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LITERARY MANIFESTO

Against silence, against oblivion, against compromise.

This book does not ask permission. It does not bend, it does
not adapt, does not apply makeup to please. It is a cry that
does not seek an echo but leaves scars. It is a body that
writes, that bleeds, which laughs as it burns.



NO DESPITE EVERYTHING is refusal as a creative act.
It is no one that cannot be explained, that cannot be
justified, that cannot be negotiated. It is no one that
becomes language, which becomes home, that becomes
altar.

You will not find consolation here. Instead, you will find the
vertigo of free thought, the beauty that does not kneel, the
word that does not ask for forgiveness.

This book is for those who have loved too much, for those
who have lost everything, for those who have said “no” and
kept walking.

It is a manifesto for those who write with their nails, for
those who read with their guts, for those who live with a
hunger for truth.

NO, NO, DESPITE EVERYTHING, because yes is not
enough. Because the world does not change with acceptance
but with refusal, which generates a new form.

EDITORIAL NOTE

This book was born from an urgent need: to give voice to
those who live, endure, and often go unheard. It is not a
manual, nor a collection of stories in the traditional sense. It
1s a mosaic of experiences, thoughts, and fragments of life
that intertwine in a single thread: that of silent dignity. The
editorial choice was not to interfere with the author's tone,
but to accompany it. Each word is left in its truth, each
pause in its weight.

10



DEDICATION

To those who thought they could not make it. To those who
resisted without fanfare. To those who never had a
microphone but always had something to say. This book is
for you.

BACK COVER

"NO, NO, STANTE TUTTO" is a journey into the depths
of the soul, where fragility is not weakness, but a necessary
condition for resistance. Ferdinando Frega accompanies us
quietly, with a discreet pace, on a journey made of true
stories, unspoken glances, minimal gestures that become
heroic. Each page is a fragment of life lived, a held breath, a
voice that refuses to be silenced.

There is no show. There is no rhetoric. Only truth. The kind
that does not shout but endures. The kind that does not
console but accompanies. This book is for those who do not
seek easy answers, but authentic questions. For those who
know that beauty, sometimes, hides precisely where it hurts
the most. And that pain, if listened to, can become language.

A work that is not read: it is traversed. And when you close
it, something inside has changed.

PREFACE

When I began writing, I did not have a plan. I just had an
urge. The stories you will find here were not sought out:
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they found me. They were born from encounters, from
silence, from unforgettable glances. I did not want to fix
them, make them more "literary." I wanted them to stay
alive, even if imperfect. This book is an act of listening.
And an act of resistance.

PREMISE

We live in an age that prizes speed, performance, and
visibility. But there is another dimension, deeper, truer: that
of those who live quietly. This book does not aim to
explain, but to share. It does not aim to teach, but to
accompany. Every story is a fragment. Every fragment is a
chance to recognize ourselves.

SYNOPSIS

A man alone, pensive, during a crowd that does not see him.
"No, No, Stante Tutto" is the story of those who resist.
Ferdinando Frega takes us inside fragile and strong lives,
where pain is not a spectacle but a substance. A book that
does not seek answers but raises questions. An invitation to
look beyond, to feel more, to not turn away.

AUTHOR'S NOTE

I am not a writer. I am someone who has listened, lived, and
collected. This book was born from encounters, from words
spoken in hushed tones, from unforgettable gestures. I did

not want to construct a work, but to leave traces. If even just
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one page can make someone feel less alone, then it will
make sense.

INTRODUCTION

There are those who write for a living. [ wrote out of
hunger. Out of urgency. To avoid going mad in silence. Not
to publish, not to please, but to survive what could not be
said. Every word was an act of resistance. Every page, an
attempt not to disappear.

This book was not born from an editorial project. It was
born from a tension that burned beneath the skin, from
nights when thoughts could not sleep, from encounters that
left scars, from silences that screamed louder than words. It
was born from minimal gestures, from fleeting glances,
from wounds that made no noise but left their mark.

I did not find out stories. They sought me out. They passed
through me like storms, inhabited me like ghosts, asked to
be told with modesty, respect, and without fanfare. I tried to
do so without adding anything, without taking away too
much. Only with the truth trembling between my fingers.

You will not find solutions here. You will not find absolute
truths, nor ready-made answers. You will find fragments.
Lives lived on the margins, thoughts that make no noise but
weigh like stones. You will find the fragility that becomes
strength, the resistance that does not ask for applause, the
beauty that hides where it hurts the most.

Every page is an act of listening. Every word, a caress, or a
blade. If even just one story can make someone feel less
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alone, then all of this will make sense. And in that sense,
there will also be a little salvation. For those who read. For
those who write. For those who resist.

BOOK PARTITION

This book is not a collection of stories. It is a journey. A
path through the depths of the soul, where every voice is a
fragment of truth. There is no spectacle, no rhetoric. Just
life. And whoever reads it will also find a piece of
themselves.

The book is divided into four thematic sections, each
dedicated to a fundamental aspect of human experience that
runs through your stories:

Part I - Fragility
Stories that speak of pain, vulnerability, and loneliness. Not
as weakness, but as a universal condition.

Part II - Strength

Stories of those who, though broken, find a spark within
themselves. Strength is not the absence of fear, but the
ability to face it.

Part I1I - Resistance

Testimonies of those who persevere, despite everything.
Every gesture, every word, every silence is an act of
resistance.
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Part IV - Without Fanfare

The most intimate part. Stories that do not seek applause
but leave a mark. This is where the book whispers, rather
than shouts.

BOOK STRUCTURE

These are not made-up stories. They are encounters. They
are fragments of life that have passed through me, that have
taught me, that have changed me. There is no plot to follow,
nor an order to respect. There is only one invitation: to
listen. Every title is a door. Every synopsis, a breath. Enter
where you wish. Leave when you feel you have found
something. And if just one sentence stays with you, then
this journey will make sense.

Here is a selection of the main stories:

Chapter 1 — Right Pressure

A lonely man, crushed by the weight of responsibilities,
finds in the memory of those who believed in him the
strength not to give up.

Chapter 2 — The Betrayal

An author's dream is shattered by the cynicism of the
publishing industry. But from the wound, a new awareness
is born.

Chapter 3 — The Looks

The family's silent judgment speaks louder than a thousand
words. Yet, the desire to be oneself persists.
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Chapter 4 —- Why Are You Wasting Time?

The question that wounds those who dream. But the answer
is a declaration of identity: it is not a waste of time if it
makes you feel alive.

Chapter 5 — The Difficulties

A descent into the labyrinth of insecurities, amidst visible
and invisible obstacles. Every step is a victory.

Chapter 6 — The Lack of Recognition

When the silence of others becomes deafening. But value is
not measured in applause.

Chapter 7 — The Invisible Burden

Mental exhaustion after years of battling the disease. And
the strength to continue, even when no one is watching.

Chapter 8 — Expectations

The weight of what others expect of you. And the liberation
that comes from making decisions for yourself.

Chapter 9 — The Void of Trust

When you stop believing in yourself, even words become
enemies. But trust can be rebuilt, one step at a time.

Chapter 10 — The Fear of Disappointment

The fear of not being good enough for those who believed
in you. But every tear is also a promise of perseverance.

Chapter 11 — Revolution

The personal change that distances but also reveals who you
really are.
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Chapter 12 — The First Meeting

A desperate man asks for help. Five euros becomes a
gesture worth a thousand words.

Chapter 13 — A Disabled Child

The gaze of a child who cannot walk, but dreams. And it

teaches you to see strength where you did not think it was.

Chapter 14 — Comfort in My Words

A woman finds hope in a speech. And asks that light be
brought to her children.

Chapter 15 — Your Actions Give Me Strength

A man tells how a book saved his life. Words become
invisible bridges.

Chapter 16 — The Desire to Give Up Everything

The temptation to disappear. But also, the awareness that
running away is not freedom.

Chapter 17 — The Fear of Being Judged

The fear of appearing selfish. And the discovery that taking
care of yourself is an act of courage.

Chapter 18 — I Will Never Leave You Alone

A decisive moment alongside those about to die. Words
become presence.

Chapter 19 — The Responsibility of Being Hope

When others see a light in you. And you learn to carry it,
even if you tremble.
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Chapter 20 — Mental Monologues

"Who's thinking of me?" A question born in silence. And
answered in awareness.

Chapter 21 — A Young Man with a Degenerative
Disease

The strength of those who know that their body betrays
them, but their mind resists.

Chapter 22 — A Mother for Her Sick Son

A mother who never gives up. Every day is a battle, every
smile a victory.

Chapter 23 — An Elder and Your Support

The loneliness of those who have lived so much. And the
comfort that comes from sincere listening.

Chapter 24 — A Boy and the Dream of Normality

Disability does not define who you are. The dream is to
live, not to be special.

Chapter 25 — The Thank You Letter

A letter that reminds us of the power of words. And the
value of being seen.

Chapter 26 — An Unexpected Encounter
A man sitting on a bench tells his life story. And it changes
yours.

Chapter 27 — The Path Between Obstacles

The difficulties, the criticism, the sleepless nights. But also,
the determination that never wanes.
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Chapter 28 — A Path of Revelations

Encounters, words, memories. And the rediscovery of one's
purpose.

Chapter 29 — The Road to Resilience

The inner transformation that comes from struggle. And the
choice continues.

Chapter 30 — A Path of Mutual Strength

Promises, encounters, the desire to leave a mark. And the
knowledge that strength is shared.

Closure

There is no real ending to this book. Every story is a
starting point. Every word, an invitation to look beyond.
The journey does not end as it transforms. And if even just
one page has touched something inside you, then this book
has completed its journey.

PROLOGUE - BEFORE THE STORIES

Before the stories, there were silences. The ones that could
not be spoken, the ones no one wanted to hear. There were
long nights, empty rooms, words that caught in the throat.
Life was happening on the margins, without applause,
without witnesses.

Then, something gave way. A crack, a whisper, a tiny
gesture. And from there, the stories began to emerge. Not as
ordered tales, but as fragments, like wounds crying out for
voice.
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This book is not a collection. It is a battlefield. Each story is
about a body that resisted, a thought that found the courage
to exist. There is no order, no morality. Only truths that
tremble, beauties that scratch, memories that ask no
permission.

Reading these pages is an act of listening. Not to
understand, but to feel. Not to judge, but to stay. Within
each story there is a face that does not show itself, a voice
that does not shout, a presence that does not ask to be saved,
but only acknowledged.

Welcome. You enter here barefoot. You read here with an
open heart and your defenses down. Here, every word is an
encounter.

THE RIGHT PRESSURE

Sitting at his desk, Ferdinando pressed his hands to the sides
of his head, fingers buried in his unkempt hair. The table
lamp barely illuminated the scattered papers, some crumpled,
others stained with dried coffee stains. A pen lay abandoned
next to a half-written letter, the words broken by a trembling
line of ink.

Tears began to flow silently, streaking his face. He did not
even try to stop them. There was no one there to see his
weakness, and deep down, he did not care. He was alone.
Alone with his failures, with the weight of the lives he had
not been able to save.
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"What's the point?" he muttered under his breath, his voice
breaking immediately. Then he shouted, "What the hell is
this for?!" His hand slammed into the desk, sending a pile of
papers flying to the floor. The crash of the pen holder against
the floor broke the silence of the night, but it was not enough
to quell the rage burning within him.

He stood up abruptly, breathing heavily, his heart pounding.
The window was open, and the chilly night wind blew against
his face, but he could not calm down. The thought of giving
it all up crept into his mind like poison. How many times had
he thought of walking away, of letting someone else deal
with that mountain of pain?

Yet, every time he had tried, something had held him back.
This time, however, it seemed different. He had no strength
left. His hands, now griping the edge of the window, were
shaking.

The face of elderly, frail woman came to mind, her eyes
shining with gratitude. "Thank you, Doctor. You are my last
hope." The echo of those words pierced his heart. A sob
shook him, then another. The tears became a torrent.

It was not just anger. It was pain, guilt, helplessness. It was
the weight of all the broken lives he had not been able to save,
and of those who still hoped for him.

Ferdinando dropped his arms to his sides and collapsed into
his chair. "I can't do this... I cannot leave them alone," he
whispered, clenching his fists. The anger gradually
transformed into fierce determination.
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He had vowed not to give up, and even if the entire world
seemed against him, he would find a way to continue. Not for
himself, but for them.

THE BETRAYAL

It was an autumn evening, the kind where the cold begins to
bite, but not enough to keep you from your dreams.
Ferdinando remembered that night clearly: sitting at his desk,
a glass of wine beside him and a pen gliding across the paper,
he felt like he had reached a turning point. The manuscript
was complete. Every word, every sentence, every thought

was interwoven into a work that spoke to the very soul of his
life.

The American publisher's offer arrived shortly thereafter,
like a blessing. Flattering words followed one another in the
letter he had received: "A work of rare depth," "A guaranteed
success," "An author destined to leave his mark." Ferdinando
felt his heart pound, in disbelief. Finally, someone had
noticed him.

And so, he signed. He signed without thinking, without
dwelling on the clauses, blinded by enthusiasm and the
promise of a bright future. He still remembered the feel of
the pen between his fingers, the decisive stroke that
confirmed his trust in the publisher.

But the dream soon turned into a nightmare. When the book
was released, Ferdinando realized the truth. The retail price
was twenty euros, and the volume had sold thousands of
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copies. Every review spoke of an extraordinary success, a
work that had touched the hearts of many readers. But
Ferdinando, the author of those pages, was collecting nothing
but crumbs.

Then came the first sales report, and with it the final insult.
After seven months, Ferdinando received a check. He looked
at it in disbelief: €7.50. That ridiculous amount hit him like a
hammer blow. His work, his dedication, his heart, all reduced
to pennies. He felt humiliated, betrayed, as if the entire world
were making fun of him.

He still remembered the feel of that sheet of paper between
his fingers, a paper that seemed to weigh as much as lead.
Every cent of that 7.50 euros represented a wound, a
reminder of his mistake, of his naiveté. The publisher had
made millions; Ferdinando, on the other hand, had only
reaped the pain of a lesson learned too late.

The pain was overwhelming. For weeks she shut herself
away at home, unable to write, think, or even hope. But in
the silence of those dark days, something began to change.

Anger turned to determination. He decided that no one would
ever deceive him again, that he would study every clause,
every detail, and that he would take his life back. That wound
became his strength, a reminder of what he was willing to
endure to not give up on his dreams.

Ferdinando learned the hardest lesson of his life, but he
emerged stronger, more aware. And with that strength, he
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began writing again, not for the world, not for a publisher,
but for himself.

THE LOOKS

Ferdinando felt the weight of those looks before he even
walked through the door. But the ones that hurt him most did
not come from strangers, but from his family. They were the
eyes of those who had known him forever, of those who
knew his ambitions and dreams. And, worse still, of those
who had never believed in him.

Words were rare, but they were not necessary. The looks said
it all: "There he goes again, with his illusions. That stupid
presumption of his that never leaves him." Every time
Ferdinando spoke of his plans, he felt the heavy judgment of
those who should have supported him. It was not constructive
criticism, it was a blow to the heart, inflicted by someone
who knew exactly where to strike.

"You should get a real job," his brother often told him,
shaking his head. "This book stuff won't get you anywhere."

"You've always been a dreamer," his mother added, with a
smile that was meant to console, but which Ferdinando
perceived as condemnation. Every sentence, every word, dug
deep inside him, reminding him that they thought he was just
a dreamer.

Ferdinando knew he was ambitious, even presumptuous. He
admitted it to himself in moments of solitude. But that
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ambition was also what drove him forward, what gave him a
reason to continue. Yet, when he stood before his family, he
felt small, vulnerable, like a child desperately seeking
approval that never came.

He remembered one dinner, when he had presented his latest
project. Their reactions had been a mix of silences and
glances that spoke louder than words. "I don't understand
why you waste your time with these things," his father had
said, carving the meat with a decisive gesture.

Ferdinando smiled, a forced smile, hiding the tangle of
emotions inside him. He got up before dessert, making up an
excuse, and retreated to his room.

Sitting on the bed, his hands shaking, he cried. Not at their
words, but at the knowledge that they would never
understand. To them, his dreams were foolish, a waste of
time. To them, his passion was merely the result of a
presumption he could not shake.

But that night, Ferdinando decided. He would never have
their support; the looks and words of his family would stay
with him forever. But he would not let them define who he
was. They can judge all they want, he thought. I will keep
fighting. Because this is who I am.

With that determination, she sat down at her desk and began
writing again. Every word was a silent answer to their doubts,
an affirmation of who she was becoming.

WHY ARE YOU WASTING TIME?
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Ferdinando was hunched over his desk, his eyes red with
fatigue, and his pen still gliding across the paper despite his
shaking hands. The room was silent except for the constant
sound of the pen's tip scratching the paper. Each word
seemed to weigh more heavily than the last, as if the entire
world were opposing his attempt to create something truly
worthwhile.

And then, that phrase. Always the same, repeated on a
thousand separate occasions, by different voices. "Why are
you wasting your time?"

He felt it like a constant echo in his mind, a judgment he
could not shake. They were the words of someone who did
not understand, someone who did not share his passion,
someone who did not see value in what he did. Sometimes it
was uttered with mockery, other times with genuine concern.
But each time, that sentence struck him the same way, like a
knife twisting in the wound.

He remembered one evening, during a family gathering. He
had spoken enthusiastically about his new project, confident
that this time he would receive some support. But his uncle,
with a half-smile and an almost amused look, had said to him:
"Ferdinando, seriously, why are you wasting your time? You
should focus on something concrete, something that will
make you money."

Those words had paralyzed him. He smiled, nodded, and
tried to brush the comment aside. But something inside him
had snapped. That sentence haunted him for days, like a
gnawing at his confidence.

26



“Why are you wasting your time?” He had genuinely
wondered if that was the case. They were all seeing
something he could not recognize. His commitment, his
dedication, was just an illusion.

But then, one night of despair, Ferdinando stopped and
looked at the blank sheet of paper before him. He wondered
what "wasted time" was. Was it the time he spent trying to
create, to give shape to an idea, to build something that could
inspire? Or was it the time he would spend following a path
that was not his own, just to meet the expectations of others?

With a deep breath, he picked up his pen again. He was not
writing for them, for those who did not understand. He was
writing for himself, for that part of him that would not give
up, that still believed that time spent chasing a dream was
never wasted.

The words of those who did not understand would continue
to haunt him, but Ferdinando decided they would no longer
have power over him. Every sentence, every thought he put
down on paper was his silent response, his way of saying: /¢
has not wasted time if it makes me feel alive.

THE DIFFICULTIES

Every day brought a new obstacle. The difficulties were like
stones piled up in his path, making the journey increasingly
difficult. Some were external, tangible: the criticism, the lack
of support, the disappointments of a world that seemed
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indifferent to his efforts. But the greatest difficulties were the
internal ones, the ones no one could see.

Ferdinando struggled with feelings of inadequacy, with that
voice inside him that mocked him every time he took a step
forward. Every project he began brought with ita paralyzing
fear: What if I fail? What if I am not good enough?

And then there was the fatigue. Not just physical, but mental,
creeping in like a silent shadow. Hours spent revising and
rewriting, sleepless nights battling the thought that nothing
she did would ever be enough. Sometimes she wondered if'it
was worth continuing to fight, knowing that success was
uncertain, and failure always seemed just around the corner.

Financial difficulties were another burden on his shoulders.
His plans did not guarantee him financial security, and he
often found himself wondering if he was sacrificing too much.
His family constantly reminded him how difficult it was to
sustain a dream when the real world demanded concreteness.

And then there was the judgment. Not just from others, but
from himself. Ferdinando looked in the mirror and wondered
ifhe was truly capable if he had the right to pursue his dreams
when everything was told to him otherwise.

But the greatest difficulty was time. With each passing day,
he felt the weight of expectations growing, the fear of not
having enough hours, enough energy, enough life to do
everything he wanted. It was a clock ticking incessantly,
reminding him that the time wasted would never return.
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THE LACK OF RECOGNITION

For Ferdinando, the lack of recognition was a constant
shadow. Every page written, every sleepless night, every
sacrifice made seemed to vanish, swallowed up by a
deafening silence. No one seemed to see how committed he
was, how willing he was to give his all for his dreams.

The few who noticed his efforts did not give them enough
credit. "Good job," they sometimes said, with a forced smile
that sounded hollow. There was no applause, no sincere
gratitude. No one understood the weight of his labor, the
dedication he poured into every written word, every complete
project.

He remembered one episode in particular: after months of
working on a project that was particularly close to his heart,
he presented it to a group of colleagues. He hoped to receive
at least a word of appreciation, some recognition of the value
of what he had created. Instead, he received only hasty,
distracted comments. Some barely looked up, muttering a
vague, "Not bad."

That evening, he returned home feeling empty. He had given
everything, but it had not been enough. Not for them. Sitting
at the kitchen table, a cold cup of tea in his hands, Ferdinando
wondered if it was still worth continuing. The lack of
recognition was not just a blow to his pride; it was a burden
that sapped his motivation, making him question the meaning
of everything he did.
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But in those moments of despair, Ferdinando also found a
hidden strength. He could not depend on others to find value
in what he did. He had to believe in his own efforts, to give
meaning to his actions. It was not easy, and every day there
was a new battle against the temptation to give up.

The recognition would never come, or it would be too late
when they noticed. But Ferdinando decided he would not let
that lack of recognition stop him. He kept fighting, not for
the applause of others, but for himself, for that sense of
integrity that no one could ever take away from him.

THE INVISIBLE BURDEN

Ferdinando looked at himself in the mirror and barely
recognized himself. The years had left deep scars, not only
on his face, but especially inside him. Fatigue was now a
constant, like a weight he could not shake.

It was a kind of tiredness that went beyond the physical. Sure,
his body was not what it once was: sleepless nights, days
spent working tirelessly, and daily sacrifices had worn him
down. But what truly exhausted him was the mental burden,
the legacy of a 15-year battle against a devastating mental
illness.

Escaping had been a triumph, a victory many had envied. But
what no one understood was that this triumph was not
without consequences. The disease had left invisible scars,
painful memories that returned in moments of weakness, like
shadows ready to remind him of his fragility.
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Every day was a struggle to keep going. Mental exhaustion
manifested itself like a wall against which Ferdinando
continually crashed. Even the simplest tasks required
immense effort. Writing, which had once been his refuge,
had become a battlefield. Every word he uttered felt like a
victory against the voice in his head telling him to give up.

He remembered one night, when the weight had become
unbearable. He had sat at his desk until dawn, unable to move,
as if an enormous invisible hand were holding him down.
Tears streamed down his face, and his body, though
exhausted, could not find peace. In those moments, he
wondered if he had truly recovered from his illness or if it
had merely changed form.

Yet, despite everything, Ferdinando always found a spark
within himself. It was a subtle force, almost imperceptible,
yet powerful enough to lift him up every time he fell. He had
already won an impossible battle, and that knowledge
reminded him that he could win this one too.

The tiredness would never go away, he knew. But he had
learned that even tiredness could be transformed into
something useful: a marker of his journey, areminder of what
he had been through and overcome.

And so, that morning too, Ferdinando rose, his body heavy
and his mind tired. But he picked up the pen again, aware that
every written word was a small triumph, a victory over
tiredness, over the past, over everything that tried to stop him.

THE EXPECTATIONS
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Ferdinando walked slowly down the hallway; his gaze fixed
on the floor. He felt the weight of a thousand invisible eyes
fixed on him, judging him, expecting something he was not
sure he could deliver. Those expectations, both his own and
those of others, had become a constant presence, a sort of
ghost that accompanied him wherever he went.

On one hand, there were his personal expectations, as high as
mountains. Ferdinando wanted to excel, he wanted his work
to be perfect, he wanted to be remembered for what he had
created. But that thirst for excellence was also a trap. Every
time he achieved a goal, he raised the bar, never allowing
himself the luxury of satisfaction.

On the other hand, there were the expectations of others:
family, friends, colleagues, even strangers who had read his
work. Each of them had an opinion about what Ferdinando
should do, what he should be like. "You have to do more,"
they told him. "You're capable of great things."

But what did "doing more" really mean? And what happened
when that "more" wasn't enough?

He remembered a conversation with an old friend; someone
he had not seen in years. "Ferdinando, you've always had
talent," he had said, in a tone that sounded more like an
accusation than a compliment. "But don't you think you
should be higher already? With all you have, I thought you
were... further ahead."

32



Those words hit him like a punch in the gut. It was not just
his friend's implicit expectation, but also the voice in his head
telling him: He is right. You are not enough.

The weight of expectations crushed him, often leaving him
paralyzed. Sometimes, he could not even begin a new project,
fearing it would not live up to his own ambitions or those of
others. It was a never-ending cycle: he wanted to prove
himself capable, but every attempt only fueled his fear of
failure.

Yet Ferdinando knew he could not continue like this. One
night, staring at a blank sheet of paper, he realized a simple
yet powerful truth: he could not live trying to live up to
everyone's expectations. He could not even live to try to be
perfect.

That blank sheet of paper, that night, became the symbol of
his liberation. He decided to write not to prove anything, but
for the pure pleasure of it. Not for others, but for himself.

The weight of expectations did not disappear entirely, but it
became lighter. For the first time, Ferdinando felt in control,
able to choose which expectations truly deserved his
attention.

THE VOID OF TRUST

Ferdinando sat down at his desk, staring at the blank sheet of
paper that was staring back at him, judging him. The pen in
his hand was still, as if an invisible weight prevented him
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from moving it. That feeling, that emptiness, was not new. It
was something that had been with him for a long time, a voice
in his head repeating: You cannot do this anymore.

He was not sure exactly when it started. It was a particularly
painful failure, or it was the accumulation of many small
disappointments. But at some point, Ferdinando had stopped
believing in himself. Every word he wrote seemed banal,
every idea worthless.

He recalled a time, during a meeting with some colleagues,
when he hesitated to share his thoughts. Fearing it would be
judged insufficient; he remained silent while the others
discussed. When someone proposed exactly what
Ferdinando had in mind, and it was enthusiastically received,
he felt a mixture of anger and hurt. If I had spoken up, he
thought, I would have received the same recognition. But
now I no longer believe I can say anything useful.

The loss of confidence in her abilities was not limited to work.
It was a gnawing problem that insinuated itself into every
aspect of her life. When she cooked, she doubted she could
do anything well. When she tried to organize a trip, she
convinced herself she would forget something important.
Even the simplest gestures were accompanied by that voice:
You will make mistakes. You will not make it.

One evening, while walking alone along the river,
Ferdinando stopped and looked at the reflection of the lights
on the water. He wondered how he had gotten to this point.
He, who once passionately believed in his abilities, who had
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faced enormous challenges with courage, was now reduced
to doubting every step he took.

But in that quiet, a thought broke through the chaos of his
mind. It had not always been this way. He had had moments
of success, of confidence, of pride. He had created things that
had touched other people, which had meant something. And
if he had done it once, he could do it again.

With that thought, Ferdinando decided to take a small step.
He went home, picked up that blank sheet of paper, and
began writing. He did not try to be perfect, he did not worry
about what others would think. He wrote to remind himself
that trust was not something you found by chance, but
something you built one step at a time.

THE FEAR OF DISAPPOINTMENT

There were nights when the silence became unbearable, filled
only by the din of my insecurities. Every blank page before
me felt like a courtroom, every written line, a defense against
a sentence I feared had already been pronounced: You have
failed. You have disappointed those who believed in you.

I had become an author, my own manager. I had learned
everything, step by step, often alone. The corrections, the
editing, the printing, the images. Every detail of my work was
a piece of me, a fragment of my soul laid bare. And yet, the
more | perfected myself, the more the weight of that fear
grew. Because I felt I could never be enough.
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There were moments when I collapsed. Literally. Sitting at
my desk, hands in my hair, tears flowing uncontrollably. It
was not just physical exhaustion: it was a deep pain, the pain
of someone who feels trapped between who they are and who
they want to be. I asked myself: Why do I keep going? And
the answer was always the same: Because [ cannot give up.
Because they believe in me.

Yet that belief often turned into a double-edged sword. |
thought of those who had supported me, of the looks full of
hope and confidence. I told myself: I cannot disappoint them.
And then, immediately afterward: What if I had already done
it? It was a vicious cycle, a struggle between the desire to
prove my worth and the fear of being a bluff.

Depression. It is a word that scares many, but for me it was a
silent companion. It crept up in my darkest moments,
whispering that it was all for nothing, that [ would never meet
my expectations. But there was a spark, a small light that
never completely went out: the desire to prove me wrong.

So, in tears, I began writing again. Working. Building. Every
time I completed a project, it was not just a professional
victory: it was a cry of revenge against my demons. I had
never stopped, and that was a triumph.

I do not know if I have ever truly overcome the fear of
disappointing. It is part of who I am. But I know one thing: |
never gave up. And for every person who believed in me, for
every trusting look, I fought with all my might. And I
continue to do so, every single day.
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THE REVOLUTION

Change is never easy, neither for those who experience it nor
for those who observe it from the outside. When I began to
dedicate myself fully to writing, to my passions, and to
building my path as an author, I discovered that not everyone
was ready to accept it. The time I once dedicated to others
was now sucked into long hours of work, reflection, and
sleepless nights spent proofreading or searching for the right
inspiration.

I felt a slow but steady distance growing between me and
some people I considered crucial in my life. They could not
understand my dedication, why I was willing to sacrifice
evenings and moments spent together to pursue something
that, to them, seemed like a whim or an obsession. Their
questions, initially curious, became veiled criticism:
"Why would you do this?"
"Don't you think you're wasting your time?"
"You've changed your priorities."

Those words hurt me deeply, even though I tried not to show
it. Every comment felt like a judgment, a misunderstanding
of what writing meant to me: a way to express myself, to
challenge my own limitations, to leave a mark. Yet, their
perception was different. To them, I was simply drifting
away.

The greatest difficulty was feeling alone. Looking around
and seeing that those bonds, which I once considered
indestructible, were crumbling under the weight of
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expectations and misunderstandings. It was not just the pain
of loss; it was the fear of being misunderstood, of being
judged on who I had become, rather than for what I had
always represented to them.

I was stuck between two worlds: one that demanded I chase
my dreams, and one that demanded I never disappoint those
around me. And in the middle, there was me, Ferdinando,
trying to balance it all, often unsuccessfully.

THE FIRST MEETING

It was an ordinary day, the kind of day easily forgotten, with
gray skies and a biting breeze. [ had an appointment inaplace
I was not familiar with, guided more by curiosity than by a
clear idea of what to expect. I felt a little out of place, as if I
were about to enter a world that was not mine. But [ knew |
had to.

When I entered the room, he was already there. Sitting in the
corner, his hands clasped nervously and his gaze downcast,
he looked like a man awaiting sentencing. He did not move
when he saw me, did not even raise his eyes. He remained
still, as if his very breathing were a burden. I stood still for a
moment, unsure of how to approach him. Then, calmly, I
approached and sat across from him.

Silence filled the space between us. It was not normal silence;
itwas thick, almost palpable, as if it contained everything, he
could not say. Finally, he broke it, his voice so low I had to
strain to hear.
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"I can't take itanymore..." he said that his words were broken
by exhaustion.

At that moment, his eyes rose to meet mine. They were eyes
filled with deep pain, a pain no words could truly describe.
He began to speak in fits and starts, fragments of a life
crumbling under the weight of an invisible battle. He told me
about his sleepless nights, the fear that never left him, the
feeling of being a failure in everyone's eyes, including
himself.

I listened in silence, unable to interrupt. Every word he spoke
seemed like a plea, a silent cry to be seen, to be helped. Then,
suddenly, he looked down and  whispered,
“I should not have asked you this, but... I need some money.
Even just for a sandwich.”

Those words hit me like a punch. It was not the request itself,
but the way he had made it, with that mixture of shame and
desperation. I searched my pockets without thinking but
found only a five euro note. It was not much, I knew. In fact,
I almost felt guilty for how little it was. But I handed it to him
anyway, trying to hide my  embarrassment:
"Sorry, that's all I have."

He took it with trembling hands, but not immediately. For a
moment he hesitated, looking me in the eyes as if to make
sure there was no judgment in my gesture. Then, with a slight
nod, he took it and murmured a thank you. It was a thank you
that needed no words: I saw it in his eyes, in the way his
breathing seemed to ease, if only slightly.
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We sat in silence for a few minutes, him holding the bill, me
trying to figure out what to say. I felt helpless, but at the same
time I knew I had done something, no matter how small. It
was not about the money: I had shown him that, at least for
that moment, he was not invisible.

That encounter stayed with me. Not for the gesture itself, but
for what I learned that day. Sometimes, what matters is not
how much you can give, but how you do it. And for him,
those five euros were less important than the fact that
someone had listened to him, seen him, recognized him as a
person.

THE DISABLED CHILD

I remember that day as if it were yesterday. There was
nothing extraordinary about it, at least on the surface. The
sun shone timidly, the wind gently swayed the trees, and life
seemed to flow at its ordinary pace. Yet, that was the day a
single glance changed the way I saw the world.

It was a simple event, organized to bring a little joy to those
who needed it most. I was there by chance, without really
knowing what I could offer. I felt out of place, as if my role
were merely that of an observer. But then I saw him.

Sitting in a wheelchair, his legs thin and immobile, was a
child. He must have been eight or nine years old, and his face
bore the marks of a life lived amid battles too great for his
age. But his eyes... his eyes were something different. There
was no sadness, no anger, no resignation. There was hope.
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I approached slowly, not knowing exactly what to say or do.
He saw me and his gaze locked on mine. It was direct, almost
disarming in its simplicity. It was saying, "Tell me that the
world can still be beautiful. Make me believe that all is not
lost."

“Hi,” [ said, trying  to sound  relaxed.
He smiled slightly, a shy smile, as if he were still deciding
whether to trust me. “What’s your name?” I asked. “Luca,”
he replied in a soft voice, a whisper.

We talked for a while, about simple, even banal things. He
told me about his favorite games, about the days he spent
imagining running through the fields, free like other children.
And every word he spoke seemed to be accompanied by that
light in his eyes, that hope that would not fade.

At one point, he asked me a question that left me speechless:
“Do you think I will one day be able to walk like you?”

I did not know what to say. I did not want to lie to him, but I
also did not want to extinguish that flame of hope I saw in
him. So, I told him the simplest truth 1 knew:
"I do not know what will happen, Luca. But what I do know
is that you are already stronger than many people walking."

He looked at me, and the smile he gave me was the greatest
gift I could have received. In that moment, I realized it was
not so much an answer he was looking for, but the comfort
of knowing someone saw him, listened to him, and believed
in him.
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COMFORT IN MY WORDS

It was a cold evening, and the conference room was bathed
in warm light. I had prepared for the speech as usual, but that
day I felt a particular heaviness. As I spoke to the audience,
I noticed a woman in the second row. Her face was drawn,
her eyes downcast, her hands clasped as if she were trying to
hold onto something precious and fragile.

I finished my speech, and while the others stood up to leave,
she remained seated. I approached discreetly. When our
gazes met, [ saw something powerful in those eyes: a mixture
of pain and hope.

“His words... they seemed to be speaking to me,” she said in
a shaking voice.

I responded with an encouraging smile. She began to tell me
about her life, hesitantly but with a sincerity that struck me.
She spoke of a failed marriage, of financial hardship, of the
daily struggle of raising her two children alone. Every word
was a fragment of a painful story, but there was still a spark
of hope within her.

“I had no faith in anything anymore,” he said. “But tonight,
listening to her, all is not lost. She does not just talk about
struggle, but about rebirth. And I want to believe in that
again.”

I told her what I felt:
“Even in the darkest moments, the fact that you are here
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shows that you never gave up. And itis this strength that will
make the difference, for you and for your children.”

She looked at me with shining eyes, and for the first time
smiled. It was not a full smile, but a beginning. Then
something unexpected happened. Hesitantly, she asked,
"Would you mind coming to my house? I would like you to
meet my children. After listening to you, I thought maybe
you could be a light for us."

I was surprised, but I accepted. I followed her to a modest
apartment, where two children greeted us with a mixture of
shyness and curiosity. She proudly introduced them, and in
their eyes, I saw the same hope I had sensed in her.

We spent the evening talking. The children asked me about
my work, the stories I told, and I responded enthusiastically.
I felt that every word I said was like a thread they clung to, a
bridge to a better future.

When I left, I realized that it was not I who brought hope to
them, but they to me. Their trust, their desire to believe, was
a reminder of how important it was to continue my journey.
That evening, I understood that even a small light can
illuminate an entire room.

YOUR STRENGTH IN MY ACTIONS

It was a quiet afternoon. I had stopped at a downtown café,
trying to find a moment of solitude to reflect on and write.
The air was filled with the aroma of freshly ground coffee,
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and the clinking of cups created a soothing background music
that helped me focus.

I was lost in thought when I noticed him. A man in his forties,
simply dressed, he seemed hesitant as he wandered between
the tables. I glanced at him from time to time out of the corner
of my eye, until he stopped right next to me.

“Excuse me...” he said, his voice uncertain, almost fearful.
“Can I disturb you for a moment?”

I looked up, taken aback. It was a face I did not recognize,
but there was something in his eyes that intrigued me: a
mixture of shyness, gratitude, and strange urgency.

“Sure,” I replied, moving the papers to make room for him.

He sat down across from me, his hands clasped nervously on
the table. He was silent for a moment, then took a deep breath.
“I just wanted to tell you something. Your actions... have
given me strength.”

Those words struck me like a bolt of lightning. I did not know
how to respond. But he continued:
"You do not know me, but I know you. I read one of your
books during an exceedingly tough time in my life. I had lost
my job, I was dealing with family problems, and every day
seemed darker than the last. I had stopped believing in myself.
Then, a friend lent me your book."

He told me how he had started reading it without much
expectation, just to distract himself. But page after page, he

44



found himself drawn into those stories of struggle, of
resilience, of people who had faced insurmountable obstacles
and emerged stronger.

“It wasn't just what she wrote,” he said, looking me in the eye.
“It was the fact that she had the courage to share her story.
She showed that you can fall and get back up, and that there
is no shame in fighting. For the first time, I thought: if he
could do it, then I can do it too.”

He told me how those words had become a guide during his

darkest days. He had begun to get back on his feet, trying to

rebuild what he thought was lost forever. It had not been easy,
but now he had a new job, and his relationship with his family

was slowly improving.

“I just wanted to thank you,” he concluded, with a shy but
sincere smile. “You didn't know it, but you gave me hope I
thought I'd lost forever.”

I was speechless for a moment. Then 1 replied,
“Thank you for sharing your story with me. It is a gift to
know that what I did meant something to someone.”

He nodded, and after a few more words of greeting, he stood
up to leave. But his smile, the light in his eyes, stayed with
me for a long time.

That day, as [ resumed writing, I realized that, even when we
are not aware of it, our actions can be silent force for
someone else. And it is this awareness that drives me, every
day, to keep going.
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THE DESIRE TO GIVE UP AND
DISAPPEAR

There are days when everything seems too much. The weight
of expectations, the incessant noise of the world, the battles
that multiply instead of being resolved. It was one of those
days. I woke with a tiredness that was not just physical, but
deeply rooted, as if every fiber of my being were crying out:
Enough.

Ilooked out the window. The sun was shining, but everything
seemed gray to me. Every responsibility, every promise [ had
made, every step I had decided to take was turning into an
invisible chain holding me down. There was no anger, no
desperation. Just a silent desire to give it all up.

What if I disappeared? I thought. Not a dramatic goodbye,
not a grand gesture. Just a discreet disappearance. No note,
no explanation. Turn off the phone, lock the doors, and
vanish. I imagined the relief of no longer having to answer
anyone, of no longer having to deal with that sense of
inadequacy that followed me wherever I went.

It was a tempting thought, but at the same time painful. Why?
Because I knew it was not just an escape from the world, but
also from myself. It was the desire to free myself from what
I felt] could not be, from what I thought I was disappointed.

The faces of those who had believed in me came to mind.
Friends, colleagues, strangers who had found inspiration in
my words, my actions. I thought of the unfinished projects,
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the stories still waiting to be told, the dreams I had shared.
Everything I had built, everything I had promised myselfand
others, would remain there, suspended.

But that was precisely the problem. Those promises that
those expectations, those hopes... they had become an
unbearable burden. I did not want to disappoint anyone, yet |
felt like I was betraying myself.

I took a moment to breathe, to let those thoughts run their
course. There was no easy answer. There was no immediate
solution. But I knew one thing: giving up everything would
not give me the freedom I sought. It would only be an illusion,
a way to postpone a fight [ had to face eventually.

I got up, opened the window, and let the fresh air hit my face.
The world was still there, chaotic, and noisy. But I was still
there, too. And for today, that was enough.

THE IDEA OF ESCAPING TO GO
SOMEWHERE

It was a thought that struck me in my most tired moments, an
idea that seemed as absurd as it was liberating: What if I ran
away? 1 had never told anyone, but that desire haunted me on
days when everything seemed insurmountable. [ imagined a
sudden departure, without words, without explanation. A
silent disappearance.

I visualized myself on a slowly moving train, the city
disappearing behind me, the lights fading into a fading
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memory. A new life, where no one knew my name, where
there were no expectations or questions to answer. Where
could I be anyone or no one?

But then I thought about what I had left behind. Not just the
people who counted on me, but also my own dreams.
Because as heavy as the responsibilities might seem, they
were also what gave meaning to my life. Running away
would not be a new beginning, but a surrender disguised as
freedom.

And so, I stayed. Not because it was easy, but because facing
life also meant facing myself. And, deep down, I knew that
running away would never get me far.

FEAR OF BEING JUDGED AS SELFISH

Every decision I made felt like a minefield. [wondered: What
will they think of me? Will they judge me for being selfish? 1t
was a fear that followed me everywhere, a shadow that made
me doubt every step.

There were times when I withdrew, unable to act, paralyzed
by the fear of disappointing others. Even when I knew my
choices were necessary for my mental health or well-being,
the thought of being seen as someone who only cared about
themselves tormented me.

But then came moments of clarity. I remember that taking
care of yourself is not selfishness, but survival. That saying
"no" does not mean rejecting others but respecting your own
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limits. It is not easy to free yourself from the fear of judgment,
but I have learned to distinguish between unfair criticism and
criticism that can teach me something.

Eventually, I realized that I cannot control what others think
of me. But I can control how I respond. And I chose to
respond with authenticity, unafraid to be true to myself.

STOP NOW, BETRAY THOSE WHO
BELIEVED ME

There were moments when exhaustion overwhelmed me
when the weight of expectations seemed unbearable. Every
step forward was a struggle, and the idea of stopping crept
into my thoughts. It is too much. I am not enough. I should
stop.

But then, in the silence of those reflections, the faces of those
who had believed in me emerged. People who dedicated their
time, their support, their trust. Friends who had encouraged
me when all seemed lost, readers who had found inspiration
in my words, and even strangers who had seen something in
me that I struggled to see.

The thought of betraying them was a stab in the back. It was
not just a sense of guilt, but a recognition of the profound
bond that had developed between me and them. I knew that
my work was not just for myself, but for those who had
chosen to walk beside me, to hope with me, to believe that it
was possible.

49



Every time that thought returned—the idea of stopping—I
found strength in those faces, those names, those stories. Not
because 1 was perfect or infallible, but because continuing
was my way of saying: Thank you. Thank you for believing
in me, even when I could not.

And so, step by step, | remembered that the journey was not
over. And precisely because it was not easy, it was even more
valuable.

NEVER LEAVE YOU ALONE

It was a day like any other, but the atmosphere in the room
was heavy, filled with an awareness no one wanted to express
aloud. He was lying on the bed, his body frail and worn by
illness, but his eyes still alive, filled with a light that defied
reality.

I sat down next to him, trying to hide the emotion that was
constricting my throat. I knew time was short, that every
word had to weigh more than the others. But what can you
say to someone going through the most tough time of their
life? What words can truly mean by anything?

We talked about simple things, memories, dreams he had had,
moments that had made him happy. Then, suddenly, he
looked at me with a seriousness I will never forget.
"I'm afraid," he said. "Not so much of dying, but of being
forgotten. Of being alone in this moment."
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Those words struck me to the heart. I did not have a ready
answer, but I feltI could not leave him in that fear. I took his
hand, feeling the fragility of his skin, and looked into his eyes.
"I will never leave you alone," I told him. "I'm here with you,
and I will always be here, until the end."

My words seemed simple, almost banal, but I saw relief
across her face. For a moment, the pain seemed less intense,
the fear less oppressive. That moment taught me something
important: sometimes, it is not what we say, but how we are
present that can make the difference.

THE UNBROKEN PROMISES

It was a sleepless night. I tossed and turned in bed, weighed
down by a promise I had made long ago that now seemed
impossible to keep. I clearly remembered the moment I had
made it, with all the conviction and courage of someone who
believed they could face anything.

“Don't worry, I'll make it,” I said. They were not just words,
but a commitment. An unwritten pact, but one engraved on
my soul.

Now, however, that promise seemed like an unbearable
burden. Every day that passed added difficulties, obstacles I
had not foreseen. The thought of not being up to par, of
disappointing those who had believed in me, took my breath
away. But there was something greater that kept me firm: the
knowledge that promises, true ones, are never broken.
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It was not a matter of pride, but of integrity. Keeping that
promise meant honoring not only the person who had
received it, but also myself. It was my way of saying: [ am
here, no matter how hard it gets. I will try until the end.

And so, every morning I got up and continued my journey. It
was not easy, but I knew it was right. And this certainly gave
me the strength to keep going, even when everything seemed
against me.

TO BE A SYMBOL OF HOPE

I had not asked for that responsibility. It had arrived silently,
growing day by day, until it became a constant presence in
my life. I was not prepared. No one teaches you how to be a
symbol of hope for others.

At first, it was a burden. Every time someone looked at me
with admiration or thanked me for the words or actions I had
shared, I felt inadequate. Who was I to be seen that way? I
was not perfect, I did not have all the answers.

But then he began to change. He understood that they were
not asking me to be perfect. They were asking me to be
human, to prove that, despite the difficulties, it was possible
to keep fighting. That there was always a way forward, even
in the darkest moments.

Being a symbol of hope did not mean never making mistakes.
It meant getting up after every fall, being authentic, sharing
my struggle. And so, I accepted that responsibility not as a
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burden, but as a privilege. Knowing that my actions, no
matter how small, could inspire someone, gave me the
strength to keep going.

Every day I remind myself that it is not about me, but about
what I can represent. And in this, I find the meaning of my
journey.

MENTAL MONOLOGUES: WHO'S
THINKING OF ME?

There are moments when the silence of the night becomes an
unbearable burden. Everything I have done during the day,
every commitment, every word of comfort offered to others,
fades into the shadows of my mind. And that is when a simple,
yet devastating question emerges: "Who's thinking of me?"

It is not a question you can ask aloud. It would not be
understood, and perhaps not even forgiven. Because those
who act strong for others, those who always have a solution,
cannot afford to be needy. But I often found myself, in the
middle of the night, wondering if anyone really saw what |
was experiencing.

I spent hours pondering every word I had said, every gesture
I had made, trying to figure out if [ had given enough, if [ had
done enough. And as I did, I felt a loneliness tightening in
my chest. I did not want to be selfish, but sometimes [ wished
someone would stop and ask me how I was.
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But in those moments, I also understood something
important. It was not a weakness to want to be thought of, to
be considered. It was human. And this very awareness was
what enabled me to offer others what I sought for myself.

Thus, every sleepless night turned into a mental monologue,
a dialogue with the most hidden part of me. And, slowly, I
learned to think of myself. Not as a selfish act, but as an act
of survival. Because to remain strong for others, I first had to
be strong for myself.

SLEEPLESS NIGHTS THINKING
ABOUT THE FUTURE

Night has always been my most vulnerable time. When the
world 1is silent and all that remains is the sound of my
breathing, thoughts find space to invade my mind. I spent
hours staring at the ceiling, while the future unfolded before
me like an incomplete mosaic.

I tormented myself with unanswerable questions: Am I doing
the right thing? What if I was wasting my time? Every choice
I made during the day seemed to weigh more heavily in the
silence of the night. The insecurities I had managed to push
aside in the light of day returned stronger, more cumbersome.

Yet, on those same nights, I also found hidden energy. I
remembered why I had started this journey, the dreams that
had driven me to make sacrifices. I thought of those who had
supported me, those who had found strength in my actions.
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And I told myself that, despite everything, it was worth
continuing.

Sleepless nights have never left me completely. But I have
learned to see them as an opportunity: a moment to reflect, to
reorient myself, to remind myself that the future is not yet
written. And that every day is a new page to fill.

THE DOUBT: TO CONTINUE ORTO
SEARCH!

There was a crossroads in my mind, a point where all
possibilities seemed to blur. Should I continue the path I had
chosen, or seek a new beginning? On one side, there was the
comfort of familiarity: on the other, the temptation of the
unknown.

I spent days pondering this choice. Every step I had taken up
to that point had weight, meaning. But there was also a part
of me that wondered if it was enough. What if there was
something greater out there? Something I had not yet
discovered?

It was not just fear, but also curiosity. A desire to grow, to
explore new possibilities. But I knew that every new path
would bring with it new risks, new challenges. And so, |
found myself stuck, unable to decide.

Eventually, I realized it was not about choosing between the
old and the new. It was about listening to myself, trusting that
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every step, on every path, would bring me closer to who I
was meant to be.

It was not an easy decision but accepting doubt as part of the
journey was what made me so happy. And, paradoxically, I
found in it the strength to continue.

THE FIGHT AGAINST A
DEGENERATIVE DISEASE

When I met him, his enthusiasm immediately struck me. He
was twenty-three, the age when life should be full of promise
and possibility. Yet he was facing a reality many would never
have imagined: a degenerative disease that was slowly taking
away his independence.

“It's like knowing your body has decided to stop cooperating,”
he told me with a bitter smile. “No matter how hard you try,
itdoesn'trespond as it should.” He told me how he had found
out about the diagnosis during his senior year of college. It
had come like a bolt from the blue, shattering his dreams of
becoming a professional athlete.

“I felt like it was all over,” she admitted. “But then I realized
that even though I can't control what's happening to me, [ can
control how I react.”

It was not just a figure of speech. Every day he faced a routine
of therapies, exercises, small goals that for him represented
enormous victories. But he did not define himself by his
illness. "People look at me and see a sick boy," he said. "I
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want them to see more. I want them to see that I'm still here,
still me."

Her determination was contagious. She spoke about her
future with a passion that defied reality. “I may never run a
marathon,” she said with a laugh, “but that doesn't mean I
can't do something extraordinary.”

Every time I think of him, [ remember that strength is not the
absence of fear, but the courage to face it head on.

A MOTHER FIGHTING HER SON

I met her during one of my many hospital visits. She was
sitting next to her son's bed, an eight-year-old boy who was
fast asleep, his face etched by the strain of treatment. Her
gaze was fixed on the monitor measuring his vital signs, as if
every number, every slight change, was a battle to be won.

“It's like this every day,” she told me, without taking her eyes
off the monitor. “I wake up with a to-do list: therapies,
appointments, medications to review. There is no room for
anything else.”

Her voice was calm, but there was a strength in her that could
not be ignored. She told me how everything changed when
her son was diagnosed with a rare disease. "He was a lively
child, full of energy," she said, a sad smile lighting up her
face. "Then, one day, he stopped running, stopped jumping.
We thought he was tired, but he wasn't."
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The weeks following the diagnosis were a whirlwind of fear
and uncertainty. But she had not given up. Every day had
become a struggle to find answers, to ensure her son received
the best possible care. "I can't afford to break down," she said
firmly. "He's counting on me. And as long as there's even a
single chance, I'll find it."

We talked for a long time. She told me about nights spent
searching for information online, about emails sent to
specialists around the world, about meetings with other
families going through the same ordeal. “We are not alone,”
she said. “And that is the most important thing. Knowing that
there are other people who understand what you are going
through gives you strength.”

When she said goodbye, I asked her how she found the
strength to keep going. She smiled, looking at her son. “He
is my strength,” she said. “He teaches me every day that,
even when all seems lost, there is always a reason to keep
fighting.”

ELDERLY PERSON FINDING
COMFORT--SUPPORT

It was a spring afternoon, and the sun was timidly filtering
through the curtains of a silent room. When I entered, he was
sitting in an armchair by the window, his gaze lost beyond
the glass, as if observing a world long gone. His face was
marked by time; every wrinkle told a story.
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“Good morning,” I said, trying to break the thick silence that
enveloped the room. Slowly, he turned his head toward me,
with a tired but kind smile. “Ah, good morning. Will you
come keep me company?”’

We sat down and began to talk. He told me fragments of his
life, like an old book delicately leafing through. The spoke of
the war, of when he was young and full of hope, of his
marriage to the woman he had loved for fifty years. “She was
the one who gave meaning to my days,” he said, his smile
fading with memory. “Since she left, everything has changed.”

He told me about the loneliness that accompanied him every
day, like a shadow. It was not just the absence of his wife,
but also that of a world that seemed to have forgotten him.
"My children are far away; they have their own lives. “I do
not want to disturb them," he said, with a note of pride.

I listened in silence, letting him unleash that flood of pent-up
emotions. At one point, I interrupted him to say, “Even if
people are far away, that does not mean they do not think of
you. Sometimes, we need to remember that love is not
measured by distance.”

Those words struck him. He paused, looking at me with
shining eyes, then nodded. “Maybe you're right,” he said
softly. “But you know, it's not easy to believe that when
you're here alone, day after day.”

I stayed with him for a long time. We talked about books,
music, and what he liked to do when he was young. Slowly,
his face relaxed, and a more sincere smile returned. Before |
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left, he said, “You know, you have no idea how much it
means to me to have someone to talk to. You reminded me
that I am not completely alone.”

Those words touched me deeply. They made me understand
how a small gesture, like listening or simply being present,
could have an enormous impact on someone's life.

A NORMAL LIFE NO, NO, GIVEN,
EVERYTHING

I met him at an event for young people with disabilities. He
was sitting in a corner, his wheelchair positioned with
precision, as if to mark a boundary between him and the rest
of the world. He was sixteen, but his gaze bore the weight of
a life already full of challenges. As soon as we began to talk,
I realized that behind that silence lay a world of dreams and
hopes.

“Do you know what I want most?” he asked me, his voice
wavering between defiance and resignation. “I want to be
normal. [ want to get up in the morning, go to school without
anyone looking at me with pity, without feeling different.

He told me how his disability had been with him since birth,
imposing physical limitations he could never overcome. But
what hurt him most was not his condition, but the way the
world saw him. "I don't want to be special," he said. "I just
want to be like everyone else."
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Despite these words, there was a light in his eyes, an
indomitable will to live. He spoke to me about his dreams
with infectious enthusiasm. “Sometimes I imagine myself
running,” he said. “I have never been able to do it, but in my
dreams, I run fast, faster than anyone. No one can catch me.”

I asked him what his goals were for the future. He took a
moment to think, then replied, “I do not know yet. But [ know
I do not want my disability to define who I am. I want to be
remembered for what I do, not for what I cannot do.”

What struck me most was her determination to live a full life,
despite everything. She told me how she learned to play the
piano, a feat that required strength and precision that many
would take for granted. “It's difficult,” she admitted, “but
when I play, I forget everything. It is as if the music makes
me fly.”

Before we parted, I asked him if he had a message for other
young people in his situation. He looked at me with a subtle
smile and said, “It does not matter what you cannot do. What
matters is what you choose to do with what you have. And
never let anyone else decide for you who you can be.”

Those words stayed with me for a long time. They reminded
me that, even in the trickiest situations, hope and
determination can open doors that seem closed forever.

A SICK MAN FINDS THE STRENGTH
TO SMILE
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I met him in the hospital, during a visit to a ward where hope
seemed rare. He was sitting on the bed, his body visibly
weakened by the disease. Every movement required
immense effort, every breath a victory. But what struck me
was his smile. It was not a full smile, but there was a sincerity
that made it incredibly powerful.

I approached and we started talking. He told me about his life
before his illness: a man full of energy, with a promising
career and a loving family. Then, suddenly, everything
changed. “It's not easy to accept that your body no longer
responds as it used to,” he said. “You feel trapped, helpless.
It was hard at first, but then I understood something
important.”

I asked him what it was, and he replied simply: “I cannot
choose to heal, but I can choose how to deal with this
situation. I can choose to smile, even when it seems
impossible.”

She told me how she found strength in small moments: a
laugh with the nurses, a ray of sunshine filtering through the
window, an unexpected visit from a friend. “Life is made up
of these moments,” she said. “No matter how brief, they're
the ones that remind you why it's worth keeping going.”

He also told me about his fears, about the nights when pain
and doubt overwhelmed him. “There are days when I want to
give up everything,” he admitted. “But then I think of those
who are beside me, of those who count on me not to give up.
And then I get up again, even if only for them.”
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One of the things that struck me most was his sense of humor.
Despite everything, he always found a reason to joke, to
laugh. “Do you know what my secret weapon is?”” he asked
me, with a knowing smile. “Irony. If I can laugh at my
situation, then it means it has not completely defeated me.”

We spent an hour together, talking about everything and
nothing. Before leaving, I asked him if he had a message to
share with the others. He took a moment to think, then said,
“Never let pain steal your smile. It is the one thing illness
cannot touch unless you let it.”

That phrase stayed with me for a long time. It made me
understand that strength lies not only in fighting, but also in
finding beauty in small moments, in not letting difficulties
define who we are.

THANKING THOSE YOU HELPED

It was an ordinary day when I found an envelope lying on my
desk. There was no return address written on the outside, just
my name written in uncertain handwriting. I opened it with
curiosity, unaware that those lines would touch me deeply.

“Dear friend,” the letter began. “I don’t know if you
remember me, but I will never forget you.” That sentence
stopped me for a moment. I continued reading a familiar
story unfolding before my eyes.

He told me about a tough time, a moment when his life
seemed to have stopped. The illness had struck him like a bolt
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from the blue, leaving him disoriented and devoid of hope. “I
thought there was nothing left to fight for,” he wrote. “And
then you came along.”

He remembered the day we met in extraordinary detail. He
described me sitting next to him, listening slowly, without
interrupting. “I don't remember everything you said to me,”
he admitted. “But I remember how it made me feel. As if, for
the firsttime in a long time, someone saw beyond my illness.”

The letter went on to describe how that moment had sparked
a spark within him. “You didn't give me a cure,” he wrote.
“But you gave me something even more precious: hope. You
made me understand that, even though I could not control
what was happening to me, I could still choose how to react.

She told me how, after that meeting, she had begun to change
her perspective. She had found the strength to approach
therapy with a different spirit, to seek moments of joy even
on the most difficult days. "It wasn't easy," she admitted.
"But every time [ wanted to give up, I thought of those words
you had said to me: 'You're not alone. And you never will
be."

At the end of the letter, there was one sentence that struck me
more than any other: “Thank you for seeing in me something
I had forgotten I had. Thank you for giving me back to
myself.”

I sat for a long moment, the letter in my hands. I had not done
anything extraordinary, just what I felt was right. But those
words reminded me that, sometimes, they are the simplest
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gestures that make the biggest difference. They reminded me
why I kept doing what I did, despite the difficulties, despite
the doubts.

That letter was not just a thank you. It was a reminder that,
even when I felt useless, what I did had meaning. And that
was all [ needed.

AN ENCOUNTER CHANGES YOUR
PERSPECTIVE

It was an ordinary day, one of those that slip away without a
trace. I was walking through the park, lost in thought, when
I noticed a man sitting on a bench. He looked like he was
carrying an invisible burden, but his gaze was calm, serene.
I do not know what made me stop, but I did.

“Can I sit?” I asked, indicating the open space beside him.
He nodded with a slight smile. There was a moment of
silence, broken only by the rustling of leaves and the distant
song of a bird. Then, without warning, he began to speak.

“I never thought I'd get this far,” he said, without looking at
me. “Life has a funny way of surprising you, don't you think?”

I looked at him, curious. He did not seem to be looking for
an answer, so I remained silent. He continued, telling me
about a past marked by loss and failure, a life that seemed to
have abandoned him more times than he could bear. He told
me how he had lost everything: his job, his home, even the
people he loved.
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“There were days when I didn't even want to get out of bed,”
he admitted. “But then, one day, I sat right here, on this bench,
and I started looking at the world around me.” He paused, his
gaze shifting to the trees around us. “I realized that, as
difficult as it was, life went on. And if life went on, I could
too.”

Those words, so simple, struck me deeply. They were not the
story of a grandiose victory or radical change. They were the
testimony of a silent, daily struggle to find meaning even in
the darkest moments.

I asked him how he found the strength to continue. He looked
at me for a moment, then smiled. “I don't have an answer,”
he said. “Sometimes it was the beauty of a sunset, other times
the smile of a stranger. Strength came from trivial things;
things I had stopped noticing.”

We spent an hour talking, exchanging thoughts, stories, and
glimpses of life. When I stood up to leave, I felt different.
That encounter, so casual and unexpected, had shown me a
truth I often forgot you do not need all the answers to move
forward. Sometimes, all it takes is a small step, a deep breath,
a moment of beauty to remind us that it is always worth
continuing.

As I walked away, I looked at him one last time. He was
alone on the bench again, but his gaze was still fixed on the
trees, as if he were observing something precious. He did not
say anything else, but what he had conveyed to me that day
stayed with me for a long time.
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THE PATH BETWEEN OBSTACLES
AND CERTAINTIES

It all began with an increasingly pressing feeling: a lack of
resources. It was not about money, though that was a constant
worry, but about time, mental and physical energy that
evaporated more every day. Every step forward required an
enormous effort, and the knowledge that I did not have
enough to face it all kept me awake at night. It was like trying
to build a house with bricks that crumbled in your hands.

The situation became so difficult that I found myself forced
to do something I never imagined: ask for help from family
and friends. I was 59 years old, with a lifetime of experience
behind me, yet those requests left me feeling humiliated.
Every phone call, every conversation was a battle against my
pride. "I need a little support,” 1 said, trying to maintain a
semblance of dignity, even when I felt broken inside.

It was not just a financial issue. Asking meant admitting that
I could not do it alone, that my resources, my work, were not
enough. And not everyone understood. Some listened with
empathy, others responded with awkward silences or with
statements that, though well-intentioned, seemed full of
judgment. "Now is not the time to give up," they said, as if it
were simple. As if I had not already thought of every solution.

But it was not just the lack of resources that weighed on me.
There was also the incessant, cutting criticism from those
who did not believe in my project. "Why do you keep
insisting?" they asked. "Can't you see it's pointless? That you
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will not make it?" Those words were like thorns; they
burrowed into my thoughts and made every doubt greater. I
found myself wondering: What if they were right?

And then there were the bureaucratic hurdles, a never-ending
maze. Every small step seemed hindered by paperwork to fill
out, permits to apply for, authorizations that never arrived.
Phone calls turned into marathons of waiting and being
bounced from one office to another. It was as if the system
itself was designed to evaluate my endurance. Every day that
passed without a concrete answer felt like an invitation to
give up everything.

But what hurt most was indifference. I expected at least
understanding, if not support. Instead, I often found myself
faced with blank stares or distracted comments, people who
failed to see the importance of what I was trying to build.
"Why do you waste your time with these things?" was a
question I heard too often, and it was always accompanied by
an air of superiority, as if my efforts were insignificant.

And then there was envy, subtle and silent. Despite all the
difficulties, I managed to achieve some small success. And
each time, there were looks filled with resentment. It was not
for the material results, but for what they represented: a moral
victory, a demonstration that, despite everything, I was
moving forward. I felt the weight of those who, instead of
rejoicing with me, found comfort in pointing out what was
still missing.

Amid all this, there was the challenge of balancing work and
personal life. Every minute spent on the project seemed
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stolen from those around me. I felt guilty when I neglected
my loved ones, but also when I dedicated less time to my goal.
It was a constant dance, a precarious balance that often left
me exhausted.

And then, the sacrifices. Every sleepless night, every missed
meal, every moment lost with friends and family was a price
I paid without knowing if it would ever bring any return. I
corrected mistakes that perhaps no one would notice,
perfected details that seemed invisible. But I did it because I
believed in it, even when everything around me seemed to
suggest otherwise.

There were times when I wondered if it was worth it. Why do
I keep doing this? For whom? For what? But every time |
was on the verge of giving up, something inside me was
rekindled. It was not just a matter of pride or stubbornness. It
was a deeper calling, a reminder that what [ was building had
a value that went beyond my present.

In the end, what kept me going was not the certainty of
success, but the knowledge that giving up was not an option.
Every criticism, every difficulty, every moment of
discouragement became a brick in the construction of
something greater. I did not know where this journey would
take me, but I knew that, if I had the strength to take another
step, I would not stop walking.

REVELATIONS, ENCOUNTERS, AND
PERSONAL GROWTH
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It was an ordinary day, but the event that occurred made me
reflect deeply on what I was experiencing. I was walking in
a park, lost in thought, when I meta person, I had never seen
before, but who, in a matter of minutes, would change the
course of my day. An elderly man, simple in appearance but
with a gaze that told a thousand stories. He approached and
began to speak to me, as if he were just waiting for someone
to share his experience with.

He told me about his life, the sacrifices he had made, the daily
battles, but his unwavering determination not to give up,
despite adversity. "Life," he told me, “Is a series of choices,
and every time you think you can't make it, remember that
the next step could be the one that changes everything."

Her words touched me, but there was something deeper that
I could not pinpoint. What inspired me most was not just her
strength, but her ability to look at life with profound gratitude,
even amidst difficulties. She told me how she had faced
illness, the loss of loved ones, and how, whenever her path
was blocked, she still found a reason to keep going. Not for
perfection, but for the beauty that each day brought.

I returned home with these words in mind, but that evening,
reflecting on my journey, I made a shocking discovery: |
found an old message I'd written to myself years before, a
reminder of when I'd decided to embark on this long journey.
Reading those words made me realize how much I had
forgotten about my own commitment. When I wrote that
message, [ had so much hope and confidence in myself. But
over the years, I have lost that vision. The struggle, the
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difficulties, and the weight of other people's expectations,
had made me lose my true purpose.

I remembered a patient | had met a few weeks earlier, in the
hospital, a man living with an incurable disease. He had said
to me with a smile I will never forget: "Please don't give up.
Don't stop believing you can do this, even when everything
seems difficult." Those words had touched me, but now,
reading my old message, I understood that I had to continue
not only for myself, but also for all those who had believed
in me. The strength to continue depended not only on my
own motivation, but on the bond, I had created with those
around me, with those who had supported me even in the
darkest moments.

That night, a thought struck me like a revelation. I realized
that, despite all the difficulties, I had never completely
understood the value of my journey. My struggle was not just
against circumstances, but against a part of myself I had put
aside. Yet, like the old man in the park, like the sick man who
had asked me not to give up, I understood that true strength
didn't lie in achieving immediate results, but in maintaining
the courage to move forward each day, even when it seemed
everything was against me.

Over the next few days, that revelation changed my
perspective. The chance encounter with that man, the
discovery of my forgotten message, and the sick man's words
intertwined, like pieces of a puzzle finally coming together.
I did not need to prove anything to anyone. True strength lay
in authenticity, in embracing difficult moments, and in
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reminding myself that my path was not mine alone, but part
of a journey shared with everyone I had met along the way.

Every small step I took now no longer felt like a sacrifice. |
remembered that the value of the journey lay precisely in its
imperfection, in the challenges I faced every day. And that,
in the end, would not be the immediate successes that would
define me, but the strength with which I chose to face life,
day after day, without ever losing hope.

RESILIENCE: CHOICES AND
TRANSFORMATIONS

I was at a crucial moment in my life. The decision to continue
despite everything had become the only viable option. Every
day seemed like another battle, a struggle against uncertainty,
fear, and, at times, desperation. But one thing was clear: I
could not stop. Despite the exhaustion, despite the never-
ending difficulties, I had to keep going. Because if I stopped,
not only would I lose my way, but [ would also betray all the
promises I had made.

The promises I had made to myself, and others were like
invisible chains that bound me, but not in a suffocating way.
Each promise was a commitment [ had made from the heart,
a declaration of intent that pushed me to overcome obstacles.
However, accepting the weight of those promises was not
easy. I found myself wondering, more than once, if I was
truly capable of keeping what I had sworn to do. There was
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always that voice in my head whispering: "If you can't do this,
everything is for nothing. You should have given up sooner."

But instead of giving in to that voice, I began to reflect on
what was truly driving me. The desperation I felt inside that
darkness threatening to engulf me slowly became the spark
that transformed my fear into determination. It was no longer
just a matter of doing things for myself, but of honoring the
commitment I had made to those who had placed their trust
in me. I could not give up, not now.

And so, I decided to reorganize everything. I created a new
plan, a path that would meet the challenges I had encountered
and those that still awaited me. It was not just a practical
change, but a true internal revolution. I asked myself what I
needed to change, where I needed to grow. I was honest with
myself and acknowledged my weaknesses, but I did not let
them define me. I began to see difficulties not as
insurmountable obstacles, but as opportunities for growth.
Every step I took from then on would have a specific purpose,
a value that went beyond simple survival.

The new plan I drew was not perfect, but it was realistic. It
allowed me to face challenges with a new vision, to avoid
getting trapped in negative emotions. And despite everything,
I began to see the value of my work again. In those days of
uncertainty, [ realized that I had never stopped working with
passion. I had just lost sight of the reason I had started. My
work was not just a means to an end, but an important part of
who I was. It was the manifestation of my perseverance, of
my desire to contribute meaningfully to the world.
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And, as I began to build again, step by step, I realized how
much I had taken for granted in the past. The work I did every
day, even when it did not seem to bear immediate fruit, had
an intrinsic value that went beyond tangible success. It had
taught me the meaning of resilience, of continuing to push
forward even when all seemed lost. And the more I learned
to look with different eyes, the more I understood that my
path was not defined by the result, but by the strength I had
found within myself to keep fighting. Every difficulty I had
faced had taught me something precious. Every promise |
had made, every commitment I had made had pushed me to
become a better version of myself. And even though the
future remained uncertain, I knew I would continue, because
I had rediscovered what truly matters: never stop believing
in yourself, even when difficulties grab you by the arm and
will not let go.

A MUTUAL AND MEANINGFUL
FORCE

I found myself reflecting, once again, on the meaning of
promises. How many times had I made them, how many
times had I heard them? Yet, I had never really stopped
thinking about what it meant to deeply commit. Promises to
seem simple, but they carry a weight that is not always visible.
When we promise something, it is not just a commitment to
others, but to ourselves. And this is what makes every
promise so powerful.
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It was one of those days when I was absorbed in thought,
walking aimlessly. The promises I had made over the years
were like milestones, guiding me but also evaluating me. I
wondered if, deep down, I had always kept my promises with
the same intensity with which I had made them. And if those
promises, even if not always perfectly kept, had truly defined
me as a person.

And it was at that moment that I realized something
fundamental: despite everything, I had never been alone.
Every promise, every step, every sacrifice had never been
undertaken in a vacuum. I looked back and saw the people
who had walked beside me, who had given me strength even
when I thought I had none left. They were not just those who
supported me, but also those who had believed in me, who
had placed their hope in me. I realized that the loneliness I
often felt that fear of failure, had never been definitive. It had
simply been imposed on me by a thought that did not
recognize the invisible support network around me.

Amid these thoughts, another desire emerged. A desire that
had been with me for a long time: to leave a positive mark,
something that would last even after I was gone. Not a sign
of material success or visible achievements, but something
that could be effective in the lives of others, regardless of my
outcome. This desire was not tied to fame, but to the fact that,
somehow, my existence could contribute to a better world.

I remembered a moment I had had some time before, when I
had helped someone who was facing a great challenge. The
result had not been immediate, yet I had seen something in
that person's eyes I had never forgotten gratitude that went
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beyond a simple "thank you." It was as if, even without
realizing it, | would leave a positive mark on their life. And
that feeling was more precious than any other
accomplishment. Leaving a positive mark, in fact, was not a
question of what I got, but of what I could give.

And through it all, I realized that the strength I had given
others was not a unilateral act. Every person I had helped,
every word of encouragement [ had received had
strengthened my resolve. The strength I had given others was
reciprocal, like a cycle that reinforced itself over time. Every
time I felt weak, there was someone who reminded me of my
strength, who pushed me not to give up. And every time
someone came to me for advice or support, I felt stronger, as
if my help were not just for them, but for myself, because it
reminded me of who I was and what I could do.

In that reflection, I found the key to continuing my journey.
It does not matter how difficult it was, it does not matter if
the results were immediate or visible. What matters is to keep
walking, knowing that every step is accompanied by those
around us and that the strength we give to others returns to
us in ways we cannot always predict. And the promises, those
promises we made, are what keep us anchored, not only to
our own vision, but also to those of others, who see in us what
we ourselves cannot yet see.

PROVOCATIVE POST-SCRIPTUM

If you have come this far, you were expecting a conclusion.
But this book does not bring closure. It does not console, it
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does not resolve, does not teach. It is simply an invitation to
look. To not turn back.

If it bothered you, good. If it made you think, even better. If
it made you feel something, then it did its job.

Do not look for heroes on these pages. You will find only
human beings. And even yourself.

Introduction

The stories that follow are not arranged by theme, intensity,
or logic. They are fragments. Voices. Encounters. Some are
as brief as a breath; others weigh as heavily as a sleepless
night.

Do not read them as stories. Read them as confessions. Like
glances you have never met, but that were waiting for you.

There is no moral. There is no ending. There is just the need
to say: "I've been there. Have you?"

Unposted Stories

Here are some additional suggestions you could include, with
short synopsis:

The Silence of Success

When recognition finally arrives, Ferdinando discovers it is
not what he imagined. Success does not fill a void, it
amplifies it.
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The Voice I Didn't Hear

Advice ignored, a person distanced. And the remorse that
returns, years later, is like a whisper that never stops speaking.

When I Stopped Pretending

Ferdinando decides to stop wearing masks. And he discovers
that the truth, even if it hurts, is the only form of freedom.

The Unsent Message

A letter written and never sent. A farewell that was left
unspoken. And the weight of what remains unsaid.

The Smile I Didn't Expect
A kind gesture from a stranger can change the course of a

day. And remember that beauty can come even when you are
not looking for it.

Epilogue
There is no point. There is no moral.
There is only one path.

And if youread, if you listened, if you felt even just one word
vibrate inside you, then we were together.

Despite it all.
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AFTERWORD

The stories are over, but they do not end. They remain open,
like wounds that refuse to heal, like doors ajar in the
experiences of those who had the courage to tell their stories.
There is no conclusion, because what is true never ends: it
settles, transforms, and is passed on.

This book did not seek to explain, but to share. It did not seek
to teach, but to make people feel. And if even just one word
found a home in the reader, then the journey has made sense.

To those who read with their hearts, to those who recognized
themselves in a fragment, to those who had the courage to
remain within the pain without turning back, goes my deepest
thanks.

Because writing is solitude. But being read is communion.

DRAFT REVIEWS

“A book that does not console but accompanies. It made
me feel less alone in my silences.” — Claudia M., educator

“Every page is a blade that caresses. It is not read: it is
passed through.” — Marco G., urban poet

“Finally, a work that does not try to please. But that
endures. And that burns.” — Literary Magazine “Margine”
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“'No Stante Tutto' is an act of emotional resistance. A
manifesto for those who have no voice.” — Giulia R,
psychotherapist

“Itis not fiction. It is testimony. It is body. It is truth.” —
Luca D., independent bookseller

COMMENTS

This book was not created to please everyone. It was created
for those who have lived, for those who have fought, for
those who have wept in silence. If it spoke to you, even on
just one page, then it did its job. If it disturbed you, it touched
on something worth looking at.

CONCLUSIONS

There is no real ending. Every story is a starting point. Every
word is an invitation to continue. This book does not close;
it opens. It opens questions, it opens wounds, it opens
possibilities. And if even just one sentence made you feel less
alone, then all of this made sense.

REFLECTIONS

Writing these pages was like walking on glass: every step
fragile, every word risky. But also, necessary. I learned that
fragility is not a flaw, but a form of truth. That strength lies
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not in noise, but in perseverance. And that resistance does not
require applause, only presence.

THANKS

To those who believed in me when I could not. To those who
read, listened, supported. To those who shared a story, a
silence, a gesture. This book is yours too. Thank you for
being with me, even without knowing it.

THEMATIC COLOPHON

Texts written between 2022 and 2025, during sleepless
nights, fragile mornings, and hopeful afternoons. Each story
is inspired by real encounters, subjective experiences, and
reflections developed over time. The tone is deliberately
direct, intimate, unmediated by literary artifice. The structure
is free, as is the thought that generated it.

COPYRIGHT

All text in this volume is protected by copyright.
Reproduction, even partial, is prohibited without the author's
permission. Any references to people or events are based on
real experiences, reworked with respect and discretion.

EDITORIAL LETTER
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Dear reader, this book was not meant to entertain. It was
written to accompany. Every page is a gesture, every story an
outstretched hand. We chose to publish it as it is: imperfect,
alive, necessary. Because the truth does not need to be
polished. It simply needs to be heard.

FINAL

No, no, everything. Fragility, strength, endurance. Without
fanfare. This is my path. And now, perhaps, a little of yours
too.

Being in the right place at the wrong time. Feeling that
despite everything, you belong. Not by dogma, not by
obligation, but by choice. Because you are part of this earth,
of this time, not as cogs, but as moving consciousnesses.

Being integrated does not mean being standardized. It means
bringing into the system what can change it. It means offering
the most precious thing we have experience. Experience,
lived experience, and transformed experience.

No, no, whatever. Because saying no is sometimes the only
way to say yes to yourself. Because staying is already
resisting. Because telling is already healing.

This book does not end here. It continues in those who read
it, in those who carry it within, in those who transform it into
gestures, gazes, and choices.
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I wrote out of necessity. You read for something you may not
yet understand. But if even just one word moved you, then
we were part of the same journey.

Ferdinando. In a quiet voice, but with a firm step. No, no,
that is all.
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