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THE BREAD
Bread is not metaphor. It is matter. It is what's missing when dreams
cost too much. It is what you search for when talent does not pay. It is
what you exchange for poetry, for voice, for hope.

These stories are not about those who made it. They are about those
who did everything they could not give up. Those who chose to stay true
to themselves, even when the cost was high. Those who lived with empty
stomachs and hands full of words.

Bread is the starting point. It is the need that cannot be ignored. It is the
hunger that drives us to create, to resist, to tell stories.

If you are here, it is because you know that before the applause comes
the bread. And that sometimes, the bread itself is a victory.

Why it was born.

Bread is the beginning of everything. But often it has never been ours. In
the stories you just read, there is hunger, but no pity. There are gestures,
but no spectacle. Because those who are hungry do not ask for attention.
They ask only to be recognized as existing. And every piece of bread
shared is an act of resistance. Without applause. Without rhetoric. Just
bread.

The Contested Slice

We had only one sandwich. My mother cut it in three: one for my
brother, one for me, one for silence. The silence was hungry, too. She
placed it on the table like an icon on an altar. No one touched it right
away. We looked at the bread as if it were an answer that never came.
Then my father came back in, his shirt wrinkled, his gaze downcast, his
hands empty. He ate it. Wordlessly, without guilt. It was not cruelty. It
was hunger. The kind that turns bread into a necessity, not a gift. That
gesture taught us that there is no point in asking when there is nothing
left to explain.
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Post-war

Every Saturday morning, the house filled with a smell that was not just
flour and yeast. It was memory. My grandmother, with her hunched
back and slow movements, kneaded bread as if she were mending time.
Her hands knew more than a thousand archives. She always said:
"When the armistice came, the bread returned. But not the flavor."
Postwar bread had the taste of things rediscovered but never returned.
She added a pinch of sugar, as if to sweeten the memories. She said the
past seemed less harsh that way. I did not understand, as a child. Sugar
seemed out of place. But then, as I grew older, I understood that gesture
was a healing ritual. A way of not hating that piece of history that had
brought more hunger than glory. Her kitchen was a boundary. Between
those who remembered and those who listened. Between those who had
been afraid and those who were learning from the stories. While she
kneaded, she spoke little. But every movement had a voice. Every slap of
her hand on the table said: "We resisted." Sitting at the table, the bread
arrived still warm. Cut into uneven slices because life does not distribute
equally. We ate it with respect, as one does with relics. Every Saturday,
that bread became confession, consolation, testament. And when my
grandmother passed away, no one kneaded the dough that way
anymore. The oven remained silent. But the flavor, the true one, was
still on my taste buds—not in my mouth, but in my memory.
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Among the Rubble

Bosnia, 1994. The sky seemed unwilling to open. The buildings spoke
with wounded walls and empty windows. The streets were corridors of
memory and fear. Amid the dull noise of war, women kneaded bread
with hands stained with ash and hope. Flour was scarce, salt was a
legend, yet the bread emerged. Dense, shapeless, dark. But alive. They
baked it on metal slabs placed among the rubble, as if every destroyed
oven had been replaced by willpower. Bread became a symbol. Not just
nourishment, but a declaration: we still exist. My uncle was there, in a
room without doors. Distant voices, hunger nearby. He looked down at a
woman in the third-story window. They said nothing. She raised her
arms and threw a piece of bread. It landed on the concrete, rolled to her
feet. She picked it up like one might pick up a fallen child, with care and
fear. She ate it like one might eat a sacrament. That bread had no flavor.
It had meaning. It was made of ash, yes. But it tasted like shared life. Of
altruism that makes no sound. Of hands that, even when trembling,
continue to give. It saved our stomachs. For him, faith in humanity.
Years later, when he recounted that episode, he was not describing the
war. He was describing the gesture. He said: "That woman ceased to be
unknown the moment she threw that bread." And every time the world
seems broken, I think of that scene. Of that piece of bread among the
ruins. And I remember that the greatest nourishment is knowing that,
despite everything, someone still divides.
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Crackers and Punishment

At school that day, I had only asked a question. Nothing insolent,
nothing provocative. Just a question. And the teacher handed me a bag
of expired crackers, like a sentence. She said, "You don't give bread to
anyone who disturbs you." Her words stung more than they ridicule me.
They seemed carved in stone. A subtle yet definitive punishment. The
crackers were hard, crumbly, and bitter. I ate them all. Not out of
hunger, but to understand. To internalize that lesson no one had asked
for: food as a tool of control. Of power. Of labeling. From that day on, I
began to keep quiet. Not out of shyness, but out of strategy. I
understood that in the adult world, even a snack can become a form of
punitive pedagogy. And that bread—real, soft, shared—is not just
nourishment: it is recognition. I was eight years old and already sensed
that silence is rewarded. That rebellion, even slight, is paid in the
cafeteria and in life. Crackers were my first social sanction.

Of the Others

I worked in a shelter. No heroes, only tired people seeking refuge
unnoticed. Every evening, we went to collect unsold bread from the
city's bakeries. Forgotten loaves, loaves cut in half, donuts that had not
found buyers. It was discarded bread, but still good. Bread that no one
wanted anymore, but which for us was an invisible treasure. In the
hands of those who have nothing, that bread became a miracle. A little
girl, large-eyed and with a small voice, took it with ceremonial care. She
wrapped it in wrapping paper—cut from advertisements, flyers, old
magazines. Each fold, precise and slow, was a declaration of love.

Then he handed it to his mother: "I gave you a gift." He said it with
pride, not sadness. It was not a childish game. It was an act of care. Of
giving back. The mother took it without crying. Without speaking. But
her eyes became silent. That gesture was more than bread: it was dignity
wrapped up. It was the idea that even during loss, one can choose to be
generous.
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I have never seen such a powerful gift. No gold necklace, no shiny toy
can compete with that sandwich wrapped like a jewel. That little girl did
not want to hide her poverty: she wanted to turn it into a celebration.

Since then, every time I see leftover bread, it is not leftover at all: it is
just waiting for its moment. The moment when someone recognizes it as
a gift. And I wonder if we have forgotten that even the simplest
gesture—sharing bread— can be the greatest act of love.

Stolen

I was nineteen and hungry. I was looking for work, a home, dignity. I
found closed doors, dull eyes, and half-hearted responses. And then, one
afternoon, I saw that michetta: golden, fragrant, alone on the counter of
a small neighborhood bakery. The transparent window was an
invitation. There was no one around. The silence encouraged me.

I entered. My heart pounded like a broken drum in an empty room. My
footsteps were light, but my intentions weighed like lead. I took the
bread. I tucked it into the pocket of my oversized jacket, like one hides a
sin one does not want to confess. It came out like a confession. And I
ran. Not far. Not fast. Just enough not to feel the judgment if it came.

The baker saw me. He did not shout. He did not chase me. He just
looked at me for a moment, as one looks at a gesture one understands.
There was no anger in his eyes. Nor pity. Just an ancient awareness: that
bread was not yours. But it was right.

I lowered my gaze, as if I wanted to return it with my thoughts. I ate it in
the back of a courtyard, in silence. Each bite was a mix of guilt and
gratitude. Not for bread but for the look. That baker, without saying
anything, taught me the line between law and necessity.

Since then, every time I enter a bakery, I look for faces. Not ingredients.
I look for that look that can distinguish the thief from the survivor. And
I have never stolen anything again. But that gesture, that day, remains
my pact with hunger: a pact that is not signed, but felt.
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Of Consolation

The funeral was over, but the silence had not gone. We all had red eyes,
cold hands, and that strange hunger that does not come from the
stomach, but from the emptiness that opens inside when someone
passes away. In the kitchen, my aunt was not searching for words. Only
gestures.

He brought bread and oil on a plain tray. He said, "It's all you need
when everything else is missing." He spoke with the calm voice of
someone who has already experienced that absence. The bread was
hard, almost immobile. The oil was pungent, deep, almost medicinal.
No one protested, no one asked for anything else. We sat around the
table as if around an altar, without icons, just bread.

The bites were slow. Each was chewing not only bread, but also
memories. There was no need to speak. The bread did not seek
explanations, only presence. It was a form of comfort that does not
console but accompany. That minimal meal was a way of saying: we are
here. And even if everything is missing, we are staying.

My aunt served no sweets, no coffee, no promises. Only bread. Only oil.
Only silence. And that was our way of staying alive without explanation.
Of saying goodbye without words. Of processing the pain with the sole
strength of sharing, which does not console, but sustains.

Revolution

It was an ordinary square. People passed by without looking, in haste
rather than purpose. He was there, standing, eyes alert, hands busy. A
nameless boy with a voice that did not shout—he was breaking bread.
His sign was simple: "Give us bread, not words." The writing was done
in ink as faded as trust, as fresh as hunger. It spoke neither of parties
nor ideologies. It spoke of hunger. The kind that has no time for
speeches. Each passerby received a piece of bread—small, basic, offered
with a kindness that was disconcerting. Some accepted it with
embarrassment, others with gratitude. No one remained indifferent.
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The police arrived as always: ready to contain, rather than understand.
They surrounded him. He remained still. No resistance. No scene. Just
one sentence: "You cannot arrest those who divide." He said it softly,
but the entire square heard it. That sentence resonated through bodies,
hearts, and walls. Because he shares bread, multiplying hope.

The next day he was at the market. Same gesture. No sign. Just his
hands, and the bread. Someone recognized him. No one stopped him.
Some began bringing their own bread, breaking it too. No
proclamations. Just actions.

Bread had become a revolution. Not to change the world— but to make
it breathable. And I, observing from afar, understood that bread can be
cut more than a slogan, more resilient than a banner, more real because
it does not ask to be believed, only shared.

Distance

My brother lived in Canada. An ocean between us, yet one thing kept us
together: bread. Every Sunday, he sends me a photo of his oven, a
professional one, just a domestic cavity blackened by time. He wrote: "I
bake bread every Sunday." How do you write "I'm fine" without saying
it.

He did not add anything else. No declared nostalgia, no clichéd phrases.
Just the bread. That gesture, repeated, was his way of saying he was
present.

I replied: "We still buy it here at the discount store." It was our
language. A simple, dry code. No recriminations, no complaints. Just a
silent exchange: he needed to build; I bought it to survive. Because time
would not let me knead.

Those lines captured the difference between those who find time to feed
and those who endure it. But neither judged. Bread became a postcard,
a hug, a portrait, a promise.
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Once he wrote to me: “Today I made a mistake with the rising process.”
I replied: “I don’t even have time to make mistakes.” And then silence.
But that was enough for us.

Suspended

The bakery was small, squeezed between two anonymous buildings, but
every day it left a basket outside: bags hanging from a string, a
handwritten sign: "For those in need." No signatures. No logo. Just
bread. Bread suspended, offered in silence.

One chilly morning, a distinguished man passed by. He wore a smartly
tailored jacket, polished shoes, and looked down on them. He stopped,
hesitated, then reached out. He selected a small bag and slipped it into
his purse, shyly. He did so slowly, but with a gesture that seemed to
apologize to the world.

I was there, in line, and no one said anything. No one shook their head,
no one whispered judgment. Only an elderly lady, in a patched coat,
murmured: "Need has no clothes." That sentence stuck with me.
Because it was true. Sharp. Definitive.

That day I learned that hunger has no face. It has no style. It has no
resume. And that bread, when suspended, is not just free food. It is
hanging trust. It is an invitation to ask without shame. It is anticipated
care. No one monitored who took it. No one asked for explanations.

Since then, every time I see a bag of unsold bread, I think of its invisible
potential. The silent miracle it can perform. And within that small,
humble, yet powerful action, I see the reflection of a world that—despite
everything, still wants to acknowledge others.
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Reality

I remember the mouse. No, not the one in the fairy tale, the real one:
hungry, slipping into the shop, attracted by the smell. He was not
seeking luxury; he was seeking survival. They caught him. It was not his
fault. It was hunger's fault. And that is the way the world is: those in
need steal. Those who do not, condemn. But no one says, "What if you
were the mouse?" The truth is that we have all been there. And those
who deny it are lying to themselves.

We eat the same.

There are days that smell of nothing. Choices that are not sweet, but
necessary. Situations that offer no alternatives, only resistance.

Stale bread is not eaten for pleasure—it is eaten because it is necessary.
Because there's hunger, there's dignity, there's survival. And those who
can digest even the tasteless are those who know how to live life without
asking for concessions.

This chapter is not about heroes. It is about people who did not give up,
who embraced reality as it came, who did not wait for fresh bread—but
were grateful for what was available.

Hard bread is the symbol of those who did not have everything but did
something even with little. And they never complained with their
mouths full.

"Stale bread isn't less bread. It is just truer. Whoever breaks it... perhaps
they already know how life is put back together."

Spoon in the Milk

The spoon sinks slowly. Into the warm milk, into the stale bread. There
is no recipe, no aesthetic—just ancient gestures, passed down like the
breath on the neck when you wake up early.

Milk and bread are not just food. They are a caress that bites, they are a
habit that saves, they are the breakfast of those who ask for nothing else.
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Here we tell the story of gentle hunger. The kind did not scream but
sought comfort in a bowl. Stories of slow awakenings, spoons scraping
the bottom, and gazes that learned to find sweetness in the smallest
details.

The spoon in the milk and bread is the sound of love that could not
afford words.

THE APPLAUSE
Applause is strange. It comes when it is not needed, it is missing when it
is needed. Sometimes it is thunderous, but empty. Other times it is
silent, but real. And then there are the ones that never come. The ones
you wait for, chase, dream about. The ones that make you go on stage
even when there is no audience.

These stories speak of that moment. When the curtain rises, but no one
is watching. When the voice trembles, but no one listens. When art
becomes resistance, and recognition a lottery.

Applause is not the goal. It is the symptom. Of an ancient need: to be
seen, to be recognized, to be welcomed.

If you have ever experienced that emptiness after an attempt, that
silence that stings more than criticism, these stories will speak to you.
Because applause, the real kind, does not make any noise. But it
remains.

That Doesn't Come from the Stage

There are people who never appear on stage, but who change the plot of
the show. Voices that are not amplified, but that echo within those who
listen.

True applause is not the loud one. It is the one that comes afterward,
after the curtain has fallen, when no one is pretending anymore, when
silence offers thanks without showing off.
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This chapter is for those who have done things unnoticed. For those who
have made an impact without ever seeking the spotlight. These are
stories of unspoken but profound recognition, of gratitude that is
measured not in applause—but in the memory that endures.

Do not wait for the audience. When you know what you have done, the
real applause reaches you wherever you are.

The Sound

The thunder of applause is not just a gesture of appreciation: it is the
collective beating of hearts that recognizes a shared emotion. This block
explores the moment when artist and audience merge into a single
vibration, where each clap signifies memory, gratitude, and exaltation.
The sound of applause becomes a bridge between creator and recipient,
a sonic ritual that confirms the value of the shared experience. It is proof
that something has struck a chord.

The First

I was five years old. They had placed me on a chair in the center of the
living room. I had to recite a poorly learned poem; with lines I barely
understood. The adults sat at the edges of the room, their glasses full,
smiles ready. When I finished, everyone clapped their hands. It was a
soft, confused noise, an embrace made of sound.

But I did not understand. I thought the applause was because I had said
everything right. They applauded me because I was small, because I was
endearing, because I played the role they expected of me. My mother
looked at me with teary eyes and whispered, "Well done, my love." And I
thought: So, it does not take much to please.

That was my first real round of applause. From then on, I began to seek
it out. Every word spoken in class, every gesture at dinner, every
expression in a school play, everything was designed to earn that sound.
But something did not add up: the older I got, the less was enough to
simply be myself.
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Over time, I learned that applause is not always for who you are. It is
often what others want you to be. And that clapping does not measure
truth, but the illusion you have managed to convey.

Register

I was working on a video project. I had constructed a fake scene: public
reading, a packed hall, a dramatic finale. And to complete it, I grabbed
an audio file online: recorded applause, full, engaging. I pasted it over
my monologue like decorations on an unleavened cake.

I rewatched the video. It was perfect. A thrilling crescendo, the audience
enthusiastic, me at the center. Then I looked down. The room was
empty. The silence around me had more truth than those orchestrated
beats. I felt a knot in my stomach. Because the applause was there—but
not for me. It was borrowed. Fake. Planned.

Those artificial sounds had made me feel grown up for a moment. But
then they took away something deeper: my sense of reality. I realized
that seeking approval is not enough. We need someone to truly listen to
before we applaud. And that silence is more authentic than a thousand
noises.

Since then, every recorded applause I hear at a show makes me think of
that illusion. That emptiness that tries to seem full. And I ask myself:
how many times in life do we settle for being applauded by no one?

Missed

The show was over. The spotlight slowly dimmed. The audience began
to clap dignified applause, not a thunderous one. I thanked them and
made my final bow. Then, among all the rhythmically moving hands, I
noticed one standing still. A man in the fifth row. He was looking at me
seriously.

He stepped out among the crowd leaving and approached me. He said to
me in a calm voice: "Beautiful performance, but not true." I remained
silent. It was not technical criticism. It was a wound. He had seen me
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beyond the scene. He had sensed the gap between what I showed and
who I was. No applause was worth as much as that sentence. In that
moment, I understood recognition can be comfortable, but its absence
can be revealing. That lack of applause forced me to ask myself who I
was playing—myself, or an idea I thought others would like?

Since then, every time I finish a performance and someone does not
applaud, I ask myself: What did they see in me that I did not have the
courage to show?

Behind the Glass

My father never stood on stage. But he lent his voice to dozens of shows.
He was a sound engineer, always behind the glass, behind the curtain.
He adjusted microphones, set jacks, calibrated volumes. No one saw
him. But without him, no voice would reach the audience.

One day, I attended a theater premiere. At the end, there was
thunderous applause. The lead actor bowed. The director came up.
Everyone was honored, celebrated. I looked at the sound booth. My
father was there, headphones around his neck and his hands folded. He
smiled faintly. Then he said, “Real applause is not the applause you
hear. It is the applause you allow.”

That sentence struck me. From that moment on, I began to look
"behind" every scene. Who turned on the lights? Who positioned the
microphone? Who made sure the doors did not break? True artisans of
applause never receive it. But they generate it.

My father died without ever having an audience. But every time I hear
applause, I also hear his work. His invisible gesture. And I understand
that recognition is not always noise. It is also a silent, essential, faithful
presence.
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The Day Without

I had been preparing the speech for days. The topic was important:
dignity in creative work, invisible failures, resistance. I took the stage
with a lump in my throat but with clear ideas. I spoke without
trembling. I used every word as if it were a polished stone. Then I
finished. Silence.

No one applauded. A few coughs in the back of the room, a few glances
searching for the phone. I remained standing there, staring into the
void. I expected at least some courtesy. But it did not come. And
something broke—not inside me, but around me.

Then, as I was walking down the stage, a woman stopped me. She said,
“I didn’t applaud, but I didn’t stop thinking about you.” That was
enough. She understood that silence is not always indifference.
Sometimes it is reflection. Sometimes it is respect.

That day without applause freed me. Because I discovered that speaking
is not performance. It is existence. And that the absence of noise can be
the sound of truth. Since then, every time I speak, I do not wait for
reactions. I seek connections. And it is enough for me that someone,
even in silence, stays with me.

That Are Scary

During a debate, I made a cynical joke. Sharp. One of those things that
make you laugh because they hurt. I said it out of tiredness, out of
superficiality. The room erupted. Laughter, applause, approval. They
thanked me afterwards. Someone said, "Finally, someone who tells the
truth."

But it was not truth. It was well-packaged poison. And the fact that it
had succeeded frightened me. They applauded me for the worst part of
me. For the part that simplifies, that judges, which does not listen.

I went home with a knot in my stomach. That applause felt like a slap in
the face. I had said something hurtful, and I was being rewarded. Since
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then, I have learned to distinguish the applause that comforts from the
applause that corrupts.

Because not everything that gets applauded is worthy. And not
everything that gets silenced is useless. I have stopped seeking
consensus. I just try to speak from a sincere place. Even if no one
applauds.

Lent

My friend had won a literary prize. She went on stage and gave a moving
speech. At one point, she said, "I thank those who listened to me when
no one else wanted to. This applause is for them too." And she looked at
me. Then the audience applauded—loudly, enthusiastically. And part of
that applause was for me.

I felt proud, embarrassed, grateful. But also indebted. That applause
was not mine. It was just borrowed. Like when you are offered a dress
that does not belong to you, but it fits you well. You walk carefully,
careful not to create it. In the days that followed, everyone
congratulated me. “You were part of her victory,” they said. And I
thought: Yes, but I did not get on that stage. I did not write the words. I
did not take the risk.

Since then, every time someone includes me in their applause, I accept it
with gratitude but also with respect. Because receiving in-kind
recognition is beautiful. But it is also a responsibility. Applause given
should never be wasted. It should be transformed. In silence. In
listening. In new applause, given to those who have not yet received it.

Silenced

He was an elderly actor. One of those who carry more stages than
houses on their shoulders. After the show, he went up to receive
applause. But it was few. Tepid. Distracted. Some were already standing
to leave. He smiled anyway, bowed elegantly, and stepped off the stage
without a sound.
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Outside the theater, a child was waiting for him. He approached shyly.
He said, "You made me think of my grandfather." And hugged him. The
actor knelt and looked him in the eye. He said softly, "Then it was worth
it."

No article. No standing ovation. But that was the most authentic
applause he received. A gesture. A look. A memory forming.

He told me: “The applause you hear disappears. The one you leave in
others, remains.” Since then, I stopped counting the claps. And I started
asking myself: Have I left something that breathes after me?

For a fee

At certain events, there are extras. Audience members hired to applaud.
They call them "professional applause." I saw them once, seated in an
orderly fashion, with precise instructions: "Applaud at the 7th minute,
laugh at the 12th, final ovation at the 18th." Mechanical. Efficient.
Invisible.

I met one during a break. He had big hands and kind eyes. I asked him,
“Do you like this job?” He replied, “It is strange. I applaud for living. But
one day I would like to receive them.”

He was there, every night, to make someone else feel important. His job
was to generate gratitude—without ever living it. He was the invisible
choir that supports the voices of others.

That thought haunted me for a long time. How often do we live to make
others shine, without realizing that we too are seeking light? Paid
applause has no heart. But those who offer it often have more heart than
anyone else.

He taught me that behind every orchestrated beat, there is someone
dreaming of real applause. One that is not planned. Not expected. Just
felt.
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Interiors

After years of stages, readings, presentations, conferences... one day I
had nothing to do. No event, no audience, no microphone. I walked
toward the beach. It was early. The sea breathed softly, like someone
sleeping slowly. My footsteps left light imprints on the damp sand. I sat
down. No one was looking at me. No one was listening. No one was
asking me anything. It was a perfect absence. And in that emptiness, I
felt something moving inside. A relief that did not seek approval. A quiet
that did not need to be shared.

I thought back to all the times I had sought applause: in spoken words,
in written texts, even in theatrical silences. Always that expectation...
that need for validation. But there, on the shore, I understood that the
sincerest recognition never comes from others. It comes from within.

I smiled. Not out of narcissism, but out of gratitude. I had traveled along
a path. I had endured. I had made mistakes and learned. And even
though no one was clapping, a part of me was. Silently. Without
emphasis. Just a soft beat, saying: you are still here.

Since then, I have not stopped searching for truth in words. But I have
stopped measuring it in the volume of applause. Because the deepest
ones are not felt. They are experienced.

You Were Alone

It was evening. No one home. No official milestones, no audience. You
had finished writing a difficult page. You closed your notebook. And you
said to yourself: "Well done."

Not out of vanity. But because no one else was there, and you recognized
your own effort.

You clapped your hands softly. Two sharp thumps. You stood up. You
walked across the room like an actor leaving the stage. But you were not
looking for an exit. You were looking for confirmation that you are alive.
It is consistent.
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That day you understood: The most appropriate applause is the one that
does not ask permission.

THE TRUTH
There are times when bread is not enough bread. Applause is not
enough. Something more is needed: direction, a voice, a choice that
cannot be postponed.

These stories highlight mission, identity, and sacrifice. The solitude that
remains silent. The courage to choose, even when no one is looking.

The truth does not come when you seek it. It comes when you stop
pretending. But it does not settle lightly: it passes through you,
challenges you, strips you bare.

Every story is a climb. Every choice is a vertigo. The reader must not
walk. He must stumble, stop, tremble. Only then does he understand.

Because the truth does not console. But it liberates.

The Mission That Remains

Luca never looked for heroes to emulate, but lives to support. When his
work becomes a true mission—helping those who struggle every day—he
finally feels he is in the right place. Then comes the emptiness: a
mistake that was not his own takes everything from him. But a calling is
not lost with a contract. On the streets, among anonymous hands and
wounded hearts, Luca discovers that serving is not a job. It is a state of
mind.

The Night of the Balkans

Twenty hours. Five borders. No sleep. Just me.

I drove with my hands gripping the wheel, my eyes were more tense
than the road. Inside the car, there was my breathing, the ragged
one—and a silence that never stopped staring at me. It seemed to me
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that the darkness outside was less hostile than the doubt within me.

At the first border crossing, they asked me for my reasons, my
documents, my intentions. But it was not just a check: it was a
scrutinizing look, searching for cracks in my mission. A dog circled the
car, the headlights blinded me, and for a moment I thought I would not
get through. But I did. And yet, I did not feel lighter. Only emptier.

At every border it got worse. The questions were absurd, unrelated,
offensive. As if I had to justify my identity, not my journey. At a certain
point I thought, "If you don't believe in what you're doing, you'll die
here." But I believed it. I was just afraid that one wrong piece of paper
would be enough to make me disappear.

Italy, in the end, was not a destination. It was a mirror. I saw myself
tired, alone, real but alive. And in those endless hours, when sleep was
forbidden and thoughts exploded, I understood until you have crossed
the night—all of it—you do not even know your own voice. That night
changed me. Not because I took a risk. But because I chose. I chose to
resist. And I succeeded with my mind and heart.

The Player

On the outside, success had clear contours: a sleek car, smiling faces,
promising handshakes. But behind the scenes, you were racing. Not to
win—to avoid being caught by everything that was chasing you.

The alarm rang before dawn, but you were already awake. Thoughts like
burdens, pressure like company. Training was not a duty. It was an
obsession. You had to be ready, because a second of hesitation was
enough to see everything slip away.

Every aspect was a challenge, but the hardest was not losing yourself in
the character. The audience looked at you as if you were invincible. No
one saw the sleepless nights, the missed meals, the crying fits locked in
hotel rooms. Talent, they said, can do everything. But talent is not
enough when your heart is broken and you must smile anyway.
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Once, during a big game, a pain shot through your chest. Not physically.
Like a widening crack. You played anyway. You won. But you do not
remember the score. You only remember that voice in your head: "What
am I becoming?"

You ignored him. For weeks. Then you realized the real opponent was
not the other player. It was that emptiness growing inside you. And
there, with a choice that seemed madness to others, you decided to stop.
To go back to being Ferdinand, not "the player."

Since then, the noise of the stands has gone. But there is something
stronger: the silence that is not scary, the freedom of not proving
anything to anyone. And the knowledge that true success is finding
yourself again after having lost yourself.

The Mathematics of Risk

You came in to close a deal. Impeccably dressed, with a clear objective,
unwavering focus. The casino was not a distraction: it was just the
backdrop. But then something clicked.

A table. A sudden idea. “I know the numbers, I know the rules.” And
there, in a few hours, like sand between your fingers, 85,000 euros
evaporate. Not through recklessness. Through trust. Too much. You sit
down. You look at the dealer; you observe the cards as if they were
enemies to be deciphered. You stay there. Not for revenge, but for
control. To see if your mind can manage such a loss. And it can.

You turn the tables. You win. The numbers add up. The faces change:
from those who observe with pity, to those who now demand your
respect. And the offers arrive: free flights, dream suites, reserved tables,
VIP treatment. You say no.

Not out of moralism. Not out of pride. But because you have understood
that the real game is knowing when to get up. When to leave the chair
before it takes your skin. You return home—not richer, but more whole.
More lucid. Because risk is never in the numbers. It is in the
presumption of knowing how to tame them.
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HUMAN RESOURCES
You arrived by chance, Silvia. A vacation you did not expect, a joke
interview. And yet they hired you. "Human Resources Management,"
the contract said. But the resources were something else entirely:
sixty-five women, two men, uncomfortable stories, long silences, eyes
that challenged you.

You had no budget. Or power. But you had something rare: listening.
And respect.

You heard stories that no document was recorded: ignored harassment,
broken promises, salaries that punished rather than rewarded. And you,
without weapons or authorization, began to change the landscape. One
word at a time. One defense at a time.

Someone warned you: "You're not here to bring justice." But you knew
you were. Only your justice was not in the laws. It was in the corridors,
in the conversations, in the shared coffees. You wrote the most powerful
contract: the one people sign with a smile, without you asking.

Since then, you have not become famous. But you have become
necessary. And there is no reward worth more than the look in your eyes
that says, "Here, thanks to you, I feel safe." “The problem is not the
world not understanding you. It is remaining yourself when it asks you
to be something else.” This thought is not the conclusion. It is the
beginning. It is what remains on the page when everything else fades
away.
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Tiredness

Everyone talks about physical exertion, but no one talks about the mind,
which slowly burns away like wax under a flame. Simone begins to
forget simple details, to overreact or not react at all. But he does not
stop. He thinks it is enough to sleep, drink water, pretend. Then a
colleague looks at him and says, "You're gone." That is when he
understands: the worst kind of tiredness is the kind that makes you
disappear without realizing it.

A 92-Year-Old Man

Old age does not just steal strength: it steals habits, rhythm, clarity. But
the ability to know that one's own time is no longer the focus. This man
speaks of his children as if he still must raise them. He recounts his
exploits, successes, women, with the voice of someone who still wants to
feel like a protagonist. No one really listens to him. He does not know.
Or he does, but he has not found another way to be in the world.

The Fisherman

I am 95 years old. White beards, hands like knots, eyes that have seen
too much. He sits on the boat as if it were the throne of humility. He
talks about women, loneliness, and sex with irony and grace. Then he
says: "If you want to suffer, take one woman at a time." Finally, he looks
out to sea and whispers: "I don't know how many children I have, but I
know how many times I've loved you." It is then that you understand:
there are those who live to count, and those who live to contain.

The Buyer

You have the right shoes, the right way to talk, and eyes that read
customers before they speak. You have plenty of experience. You are the
kind of salesperson who does not force, who listens, who knows how to
build trust instead of slogans. Yet, in the dealership where you have just
started, you immediately understand the atmosphere.
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They do not want your elegance. They want volume. Numbers. And
controlled mediocrity.

They ask you to "lower yourself," to "pretend you don't know." They
suggest ready-made jokes, staged smiles, topics that are not yours. And
you, who have always sold by offering yourself—your authenticity, your
deep understanding of people, find yourself selling only the car. As if
you were an accessory, not an asset.

Then that client arrives. You listen to him, guide him, reassure him. You
gain his trust, without any tricks. He signs. You have sold. And right
there, you decide to walk away.

Not out of pride. But because no one bought you. No one wanted what
makes you different. You have understood that the market often does
not reward value. It fears it. It excludes it. Because those who are worth
too much dismantle the script. And you, Ferdinando, were not born to
act.

You leave the dealership quietly, but with one certainty: your job is not
to sell. It is to remain marketable to those who recognize you.

Beautiful Relationships

You talk to your psychiatrist, not to ask for help but to seek a clear
mirror. You tell him you argue with ten people every day. Those
relationships last as long as a moment of silence. He does not correct
you. He listens. And then he explains: it is not anger; it is clarity. Your
rational mind does not tolerate arrogance disguised as leadership,
superficiality disguised as competence.

It invites you to choose the best, not the most available. Because
comfortable relationships wear out. True compatibilities, on the other
hand, build. And from that day on, you understand that you are not the
problem. The problem is looking for a place to live in rooms that do not
want you whole.
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Communication

In a world that talks too much, you learn to weigh silences. Words are
useless if they conceal. They are useless if they create masks. You realize
that true communication is nakedness. It is content without makeup,
without volume. The truth does not need tones. It needs to exist. Even if
it makes you tremble. Even if it's left unsaid. And there you understand
that listening is not passive. It is active, surgical, necessary.

The Fatigue

Being yourself is not a spontaneous act. It is an act of resistance. In a
world that rewards adaptation, availability, and compromise, staying
true to who you are becomes a tiring, often lonely, exercise. These
stories speak precisely of that effort: the invisible one, made up of daily
sacrifices, choices that exclude, relationships that break down because
they are incompatible with the truth.

Staying true to yourself means missing opportunities. It means arguing.
It means coming across as arrogant, as difficult. But it also means not
losing yourself in the process. Because there is nothing more dangerous
than reaching the top and realizing that the person who climbed... is no
longer you.

Here, the struggle is not recounted with heroism. But with the sobriety
of those who have decided, every day, not to give up. And sometimes,
this is the true victory: to still be whole, even if scratched.
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The Morning

That morning my bones creaked like old stairs. I had dreamed of battles
with demons that looked like colleagues, friends, family members in
disguise. But in the dream, I was victorious, and I stood up as if I had
just signed a treaty with myself. The silence at my desk was profound:
no one was looking for me, but I was looking for something more. I
remembered the old man who climbed three floors to collect the
garbage. Eight children to educate. Each bag he carried was a hope
borne on his shoulders. I did not collect garbage, but I gathered that
strength and said to myself: today it is mine again.

The Representative

The first time I spoke in front of 750 students, my legs were shaking.
The assembly was dying of boredom, then I began. I did not speak about
myself, but about their families, their mothers, their fathers, those who
washed the dishes, those who tightened their belts. Applause erupted,
and I was elected. Not for my speech, but for my voice, which sounded
like theirs. The principal tried to buy me off with promotions and meal
vouchers. I agreed, but I taught him one thing: the only power that lasts
is that which comes from below.

The Value

At the social club where my wife and I frequented, there were couples
competing to be the best. An employee would become a manager in
seven years. Then their wives would rise with them, and at the first
promotion... they would change husbands. One day I saw one of them
speaking about ethics during a seminar, having just signed a secret
divorce. I realized that there, value was disguised as opportunity. And
dignity? She was sitting outside, at the bar, drinking coffee in silence.

THE WORLD
“The world wants us to be accomplices. You choose to stay whole.”
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The world does not demand truth. It demands adaptation. It offers you
roles, labels, shortcuts. It teaches you to smile when you want to scream,
to sing when you want to tear up, to say "yes" when all you can think of
is "no."

But there are those who refuse. Those who choose to remain whole, even
when everything around them is fragmenting. Those who refuse to yield,
even when the price is high. Those who refuse to sell, even when no one
is buying.

These stories speak of those who chose not to become accomplices. of
those who preferred solitude to convenience. Of those who walked
against the wind, without flags, without guarantees.

The world rewards those who adapt. This book celebrates those who
persevere.

Dignity

There is a line that should not be crossed, even when it is convenient:
the line of integrity.

True dignity does not demand applause. It does not seek forgiveness or
bows. It is the silent posture of someone who has made a choice—and
remains firm in their choice even when the world around them tries to
bend it. It is not about pride. It is about identity.

This section of the book collects stories where people do not apologize
—not because they have not made mistakes, but because they know that
life does not always require justification. There are times when the only
act of justice is to remain standing, while everything around us invites
us to kneel. Those who live with this kind of dignity do so without
witnesses but leave behind traces that cannot be erased.

Dignity is not something you declare. It is something you wear. Like a
skin that stretches, a voice that holds back, a firmness that does not
defend itself simply is.
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Of Those Who Don't Apologize

It is not pride. It is not arrogance. It is knowing how to stand tall
without expecting applause or forgiveness. Those who live this way do
not need to declare themselves. You can tell by their gestures, their
silences, their postures that do not ask for confirmation.

These stories are not about who is right. They are about those who
choose not to pretend. Those who gave up being liked so as not to betray
their own voice. Those who did not apologize— not because they were
perfect, but because they chose to live within their own integrity, even
when it costs, even when it isolates.

Being true to yourself is like walking a tightrope without a safety net.
There is no safety. But there's truth. And sometimes, it is precisely not
being understood that the greatest freedom lies.

The Flag

You have a room with the Italian flag hanging. You did not buy it for the
World Cup, nor for street parties. You put it there after hearing your
uncle tell how he was called "the southerner" on the French construction
site, where he worked twelve hours a day and slept in a shack. Every
time you look at her, you do not think of pride. You think of silence. Of
the bars where emigrants spoke softly, of the telegrams written with
respect, of the parents who never explained anything because pain
cannot be explained—it is endured.

The flag is not patriotism. It is a mother who never complained. It is a
father who came home from work and just said, "It's gone." You look at
it and think no one should wave it. But anyone who cried underneath it
can keep it.

Holocaust Remembrance Day

Everyone wears crowns. You walk.
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The square is clean, the plaques are shiny, the speeches solemn. But you
never truly felt the war. They told you about it like a series of facts,
documentaries, films. But the eyes were missing. No one looked at you
and said, "I saw."

Then, one day, your grandmother showed you a faded photo: her
brother in uniform. She said, “They called him up at seventeen. He
never came back.” She did not cry. She did not explain. But her voice
cracked. And you understood that memory is not a record. It is tremor.

You are one of them: those who were not there but know. And every year
when others commemorate... you observe. And you bring silence.

Hate

You find yourself walking down a downtown street. Among the people,
the noise, the rush. Then you see him. Someone who betrayed you years
ago. A colleague, a friend, someone who took and left.

He looks at you. Sharp smile. He is waiting for you. He wants a sign, a
truce. You look at him. Then you do not.

Not for revenge. But because you have understood that true hatred does
not scream. It does not seek an audience. It withdraws into itself and,
little by little, lets us go.

You leave him there. On the sidewalk, between his smile and your step.
And in that gesture lies true freedom: not taking him with you. Not even
inside.

The Shame

You look at yourself in the mirror. Your face has not changed: same
wrinkles, same beard, same eyes. But you do not like it. It is not the fault
of time, nor of age. It is the fault of a moment that will not go away. That
hastily spoken sentence. That lie to defend yourself. That word left
unsaid when someone was crying.
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Shame does not make a sound. It does not scream. It does not squirm. It
reflects. It watches you every morning and every evening, as if it were
part of the glass. It does not seek punishment. It seeks truth. You do not
chase it away. You question it.

“Was it really necessary?” “Was it really me?”

You do not make excuses. But you ask yourself questions. Because you
do not want to forget. You want to understand. And every time the
mirror reflects your face back to you... you search for the man behind
the gesture. And little by little, you will find him again.

The Father You Never Had

Sometimes, as a boy, you would go into a bar and order a coffee just to
have a quick chat with the cashier. You would call him "dad," but not
ironically. Longingly. A way of not admitting your absence.

He laughed, handed you the sugar, and said, “Be careful not to burn
yourself.” One day, while you were paying, he looked you in the eye and
said, “If you were my son… I had let you talk.” You pretended not to
understand. But you did.

There was more listening in that sentence than in years of family. You
were not looking for a father who would protect you. You were looking
for someone who would let you be. And that day, that bar, that café...
they felt at home.

Not because someone loved you. But because someone allowed you.

The Rule

You have read it all. Communication manuals, public speaking guides,
success tips. They have told you that you need rules: beginning, middle,
end. That you need to avoid anger, use caution when it comes to irony,
and measure your tone.

Then one evening, during a meeting, someone asked you: "And you?
What do you really think?" You left your cards behind. You spoke.
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Formlessly. With crooked words, broken sentences, silences inside. But
they understood you.

Because the rule is useless when you have something to say. It is only
useful for those who fear the void.

From then on, you no longer correct your thoughts. You let them come
as they are. Not out of disorder. But out of honesty.

And those who listen to you today do not applaud the speech. But the
voice.

Work as a Lie

You signed, you wrote, you introduced yourself. Every morning, the
same ritual: the tie that did not look like you, the smile that did not
belong to your mouth. The work seemed worthwhile. But you no longer
knew who. A crucial meeting. The manager says: "We need to speed up.
Clients want answers, not truths." You remain still. Inside, something
buckles.

You return to your desk. You look at the papers, the reports, the
proposals. They seem like someone else's products. You realize you 're
not selling objects. You are selling fiction. And no one is asking for
depth. Just hasten.

So, you quit. Not because of failure. For consistency. You leave behind
an incomplete resume. But a whole conscience. From that day on, you
are no longer present. But you exist — without slogans.

The Friend Who Doesn't Say Hello

He wrote to you when he needed you. Kind words, "dearest," "brother."
Then he disappeared. Then he returned. One day, you see him speaking
in public. He talks about loyalty. About deep friendships. About fidelity
to the truth. You listen. You remember the unread messages, the
requests disguised as affection.
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He finishes his speech. He turns around. He looks at you. But you are
not there. Not out of revenge. For emotional hygiene. You understand
that friendship is not a relationship. It is a gaze. And you do not look for
it anymore.

There is no resentment. But there's order. You have understood that
some relationships die slowly. And they should be buried in silence.

Death as Presence

He did not say goodbye. You arrived at the funeral with a tight voice and
cold hands. The others were crying. You were not. Not because you did
not feel. But because the emptiness had already come before.

You looked at the gravestone. You thought about his gestures. The way
he handed you the tea. The smile he had when he had nothing to add.

Then you came home. You did that favor he used to do every
Wednesday. You fixed that plant to which he was tending. And you
realized: no one dies if you keep up the decent work. Death is not
disappearance. It is transmission. And you continue. Not out of duty.
But out of love.

COURAGE
"You don't have to apologize for existing. You have to have the courage
not to give in when your soul already knows which side it's on."

Courage is not spectacular. It has no fanfare or medals. It is silent, every
day, uncomfortable. It is saying "no" when everyone says "yes." It is
standing when it is easier to disappear.

These stories are not about heroes. They are about those who choose to
exist without asking permission. Those who defended their voices even
when they trembled. Those who walked against the wind, without
guarantees, without applause.
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Courage is not a virtue. It is a necessity. It is what is left when you have
lost everything except yourself.

If you have ever felt the burden of justifying your existence, these pages
are for you. They will not tell you how to win. They will remind you that
resisting is already a form of victory.

The Wine

I only uncork it when there's silence. We do not toast. We do not
celebrate. We drink because the wine speaks softer than we do. The first
sip barely burns. Not because of alcohol, but because it carries in its
mouth the earth, the shade, the barefoot steps that gave birth to it.

There were six of us picking grapes. Five men and a woman worth
seven. We trampled the grapes underfoot. Black nails cracked heels. The
owner said that wine is made with truth, not hygiene. And I believed
him. Because every bunch of grapes left its mark, and we left ours. We
laughed. But our laughter was rooted in tiredness. The wine, we knew,
would become elegant. Sold to gentlemen who would swirl it in their
glasses as if it could speak of them. But it spoke of us.

I drank it in church, during Mass. Blood of Christ, they said. I could
smell Augustus's sweat, as he stamped with swollen ankles. The host
melted, but the wine remained. Savory. Eternal.

I drank it at the table with my father, who only poured it on days when
something broke. A glass between us when words were not enough. It
did not console us. It allowed us to remain silent.

I drank it at the tavern, with the outcasts, the rejected, the survivors.
There, the wine was a witness: it listened to stories no one wanted to
hear. Each bottle held a wound and a forgiveness that never came.

Then, the wine ended up in the living room. Pressed with labels, served
in crystal, called "excellence." But I recognize it. Even if you put gold on
the cork, wine bears the dirty feet of those who brought it to life. That is
why I only drink it when no one is looking. To remind myself that not
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everything can be said. But something can be poured.

The Birthday

The cake has not arrived. The phone call has not arrived. The
half-hearted greetings do not arrive. Only the day arrives. Like a train
you are not sure you are expecting. You let it pass, until silence falls.
And in the silence, you do not ask yourself what to celebrate. You ask
yourself who you are today.

Take a piece of paper. No poem. No list. Just write: "I'm still me." And
suddenly, it is a celebration. Because a birthday is not a measure of age.
It is a measure of endurance. You do not need applause. You need a
mirror.

On that day, you ask yourself where the truth of growth lies: in the gray
hair? In the wrinkles? In the memories no one asked about. Or in the
fact that, despite the changes in direction, the stumbles, the emptiness,
you are there. Whole. Or at least still searching. And that is enough.

Today, no one has classified you. Neither young nor old, nor wise. And
you observe. The inexperienced, those just starting out. Those who have
not walked much. Those who have clocked up miles and would sell
advice like flowers at a traffic light. You do not judge them. You do not
measure them. You understand them. Because you have been through
every stage and come out of it without losing yourself. A birthday
without candles is the most authentic. Because it does not shine on the
cake. It shines inside. And you know it.

The Number

It rings. A familiar name. You do not need to answer to know what it
wants. It is a voice that does not bring healing, but it does count.
Calculate. You do not answer. Not out of hatred. But out of defense.

Because every word you do not hear is a truth you protect. The gesture is
simple: you do not click. But inside, it is an act of courage. A "no" that
does not hurt but saves. A silence that does not weigh but defines.
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Then it stops ringing. And the questions begin. Illogical, illogical. The
kind that sticks like pins in your brain. What if something had
happened? What if he was dead? What if he just changed his number?
What if he is asleep? You stay there, with the string of thoughts tangled
in your chest. Like life: long, tense, knotted.

You get angry. Not with him. With the phone. With that gadget that
makes you believe everything is reachable, clear, solvable with a sound.
The commercial said: "A phone call extends your life." You smile
bitterly. Because for you, that phone call—which you did not make—only
extended your thoughts.

And yet... you do not call back. Because contact is not always healing.
Sometimes it is a return to the noise. And you, today, choose to remain
silent, to your most difficult applause: the one you give yourself, for
having resisted the temptation to respond to those who do not listen.

The Cure

There are gestures that make no noise. A poured glass, an unanswered
call, an unlit candle. Yet, in that silence, something resonates louder
than any applause.

Bread and Applause is a collection of stories that do not ask to be
believed but listened to. Each tale begins with a small gesture and opens
onto a vast space: that of an identity that does not seek validation, of
affection that does not beg for excuses, of solitude that feels like a room
of its own.

You will not find heroes. Nor victims. You will find human beings at
their most sincere. Sometimes uncomfortable, sometimes ironic,
sometimes cruel. Always true.

This book has no plot. It has rhythm. The rhythm of a recurring thought,
of a burning memory, of a truth that needs no candles.

Every story is bread made by hand, by time, by yeast. Every truth is
applause: not for the one who receives it, but for the one who has the
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courage to speak it.

Whether you are alone or with someone, empty or full come on in.
Reality is served here. And you do not pay for it with judgment.

The friend

You have not heard from him in years. You do not know where he lives,
if he has changed jobs, if he is still wearing that oversized shirt that
made him look tired. Then, one day, you find a note in the drawer.
Crumpled, missing the edges, written in that handwriting you instantly
recognize.

“If you get lost, call this number. It is me.”

You do not call. You do not want to disturb. You do not want to be weak.
But you keep that piece of paper. Because knowing it is there... is already
healing.

I had 2,520 numbers. I counted them. Diaries, cell phones, address
books made of metal and pixels. An archive of names, voices, lives. I felt
rich. I thought it was a treasure—like gold, like memory.

Then the moment came. The one when numbers are not enough. You
need a hand. You need a gesture. You need someone to say, "I'm here."

And there I discovered the truth. Out of 2,520 contacts, only five
responded. Not just with words. With gestures. Solid. Alive. Present.
The rest? Gone here, there. Some are alive. Some are dead. And
perhaps—in some cases—the difference is subtle.

Then I understood. Gestures are like a man's testicles. Yes, I say that.
Because they represent you. They make you understand who you are.
They do not always appear. But when you need them, they are there.
And you cannot pretend you do not have them. A loyal friend is not the
one who texts you every day. It is the one who stays on the crumpled
piece of paper in the drawer. It is the one who does not respond right
away... but when he does, he saves you. It is the one who stays with you
in every gesture, when everything else has become just an address book.
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LIFE
“Healing is not fixing. It is staying close, even when there is nothing to
say.”

Life does not ask for it to be understood. It asks to be lived through. It
does not let itself be explained or fixed. It lets itself be experienced, with
all its cracks, its pauses, its unanswered questions.

These stories do not offer remedies. They offer companionship. They
speak of those who chose to stay, even when there was nothing they
could do. Of those who healed with their presence, not with solutions.
Of those who listened to the pain without trying to correct it.

Life is not a plot. It is a tangle. Made of minimal gestures, shared
silences, glances that ask nothing.

If you have ever felt that your worth lay not in what you did, but in what
you were able to be to someone, these pages will speak to you.

Because living, sometimes, is simply staying.

That Does Not Promise

Life makes no promises. It does not sign contracts, it does not guarantee
successful conclusions, it does not show up on time. Life arrives,
brushes by, breaks, deserts. But it remains.

It remains in the unseen gesture. In the number written on a forgotten
sheet of paper. In silence that is not abandonment, but truce. In the
confusion that calls not for order, but companionship.

The stories that follow are not about milestones. They are about subtle
presences. About bonds that endure silently. About friends who are not
needed every day, but who one day save. About notes left at the bottom
of a drawer, reminding you that, even when there is nothing to
promise... something remains.

In this chapter, we live without guarantees. We accept that love does not
always solve problems, that friendship sometimes sleeps, that hope
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treads slowly. But everything that remains, however, fragile—is what
keeps us standing.

The Miracle

Your father waited. He waited for a sign. A change. A bend in the plot.
Then he grew older. And it remained the same. One day he said to you,
while stirring his coffee spoon:

“Miracles only happen when we make them.”

You stopped praying. You stopped waiting for manna. You understand
that destiny is not outside. It is within the things we do. Within the way
we choose to get up, make mistakes, love. And today you have decided to
meet a woman. A woman of color. In Angola. Not for sport. Not for
collecting. But for brainwashing. To search her eyes for the connection
to your disorder.

Osvaldo accompanies you, and he knows how to choose. Like Arabs with
horses. But you do not look at the flesh. You read the mind.

If this is not a miracle..., what is it? And no, you are not on drugs. You
just ate Colombian beans. And they are talking to you.

The misunderstanding

She wrote letters you did not understand. Loud words, crooked images,
sentences that seemed like codes. When you confessed it to her, she
smiled without diminishing herself and said:

“I loved you as best I could.”

And there you understand. That love is not understanding. It is
attempted. It is imperfect presence. It is voluntary deviation.

You kept every letter. Not to decipher it. But because it reminded you
that true love does not ask to be understood— it asks to be lived.

Misunderstanding is an unseen genius. A sublime thought that cannot
be translated into common languages. It is like the mind of someone
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who thinks out of rhythm, which offers flashes of light from a cloudless
sky while others are still searching for the switch.

This is the chapter of conscious emotional deviation. Where loving is not
understanding. But resisting not understanding—and remaining the
same.

Forgiveness

They apologize. You nod, do not respond. Not because you have
forgiven. But because forgiveness is not worth it.

Forgiveness applies only to profound moral damage. That which breaks
you, changes you, forces you to rebuild yourself. It is not wasted on
rudeness, incorrectness, or carelessness. Those are forgotten. They are
the background noise of a distracted civilization.

True forgiveness is a sacred act, not a polite gesture. It serves to free
oneself from pain, not to educate those who disrespected you. And if
there is no trace, there is no need for cleansing.

Forgiveness is the only medicine for the soul that works only if the
disease is real.

Do not Stand Still

You said "no" once. Then you thought about it. You walked through that
"no" as one walk through a narrow thought. And you understand that
changing your mind is not betraying yourself, it is having the courage to
evolve. Changing your mind is the most honest form of growth. It is the
new way to approach life when the old map no longer leads anywhere.

Dignity is not about remaining stuck in the thoughts already listed. It is
about having a backbone that speaks volumes about who you are,
whether you are poor or rich, whether you make the right choices or
make the ones you need to remake.

Dignity is not about changing. It is knowing how to say "I've changed"
without looking down.
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It Breaks but It Comes Back Together

The truth does not arrive whole. It comes in pieces: wrong, partial,
contradictory. Sometimes we speak it with too much anger, other times
with too much fear. And in those fractures—in the trembling of the
voice, in the omissions, in the silences—lies its true form.

The truth shatters when we no longer know whether it is worth
speaking. When pain pushes us to hide it. When the world rewards us
for acting, not for declaring.

But it comes back together. It comes back together in gestures that do
not lie. In memories that return clearly. In the courage to repeat the
phrase that once hurt. In the face of someone who, finally, stops
pretending, even for just an instant.

This chapter collects stories that do not need to be believed. Only
acknowledged. Because even if they break, if they are denied or
betrayed, the truths we carry always find a way to mend themselves. No
longer perfect. But truly ours.

Does not Ask for Belonging.

In the beginning, there were the woods, the cold, the autonomous
bodies. The bonds were wood, not constraints. Then came the
structures, the unions, the confederations, the agreements. They told
you that unity is strength, but you have always thought that strength is
measured in chosen solitude.

And so, even when you sat at the world's table, you did not sign. You just
listened. Because belonging is not always necessary. Sometimes, just
existing whole is enough.

There are lives that make no noise. People who do not ask to be
recognized, but who change what they touch. Gestures that display
nothing—yet they save, heal, restore order.

Simplicity is what remains when the superfluous person has finished
speaking. It does not seek validation. It does not defend itself. It is not
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measured by applause.

Simplicity is a silent nobility. It is knowing who you are, without
needing others to tell you. It is the elegance of those who show up with
what is necessary, and nothing more.

In this chapter, you will find stories without proclamations, without
protagonists, but full of gentle truth. These are the tales that accompany
you softly—and for this very reason, they never leave you.

THINGS UNTOLD
"Not everything that's true needs to be said. But everything that's
experienced... is recognized."

There are truths that do not need words. They can be read in the eyes,
felt in the silences, breathed in gestures. What remains unsaid is not a
lie. It is protection, modesty, and respect. It is what remains when
language is not enough.

These stories do not shout. They whisper. They speak through
omissions, hesitations, broken sentences. They tell what was not said,
but what left its mark.

The reader will not find explanations. He will find recognition. Because
what is experienced—even if it is not said—is felt. And those who have
experienced it know it.

Four Ingredients

That afternoon, you had nothing to put on the table. You opened the
refrigerator and looked inside as if you were looking at a familiar
landscape: a solitary tomato, half a forgotten lemon, some stale bread,
two tired basil leaves. It seemed like little. But you never believe it is too
little.

You put on your apron. Not to cook, but to honor the act of nourishing.
You sliced the tomato thinly, seasoned it with the silently squeezed
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lemon, toasted the bread as if it were fresh, and delicately placed it on a
plate you used only on special days. On top, two basil leaves—not for
flavor, but out of respect. You set the table. Perfectly folded napkin,
transparent glass, the light on the table. No one coming to dinner would
know about the empty refrigerator. You did. And you smiled, not out of
pride, but out of awareness.

Whoever ate with you that evening said, "You have a grace that can't be
bought." You responded only with your eyes.

Because that dinner was an act of love, not a demonstration. And if the
bread was hard… It was because time had made it stronger. Like you.

The Broken Shoe

They were market shoes. Unassuming model, thin sole. After a year, the
toe opened like a tired mouth. They teased you. They laughed in the
courtyard. You walked anyway. Head held high.

Every morning, you searched for the right piece of cardboard to fit into
your shoe. You folded it like a craftsman, shaped it with precision. That
was your invisible cushion. You walked for miles. School, home,
errands. Every step: friction, resistance, patience.

When it rained, the water was teaching you to slow down. But you did
not slow down. You said, "It's not the foot that decides. It's the
direction." And those who watched you learned a lesson no one else
could say.

They offer you knew shoes, sometimes. You would reply, "Mine knows
where I'm going." Those shoes were not ruins. They were witnesses to
your trajectory. Today, when someone asks you, “How did you get
here?” You smile and say, “With the same shoes. Broken. But
confident.”
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The Refusal of Pity

There were days when your pockets were empty, and so were your
words. They would ask you, "Do you need anything?" You would say, "I
have a plan." It was not true, but you said it to save your dignity.

A friend offered you a loan. Kindly. Discreetly. You thanked him. But
you said no. Not out of arrogance—but because you did not want your
value to depend on others.

You ate little, but always in silence. You skipped meals twice. But no one
knew. An apple, a piece of bread, clear thought was enough.

Poverty did not humiliate you. It was uncomfortable, but it kept you
awake. It taught you to calculate, to choose, to avoid waste.

Once, a lady gave you some fresh bread. You accepted it. You cut it. But
you gave half to the person who had more children.

Because you did not want pity. You wanted respect.

And years later, those choices have left you hungry perhaps… but also
with a strength that needs no explanation.

The Cold

Winter was seeping into your bones. Blankets? Two. Short. Thin. You
slept in your clothes. Sweater, socks, and a coat on top of everything.
The window did not close properly. The wind whistled. The glass rattled.

Every night, before going to sleep, you stuff newspapers under your
mattress. They did not do much. But it was like saying, "I'm trying to
resist."

Their breath drew shapes on the glass that looked like creatures. You
watched them. You said to yourself, "If they don't run away, neither can
I."

In the morning, the floor felt like ice. You kept your slippers under the
bed like a promise. You got up slowly. Your first action? Lighting the
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moka pot. That scent reminded you that survival has rewards. Even
small ones.

Someone once asked you, “But how did you sleep like that?” You
replied, “I was not looking for comfort.” I was looking for opportunity.”

And if that cold did not bend you over... It is because you had already
learned to stand up straight when everything around you were shaking.

Beauty

Everything in your house told a story. The table? An old plywood piece
reinforced with rusty metal corners. Each leg had a personality. It even
walked when you sat down.

The lamp above the sofa was fragile. The cord had a point where, if you
bent it properly, it gave off light. You called it "the trust point." You said
only those who knew you knew where to bend it.

The curtain? A patchwork of fabrics sewn together over time. Red, blue,
and dark green thread. It did not hide the light: it made it softer.

The vase on the table had a crack. You would fill it with glue and
patience. Each flower you placed inside seemed stronger. As if that
crack were invisible armor.

The sofa? Faded. But covered in fingerprints. Everyone who sat on it felt
welcome. Not an object, but an emotional accomplice.

When they came to visit you, they noticed everything. They said
nothing. But they stayed longer. You know it: no one loves perfection.
We love sincerity.

The beauty of your home lay in its endurance, its care, its repair. And
you yourself, by living there… You have become someone who does not
give up. You just adapt. You hold on. You rethink. You stay.
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Gratitude

You helped an elderly woman carry her groceries. You did not tell
anyone. You did not post anything or even say a catchy phrase. But she
looked you in the eye and said, "God bless you," without rhetoric. And
you felt she was worth more than a thousand accolades.

Gratitude that does not make noise is the one that lasts. It does not wear
out, it does not sell off, it does not waste. In your heart, that silent
applause has generated self- respect. You do not need an audience.
What is needed is truth in the gesture.

The Unsung Work

You have worked endless shifts. Nights, Saturdays, Sundays. You have
run an entire office, an entire house, an entire life. And no one has ever
said, "Well done."

A colleague once took credit for something you had done. You kept
quiet. Not out of weakness, but because your ego has never fed you.
Only bread.

But that day, returning home, you turned on the light and felt an
unknown peace. You understand that your dignity does not need
external applause. Knowing yourself whole is enough.

And the loudest applause, you felt it inside.

Existence and Salvation

There are days when there is nothing to celebrate. No victories, no joys,
no achievements to share. But you are here. Still here. Sometimes
standing, sometimes sitting, sometimes lying down... but present.

Existing is not about surviving. It is choosing to stay, even when
everything pushes you to escape. It is about not giving in to erasure,
about not letting the world decide whether you are worthy or not. This
chapter is for those who lived even when there was no reason. For those
who made their presence a form of gentle struggle. For those who did
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not ask for applause, but knew how to say:

“I am still here. And that is enough for now.”

Existence is what saves us because it allows us to choose what to
become, where to go, who to stay with.

Aphorisms

• Talent is not a guarantee. It is a conviction that demands loyalty.

• Hunger teaches more than glory. But no one celebrates it.

• Being authentic does not pay. But it is the only way to stay alive.

• Silence is not empty. It is space for those who have the courage to
listen.

• Every missed applause is proof that you said something true.

• Resistance is not heroism. It is habit.

• Dignity makes no noise. But it leaves traces everywhere.

• Writing is a way of not asking for permission to exist.

MONOLOGUE FOR THE THEATRE
from the book Bread and Applause (Stage Text)

(Low lights. A man in the center. The audience is silent. A chair behind
him. An empty glass at his feet. A voice that does not ask permission.)

Doctors eat bread. They crumble it between diagnoses and bills. They
did it in sponsored dinners. It is our bread. Kneaded with our anxiety,
our expectations, our money. But they eat it calmly. And then they leave
the bill on the table. Applause? Everyone wants it. When the therapy
works, even if it was a fluke. When they publish an article that no one
reads. When at a conference they say, "based on medical literature..."
That literature, yes. Arrogant, sterile, incomprehensible. Written so as
not to explain. So as not to hear. So as not to respond.
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I was there. In front of them. I spoke, explained, and trembled. And they
told me:

“Your blood pressure is perfect.” As if a curve on the paper were enough
to tell me if I was collapsing inside.

Then they prescribed me. They did not cure me. They prescribed me. A
new pill, with a Latin name—perfect for marketing. And I discovered
that that pill offered a trip. For them. For their wives. For their lovers.
Paid for with our trust, with our lives.

Forget medicine. It is medical tourism at someone else's expense.

So, I will say it. I will say it loud.

Doctors are like whores. Except at least they—whores— give you three
minutes of real pleasure. Doctors make you pay for trial and error. No
certainty. Only hypotheses. And in the end... you are left with the paper.
And loneliness.

The Hippocratic Oath? Recited in court. Signed like a contract. But
never read again. Inside, there's respect, listening, humanity. Outside,
there is the hourly rate. Do you know how much an hour's visit is worth?
Twenty-six euros at the start. 180 after thirty years. Depending on the
grade. The pedigree. The number of CME courses and the number of
patients supported.

And us? We are clinical cases. Tax codes. Clients.

I chose another path. I heal myself with my conscience. With walking.
With a clear memory. With the truth, even if it hurts. I heal myself
without drugs. Without doctors. Without hand-crafted lies.

And do you know what happens if we all do it? The system crashes. It
freezes. It goes into default. Because if we stop getting sick... they are left
with bread. But no more applause.

So yes, I will say it. I wrote it in my will:

"Invite the entire Medical Association to my funeral." That way they will
spend some of my money on flowers. Flowers scented with truth. Not
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forgiveness.

And they will officially be incredibly angry. Because for once, the patient
had the last word. And it was not a request. It was a story. It was theater.

(He approaches the audience. His gaze is straight. His voice is firm.)

This is Bread and Applause. They eat the bread. We get applause.
(Darkness. Silence. Curtain.)
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