turning round again, I saw a flight attendant finalising her preparations before taking off. A few minutes later, she approached us, asking: “ Excuse me, do you see the couple sitting beside the emergency exit on the left?”.




  “Yes!?” we answered simultaneously in English.




  “The lady is flying for the first time and she isn’t at her ease in that position...Would you mind giving them your seats?”.




  “No, surely not” my fellow flyer replied. But, soon after looking over our seats, the flight attendant noticed that we too were sitting next to the emergency exit, therefore, she concluded that it would have been useless to make us move. Then, she left apologizing.




  Shaking his head astonished, my fellow traveller said: “I don’t understand why they are so scared of flying...”.




  “Maybe because they haven’t flown before” I replied.




  His English pronounciation struck me deeply: his accent surely was one of the most beautiful ones I had never heard. It was exactly in that moment that I really saw him. His face was irregular, but fascinating; his blue eyes illuminated his look; his brown and very short hair framed his thin face. He was slim but from his white and blue striped shirt, I could get a glimpse of his muscular body: he definitely had the appearance of a strong, mature man. But I couldn’t make out his age: maybe around forty.




  A moment later, the signal to fasten the seat belts switched on: we were ready for take off and my adventure was about to begin.




  *




  When we were allowed to unfasten our seatbelts, the strange fellow turned towards me and, in a confident way, said smiling: “Ok, now tell me everything about you”. I was astonished by his request, but not annoyed. I also really wanted to know who he was. From that very moment on, our conversation started. It went on for nine hours, until our arrival in New York.




  “My name is Azzurra” I started “like the colour of the sky, in my language” I added jokingly. “I am Italian, maybe you have already understood that”.




  “Yes, I did hear you talking to your friend earlier” he admitted. “ You know, I speak a little Italian as well. I lived in Rome for some months”.




  “I am Israeli, even though I live in California” he said “in San Francisco, to be exact”.




  “And what do you do there” I asked astonished.




  “I teach physics at the University of California”.




  “Teaching in a famous American university is a sign of great prestige” I went on.




  And he: “Well, I am very satisfied with my job, sincerely...”.




  He paused and then: “And what about you?”.




  With an expression of regret I answered: “ I am an employee at the moment but I have other plans in my mind. I wish I could join the aviation world”. For a moment I let my imagination run on. “If I am lucky, I’ll realize my dream soon. I’ll become a pilot”.




  “Would you really like to? Many women are pilots in America”.




  “I know” I replied with a little envy. “Here in Italy, on the contrary, I would be one of the few and I find the idea even more exciting”.




  My face light up again. “The idea of starting a carreer till now considered a privilege for men, attracts me a lot” I continued, imaging myself piloting a jet.




  “I can’t but wish you good luck!” he said sincerely.




  “Thanks indeed” I replied smiling.




  “By the way, you still haven’t told me what your name is” I added.




  “Yosseph, my name is Yosseph”.




  “Yosseph, I like it”.




  I had never abandoned the study of the English language, not even after secondary school, because I felt I loved it deeply. But the spontaneity with which I could communicate with him surprised me.




  “And tell me, what do you do besides working?” Yosseph asked me.




  “Well, I like travelling, reading; I am interested in astronomy, photography and I adore studying foreign languages...”.




  “Really? And which do you know?”.




  “English better than the others, then French and a little Spanish”.




  Then I added: “Listen Yosseph, why don’t you teach me some words in your native language?”.




  “Really?” he asked astonished.




  “Yes, sure. I have never heard anyone speak Hebrew. I pay much attention to the sounds of the different idioms. Sometimes, I even think that I’d like to not be Italian just to be able to hear my language the way a foreigner would hear it”.




  He smiled. Then, he took the newspaper he was skimming through some minutes before. I hadn’t noticed it was written in Hebrew. He told me that Hebrew is read from right to the left.




  So he pronounced some words for me. “What a strange language!” I asserted amazed. “It is completely incomprehensible”.




  “Come cheer up! Try and repeat every word after me”.




  While speaking Hebrew, his face assumed a gloomy expression, giving me the idea of having another person in front of me”.




  After some attempts, I confessed: “Thanks a lot Yosseph but I believe I have had enough for the moment. These aspirated sounds are difficult to pronounce; anyway who knows in life...maybe one day I’ll take up the study of Hebrew seriously”.




  Sympathetically smiling, he said: “Ok, no problem, but what were we talking about?”.




  “We were speaking about my hobbies, do you remember?” I helped him.




  “Yes, now I remember, go on please” he said.




  “Let me think...well, I often go walking through the countryside or to the mountain, among nature in short and...I love animals a lot”.




  “Do you have any?” he asked with interest.




  “Yes, Achille, a pretty cat...with a white and orange coat and marvellous green eyes. I also have a little loving dog. I don’t consider them as simple animals, they are members of the family for me. Truly, once I also had two goldfish...” I added sadly.




  “And what happened to them?”.




  “I had had them for one year; quite a good relationship. We used to play together, in some way we were able to communicate.. Afterwars, a terrible thing happened...”.




  For a moment, looking back on the sad event, I became silent.




  “Well, what happened that was so terrible?” he asked, inviting me to go on.




  “You wouldn’t believe it, but I killed them with my very own hands. My family and I had just moved into a new house and I wasn’t used to the new taps. So, one day, clearing their tank, I put them in the basin after having filled it up with water. But without realizing it, I had opened the warm water tap...Still now, I can hardly believe such a thing happened to me...”.




  “Terrible, but you cannot feel guilty” he answered, trying to make the fact less dramatic.




  “Really horrible. I cannot forgive myself for what I did”.




  Yosseph suddenly became silent and turned his face towards the window, to observe the ocean below us. Then, turning again towards me, with a serious but easy expression, he asked: “Sorry but how do you wash your cat...?”.




  I didn’t grasp his wisecrack immediately, but in the instant I perceived the irony of his words, eyes wide open, I looked at him incredolous and, in spite of the drama of my souvenirs, I couldn’t stop an uproarious and contagious laughter.




  Some moments after, we found ourselves laughing animatedly, of a laugher we couldn’t stop.




  People sitting in front of us turned around curiously. While laughing, I felt like I was divided into two people: a part of me immersed into the elation of the moment, the other one observing Yosseph astonished of how much syntony there was between us, practically extraneous, just after some hours of conversation.




  Finally we were able to settle down and our conversation flew to more serious topics.




  “Azzurra, look at the ocean below us. Now it is possible to see it again. A hole among clouds has opened”.




  Yosseph nodded to me to move closer to the window. While approaching, our eyes crossed, our arms grazed. I had a shiver of pleasure.




  “The ocean is wonderful but it strikes a little fear in me”.




  “Why?” he asked.




  “I don’t even know why precisely...it is deep, dark...maybe because I am not aware of what is hidden under all that mass of water: the very thought scares me”.




  Yosseph stared at me and said: “You are peculiar Azzurra. There is something misterious in you. You are a fascinating person”.




  I was glad to be liked by him. His words made me feel fine, even arousing a certain sense of embarassment which I tried to overcome, changing our conversation.




  “What is your religion, Yosseph?” I asked him.




  “My family is Jewish but I don’t believe in anything fundamentally. I think I could define myself as atheist”.




  “And what do you mean by atheist?”.




  “It means that I don’t believe in the existence of a God, of something external to the human being. I only believe in his inner power. Besides, I am convinced that every being exiting on our very planet was created by themselves”.




  “By themselves?”.




  “Yes, by themselves...probably by a chemical reaction or by some process of that kind”.
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