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GUIDO


	 


	Psychiatrists define manias in the characteristics within the human temperament as rarities or disordered conducts. Such eerie features conform essence. Those peculiar elements of the personality of humans might be the consequences of the search of the heights as refuge from the mundane deeds of the world, and certainly, from the lowest conditions of Life.


	A soul being close to the Gods might be a soul who is leading a magnificent existence. Within every chamber of the brain, this arises the conception of being the elect. (That was the concept of our man whom had not lived a bedazzling life, because he was in the small town of Giazza, which is spectacularly located on the Monti Lessini plateu.)


	That reasoning is worthless of any scientific appreciation, and when considering emotions, it was lacking in sense, or what philosophers have denominated as Logic. Such abstraction is the consequence of the improbability of liberating oneself from the meanness of one's soul. Logic becomes a shadow that hunts and wars against the mind without any success, owing to the bare truth that man does not perceive neither acknowledge it.  His ratiocination attempts to conceal it with reasons and whys, or even worse, sometimes puts the vestments of justifications upon his wretchedness.


	Even though all God's creatures are utterly aware of what has marred their lives and even are aware of their own ill deeds, human nature obstinately attempts to beguile it. It is just such a master act of delude that man is not embarrassed to behold his Creator eyes as though The Supreme had no account of his life. Man's presumption of his ability for beguiling God can be attributed to his insane ambition of surpassing Him. But, it could also be elucidated that such a curious idea, whose justification lingers upon the exercise of the don of tracing the lines of the picture of his fate, is the consequence of believing that The Gods are irrelevant in his deeds. He owns himself and his word can be regarded as Truth.


	The Supreme, beholding his marvellous creation of the human, returns to His reign where the cup of Felicity will be laid on the table of the feast, which is eternal Life. He has paved the path with Temptations, to trial the mettle of his creatures. The Creator bedecked The Eden with the most precious fruit, so that man attempted to reach it. And this was Ambition.


	Although Zeal can be considered a negative aspect in existence, in fact it is the acid text of obedience for God, and man has psychologically regarded it as the element through which might satisfy his soul. From a philosophically point of view, based on Life analyses, it as man's calamities. Not an incredible number of souls have squandered the mirth of days pursuing unreachable aims. Who during that merciless struggle, upon the arena of the amphitheatre—which represents the world—has not tarnished the ideals that holds his being as an entity marring his existence, and therefore daunting his soul? When the secret of Life has been destined, at least for a fortunate one, is the resignation to one's loot.


	Those considerations were never discerned by Guido, who had no reason to mull about them, as he was a delighted lad amidst the splendorous colourful wealth of greenness of the fields that surrounded the village. It was such a spectacle of Nature, carved by The Supreme. At that time, the simple things in Life were so rich of beauteous things, for man was created.


	Since sloth lingered in those days, there was no haste as existence unfolded its precious mantle of emotions undisturbed by the ravenous hunger to be nourished by ambitions. Ambitions are usually far away from the hope of ever realizing them.


	(What he had he yielded for, then! Nothing. If there had been the opportunity to set the clock backwards, he would have lived his time anew, and perhaps, would have changed everything about himself. Nevertheless, the past cannot be modified and our recent good resolutions are not mechanism to alter it, so that now and then the most important is the future, and the way it is moulded by oneself.)


	Giazza had such an impressive comeliness that its Alpine appearance was enchanting and that was such a distinctive attribute for the town. As he sauntered beholding the picturesque hamlets, a gratification was bestowed by the innocence seen when the children's countenance wandered in the surroundings. From time to time, he thought of his own childhood, but the most astounding thing was when those blue eyes that welled up with tenderness in the face of a lad, who peacefully waited until some fish were allured by his bait. What a lovely scene! Purity had stupefied him. Indeed, it was the pure innocence that would be tainted by the ambition of the world's treasure, which was not a certainty.


	As he left the centre of the town, he lost himself in the greenish scenario of Nature. How delightful it was to contemplate as his little feet were bathed by the crystalline waters. The lad with the piece of wood between his hands seemed to be a mischievous angel who had left Heaven just to play within the immense garden that was the world.


	His purity scintillated as a source of light among the shadows of the mean desires of man. It obliged to remember about all his life, whose beginning had started in a little southern Italian village. He took his shoes off, leaving his feet bare which had walked so much upon the arduous and long path of Life, and turning up the bottom of his trousers, and seated beside the lad, remained motionless. He had tired sight because of seeing horrid life stories, but blended with the child's radiant blue eyes, he could almost perceive God's view. It was characterized by beholding their creatures ashamed or proud. As a true God, there were no words for him.


	Within silence, Guido resigned to admiring the waters that ran freely, and he furrowed his forehead just so that it appeared the lines had been seared by Time. Each stage of his life was summed up on them. So his past came to him anew.


	It was an uneasy dawn, by the coldness and haze crept on the docks when his small agate eyes, and from his mother's arms, watched the land of his birth for the last time.


	He was the undesired fruit of the union, which had blossomed suddenly and without the consent of the sire, as it would be revealed to Guido over conversations to family and friends about tragedies or, it would be more accurate to say, unexpected facts of life. All it would have a rare influence on his psychology.


	For a debut in Life, his own was awfully dramatic. His mother fenced by whispering Italian women and a doctor who was due to give up the fight for saving the child's life and recover the mother's, as one of the stout women having the newborn clasped between her hands, cast the poor creature underneath a rush of cold tap water. So, it had awakened up the light of existence for him. He was the number sixth of the offspring.  


	The conditions were miserable for the family. Father, with little knowledge in every occupation, barely made ends meet for his home, and every day that went by their situation worsened. It was a dreadful scenario:  Papa struggling a livelihood on the street and Mama breastfeeding the new sprout whilst the other brats were asleep on the cold bare floor or toying with earth. It was not so absurd to seek a new life in a new world. Perhaps Fortune would strike their lives.


	On the long voyage, his parents opted to stay outdoors so as to prevent the diseases and lack of sanitation that were characteristic in the steerage quarters, where there were no frills service and just an accommodation in the ship's lowest deck.


	Remote was the possibility that they would run across with a celebrity or a remarkable countenance. His sisters were not at the age of being eligible, though. There was not a chance to be in the opulent rooms where there were marriage minded-women and mothers with their daughters socializing with some bridegroom prospect millionaire. What the third-class had was the roughness of the deck or hard bunk, and just the hope of a new life to be due to blossom.


	As the figure of the Statue of Liberty was outlined within the horizon, Papa felt the thrills, which were conveyed by the impulsive throbs of his heart and as his skin puckered into goose flesh. Beyond that, what he could perceive was solid blocks of skyscrapers filled with hundreds of thousands lives inside. Terror came over him for first time since their departure from the old continent. On the way, he had wondered how his family would survive in that new and unknown world. Through work, was the response, as it was done by all the poor.


	Once the immigration proceeding was concluded, the search of an address, along with a name on a screwed note, was the beginning of their lives in America. All they knew for that part of the world was of being in the land of Freedom and Rights, and above all, opportunities. As their first night was taken up, their existence had begun to shape itself in the new surroundings.


	It was thoroughly obvious that the word 'Fortune' was not written in the yellowish pages of the third-rate edition of the book of the poor. The author was certainly right to have stated that their lives were confined to be realistic and prosaic. So it was not surprising that Papa, who was not in a learned profession and just had the adroitness of the most vulgar office, worked as a dishwasher in a restaurant, near Broadway. Every night the most exquisite members of society gathered to chat about the plays, and the most fortunate were there to appraise their performances, having delighted their audience. Justly, there were two distant worlds within the same place, the penniless and wealthy.
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