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THE ANGELS OF THE EARTH

COVER LETTER

Dear editor,

My name is Ferdinando Frega, and I am the author of earth angels, 
a work born from real experiences, real encounters, and spiritual 
reflections.

This book is not fiction. It is testimony. It is living fresh.

It tells stories of fatherhood, fragility, faith, and redemption. It is  
divided into  fragments,  each with  a  different  tone:  confession, 
poetry, denunciation, prayer.

The common thread is the search for truth that does not console 
but liberate.

I have chosen a deliberately non-linear structure because life is not. 
Each chapter is a threshold, each word an invitation to feel.

The manuscript is complete and available.

I  am open to editorial  collaborations,  reviewing proposals,  and 
publication paths.

Thank you for your attention and I remain available for any further 
information.

EDITORIAL NOTE

This book is not born of fantasy. It is born of an urgent need. The 
need to tell what often remains invisible, unheard, forgotten. It 
arises from the need to give voice to those who walk alongside us 
without fanfare, to shine a light on what lives in silence.

The angels of the earth are spiritual without dogma and human 
without masks. This book offers no answers; it opens paths. It does 
not console; it accompanies. Every page is an encounter, every
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story a threshold, every word a caress that touches the wound.

This book is for those who have lived. For those who have lost. For 
those who are still  searching. For those who have learned that 
fragility is not weakness, but depth. For those who know that true 
strength is that which does not need to be shown.

It is not a text to be read. It is a place to live. A time to be traversed. 
A voice that lingers even after the last page.

We have chosen not to simplify. Not to accelerate. Not to package. 
Because earth angels are not a publishing product. It is a gesture. It 
is an act of presence. It is a book that cares.

DEDICATION

To those who walked in the darkness, never ceasing to search for 
the  light.  To  those  who  lost  everything,  but  in  silence  found 
themselves  again.  To  those  who  trembled,  fell,  resisted—and 
chose to remain human.

To Livia, who wrote the truest letter, the one that does not ask to 
be  read,  but  to  be  felt.  The  one  that  does  not  console  but 
enlightens.

To all the angels of the earth—visible and invisible—who teach us 
to feel, not just see. To recognize pain without fear. To preserve 
beauty

without noise. To walk alongside, without asking for anything.

This book is for you. Because you are the threshold. You are the 
gesture that saves. You are the voice that remains.

BACK COVER

They have no wings. They do not shine. They do not preach.
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The angels of the earth are nurses who do not ask for gratitude, 
mothers who have loved in silence, ex-prisoners who have chosen 
to  start  again,  street  artists  who  paint  hope  on  the  walls  of 
indifference.

This book collects their voices, their wounds, their invisible grace. It 
is a journey into the soul of those who choose to remain human 
when everything around them urges them to stop.

It does not console me. It wakes up. It offers no answers. It raises 
questions.

Earth angels are for those who have seen the darkness and keep 
walking. For those who have lost but have not stopped feeling. For 
those who have chosen presence, care, and truth.

Because true light does not dazzle. It illuminates without noise.

PREFACE

I  did not know where I  would end up.  I  had no plans.  Just  an 
urgency. I did not find out stories. They found me. They left marks, 
falls, rebirths. They taught me that pain cannot be explained, it is 
endured. That grace is not shown, it is recognized.

This book is not a confession. It is not a chronicle. It is an act of 
listening.  A  gesture  of  presence.  An  attempt  to  remain  close, 
without invading.

If you recognize yourself even in just one page, if you hear that a 
voice resembles you, if you find a fragment that speaks to you, then 
it will have made sense.
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PREMISE

I lost everything. And in that loss, I found something that cannot be 
bought, cannot be explained, cannot be forgotten.

I have experienced success and poverty. Loneliness and love. I have 
met real people, invisible and powerful, who never asked to be 
told, but who deserve to be heard.

This book attempts to give form to the grace hidden within ordinary 
life. To restore dignity to what is silent. To shine a light on those 
who walk  beside  us,  without  fanfare,  without  medals,  without 
masks.

It is not a collection of stories. It is a collection of whispered truths.

SYNOPSIS

A mosaic of true stories, spiritual visions, and fragments of life. 
From  Caritas  to  South  America,  from  a  little  girl's  letter  to  a 
psychiatric  visit,  from  waiting  rooms  to  the  threshold  of  the 
invisible.

Each  episode  is  confession,  poetry,  denunciation,  prayer.  Each 
voice is a gesture that resists, a wound that speaks, a light that does 
not dazzle.

The  common  thread?  The  truth  is  that  it  is  not  consoled  but 
liberate. The certainty that does not reassure but enlightens. The 
doubt that does not confuse but opens.

Earth angels is a book for those who have lived, for those who have 
lost, for those who still search. For those who know that spirituality 
is  not dogma, but presence.  That fragility  is  not weakness,  but 
depth.
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INTRODUCTION

There  are  moments  you  never  forget.  Not  because  they  are 
extraordinary, but because they transform us. They are silences 
that  speak  louder  than  words.  Failures  that  teach  more  than 
triumphs. Encounters that cannot be explained but leave a mark.

This book was born from those moments. Not from a plan. It does 
not offer an idea. But from a necessity: to give form to the invisible.

Being a father is a journey without a map. It is love that stumbles. It 
is fear that protects me. It is strength that does not know it is there. 
It is a presence that does not always know how to stay but chooses 
to do so anyway.

Spirituality is not an answer. It is a question that pulsates beneath 
the skin. It is not certainty. It is vertigo. It is not dogma. It is a 
threshold.

In these pages you will not find formulas. You will find fragments. 
Phrases that do not close, but open. Gestures that do not explain 
but reveal.

Whether you are a father, son, sister, mother, or simply a seeker of 
meaning, this book is for you. Every chapter is a step. Every word is 
a possibility. Every wound is a threshold.

I do not ask you to understand. I ask you to feel. To stay. To listen.  
To move through.

PARTITION

This book is not a collection. It  is  a revelation. Every story is a  
threshold; every threshold is a voice. Here, we do not seek God. We 
encounter  Him. We do not  recount life.  We experience it.  The 
protagonists are not heroes. They are human beings

11



THE ANGELS OF THE EARTH

who chose to remain present, even when everything urged them to 
flee. These pages do not console. They awaken.

The Roots and The Wounds

Stories of origin, of loss, of broken and rebuilt identity.

The Angels of The Earth

Invisible figures who have left a mark: mothers, homeless people, 
children, nurses.

The Father and The Son

Reflections on fatherhood, on emotional legacy, on silence that 
becomes word.

Doubt And Faith

Moments  of  behavior,  interrupted  prayers,  spirituality  without 
dogma.

The Thresholds

Lyrical  fragments,  intimate  confessions,  missed  gestures,  silent 
words.

The Path

Inner journeys, rebirths, falls that teach, steps that change.

The Light After the Dark

Stories of healing, of reconciliation, of truth found deep down.

This book has no rigid boundaries.  It  is  divided into fragments, 
visions, testimonies. Each part is a breath, a passage, an encounter.
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Epilogue

The stories do not follow chronological order. They are fragments, 
letters, confessions, visions. Some are as brief as breath. Others are 
as dense as a wound that has learned to speak.

Each story is independent, but they are all connected by an invisible 
thread: the search for truth, the beauty of fragility, the strength of 
love that asks nothing in return.

You will not find a plot. You will find a mosaic. Each piece is a life.  
Each life is a threshold.

This book is not read. It is passed through.

A short text explaining the book's meaning: it is not a collection, but 
a journey. Each story is a threshold, each word an invitation to feel.

A final text that does not close but opens. An invitation to bring 
with you that you have felt.  A reflection on the fact that earth 
angels do not recognize themselves: they feel themselves.

THE ANGELS

A Symphony of Humanity

June  25,  2025,  was  not  just  a  turning  point.  It  was  a  day  of 
revelation.  At  a  time  when  life  demanded  courage,  six  men 
responded with gestures found not in textbooks, but in the heart. 
Some spoke, others remained silent. But all left their mark.

MICHELE MALAVENDA

The Brother Who Lights Up Dark Passages

An insurance consultant, yes, but that day he did not sell policies: 
he  offered  horizons.  Michele  listened  with  the  patience  of 
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someone who knows that words come only after understanding. 
He opened a door that was not just physical, but mental. He is my 
brother-in-law, but in the geography of the soul, he is that brother 
you cannot buy, you cannot ask for: you have. Always present, 
never evasive, he was the first ray of clarity in a fog of doubt.

Michele is the kind of man who does not ask, "how are you?" out of 
politeness, but out of necessity. Because he really wants to know. 
And when he knows, he acts.

CARMELO MALARA

The Guardian of Dignity

Lawyer, but that day he did not talk about codes. He talked about 
respect. A friendship that has lasted forty years is not measured in 
dinners or phone calls,  but in shared silences and rediscovered 
freedoms.  Carmelo  offered  protection  without  paternalism,  he 
made the law feel not as a privilege, but as a foundation.

Carmelo is like a rock in the middle of the sea: he does not move, 
but he guides you. And when you lean on him, you discover you are 
not alone.

FORTUNATO ARICÒ

The Gesture That Nourishes

A restaurant entrepreneur, but that day he served something more 
precious than food: trust. Discreetly, he shared what he had, no 
questions asked, no expectations.  His generosity is  made up of 
small, yet profound gestures.
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Fortunato is  like  warm bread:  simple,  essential,  yet  capable  of 
warming you inside. Even when he slips away, he does so to avoid 
hurting. And that is a gift.

ROBERTO PETRONE

Time That Heals

Retired, but that day he was a traveling companion. He donated 
time, and time when everything seems to crumble, is the most 
precious of supports. His presence was silent, but full.

Roberto is the kind of friend who asks nothing of you but gives you 
everything. And when life puts him to the test, he teaches you that 
strength lies not in fighting, but in understanding.

MASSIMO FREGA

The Silence That Teaches

A blood brother, but that day he chose silence. An absence that 
hurt  but  also  taught.  Because  walking  alone  is  difficult,  but 
sometimes necessary.

Massimo  is  the  reminder  that  not  everything  that  is  close  is 
present. Yet, even in separation, we can find each other again. The 
surname we share is a root, and I am proud to carry it, even if the 
branch has broken.
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MANDALA ANGELO

The Kind Guardian

A municipal employee, but that day he was an angel, in name and 
indeed. He simplified what seemed impossible, saying "I'll take care 
of it" with the naturalness of someone who knows that helping is a 
duty of the soul. He does not answer the phone but responds with 
gestures.

Angelo  is  a  living  example  that  kindness  needs  no  words.  His 
Arbëreshë origins, like mine, are a bond that goes beyond blood: it 
is a promise of mutual support, passed down through generations.

ANTONIO CAPOZZA

The Fire That Protects, Not Burn

A firefighter, but primarily, a firefighter of the soul. Antonio has 
been a friend for three years, but in those three years he's built a 
bond that many fail to create in a lifetime. His presence is discreet, 
almost shy. He loves to seek you out but not be sought out. He is  
like a sentry: he is there, but he does not impose himself. Yet, when 
he  arrives,  he  does  so  with  strength,  with  warmth,  with  that 
dedication that only those who have chosen to protect others as a 
profession can understand.

Antonio is like a controlled flame: he warms, illuminates, but does 
not consume. His respect is silent, his affection profound. He does 
not need words to make you feel safe. A look, a gesture, a presence 
are enough. There is a lesson in his way of being there: you do not 
have to be intrusive to be essential. And that is what he was.
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THE FAMILY

The Heart That Beats Under Every 
Challenge

If my friends were the wind that moved the sails, my family was the 
boat itself. Without them, there would have been no journey. Only 
shipwreck.

Gentle Rock

A companion in life, in dreams, and in battles. She saw my fragility 
and did not fear it. She listened to my silences and translated them 
into actions. When the moment came to choose, she did not ask 
"why?", but "when are we leaving?"

My wife is my anchor in a world that spins too fast. She is the voice 
that brings me home, even when I am far away. She is the strength 
you cannot see, but you can feel it with every step I take.

My Living Heritages

Three  different  souls,  three  mirrors  in  which  I  see  my  history 
reflected, but also my future. Each with their own character, their 
own choices,  their  own struggles.  But all  united by an invisible 
thread: love that does not ask but gives.

My children are proof that time does not pass in vain. They are my 
continuity, my pride, my hope. Even when they do not understand 
everything, they feel everything. And that is enough.

The Daughter in Law Who Is a daughter.

Sharon is not just my son's wife. She is a luminous, discreet, yet 
powerful presence. She entered our family with respect, but also 
with character. Her sweetness is a bridge between generations, her 
intelligence a silent resource.
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Sharon is like a caress that arrives when you least expect it. She is 
the smile that lightens difficult days. She is confirmation that loves, 
when it is true, needs no title: it is felt, it is lived, it is shared.

Me

Amid these faces, these stories, these gestures, I am there. Not as a 
protagonist, but as a witness. I asked for help, and I received much 
more: I received life. June 25th was the day I left Italy. But it is also 
the day I found myself again. And every name I have written here is 
a star in my sky.

My Gratitude

These men did not just help. They made change possible. They 
transformed a farewell into a new beginning. And every day, I carry 
with  me their  gestures,  their  voice,  their  silence.  They are the 
angels of June 25th. And their help has paid off in the challenge I 
face.

PROLOGUE

There are stories that are not born between the pages of a book, 
but among the beats of the earth. Stories that live in silences, in the 
wounds, in the invisible gestures that only a few know how to 
recognize. The angels of the earth have no wings or haloes: they 
walk  alongside  us,  carrying  the  weight  of  the  world  on  their 
shoulders, and transforming their fragility into strength.

This  book  collects  their  traces.  They  are  fragments  of  lives, 
suspended between light and darkness, which reveal the mystery 
of a humanity capable of falling and rise again. The prologue is the 
threshold: crossing it, one encounters not fairy tales, but truth. And 
the truth, sometimes, is the only miracle possible.

18



THE ANGELS OF THE EARTH

The Angel of The Earth He has no wings. He does not fly. He does 
not preach. The Earth Angel walks among us. You

recognize him by the silence he leaves behind, by the light that 
cannot be seen but can be felt.

He is not a saint. He is a human being who has endured pain and has 
chosen not to close himself off. He carries the wounds of others as 
if they were his own. He does not seek glory, but truth.

Sometimes  it  is  a  nurse.  Sometimes  it  is  a  man  who's  lost 
everything.  Sometimes  it  is  a  mother  who  has  never  stopped 
loving.

Spiritual schools try to define him, to pigeonhole him. But the Earth 
Angel defies definition.

He has no single language, nor a homeland. He lives on the margins, 
in the places where suffering is most intense.

He has vices, habits, doubts. But he also has a penetrating gaze. In a 
matter of seconds, he knows who you are. And he does not judge 
you.

His strength is not in power. It is in compassion. He does not use 
what he knows to dominate, but to serve.

The Earth Angel does not announce himself. He manifests himself.

And when you meet him, something changes. Not on the outside. 
On the inside.

Saturday

My life has never been ordered. It has been planned.

Order is an instant. Programming is a vision. I learned to live this 
way,  thanks  to  my  first  teachers—professionals  who  also 
profoundly influenced my personal life.
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That Saturday, like every Saturday for the past five years, I was at 
Caritas. I was serving the first course. It was not just pasta. It was 
dignity.

Every gesture had to be clean, precise, and respectful. A spoon that 
was too full, a misplaced joke, and you risk hurting someone who 
already had too many wounds.

Some wanted their pasta al dente, some without tomato sauce, 
some with just cheese. It was impossible to please everyone. So, 
with a smile, I sent them back to my Sunday colleague.

Then he  arrived.  He  looked me in  the  eye  and said,  “Are  you 
Frega?”  I  recognized  him  immediately.  He  was  my  philosophy 
teacher.

I invited him to sit down. When I found a free moment, I sat with 
him and his wife.

He told me he had retired. That he had spent everything on treating 
the malignant tumors of the woman now sitting next to him. They 
had sold the house. They had taken out loans. Now they did not 
even have enough money to eat.

He asked me what I did at Caritas. I did not answer right away. 
Those who suffer do not need details.

But he insisted. So, I said, “It is not what I do that matters. It is who I 
do it for. And when I do it.”

He looked at me. “You have always been a good student, Frega. 
One of the best.”

He asked me to see each other the following Saturday. I accepted.

After  seven  days,  he  was  there.  I  gave  him  the  keys  to  an 
apartment. The rent was paid. I told him to use the money he had 
saved for utilities.

HE CRIED. ME TOO.
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I had separated suffering from joy. I had been effective.

Since then, I have been checking in every now and then to make 
sure he is okay. As if he were my father.

That Saturday taught me that life planning is not just strategy. It is 
also compassion.

And  that  the  smallest  gestures,  if  done  with  love,  can  change 
everything.

Letter From Livia

I  received  an  email  from  an  eight-year-old  girl.  She  lived  in 
Northern Italy. She had stolen one of my

books from her mother. Not out of disobedience. Out of hope.

SHE WROTE TO ME LIKE THIS:

“I know you are not a priest. Nor a magician. But you know how to 
touch hearts. You did it with me.

I would like you to write to Baby Jesus. Ask him to heal my dad.

I only have him. And the thought of being alone makes me sick.

I do not know you, but I trust you. You have been cured of seven 
tumors. You know how to escape evil.

You do not need to send me a letter.  I  know you know Jesus' 
addresses.

If all goes well, I will visit you with Dad. To tell you I love you.

We children are attentive. But I kept this to myself.

You are my only hope.”

I read and reread those words. Every time, I cried.

Then I wrote. Not a letter. A prayer. I delivered it to a Catholic 
church. I made an offer.
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And expected.

I do not know if the miracle happened. But I know that Livia has 
already done hers.

He reminded us of all that faith is ageless. And that hope, when 
pure, can move the heavens.

Dear Baby Jesus,

I turn to You with a heart full of hope, bringing with me the desire of 
a sweet little girl, Livia, eight years old, from Northern Italy. She 
read one of my books and found comfort and hope in my words. 
Now she asks me to offer You a special prayer.

Livia's father has been struck by a serious illness, and she fears 
losing her only father. Baby Jesus, I ask You to hear this innocent 
and sincere prayer, and to grant Livia's father the strength and 
health needed to overcome this difficult ordeal. Livia has only him, 
and the thought of being alone makes her feel terrible.

I know your goodness and mercy are infinite. Please send your love 
and healing to Livia's father, so that he may regain health and the 
joy of living with his beloved daughter.

Baby Jesus, I thank You for hearing this prayer and for always being 
there in times of need. Livia's trust in You and her innocence have 
touched me deeply, and I hope you can answer this request with 
Your infinite grace.

With deep gratitude, the letter was delivered to a Catholic church 
and an offering was made.

From Rich to Poor

I have known success. I held it in hands, I chased it, I worked hard to 
build it. And then I lost it.
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At fourteen, I was loading crates of fruit into refrigerated trucks. 
The cold would not stop me. I was hungry for the future.

I worked as a laborer, breathing dust and concrete. Every day was a 
lesson in dignity.

Then came Gillette. An eighteen-year career, from sales assistant to 
top manager. Strategies, negotiations, successes.

But it was not enough for me.

I  founded  a  detergent  and  perfumery  company.  Then  three 
companies in Romania. Then Burger King in Venezuela. Then six 
startups in Italy.

I have traveled to South America, lived in Africa, and written fifty-
one books.

I was everywhere.

And then, I was nowhere anymore.

Fate has a strange way of teaching. It gives you everything, then 
takes it all away.

I found myself poor. Not just financially. But naked in the face of 
life.

And then I understood.

That true wealth is not in your bank account. It is in your ability to 
bounce back.

I have lost businesses, homes, and certainties. But I have found 
something that cannot be bought resilience.

Today I am not afraid of falling. Because I know I can rise again.

And if life took everything from me, it is only because it wanted to 
show me what really matters.
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Spirituality

Raising consciousness does not mean escaping the world. It means 
inhabiting it with new eyes.

Spirituality is not an escape. It is a presence. It is the ability to be 
among others yet feel the silence within.

Geometry teaches us that perfection is not rigid. The square is 
stable. But the triangle vibrates. Three sides, three angles, three 
cardinal points of the soul: Father, Son, Spirit. Earth, Air, Fire. Birth, 
Life, Death.

Even the dollar knows it: that eye at the top of the triangle is not 
just a symbol. It is a reminder.

Spirituality is a triangle that bends, opens, and transforms. It is a 
theorem that cannot be solved but contemplated.

Pythagoras gave us formulas. But he also gave us metaphors. The 
sides  of  the  triangle  are  like  thoughts,  actions,  aspirations. 
Interconnected. In balance.

Those who rise are not better. They are simply more aware.

In  this  dimension,  intelligence  becomes  more  intelligent.  The 
others remain where they are.

But true spirituality does not separate. It unites.

It is a dance between solitude and communion. Between doubt and 
grace.

It is the art of living with dignity, of shining without wanting to, of 
being a light even when you are in the dark.

Ready To Start Again

Lorenzo had built his company like a house: brick by brick, dream by 
dream. Every success was a caress to his  pride.  Every effort,  a 
promise kept.
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Then, the crash. An economic crisis, bad investments, and in an 
instant, everything vanished.

The  doors  of  the  company  closed.  The  nights  were  filled  with 
silence. Guilt became a constant companion.

But Lorenzo did not give up.

After months of darkness, he decided to start over. Not out of 
pride. Out of dignity.

He studied. He listened. He reinvented himself. He entered a field 
he did not know about technology.

The first steps were uncertain. But every small milestone was a light 
in the tunnel.

When the first customer signed, Lorenzo cried. Not out of sadness. 
Out of liberation.

He had fought against everything. Even himself.

And now, his new company is growing. It was not just a business. It 
was a rebirth.

Lorenzo became an example.  A beacon for those who had lost 
everything.

His story says one thing: failure is not the end. It is the starting 
point.

And whoever is ready to start again has already won.

Give A Smile

Clara was a nurse. She worked in a pediatric ward where suffering 
and hope went hand in hand.

Of all the children she met, one remained forever in her heart:  
Luca. He was eight years old, with a serious illness, eyes full of light.
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Every day, Luca smiled. Not to hide the pain. But to remind others 
that life is still beautiful.

Clara asked him one day: “How do you always manage to smile?”

Luca replied: “Every day I think of something beautiful. Even a small 
one. And I hold it close to my heart.”

THOSE WORDS CHANGED CLARA.

She began to see the world with new eyes. A ray of sunshine, a 
caress, a kind word. Every gesture became a gift.

Then Luca left. The ward shut down for a moment. But his smile 
remained.

Clara continued working. Every child she met received a fragment 
of Luca.

His memory became legend. A light that never goes out.

Giving a smile is not just a gesture. It is an act of faith.

And Clara, every day, does it in the name of a child who taught 
everyone how to truly live.

I Stopped Praying

I prayed every day, for years. With devotion, with hope, with fear. 
But one day, I could not. The words would not come; my heart was 
empty. I sat in silence, and I thought that God had grown tired of 
me.

That silence lasted for days. Then weeks. But within that emptiness, 
something changed. I did not hear a voice, nor did I see a sign. I 
simply felt that God did not need my words. He was there, even in 
my silence.

Since  then,  I  have  not  prayed  to  ask.  I  pray  to  listen.  And 
sometimes, I do not pray at all. Because I have understood that 
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faith is not a formula. It is a presence that remains, even when you 
do not call upon it.

Barefoot Because I Had No Defenses 
Anymore

One day I took off my shoes. Not out of rebellion, but because I no 
longer felt the ground. I had walked too long, protected by layers of 
habits, certainties, roles. And I no longer felt anything.

Walking barefoot hurt. Stones, thorns, hot asphalt. But every step 
was real. Every pain was mine. And in that direct contact with the 
earth, I was returning.

I did not find a destination. But I found my skin. And I understood 
that God did not want me to be perfect.  He wanted me to be 
present.

I Gave Everything Away

I had accumulated objects, memories, promises. Everything had a 
weight, and I carried it all. Until one day I decided to give it all away. 
Not out of poverty, but out of freedom.

Every object I left behind made me tremble. But every space that 
opened allowed me to breathe. In the end, I had nothing left. Only 
myself.  And  there,  in  the  void,  I  felt  a  presence  I  had  never 
recognized.

It was God. Not in symbols, not in rituals. But in the void, I had the 
courage to create. And from that day on, everything I possess is 
merely a passage. Because true wealth is what I can let go of.

A Promise to Keep

Promises made at the point of death never expire. They do not fade 
away with time. They remain there, like sacred stones on the path.
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Alessandro had promised his mother he would author a book. Not a 
novel. A memoir.

The years passed. Work, family, excuses. But every time he looked 
through old photos, he felt a lump in his throat.

One evening, the silence was stronger than the distractions. He sat 
down. He opened his computer. And the words began to fall like 
rain.

He wrote of hands kneading bread. Of caresses that cured more 
than a thousand medicines. Of summers that smelled of basil and 
sky.

Every  sentence was  embarrassing.  Every  page,  a  dialogue with 
someone who was no longer with us.

When the book was finished, he took it to the cemetery. He placed 
it on the gravestone. And whispered, “There it is, Mom. I did it.”

THE TEARS WEREN'T PAIN. THEY WERE LIBERATION.

That promise, kept, brought him peace. Not just with her. With 
himself.

The book became a bridge. Between past and present. Between 
memory and future.

And every time someone read it, her mother's voice came back to 
life.

Because true promises never die.

They turn into words that keep on walking.

The Psychiatric Visit

I  entered the office with a heavy heart.  It  was not fear. It  was 
density. The silence scared me more than the questions. And he did 
not speak. He looked
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at me. Not as one looks at a patient. As one observes, it is a puzzle.

A game of glances. As if we were trying to figure out who the other 
was. Not the role. Not the title. But the substance.

He was ready. To use his professional parameters. To talk about 
serotonin, pharmacological approaches, protocols. I was not. I was 
there to avoid being subjected. To avoid being labeled. To avoid 
being reduced to symptoms.

I had lived too long. I had fought the Muslims. I had hated the Jews. 
I had gone through internal wars that could not be cured with pills. 
And he understood it. Not immediately. But he understood it.

I  spoke.  Of  sleepless  nights.  Of  thoughts  that  never stop.  Of  a 
sadness that has no name. He did not interrupt. He did not try to 
explain. He did not try to save.

He just said to me, “You are not broken. You are tired. And I am 
here to help you rest.”

At that moment, we were no longer doctors and patients. We were 
two human beings. Two brains weigh 1.5 kg each. Two skulls filled 
with marbles. Like children playing, without knowing the rules, but 
knowing that the game is sacred.

I left with therapy. But with hope. I took the first step. Toward 
healing.  Toward  myself.  Toward  a  world  where  thought  is  not 
illness, but resistance.

Leave And Change Everything

Giulia thought her life was already written. Work, family, habits. 
Every day was the same.

But inside her there was a call. A desire for freedom, for discovery, 
for truth.

So, she left. Alone. South America.
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Among colorful markets and villages suspended in time, Giulia met 
herself.

One night,  in the Atacama Desert,  under a sky that seemed to 
breathe, he cried.

Not of sadness. Of joy.

He understood that life is not a map. It  is  a path you draw by 
walking.

She returned differently. More alive. More real.

And from that moment on, every step was a journey. Not out. In.

I Couldn't Leave Her Alone

It was a cold, rainy night when I received the call. The voice on the 
other  end  was  my  sister's,  filled  with  anguish.  She  had  just 
discovered that her husband had cheated on her and abandoned 
her. Her

words were broken by sobs, and the pain she felt was palpable 
through the line.

Without thinking twice, I grabbed my car keys and set off for her 
house. It did not matter how late it was or how hard it was raining; I 
knew I could not leave her alone right then. The drive seemed 
endless, but I finally arrived.

As soon as she saw me, she ran to me and hugged me with all her 
strength. I could feel her trembling and the warmth of her tears on 
my shoulder. I held her close, trying to give her all the strength and 
love she needed.

We sat on the couch and talked for hours. She told me everything, 
from  the  betrayal  to  the  emptiness  she  felt  inside.  I  listened 
without interrupting, letting her vent all her pain. I told her I was 
there for her, that she did not have to go through this alone.
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As the days passed, I tried to be her point of reference, her support. 
I helped her rebuild her life piece by piece, face difficulties, and 
regain her self- confidence. We organized evenings with friends, 
walks in the park, and even short trips to distract her and show her 
that life could still be beautiful.

Seeing my sister smile again, regaining her strength and courage, 
was the greatest reward. I knew it would not be easy, but the bond 
that united us was stronger than any difficulty. I could not leave her

alone, and I knew that together we would overcome any obstacle.

During those months, I learned how important mutual support was 
within the family. It was not just my sister who benefited from my 
presence, but I also found comfort in knowing I could help her. 
Every little progress she made, every smile that returned to her 
face, was a shared victory.

I remember one evening, when we decided to take a walk along the 
river. The sky was clear and the stars were shining above us. We 
talked at length about what had happened and how the future 
could still hold moments of joy. My sister confided in me that she 
had begun to rediscover her passions, such as painting and reading, 
which she had abandoned during her marriage. Those moments of 
sharing brought us even closer and strengthened our bond.

Looking back now, I see how important it was to be there for her at 
that  moment.  Life  often throws us  unexpected challenges,  but 
having someone by our side can make all the difference. And on 
that cold, rainy night, I learned that the love and support of family 
are the most precious gifts we can receive.

My sister found the strength to move forward, to build a new life, 
and to rediscover happiness. And I learned a valuable lesson about 
the importance of being there for the people we love, especially in 
tough times. That period changed us both, making us stronger and 
more united than ever.
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Cry Like a Baby

Ferdinando had always tried to be strong. Raised in a family where 
emotions were often repressed, he learned from an early age not 
to  show  his  vulnerability.  However,  life  had  its  own  way  of 
evaluating his beliefs.

One day, after a series of unfortunate events, Ferdinando found 
himself alone in his room. The accumulated disappointments, the 
unsurpassed challenges, and the emotional exhaustion piled up like 
an unbearable weight. He sat on the bed, his head in his hands, 
feeling a growing pressure in his chest.

Suddenly, tears began to flow from his eyes, like a raging river. He 
cried with the intensity of a child, unrestrained, unashamed. Each 
sob released years of bottled-up pain, each tear washed away a 
little of his anguish.

As the tears continued to flow, Ferdinando realized how cathartic 
that moment was.  For the first  time, he allowed himself  to be 
vulnerable, to show himself for who he was: a human being with 
emotions, fragility, and the need to express his pain. He felt that, 
finally, he was embracing a part of himself that he had always tried 
to hide.

Crying made him feel lighter, as if an unbearable weight had been 
lifted from his heart. He lay down on the bed, staring at the ceiling 
with red, puffy eyes, but feeling more at peace than he had ever 
felt. That night, Ferdinando slept soundly, without

disturbing dreams, but with a sense of serenity he had not felt in a 
long time.

The next  day,  Ferdinando woke up with  a  new awareness.  He 
understood that there was nothing wrong with crying, showing 
vulnerability.  On  the  contrary,  it  was  an  act  of  courage,  a 
demonstration of inner strength. He decided to approach life with 
an  innovative  approach,  allowing  himself  to  be  authentic  and 
express his emotions without fear of judgment.
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The experience transformed him profoundly.  Ferdinando began 
sharing his feelings more with those close to him, creating deeper 
and more authentic connections. He discovered that empathy and 
mutual  understanding  were  essential  to  building  strong, 
meaningful relationships. Whenever he felt the urge to cry, he no 
longer held it back, but allowed himself to live that moment fully, 
knowing he would emerge stronger and more aware.

Over the next few weeks, Ferdinando noticed how his new attitude 
positively  influenced  those  around  him.  His  friends  and  family 
appreciated  his  honesty  and  openness,  and  this  created  an 
environment of  greater  understanding and mutual  support.  His 
relationships  became  deeper  and  more  meaningful,  based  on 
genuine trust.

Looking  back,  Ferdinando  realized  how  important  it  was  to 
embrace his vulnerability. Crying like a baby did not mean being 
weak but having the courage to face

his  emotions  and  grow  through  them.  Life  had  taught  him  a 
valuable lesson: being authentic with yourself and others is the first 
step towards true happiness and personal fulfillment.

Every Memory A Story

Memories are not just the past. They are mirrors that look back at 
us even when we do not want to see ourselves. Every photo, every 
voice, every smell is a threshold. It tells us who we are, who we 
were, who we have ceased to be.

But sometimes they imprison us. They hold us down; they tie us to 
what we can no longer change. I  have learned to use them as 
trampolines. Not as chains. To leap from a memory to a possibility.

Every memory is  a story.  But every day is  a  blank page.  And I 
decided to write it.  With new colors.  With new light.  With the 
knowledge that the past cannot be erased but can be transformed 
into a seed.
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Stop Waiting

I had spent years waiting. For something to change. For God to 
speak to me. For life to give me a sign. Every day was a suspended 
prayer, a wait that became a burden.

Then, one morning, I woke up. Not angry. Exhausted. And I decided 
not to wait any longer. Not because I did not believe it. But because 
I understood that the answer does not come. The answer is the 
path.

I began to live as if God were already there. I smiled for no reason. I 
helped without expecting anything. And in that movement, I felt 
something. Not a voice. A presence.

As if God had always been there, but I was waiting for him in the 
wrong place.

From that day on, I no longer wait. I walk. And every step is already 
an answer.

God In an Empty Room

The room was white. Bare. Windowless. I had entered it by chance, 
seeking peace. At first, it seemed hostile. No noise. No objects. No 
distractions. Only myself.

I sat down. I breathed. And in the silence, I began to feel everything. 
The beating of my heart. The weight of my thoughts. The voice I had 
never heard before.

It was not mine. It was deeper. It was God. Who did not shout. Who 
did not explain. But simply was.

That  empty  room  taught  me  that  spirituality  does  not  need 
ornamentation. It needs space. Emptiness. Courage.

God is not found in sacred places. He is found in the places we have 
the courage to empty. And to inhabit.
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The Forgiveness I Didn't Deserve

I had done wrong. Not out of malice. Out of weakness. Words that 
never fade. Choices that hurt. And for years I lived with the burden 
of guilt. Convinced there was no redemption.

Then, one day, I received a letter. Just a few lines. “I forgive you. 
Not because you deserve it. But because I need peace.”

I cried. Not for the grace I received. But for the truth it contained.

Forgiveness is not a prize. It is an act of freedom. It is a gesture that 
liberates the giver, even before the recipient.

From that day on, I began to forgive myself too. And I understood 
that God does not wait for us to be worthy. He waits for us to be 
ready.

The Cross That Is Not Carried

When they told me I was sick, my first reaction was anger. I did not 
want that cross. I did not want to be a symbol of anything. I wanted 
to go back. To be invisible. Normal.

But the illness did not let me escape. It forced me to look inside 
myself. To slow down. To ask for help.

And in that process, I discovered a strength I did not know I had. A 
strength that did not scream. That did not seek applause. That 
simply endured.

I was not alone. Every pain was accompanied by an invisible caress. 
The cross has not disappeared. But today I carry it with dignity.

Because I understood that it is not a punishment. It is a journey. 
And God walks with me.
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Without My Name

My name is Everything. Reputation. History. Expectations. But it no 
longer  represented  me.  It  had  become  a  mask.  A  label  that 
imprisoned me.

So, I decided to let it go. To present myself without titles. Without 
roles. Only with my gaze. My voice. My truth.

At first, it was unsettling. Like walking without shoes. But then I felt 
a new lightness. As if I were finally free to be.

God never called me by name. He called me by presence. And 
today, it does not matter what my name is. What matters is how I 
live.

In The Dark the Light Blinded Me

The light was everywhere: advice, certainties, dogmas. But I could 
not see. I felt lost, confused, tired. So, I chose the darkness. Not out 
of rebellion, but out of need.

In the darkness, I began to distinguish shadows, hear footsteps, 
recognize the heartbeat. Everything was slower, more real. And on 
that blind path, I

found a guide who did not speak but accompanied me.

The light has returned. But now it does not blind me. Because I have 
learned to see even without seeing.

Save Others

I was always ready to help. To console, to resolve, to bring and 
share what was not mine. I felt useful, needed, good. But inside, I 
was exhausted.

One day, I said "no." Not out of selfishness, but for survival. And I  
discovered that true love is  not saving.  It  is  staying.  It  is  being 
present without vanishing.
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Since that day, I have loved it differently. I do not consume myself. I 
give myself. And God does not ask me to be a hero. He asks me to 
be true.

Peace In Failure

I  had carefully  built  everything:  projects,  relationships,  dreams. 
And then, it all fell apart. Failure came like an earthquake, without 
warning. It left me naked, fragile, and humiliated.

But in the silence that followed, I felt something pure. I no longer 
had to prove anything. I no longer had to measure up. I could simply 
be.

Failure freed me. And in that freedom, I found God. Not as a judge, 
but as a companion.

Really Listen

I was always distracted. I listened to respond, not to understand. 
Then, one day, I met a person who spoke with his eyes. He said 
nothing, but he said everything.

I stopped thinking. I stopped judging. I just listened. And in that 
shared silence, I heard a truth that no words could contain.

Since then, I have listened differently. Because God speaks even 
through those who cannot speak.

Let Go to Find Myself

I held everything tight: relationships, objects, ideas. I was afraid of 
losing it, of being left empty. But that weight was crushing me. So, I 
began to let go.

Every separation was painful. But also liberating. And in the void 
that was created, I began to feel myself. Not as a sum of things, but 
as a presence.
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I understood that God does not fill. He empties. Because only in 
emptiness can we truly welcome him.

Teach Me to Pray

I never knew how to pray. Words seemed formulaic, churches too 
cold. Then, one evening, my son asked me, “Dad, do you ever talk 
to God?” I replied, “I don't know how.” He said, “Just say what you 
feel. Even if it is bad.” That night, I closed my eyes and spoke. Not to 
God. To myself. And I

understood that prayer is not a request. It is an acknowledgment.

My Father's Silence

My father never said, "I love you." But he said it with his hands, with 
warm bread, with the door left open. When he died, I  found a 
notebook. Full of unsaid words. "I wish you were happy." "I'm sorry 
about that time." "I've always loved you." I cried. And I understood 
that silence is not absence. It is modest. It is love that does not 
know how to dress itself in words.

We wanted to be better than our fathers. But beneath culture and 
technology, we shared the same frailties. Sons carry our names but 
seek something else.  Daughters seek their  father.  My daughter 
stopped  calling  me  "Dad."  She  called  me  by  my  name.  That 
emptiness was a silent goodbye. Being a father means staying even 
when you are cast aside. It means believing even when all seems 
lost. When she suffers, I do not waver. Because a father's love is the 
most powerful prayer there is. And God, if he listens, listens to that 
voice.

The Name I Didn't Give My Son

When he was born, I wanted to name him after my grandfather. It 
was a name steeped in history, respect, and memory. But then I 
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thought, "What right do I have to choose who he will be?" A name 
is more than a word. It is a direction. It is a promise.

So, I waited. I watched. I listened. And one day, he said, “I feel like 
Luca.” It was not the name I had chosen. But it was his.

And I understood that being a father is not about deciding. It is 
about leaving space. Not filling it. It is about accompanying, not 
directing. It is about listening, not imposing.

The Woman Who Taught Me

She was a physical therapist. She did not talk much. But every time 
she  helped me breathe,  it  felt  like  she  was  healing  something 
deeper. Not just my lungs. But the fear. The shame. The pain I had 
never mentioned.

One day I  asked her,  “How do you know where it  hurts?” She 
replied,  “I  do  not  know.  But  I  listen.”  And  at  that  moment  I 
understood real help is not technical. It is human. It is presence.

Since then, I have learned to truly breathe. Not just with my body. 
But with my soul.

I was in crisis. I had lost my job, my confidence, my will to speak. I  
was walking aimlessly, burdened by a future I could not see.

A man sitting on the floor said to me, “Do you need anything?” I 
replied, “A coffee.” He gave me a coin. “Go. And then come back 
and tell me how it was.”

That  coffee  was  bitter.  But  the  gesture  was  sweet.  And  I 
understood that dignity has no home. No clothes. No labels.

Kindness can come from those who have nothing. And it can give 
everything back.
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The Cashier Who Looked at Me

I did the shopping. I was distracted, nervous, absentminded. She 
said, "Is everything okay?" I replied, "Yes." She looked at me. "No. 
But it's better if you say so."

I cried. In line. Between cookies and detergent. And I understood 
that humanity lies in the smallest gestures. In invisible tasks. In 
faces that ask for nothing but see everything.

That  day,  I  learned that  a  look could heal.  And that  the truth, 
sometimes, is only told when someone sees it first.

The Day I Stopped Believing

It  did not happen out of anger. It  happened out of exhaustion. 
Prayers did not work. Miracles did not come. I said, "Enough."

But in the silence that followed, I heard something. Not God. But 
myself. A voice that asked for nothing. That promised nothing. But 
that remained.

And I understood that faith is not certainty. It is resistance. It stays 
put even when you feel nothing. It is walking even when you cannot 
see the path.

I Found God in A Wound

I had cut myself. A small accident. But the pain was deep. Looking at 
the wound, I thought, "There's something sacred here."

Blood. Skin. Healing. The body is breaking. The body mending.

I understood that God is not only in the heavens. He is in the body. 
In the way it  breaks. In the way it  repairs itself.  In the way he 
teaches us that every wound is a threshold.

They told me to believe it. Not to ask questions. But I did. And I felt 
wrong.
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Then I read: “Doubt is the first step toward truth.” From then on, I 
stopped looking for answers. I started looking for questions. And I 
found peace.

Doubt is not the enemy of faith. It is its breath. It is its movement. It 
is honesty.

I was praying. But I stopped. Not out of distraction. Out of emotion.

There were not enough words. I left the sentence unfinished. And I 
felt that God had already understood.

Because sometimes, silence is more eloquent than the voice. And 
the truest prayer is the one that does not need to be completed.

The Step That Changed Me

I was walking aimlessly. Just to keep from getting stuck. Then I saw 
a child stumbling. I helped him. And he said, “Thank you. Now I can 
run.”

That step changed me. Because I understood that the journey was 
not  mine alone.  Every  gesture we make can become someone 
else's step. And that helping someone run is the most beautiful way 
to walk.

I had everything planned. The itinerary. The stops. The schedule. 
Then I took the wrong turn. And I found a lake. A silence. A peace.

I have learned that mistakes are sometimes the sincerest guide. 
Those maps do not know the heart. That a detour is often the right 
direction. And that beauty is not found where we looked for it. But 
where we stopped looking.

The Path Made Us Waste Time

They told me, “Be efficient.” Count the minutes. Optimize. Produce. 
But I wanted to stop. Look. Feel. Breathe.
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I wasted time. And I found myself. Because time is not money. It is 
life. It is space to listen to your

heart. It is the luxury of not rushing. It is the courage to not arrive.

That journey taught me that wasting time, sometimes, is the most 
authentic way to find yourself.

The Trip I Didn't Take

I  bought the ticket.  Packed my suitcase.  Checked the schedule. 
Then, at the last minute, I decided to stay.

Not out of fear. Out of intuition. Because something inside me said, 
"Not now."

And in that remaining, I experienced the deepest journey. The one 
within. The one that has no destination but has meaning.

I have learned that not all journeys are made on foot. Some are 
made with the heart.

The Threshold I Didn't Cross

There was a door. Open. An invitation. A possibility. But I did not 
enter.

I Looked. I Listened. I Respected.

And I understood that not all thresholds are meant to be crossed. 
Some are simply meant to be contemplated. Because respect also 
means not invading. Knowing when to stay out is the most sacred 
gesture.

The Gesture I Didn't Make

A woman was crying. I wanted to hug her. Hold out my hand. Say 
something.
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But I did not. I left space. Silence. Presence.

Then she said, “Thank you for not touching me. I needed space.”

And I understood that love is also respect. Knowing when not to act 
is the most profound gesture. It is letting the other be, without 
intruding.

The Word I Didn't Say

I had "sorry" in mind. It was there, on the tip of my tongue. But I did 
not say it.

And yet, the other forgave me. With a look. With a gesture. With a 
silence that said it all.

Because sometimes, repentance is seen in the eyes. Not in words. 
And truth does not need grammar. It needs presence.

The Day I Smiled for No Reason

I WAS SAD. EMPTY. SPEECHLESS.

But I smiled. Not to pretend. To challenge. To tell the pain: "You 
didn't defeat me."

That smile infected a passerby. He said to me, “Thank you. I needed 
that.”

Since then, I smile even when it is unnecessary. Because it helps 
someone. And that smile is the first step toward the light.

That Made Me Reborn

It was not a physical caress. It was a look. A way of saying: "I see 
you."

And I  felt  alive.  As  if  someone had touched part  of  me,  I  had 
forgotten. As if my existence had been acknowledged.
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Rebirth is  not  an event.  It  is  a  gaze that  recognizes  us.  It  is  a 
presence that tells us: "You matter."

The Caress My Mother Missed

She was there, sitting on the edge of the bed. Fragile as an autumn 
leaf. Her hands were shaking slightly. Her eyes were searching for 
something I could not give.

I was in a hurry, as always. A phone call, a commitment, a thought 
elsewhere. I did not give her that caress. The one that would have 
said: "I see you. I love you. I'm beside you."

Today,  that caress weighs like a stone on my heart.  And every 
gesture I give to others is an attempt to give her that caress, even if 
it is late. Even if she can no longer feel it.

But every kind of gesture is a caress that travels through time. And 
it arrives, even when it should not.

No more pain. No more fear. No more silence.

It was not a scream. It was a whisper. But it changed everything.

Because saying "enough" is the first step towards "more." It is the 
line between surviving and living. It is the moment you choose to 
stop being a spectator. But a protagonist.

The Visionary of The Wind

They  said  he  was  crazy.  He  walked  barefoot  through  the 
neighborhood streets, talking to the wind and writing words on the 
walls with white chalk. But I watched him from afar, and in that 
chaos, I saw order. Every sentence he left behind seemed like an 
answer to a question I had not yet asked.

One Day I Asked Him

“Why Do You Write on Walls?”
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He looked at me as if the question were too obvious. “Because God 
does not need paper. He needs space.”

He told me about when he had lost everything: his job, his family,  
his reputation. And just when the world had labeled him crazy, he 
had begun to hear a

voice. Not a voice that commands, but one that suggests. One that 
does not impose but invites.

“Doubt is the language of God,” he told me. “Only those who doubt 
can truly listen.”

From that day on, every time I saw him write, I no longer thought of 
madness. I thought of the faith that arises in emptiness, in silence, 
in the margin. And I understood that the boundary between genius 
and madness is simply the point at which we stop listening.

Today that wall has been repainted. But I remember every word. 
And every word reminds me that God speaks even through those 
who cannot explain themselves.

The Door That Had No Handle

I was at a point in my life where everything seemed closed. Roads, 
relationships, even faith. Every door before me was barred. Until 
one day, walking aimlessly, I saw a different door: it was old, worn, 
and had no handle.

I stopped. It was clear it could not be forced open. But something 
compelled me to stay. I stayed there for hours, then days. Every 
morning, I returned, and every evening I left. Until one day, without 
warning, the door opened by itself.

There was nothing inside. Only silence. But that silence spoke to 
me. It told me that opportunity is

not always an event, but a space. A space that opens only when you 
stop forcing and start listening.
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That door taught me that the journey is not made of conquests, but 
of expectations. And that true opportunity is not the one you grab, 
but the one that welcomes you when you are ready.

Since then, every time I see a door without a handle, I do not get 
angry. I smile. Because I know that, behind it, there's God waiting 
for me to stop knocking.

They told me success was a peak to be climbed. So,  I  climbed 
mountains, overcame obstacles, sacrificed time and relationships. 
And when I finally reached the top, I felt nothing. Only silence. No 
joy, no peace. Just an elegant emptiness.

I Asked Myself: “Is This Success?”

Then I met an old man sitting on a bench who told me: “Success is  
not earned. It is received. But only if you have your hands free.”

Those words pierced me. My hands were full of expectation, pride, 
fear. There was no room to receive anything.

I began to empty myself. I apologized, I let go, I stopped running. 
And one day, without warning, something came. It was not fame or 
money. It was peace. It was meaning. It was God telling me: "Now 
you're ready."

Success is not a finish line. It is a gift that comes when you stop 
chasing it and start living with gratitude. And today, every time I 
receive something, I embraced it as if it were sacred. Because it is.

I had decided to walk. Not to get anywhere, but to see if there was 
still something left to search for. The path was narrow, winding, 
and endless. Every turn promised an answer but only offered new 
questions.

After hours of silence, I encountered a man sitting on a rock. He 
asked me, "Do you know where you're going?"

I answered: “No. But I feel I need to keep going.”
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He smiled. “So, you’re already here.”

I did not understand. But I kept walking. And the further I went, the 
more the path was not outside me, but within. Every step was a 
surrender, every breath a prayer.

In the end, I did not find a destination. I found a voice. A voice that 
said: "Infinity is not far away. It's the point where you stop seeking 
and begin to be."

Since that day, I have been walking still. Not to get there, but to 
stay. Because the path that never ends is what keeps you alive.

My Great Salvation

Ferdinando's life had always followed a predictable path. Work, 
family, friends: every day was marked by a consolidated routine. 
However, one day, everything changed. Ferdinando began to feel 
tired, more than usual, and he noticed that something in his body 
was not functioning as it should. After several medical tests, an 
unexpected diagnosis arrived: a rare and debilitating disease.

The news was a devastating blow. Ferdinando felt a wave of fear 
and uncertainty wash over him. His life, which until then had been 
so stable, seemed to be crumbling under the weight of the disease. 
He  spent  his  days  lost  in  thought,  wondering  why  this  had 
happened to him and how he would cope with it all.

But it was precisely in that moment of desperation that Ferdinando 
discovered  an  inner  strength  he  did  not  know  he  possessed. 
Instead of giving in to the disease, he decided to fight back. He 
immersed himself in research, trying to understand everything he 
could about his condition. He consulted specialists, joined support 
groups, and experimented with various alternative therapies.

As time passed, Ferdinando began to see his illness in a new light. 
Instead of viewing it simply as a curse, he began to see it as an 
opportunity for personal rediscovery. The illness forced him to slow 
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down,  reflect  on  his  priorities,  and  reevaluate  what  was 
enormously important in life.

During  this  journey  of  self-reflection,  Ferdinando  discovered 
passions and talents he had neglected for years. He returned to 
painting, a passion he had abandoned in his youth, and found great 
comfort  and  joy  in  art.  He  approached  meditation  and  yoga, 
discovering a new sense of peace and inner balance.

Ferdinando's relationships changed profoundly. The illness taught 
him the importance of honesty and communication. He shared his 
feelings and fears with family and friends, discovering a deeper and 
more authentic connection with those he loved. He understood 
that true strength lies not in hiding one's vulnerabilities, but in 
having the courage to expose them.

Despite his illness,  Ferdinando began to live a richer and more 
fulfilling life. Every day became an opportunity to gain experience, 
learn, and connect with the world in new and meaningful ways. His 
perspective on life changed radically, and he learned to see every 
challenge as an opportunity to evolve.

Looking back, Ferdinando realized that, paradoxically, the illness 
had been his salvation. It forced him to stop, reflect, and rediscover 
himself. It had transformed a hopeless situation into a journey of 
personal growth and rebirth.

Light After the Dark

There was a time when everything was black. Not the black of 
night, but the kind that swallows. A

bottomless hole inside me. Every thought fell there, every hope, 
every prayer. And the more I tried to climb back up, the further I 
slipped.

One day, tired of fighting, I stopped. I let go. And in the deepest 
silence, I heard something. Not a voice, not a light. Just a breath. 
Mine. It was still there. Alive.
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I began to collect fragments: a kind word, an unexpected gesture, a 
caress of the wind. And slowly, that black hole began to take on 
color. It did not disappear. But inside, I saw a rainbow.

I have learned that pain is not the opposite of light. It is its womb. 
And that the rainbow does not come after the storm. Sometimes it 
is born right within it.

Today I carry that hole with me. Not as a wound, but as a cradle. 
Because there I  found God. Not outside, not above. But inside. 
Where I thought there was nothing.

It was a chilly winter Sunday when Ferdinando decided to organize 
a special lunch. For some time, his relationship with his family had 
become strained, due to misunderstandings and arguments that 
had left deep wounds. However, Ferdinando felt the need to put an 
end to that situation and restore peace and harmony.

He plucked up courage and began calling his family members, one 
by  one.  Each  call  was  a  small  step  toward  reconciliation,  an 
opportunity to explain

his desire to reunite the family and overcome their differences. To 
her  great  surprise and relief,  everyone accepted the invitation, 
ready to give family ties a second chance.

On the morning of the luncheon, Ferdinando woke up early to 
prepare everything. The house needed to be welcoming, warm, 
and filled with love. He carefully set the table, choosing an elegant 
tablecloth and gleaming silverware. In the center of the table, he 
placed a large vase of fresh flowers, a symbol of rebirth and hope.

In  the  kitchen,  Ferdinando  devoted  himself  passionately  to 
preparing the dishes.  He wanted every  course to  be special,  a 
gesture  of  love  for  each  member  of  the  family.  He  prepared 
delicious appetizers, succulent first courses, and delicious desserts, 
pouring all his care and love into every detail. The aroma of the 
dishes filled the house, creating an atmosphere of warmth and 
welcome.
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As the family members began to arrive, Ferdinando greeted them 
with a sincere smile. Every hug, every handshake was a sign of 
reconciliation and forgiveness. The initial tension began to melt 
away, replaced by shy smiles and understanding glances. They sat 
around the table, ready to share that special moment.

The lunch began with a blessing, a prayer of gratitude for being 
together and hope for the future. Ferdinando raised his glass and 
proposed a toast to the

family, to the reconciliation and love that united them. Everyone 
toasted enthusiastically, feeling that this moment marked a new 
beginning.

During the meal, conversations began to flow. We talked about 
happy memories, dreams, and future. Laughter filled the room, 
creating  a  positive  and  contagious  energy.  Each  bite  was 
accompanied by words of comfort and encouragement, and old 
wounds seemed to fade away.

Ferdinando  realized  that  lunch  was  not  about  food,  but  an 
opportunity to rebuild family bonds. Every gesture, every word, 
every smile contributed to building a climate of trust and love. He 
felt profound gratitude for that moment, knowing that his family 
was his most precious treasure.

As the meal ended, the family members stood to thank Ferdinando. 
Each expressed their appreciation for the gesture and the love he 
had put into organizing the meal. Emotions were high, and a few 
tears of joy rolled down someone's face.

Ferdinando looked at his family with teary eyes, feeling profound 
happiness.  The  reconciliation  meal  had  achieved  its  purpose, 
restoring harmony and serenity to their hearts. He knew it would 
not always be easy, but that moment represented a new beginning, 
a promise of love and unity.
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Money For the Sick

Ferdinando had always had a generous heart and deep empathy for 
those suffering. Growing up in a modest family, he learned the 
value of  solidarity and mutual  support.  One day,  while walking 
through  his  neighborhood,  he  noticed  a  sign  announcing  a 
fundraiser  for  the  patients  at  the  small  local  hospital.  He 
immediately felt the desire to contribute and to be effective in the 
lives of those going through tough times.

Back home, Ferdinando began thinking about how he could raise 
money for the sick.  He did not have much money, but he was 
determined to do something concrete. He decided to organize a 
yard sale in the neighborhood park, involving friends, family, and 
neighbors. He began making phone calls, texting, and talking to 
people, explaining his project and asking for their help.

The  response  was  astonishing.  In  just  a  few  days,  Ferdinando 
managed  to  assemble  a  group  of  enthusiastic  and  motivated 
volunteers. Each of them contributed what they could: homemade 
sweets, handicrafts, used clothes, and books, and much more. The 
park transformed into a lively market,  full  of colorful stalls and 
smiling people.

On  the  day  of  the  sale,  the  sun  was  shining  brightly,  and  the 
atmosphere  was  filled  with  positive  energy.  Ferdinando  was 
manning a stall, welcoming visitors with a smile and explaining the 
importance of the

fundraiser.  People  were  generous  and  enthusiastic,  purchasing 
products and making spontaneous donations.

As the hours passed, Ferdinando realized how powerful the act of 
giving was. Every small gesture of generosity transformed into a 
huge help for the hospital's patients, and seeing the community's 
participation filled him with pride and gratitude.

At the end of the day, the result far exceeded expectations. The 
amount  raised  was  significant  and  could  make  an  enormous 
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difference in the care and treatment of patients. Ferdinando could 
not hold back the tears of joy as he counted the money with the 
volunteers. What had begun as a simple gesture of kindness had 
turned into an extraordinary success.

With  the  money  raised,  Ferdinando  went  to  the  hospital  and 
presented it to the director. The medical staff and patients were 
touched  by  the  community's  generosity  and  Ferdinando's 
commitment. They knew the funds would allow them to improve 
care, purchase necessary equipment, and offer better support to 
patients and their families.

Ferdinando  returned  home  with  a  light  heart  and  full  of 
satisfaction. He knew he had accomplished something significant, 
that he had contributed to the well-being of others and created an 
even stronger bond with his community. That experience taught 
him that even the smallest gesture of generosity can

make a significant difference and that, unitedly, we can overcome 
any challenge.

No Effort, No Suffering

Ferdinando  had  always  had  a  busy  life,  filled  with  work, 
commitments, and responsibilities. Every day was a race against 
time, an endless succession of tasks. However, one day, something 
changed. The toil that had plagued him for years began to fade 
away, giving way to a new sense of lightness and serenity.

The transformation began subtly. Ferdinando noticed he had more 
energy when he woke up, facing his days with a different attitude. 
Daily  activities,  which  once  seemed  burdensome  and  endless, 
became  easier  and  more  fluid.  Every  task,  every  commitment 
seemed to unfold with unexpected ease.

As the weeks passed, Ferdinando realized it was not just a matter of 
physical energy, but of an internal shift. His mind was calmer and 
clearer, and the worries that had plagued him began to dissolve. 
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The fatigue had not magically disappeared, but his way of dealing 
with it had changed. He had learned to manage stress, focus on 
what was enormously important, and let go of the things he could 
not control.

One  day,  while  walking  along  his  favorite  path  in  the  park, 
Ferdinando reflected on how he had achieved that new awareness. 
He remembered the small habits he had introduced into his life: 
morning meditation, regular breaks at work, time devoted to his 
passions and hobbies. Every gesture, every choice had been a step 
towards inner healing.

He  realized  that  hardship  had  never  been  an  enemy,  but  an 
opportunity to gain experience and improve. Every challenge he 
overcame, every difficulty he faced had made him stronger and 
more resilient. The key was finding a balance between doing and 
being, between commitment and rest. He had learned to listen to 
his body and mind, to respect his limits, and to cultivate gratitude 
for every small success.

That evening, Ferdinando sat on his porch, gazing at the starry sky. 
He felt  at  peace with himself  and the world.  His  struggles had 
become a distant memory, replaced by a sense of harmony and 
well-being. He knew life would still have challenges and obstacles in 
store for him, but now he was ready to face them with a renewed 
spirit.

Looking  back,  Ferdinando  realized  that  the  secret  to  his 
transformation had been a shift in perspective. He stopped seeing 
hardships  as  an unbearable  burden and began to  see them as 
opportunities for growth. Every day was a new opportunity to gain 
experience, to improve, and to live fully and consciously.

There are places that have no doors, but wounds. They are the 
moments when you look in the mirror

and see your soul naked. These stories do not console me. They 
open.  They  are  confessions  without  an  altar,  prayers  without 
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religion, gestures that speak louder than words. Those who enter 
here do not read. They feel.

I Apologized to God

I was not in church. I was in a public bathroom. I had just yelled at  
my daughter. Not over anything serious. Over something stupid. 
She was crying. I did not hug her. In front of the mirror, I did not see 
a father. I saw a man who had failed. I said, "I'm sorry." Not to her. 
To God. Because I had hurt something sacred. Being a father is 
about caring,  not commanding.  From that day on,  I  learned to 
breathe before responding. To really look at her. God does not 
want perfect fathers. He wants present fathers. And every time I 
make a mistake, I go back there. With my firsthand the sink. With 
my heart in my hand. And I say, "I'm sorry."

The Time I Slept Standing Up

I  did  not  have  a  bed.  Just  a  wall.  I  slept  standing  up.  Out  of 
necessity. One night, a boy left me with a blanket. Real. Clean. He 
said, "I didn't want you to forget you were human." Those words 
warmed me more than the blanket. Since then, every time I see 
someone  sleeping  standing  up,  I  leave  mine.  It  has  become  a 
gesture. A ritual. A way of saying, "I see you." Sleeping standing up 
is  living  without  being  able  to  afford  to  fall.  But  that  night,  I 
remembered

that even those who do not ask can be heard. And today, when I 
feel lost, I look for a wall. Not to sleep. To remember.

Without Defending Myself

I had built high walls. Not of bricks, but of sarcasm and silence. 
Every joke was armor. Every silence, a trench. I defended myself 
from everything: from stares, from questions, from the possibility 
of being truly seen. Then, one day, a gentle voice told me: "You 
don't have to fight to exist."

54



THE ANGELS OF THE EARTH

And something cracked. I let the world touch me, even though it 
was scary. Even though I was not ready.

That day, I did not lose my strength. I discovered that it exists even 
without defenses. That vulnerability is not weakness. It is truth.

Forgiveness Given Without Being Ready

I said, "I forgive you." But inside me, the resentment still screamed. 
The wounds burned. The unspoken words scratched my throat.

And yet, I said that sentence. Not to pretend. To begin.

Over time, I have come to understand that forgiveness is not an act. 
It is a process. It is a journey made in small steps, amid hesitations 
and silences.

That day I did not completely forgive. But I opened the door. And 
sometimes, that is all it takes to begin healing.

The Door Closed Too Soon

I was afraid of suffering. So, I shut down. I did not listen. I did not 
explain. I said "enough" before I understood.

Years later, I saw that person again. His gaze demanded nothing. 
But it carried within it an absence that pierced me.

I have learned that sometimes closing a door is like extinguishing a 
star. Darkness does not come immediately. It comes later. Silent. 
Persistent.

And it cannot always be reopened. But we can learn to leave the 
doors ajar. Because fear should not make decisions for us.

The Silence That Speaks

In a room full of people, no one was listening. I spoke, but the 
words bounced back. As if I were transparent.
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So, I stopped speaking. Not for revenge. For survival. In silence, I 
learned to hear. The heartbeat. The weight of thoughts. The voice I 
had never heard.

And when I began to speak again, the words had roots. They were 
not seeking approval. They were seeking truth.

The Human Gesture

It was raining heavily. I was walking quickly, lost in my own world, in 
my own thoughts. An unknown man, sitting under a shelter, offered 
me his umbrella. He did not say anything. Just a gesture. Silent. 
Disarming.

That  gesture  reminded  me  that  we  are  all  made  of  the  same 
substance: need and beauty. That humanity does not need words. 
It needs presence.

Since that day, every time it rains, I do not think about the weather. 
I think about that gesture. And how little it takes to restore dignity.

The Time I Said “I Don't Know”

They asked me for answers. Certainties. Solutions.

I only had doubts. And fear of disappointing. Then, I said, "I don't 
know." Silence. But not embarrassment. Respect.

Because humility is the language of the soul. And saying "I don't 
know" is an act of truth. It is the moment you stop pretending. And 
start being.

Since then, I am no longer afraid of not knowing. I am only afraid of 
not listening.

Walking Without Aim

I left my phone at home. No notifications. No maps. Just my steps. 
Just my breath.
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I walked for hours, not knowing where. And in that wandering, I 
found myself.

There was no need for a destination. All  that was needed was 
peace. The slow pace. The freedom of not having to arrive.

That day I understood that walking is a form of prayer. And that to 
find yourself, sometimes you must lose yourself.

The Wound That You Don't Heal

It hurt. But it was mine. Like a memory etched into my skin. Healing 
it meant forgetting. And I did not want to forget who I was when I 
received it.

That wound was a threshold. A sign. A living memory.

Over time, I have come to understand that not all wounds need 
healing. Some need to be cherished. Because they remind us of 
where we come from. And how much we have endured.

The Name I Don't Call

A  childhood  friend.  We  laughed,  ran,  and  dreamed.  Then  life 
separated us. And his name remained locked away in a drawer.

One day I found a photo of him. And I cried. Not for him. But for the 
part that had gone with that name.

Time does not erase. It fades. But all it takes is an image, a memory, 
and everything comes back.

I do not call him anymore. But I carry him inside. Like an invisible 
root.

The Prayer on The Wall

I no longer believed. The words of faith seemed empty, distant. But 
one night, in the silence of a bathroom, I wrote with my finger on 
the wall: "Help me."
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No one saw it. It was a prayer without witnesses. Without a voice. 
Without ritual.

But God read it. Because that night, something changed. Not on the 
outside. Inside. A small opening. A new breath.

And I understood that prayer does not need form. It needs truth.

The Smile That Betrayed Me

I laughed. But inside, I was a battlefield. Every smile was a mask. A 
way of saying, "Everything's okay." When it was not true. That smile 
fooled everyone. Except one person. He looked at me and said, 
"You don't have to pretend to be with me."

And there I understood that love sees beyond. It sees the cracks. It 
sees the pain beneath the laughter. It sees the need behind the 
strength.

Since that day, I have learned to smile only when I feel it. And not to 
be ashamed when I cannot.

Sleep With Your Clothes On

That night, I did not want to wear any dress. Neither physically nor 
emotionally. I felt dirty with thoughts. Burdened with fears. Fragile.

I slept in my clothes. As if clothes could protect me from dreams. 
From questions. From the truths that emerge in the darkness.

It was a small gesture. But it said it all. It said, “I'm not ready.” And 
that, too, is human.

Since then, I  have respected my own pace. And that of others. 
Because vulnerability cannot be forced. It is accompanied.

Looking At the Sea Without Thinking

I sat on the sand. The sea spoke. But I did not translate. I did not 
seek meaning. I did not seek answers.
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And in  that  silence,  I  felt  that  the  world  does  not  need to  be 
understood. Only experienced. That beauty cannot be explained. It 
has contemplated.

That day, the sea taught me to stay. To not do. To not seek. Just to 
be.

The Phrase That Broken Me

“You are not enough.” The one I loved told me that. And since then, 
everything I do is a response to that phrase. Not for revenge. For 
healing.

That sentence dug deep inside me. It  made me question every 
gesture, every word, every dream. But over time, I realized that I do 
not have to prove anything. That my value does not depend on 
those who do not see it.

Today, every step I take is for me. For the part of me that believed 
that sentence. And now it was false.

The Glass Filled for Another

It was a party. Music, laughter, full glasses. But in the crowd, I saw 
only one person. Sitting off to the side, her gaze was lost.

I approached. I did not say anything. I filled a glass and handed it to 
her. A simple gesture. Almost invisible.

We have not spoken. But something has changed. In her. In me.

Because sometimes, humanity is a glass offered without words. A 
gesture that says, "I see you."

The Vault and The Braking

It was cold. The wind pushed me back. Every step was a struggle. 
But I kept going. Not to get there. To feel alive. The wind spoke to 
me. It told me, “Hold on.” It told me, “You are not alone.” And I 
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listened. With my body. With my heart. That day I understood that 
the path is not always smooth. But it is true. And that going against 
the wind is the sincerest way to move forward.

The Book I Didn't Finish Reading

It  was too similar  to my story.  Every page was a mirror.  Every 
sentence, a wound.

I closed the book. Not out of boredom. Out of fear.

But  every now and then I  reopen it.  One page at  a  time.  Like 
reopening a memory. Like facing yourself.

Because true courage is not reading everything. It is knowing when 
to stop. And when to come back.

The Song That Made Me Cry

It  was in  a  bar.  The song was about a  father.  The notes were 
penetrating. They were falling where I had never looked before.

I cried. No one asked anything. But a hand rested on my shoulder. 
Silent. Real.

That gesture was worth more than a thousand words.  Because 
sometimes, music opens doors we

did not know were closed. And a helping hand can be an answer.

Without Waiting for Forgiveness

I realized that no one would ever say, “I forgive you.” Words would 
not come. Gestures would not be enough.

So, I decided to live as if they had already done it. Not to delude 
myself. To free myself.
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And in that moment, I really began to breathe. Because forgiveness 
is not always received. But it can be chosen. And when you choose 
it, life begins again.

Laughing At the Funeral

It was my uncle's funeral. Everyone was crying. Me too. The grief 
was composed, silent, as it should be. Then, someone remembered 
a joke of his. One of those that made you laugh even when you 
should not have. And I laughed. Hard. A laugh that struck me like a 
bolt of lightning.

I felt guilty. As if I had betrayed the pain. But also, alive. As if that 
laugh were its last gift.

Because grief is not linear. It is not polite. It is not predictable.

Sometimes, laughter is the sincerest way to say, “I still love you. 
And I will not stop.”

The Dream and The New Road

I dreamed of walking across a bridge. Every step broke it beneath 
me. There was no salvation. Only a fall.

When I woke up, I looked at my life: safe, predictable, but empty. A 
bridge that led nowhere.

I quit my job. I moved to cities. I had no plans. Just a need: to 
experience something that was not already written.

Every step was uncertain. But every step was mine. And on that 
journey, I found a path that was not there. A path that had always 
been waiting for me.

The Phrase I Said Only to Myself

“I  can't  do  this.”  I  whispered  in  the  darkness.  While  everyone 
thought I was strong. That I was steadfast. That I was invincible.

61



THE ANGELS OF THE EARTH

It was the truest thing I have ever said. And no one heard it. Only 
me. Only God.

But right there, in acknowledging my fragility, I found the strength 
to ask for help. To stop pretending. To start healing.

Because the truth does not need witnesses. It needs courage.

I Look at My Father as A Man

For years I saw him as a judge. A wall. A mystery.

Then, one day, I saw him cry. Not over something big. Over a photo. 
An old, faded image. And then I understood.

He was just a man. With his wounds. With his fears. With his story.

And  I  loved  him  more.  Because  it  did  not  have  to  be  perfect 
anymore. It could finally be real.

In The Middle of The Rain Without an 
Umbrella

It was a gray day. Like me. Everyone was running. I was walking.

The drops slide over my skin. As if the sky were washing away my 
thoughts. It was not rebellion. It was needed.

To feel something real. Even if it is cold. Even if it is uncomfortable.

The rain was not wet. It purified me. It reminded me that existence 
also  means  letting  yourself  be  touched.  Without  protection. 
Without filters.

The Gesture That Saved Me

One day I left a note under a friend's door: "I'm here, if you want." 
He never responded. But I know

he read it. And I know that gesture was effective. For him. For me.
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Because sometimes, love is giving without expecting anything. It is 
saying "I see you" without intruding. It is remaining available, even 
in silence.

That note was not a request. It was a presence. And from that day 
on, I understood that salvation does not always come with words. 
Sometimes it comes with a folded piece of paper. With a simple 
phrase. With a gesture that asks for nothing but gives everything.

Want To Please Everyone

I  dressed for others. I  spoke to others. I  lived for others. Every 
gesture was a performance. Every word, a strategy.

Then I looked at a photo of myself. And I did not recognize myself. 
That face was not mine. It was a mask.

I said enough. And I started living to be real, not to be accepted.

Since that day, I have lost support. But I have found myself. And I 
have understood that freedom is not about doing what you want. It 
is about being who you are. Without asking permission.

God Inside an Empty Station

It was night. I was alone. The station was empty. Cold. Silent.

A homeless man smiled at me. He did not ask for anything. Just that 
smile. And at that moment, I felt a presence.

There was no need for churches. Nor prayers. That gesture was 
enough.

And I understood that God lives where we least seek him. In the 
faces of those who have nothing. In the silence of those who do not 
speak. In the gestures of those who do not demand.

Since then, every station has been a temple for me. Every face, a 
possibility. Every night, a prayer that needs no words.
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Silence Given with A Few Words

A loved one was crying. I wanted to console her. Explain. Talk.

But I remained silent. I simply held her hand. And in that silence, 
she found the space to breathe.

Because sometimes, silence is the purest form of love. It does not 
invade. It is not resolved. But it accompanies.

That  day  I  understood  that  we  do  not  always  have  to  say 
something. Sometimes, we just must be there.

With an open heart. With an outstretched hand. With courage not 
to fill the void.

No Message

Every notification made me jump. I lived coordinated with a screen, 
hoping someone would remember me.

Then, one morning, I turned off my phone. Not out of anger. Out of 
dignity.

I understood that waiting is a form of invisible imprisonment. That 
the need to be sought can become a cage. In silence, I found my 
voice again. I walked. I wrote. I breathed.

And I realized that those who absolutely love me never forget me. 
Even if they do not write.

POST-SCRIPTUM

If you felt uncomfortable, that is a good sign.

This book was not created to please. It was created to awaken.

The truth is not kind. It is uncomfortable. It is naked.

Fatherhood is not just caresses. It is also silence, fear, and failure.
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Spirituality is not just light. It is also vertigo, absence, doubt.

If you read with an open heart, you are in the right place.

Otherwise, close the book. But know that something will remain 
inside you.

I Didn't Ask You Anything

That day I was not hungry. I just needed to be looked at. Not to be 
helped, not to be pitied. Just to be seen. The way you see someone 
who exists, even if they have nothing to offer.

I entered the Caritas soup kitchen slowly. Tray in hand, the smile I 
have carried with me for years, even when there is nothing to laugh 
about. I sat down next to a man who was shaking. I did not ask for 
anything. I did not ask for a second course, or dessert, or a better 
seat. I offered my bread. He looked at me as if he were looking at a 
gesture you do not immediately understand. Then he said, "You're 
different." I replied, "No. I'm alone here."

And in that moment, I understood that presence is more powerful 
than help. That sometimes you do not need to do anything. You just 
need to be there. With your body, with your gaze, with silence.

After lunch, we stayed there. Not talking. Sharing time. He told me 
he  had  lost  everything  in  one  night.  A  fire.  His  house,  his 
documents, his photos. "I have nothing left," he told me. "But you 
gave me something you can't see."

He asked me for my name. I said, “Ferdinando.” He smiled. “I’ll call 
you Hope.”

Since that day, every time I return to the cafeteria, I look for him. 
Sometimes he is there, sometimes he is not. But when he is, we sit 
together. We do not talk much. We eat slowly. And we look at each 
other.
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He once said to me, “You know, I found a job. Cleaning. Three hours 
a day.” I shook his hand. “Good,” I said. “It’s not much,” he replied. 
“It’s enough,” I said.

Because value is not in quantity. It is in the step. In the first step. In 
the step that breaks through the darkness.

That evening, driving home, I thought about all the times I had 
asked. A favor. Help. Recognition. And all the time I have received 
nothing.

But that day, when I asked for nothing, I received everything. A new 
name. A shared history. A dignity that cannot be bought.

I  have  come  to  understand  that  need  is  not  always  material. 
Sometimes it is spiritual. Sometimes it is human. Sometimes it is 
just the need to not feel invisible.

And if someone were to ask me today what the most powerful 
gesture of my life was, I would not talk about donations, projects, 
or successes. I will talk

about  that  day.  The  day  I  asked  for  nothing.  And  I  received 
everything.

I Saw an Angel

He had no wings. He did not shine. He did not speak of God. But I  
saw him. And I know he was an angel.

It was early morning. I was walking to the station, my head full of 
thoughts and my heart empty. I slept little. I had argued with my 
daughter.  I  lost  a  job.  I  had  stopped  believing  anything  could 
change.

Then I saw him. He was sitting on a pile of cardboard boxes; his 
hands dirty with dirt and his eyes clear. He looked at me. Not like 
you look at a stranger. Like you look at someone you have known 
forever.
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He said to me, “Do you need anything?” I had my coat, my phone, 
and my new shoes. He only had a bag. But he saw me. And I saw 
him.

I stopped. I asked him if he had eaten it. He said, "Yes, but that's not 
the point." I asked him what the point was. He replied, "The point is 
that you stopped today. And that changes everything."

He told me he has been living there for three years. That no one 
says hello to him. That sometimes he feels invisible. But that every 
now and then, someone stops by. And then he remembers he is 
alive.

I asked him his name. He said, “It does not matter. Names are for 
those who need labels. I am just here.”

We talked for half an hour. About nothing. About everything. About 
God,  without  naming  him.  About  faith,  without  dogma.  About 
hope, without illusions.

Before leaving, I shook his hand. It was rough. Warm. Real.

He told me: “Today you were light. Tomorrow, try to be it again. 
Not for me. For you.”

I came home with something more. Not an object. A meaning.

I have come to understand that angels are not celestial beings. 
They are people who see us when no one else does, who speak to 
us when we are speechless, who remind us of who we are when we 
have forgotten.

Since that day, every time I see someone sitting on the ground, I 
stop. I do not always speak. But I look. And in my gaze, I leave space. 
Because I too am called to be an angel. Not to save. But to see.
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I Wrote Without Knowing Why

It was night. One of those nights that never ended. The silence was 
too loud, and my thoughts too loud. I could not sleep. I could not 
speak. I could not understand.

I took a piece of paper. Not to write anything useful. Not to leave a 
message. Just to unwind.

The pen began to move on its own. I was not thinking. I was writing. 
Broken sentences. Words that had no recipient. Truths I had never 
even told myself.

I wrote: “I am not finished. I am on my way.” Then I wrote: “I am 
scared. But I will not stop.” Then: “If anyone reads me, let them 
read me with their heart.”

I folded the paper. I put it under my pillow. Like a prayer you do not 
dare say aloud.

The next morning, I woke up different. Not healed. But more alive. 
More present. More real.

From that day on, I began to write whenever I did not understand. 
Whenever the pain was too great to be expressed. Whenever the 
joy was too fragile to be shared.

Writing has become my way of breathing when I am short of air. My 
way of screaming without making a sound. My way of staying, even 
when everything urged me to run away.

Once, I left a piece of paper on a bench. It read: "If you feel lost, 
you're already on the road." I did not know who would read it. But I 
knew someone needed it.

A few days later, I found another piece of paper on the same bench. 
It read: "Thank you. You saved me." There was no signature. But 
there was a soul.
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Since then, I have started leaving words around. In library books. 
Under glasses in bars. Between the pages of newspapers. Short 
sentences. True sentences.

“You Are Not Alone.” “Breathe.” “I See 
You.” “Keep Going.”

I do not do it to be found. I do it to not lose myself. Because every 
word I write is a part of me coming home.

Writing without knowing why is the purest gesture I know. It is like 
loving without expecting anything. It is like praying without asking. 
It is like living without fear of dying.

And if someone asked me who I am today, I would not say my 
name. I would say: "I'm the one who writes when he doesn't know 
what to say." "I'm the one who leaves words where no one looks." 
"I'm the one who believes that a sentence can change a life."

Because I lived it. Because I changed. Because I wrote. Without 
knowing why. And I found my voice.

I Walked Without Knowing

That day I had no destination. Just steps. Just the need to move, not 
to stand still. I walked so as not

to think. I walked so as not to feel. I walked so as not to collapse.

The  streets  were  all  the  same.  The  faces,  all  distracted.  I  was 
looking for something, but I did not know what.

At one point, I saw a bench. Empty. I sat down. And I cried.

Not loudly. Not visible. But inside. Like crying when you no longer 
have a voice.

An elderly woman sat down next to me. She did not say anything.  
She  gave  me  some  candy.  Then  she  said,  "Walking  is  already 
praying."

69



THE ANGELS OF THE EARTH

She looked at me. “Don't look for direction. Look for meaning.”

From that day on, I understood that it is not always necessary to 
know  where  you  are  going.  Sometimes,  just  going  is  enough. 
Because movement is  already life.  It  is  already resistance.  It  is 
already faith.

The Background and The Light

It was not a moment. It was a period. A long, dark, dense time. I had 
lost everything. Job. Love. Faith.

I woke up and did not want to get up. I looked in the mirror and did 
not recognize myself. Every day was a replica of the previous one. 
Colorless. Meaningless.

Then, one evening, I received a text. Brief. “Thinking of you.” It was 
from someone I had not heard from in years. There was nothing 
else. Just those two words.

I cried. Because I had convinced myself I had forgotten. And yet, 
someone was thinking of me.

The next day, I wrote. The day after that, I walked. Then I called.  
Then I smiled.

Not everything has returned. But something has. The light.

I have learned that rock bottom is not the end. It is the point from 
which you can rise again. And that all it takes is a voice, a phrase, a 
gesture to rekindle everything.

In My Eyes the Fear

Fear has a face.  It  is  not  abstract.  It  is  concrete.  It  is  made of 
memories, wounds, unspoken words.

One night, I decided not to run away. I sat down. I turned off the 
lights. I closed my eyes. And I said, “Come.”
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Fear arrived. It showed me everything. The failures. The guilt. The 
losses. The truths I did not want to see.

I trembled. But I did not get up. I listened. I welcomed.

Then I said, “Enough.” And fear took a step back.

Since that day, every time I hear her coming, I do not chase her 
away. I invite her. I talk to her. I tell her, "I know who you are. But 
you're not everything."

Because looking fear in the eye is the first step to becoming free.

I Really Listened

Listening is not just hearing. It is staying put. It is not interrupting. It 
is not thinking about how to respond.

One  day,  a  man  told  me  his  life  story.  It  was  long.  Painful. 
Confusing.

I wanted to say something. A fitting phrase. A solution.

But I was silent. I just watched. I just breathed.

Finally, he said, “Thank you. Not for words. For the silence.”

I understood that true listening is presence. It is space. It is respect.

Since then, when someone talks to me, I do not try to understand. I 
try to be there.

Because sometimes, the best advice is to give none.

I Lit a Candle and I Understood Everything

It was an ordinary evening. It was raining. I was alone. I lit a candle. 
Not for light. For company.

The flame flickered. I looked at it. And in that flickering, I saw my 
life.
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Unstable. Fragile. But Alive.

I thought about all the times I have looked for answers. In books. In 
people. In religions.

And there, before that flame, I understood that the answer was not 
outside. It is within. It is in the way we resist. In the way we burn 
without going out.

I left the candle burning all night. By morning, it was burned out. 
But not me.

I was full. Of silence. Of truth. Of light.

There is no period. Just a comma. This book does not end. It stops. 
Because the journey continues, even when we do not see it.

If you find something on these pages—a phrase, a face, a doubt—
take it with you.

You do not need to understand it right away. You just need to not 
forget it.

Earth angels do not recognize themselves. They feel themselves.

And without knowing it, you were too.

Remember So as Not to Forget

There are things that must not be forgotten. Not out of nostalgia. 
Not out of pain. But because they are roots. They are wounds that 
taught us how to walk. They are faces that taught us how to see. 
They are gestures that taught us how to choose.

Remembering is not about standing still. It is about carrying with 
you what has had meaning. It is about giving voice to what has 
changed our perspective. It is about recognizing that memory is not 
the past. It is presence.

These aphorisms are  not  thoughts.  They  are  mirrors.  They  are 
invitations to read, to reflect, to say, "It's so true."
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He Who Has Truly Suffered Does Not Judge. 
He Listens.

Suffering teaches humility of silence. Those who have experienced 
pain know that every story deserves respect.

Solitude is not emptiness. It is space to find yourself.

Being alone is not about being lost, it is about coming home. It is 
the time when your inner voice can finally speak.

Forgiveness does not change the past. It changes the burden we 
carry.

Forgiving is not forgetting. It is ceasing to carry what breaks us.

The strongest people are those who have learned to ask for help.

True strength is not resisting alone but recognizing when it is time 
to open.

The truth does not scream. It whispers. And those who are ready to 
hear it.

The truth does not impose itself. It reveals itself to those who have 
the courage to listen to it without defenses.

You do not grow when you win. You grow when you lose and stay.

Maturity comes from failure faced with dignity. That is where we 
become real.

Time does not heal. But it teaches us to live with what remains.

Not everything is resolved. But you can learn to walk with scars.

Those who have hit rock bottom know how to recognize beauty in 
trivial things.

Only those who have lost everything know how much a simple 
gesture, a kind look, is worth.
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Kindness Is Not Weakness. It is A 
Conscious Choice.

Being kind is an act of strength. It is deciding not to respond harshly 
to the world.

Remembering is not going back. It  is  knowing where you came 
from.

Memory is our root. It holds us steady as the winds of life blow.

COMMENTS

This book does not seek approval. It was not created to please. It  
was created to speak.

If you have something to say, say it. If you have something to feel, 
feel it.

Every thought, every criticism, every emotion is welcome. Because 
truth is not built alone. It is built together.

And if just one sentence made you stop, then you are already part 
of this book.

CONCLUSIONS

There is no end. Just a period of suspension.

This book is a journey that continues within the reader.

If you have found a word that made you tremble, a story that made 
you think, a face that made you remember, then it has already 
served its purpose.

LIFE DOESN'T END. IT CHANGES.
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REFLECTIONS

Authoring this book was like looking in the mirror without looking 
down.

I saw my fears. My guilt. My hopes.

I met people who taught me silence, compassion, truth.

Every story is a wound that has learned to speak. Every page is a 
caress that asks nothing in return.

And if something touched you, it is not because I wrote it. It is 
because you loved it.

THANKS

To those who have walked with me, even for just a little while. To 
those who have listened without judging. To those who have told 
stories without fear. To those who believed in this project when it 
was just an idea. To Livia, who gave voice to

innocence. And to all the angels of the earth, visible and invisible.

THEMATIC COLOPHON

This book was written among silences and storms. Each chapter 
was  born  from  an  encounter,  a  loss,  a  revelation.  It  was  not 
intended to be perfect. It was intended to be true. The structure is 
intentionally fragmented because life is never linear. The tone is 
direct because truth needs no additions.
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COPYRIGHT

All  rights  reserved.  No  part  of  this  book  may  be  reproduced, 
distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic 
or mechanical, without the written permission of the author. The 
stories contained within are based on real experiences, but the 
names and details have been changed to protect the privacy of 
those involved.

BIOGRAPHICAL NOTE

FERDINANDO FREGA is an observer of the soul. He lived in silence, 
listened  deeply,  and  wrote  out  of  necessity.  He  does  not  call 
himself  a  writer,  but  a  witness.  He has  worked in  social  work, 
experienced pain, and sought God in the faces of ordinary people. 
This is his first book. It will not be his last.

FROM THE EDITOR

Dear reader, when we read the manuscript of Earth Angels, we 
immediately understood that it was not a book like the others. It 
was a voice. A cry. A caress. We chose to publish it because we 
believe that literature should serve a purpose. To awaken. To heal. 
To make people think. Thank you for choosing to read it. Thank you 
for choosing to listen to it.

THE SILENCE REMAINS

After the words, silence remains. But it is not empty. It is space. It is 
the place where stories settle,  where wounds are transformed, 
where grace is recognized.
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If you have come this far, you have not just read. You have passed 
through. You have felt. You have chosen to stay.

Earth angels do not ask to be understood. They ask to be heard. 
And you have.

YOU CONTINUE

This book ends here. But the story continues. In your actions. In 
your choices. In your silences.

If you have something to say, say it. If you have something to write, 
write it. If you have something to cherish, do so with grace.

THE ANGELS OF THE EARTH WALK ALONGSIDE US. AND PERHAPS, 
TODAY, ONE OF THEM IS YOU.

AFTERWORD

You do not really close a book like this. You let it go. You entrust it 
to  the  reader,  like  you  entrust  a  handwritten  letter,  without 
knowing whether it will be read or understood.

Earth Angels Are Not Born to Explain. Born To Listen. To Give Voice 
to Those Who Have No Stage but Have Presence. To Tell  What 
Makes No Noise, But Changes Everything.

Each  story  collected  here  is  a  fragment  of  truth.  A  threshold 
crossed. A gesture that endured. A light that did not ask to be seen 
but chose to stay light.

If you have read, if you have felt, if you have trembled even for a 
moment, then this book has completed its journey. Not toward the 
end. But toward you.

Because Earth Angels Don't Fly. They Walk. They Fall. They Get Up 
Again. And They Teach Us That Spirituality Is Not Elsewhere. It is 
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Here.  In  Everyday  Gestures.  In  The  Silence  That  Heals.  In  The 
Fragility That Doesn't Hide.

Thank you for reading these pages. Now, the book is yours. Make it 
live. Make it walk. Make it speak.

CLOSURE

And now that the last page has been turned, silence remains. Not 
the empty one. But the full one.

Full of faces, words, and unforgettable gestures.

This book does not end. It settles. Like sacred dust on the shoulders 
of those who have walked.

If you found something between these lines—a truth, a doubt, a 
caress—take it with you.

You do not need to understand it right away. You just need not 
ignore it.

I did not want to tell you who I am. I do not like publicity, nor do I 
like telling others what I have done, what I do, or what I will do.

I am reserved.

But if you really want to know something about me, try at every 
moment of your life to be a better man.

And if  you suffer  in  silence for  others,  if  you bear  the burden 
without asking for anything in return, you too are an Earth Angel.

Thank  you  for  reading.  Thank  you  for  listening.  Thank  you  for 
believing.
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