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In the spiral of my life, the land where I was born nurtured me, the journey through medicine sheltered me and motherhood transformed me, guiding me in the search for the sun.
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Life is wonderful, but it is not easy. Many times, I ask myself what its true meaning is. I have always believed that we arrive in this world and leave it alone and naked. That is to say, with nothing. Neither the money nor the power we may have accumulated has any value in the end, because we depart without them. So then, what is truly important? For me, the answer   is clear: family, friends, and a passion for what we do.

When the question of life’s “why” arises, I try to let it go. I don’t have a definitive answer. In those moments, I prefer to think that, even without knowing the ultimate meaning of existence, what truly matters is to be well, to enjoy what we do, to look toward the future, to have goals, and above all to reflect on the legacy we can leave behind. Perhaps that is why education both undergraduate and postgraduate became my true passion. I am convinced that education is one of the most powerful values for improving the quality of life and advancing toward equality, a goal still far from being achieved.

The metaphor of “seeking the sun” its warmth and its light implies accepting life’s cycles, overcoming obstacles, and symbolizes the pursuit of truth and knowledge. I think about that during moments of introspection, which often arise while I listen to music. Classical music in the mornings, accompanying me as I tune in to the radio on my way to the hospital, or Latin rhythms like salsa and pop bachata that I enjoy during my Zumba classes at the gym. It was precisely in one of those classes that I first heard the song A Contracorriente by David Bisbal and Álvaro Soler. In that popular rhythm, full of meaning, there’s an inspiring verse that says:

“I go against the current as I walk, 

But they cannot tire me out.

Kicking up the dust...

I know the battle has just begun...

I climb the river against the current,

No one can stop me, I’m chasing the sun.”

I like to think that my life has been something like that: in difficult times, I have always swum against the current, seeking and pursuing the sun to endure each moment, letting the light and not the darkness guide my path.

That’s how the idea for this book was born: a space to express and share some of the experiences that have shaped my everyday life, and that, by swimming against the current and seeking the sun’s warmth and gentle touch, I have managed to endure or at least, to learn to live with.As you will see, my story carries many particular traits: I am a woman from the Argentine countryside, the mother of a young adult with a genetic syndrome that causes severe disability, an immigrant in a country where the Falklands War remains an open wound at least for Argentinians, a person with opinions that don’t always align with the majority and that, at one point, led Scotland Yard to devise a plan to silence me along with two other women of science. I also bear a surname that carries a millennia-old stigma.

In the following pages, I share moments and situations where I move through cycles of challenge, fall, and overcoming always looking forward, because I firmly believe that our  experiences, no matter how painful, always teach and strengthen us.
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The Awakening of a Vocation
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During the winter break of 1978, I found myself at a decisive crossroads: I had to choose the path that would shape the rest of my life. I was seventeen, a restless and curious teenager, and I wasn’t fully aware of how significant that moment was. Still, I approached it with surprising calm, convinced I could resolve it without much difficulty by following logic, trusting the result would be for the best. That was becoming a constant in my life. Those who know me understand that making decisions has never been hard for me, not even the ones that seem very difficult or even painful. I don’t usually hesitate when it comes to making a choice, though I have always known I could be wrong. Even so, we learn from mistakes, and with them we accumulate what we call “experience.”

At that time, I was in my final year of secondary school and had to choose which university degree to pursue the following year. Enrollment would open soon, and I still didn’t know what to study.

In our family, going to university was nonnegotiable. My parents, Ramón Alberto Cohen Souza and Elsa Victoria Bossié, met while studying medicine at the University of La Plata . In early 1961, they settled in Trenque Lauquen a small city located approximately 450 kilometers from Buenos Aires, in the heart of the humid Pampas of Buenos Aires Province. With a deep vocation for service, they were pioneers in pediatrics, working to establish a health paradigm based on prevention and primary care.

I was the first of four children. I was born on May 27, 1961. After me came Luis Alberto (1962), Claudia Susana (1965), and Elsa Marcela (1968).

My problem was that I struggled to define myself because I liked everything. And when I say everything, I really mean everything. As a child, I studied piano with devotion. I loved playing it and the music. I must confess that back then, I thought that would be my path. But I was also passionate about reading and teaching; I liked geology because it allowed me to inquire into the origins of the world; I had a particular interest in how all things begin; I also loved oceanography and had no problem studying any school subject, thanks to how easily I learned and to my genuine interest in all topics. What truly drew me most was marine geology; I fantasized about exploring the ocean floor to investigate how the continents we know today were formed, and I found the idea of discovering traces of human settlements lost during the shifting of the earth’s plates absolutely fascinating. Even today , I’m still drawn to scientific articles that explore the origin of our world, but studying geology clashed with my firm desire to form a family. Marine geology would require spending seasons at sea, and that conflicted with a home-centered life.

But the time had come to choose, just as many of my classmates already had throughout the year, announcing without hesitation that they would study engineering, law, medicine, architecture, education, and more. It was my mother who helped me decide by taking me to an educational psychologist, and that is how I encountered something I didn’t fully understand but that would prove crucial to my professional future: the vocational test.

Only then did I begin to seriously evaluate which university course I would pursue, because we needed to organize the bureaucratic steps involved not only in enrolling at the faculty but  also in finding a boarding house homes with several rooms that lodged university students, usually run by families. One thing was sure: once I graduated from secondary school, I would leave Trenque Lauquen, and my destination would be the city of La Plata, where my parents had studied, both graduating from the Faculty of Medicine in the late 1950s.

The truth is, I had no idea which path to take for my future at university. Yet that didn’t distress me. I experienced that moment as just another episode in which I had to pause, think, focus, and act accordingly. It was that simple without overthinking it.

My piano teacher, Marisa Mestre, organized annual recitals for all her students at the Rivadavia Library. I can still feel my soul vibrate as I played pieces like Chopin’s Fantaisie-Impromptu or Debussy’s Preludes. Those were times when I spent countless hours at the piano: Liszt’s Liebesträume, the three movements of Beethoven’s Moonlight Sonata, Mozart’s sonatas, Bach’s preludes, and even a tango like La Cumparsita. At seventeen, I qualified as a piano teacher. I loved the instrument so much that I not only continued my studies with my mentor, Marisa Mestre, but I also taught a few adult students , men and women from town. The passion to teach and share what I knew was always in me, even in my hobbies. When friends of my parents visited, they often asked me to play one of the pieces I’d been practicing that week, and that motivated me to keep learning new scores.

I also loved to read. As a girl, I used to visit the Rivadavia Public Library on Villegas Street, just a few meters from my house, where I spent long hours immersed in stories, tales, and novels romance, crime, and science fiction. At night, when my sisters and I were in bed and ready to sleep, my mother would come in to say goodnight. Before closing the door, she would always ask me to turn off the light. I obeyed...for a few seconds. As soon as she walked away, I turned it back on and, under the covers, I stayed immersed in my book well into the early hours. It was my secret time, my refuge. I loved losing myself in worlds of fantasy, mystery, and science fiction, letting my imagination fly across the pages. My favorites were Ray Bradbury and Agatha Christie.

I   performed very well in school my average was 9.80 and I thoroughly enjoyed my classes. I had a strong disposition to learn even the subjects that didn’t excite me as much, like chemistry, physics, or mathematics. If I had to put in extra effort to understand them, I did so without a problem and always ended up finding their attractive side. That’s why, perhaps without realizing it, I was in a bind: there wasn’t one thing I loved so exclusively that I wanted to devote my studies and ultimately my professional life to it.

Looking back now, many would say my choice of medicine was inevitably due to my parents’ vocation and work. Someone might deduce that seeing them dedicate their lives day and night to their profession, in the hallways of our house and always at the service of the town and surrounding areas, inevitably rubbed off on me. But it wasn’t like that.

As the time to choose my university career approached in mid-1978, it was common for teachers, friends, and classmates to ask if I wanted to be a doctor. Many even assumed it, perhaps for those reasons. Whenever they said it, I shot back instantly that no, I absolutely would not study medicine that I would do anything but become a doctor. For many people who knew me and my family, it seemed almost obvious that, as the eldest, I would continue my parents’ legacy. But no I denied it and shut down those conversations with a firm “I’m not going to study medicine.”

It was total denial; I wanted nothing to do with studying the same degree as my parents, and the more people asked, the more emphatically I refused. Besides, I was sure that whatever degree I chose would be acceptable for two reasons: first, I had my family’s full support; and second, I trusted that with my persistence and my passion for reading and learning, I would enjoy any path I set out to follow.

Nearly half a century later, I can proudly say that I am passionate about and in love with medicine, just as I would have been with psychology or marine geology had I pursued either of those. Why? Because when you sit down to study, to read, and to delve deeply into a particular subject, you inevitably enter a new world of knowledge that, as you devote time to it, draws you in more and more, you learn more, and ultimately you fall in love with it. And I knew that would happen to me with any subject.

It was only when my mother suggested I see an educational psychologist to help me decide that I began to think more seriously about it. I didn’t panic; on the contrary, I simply pictured myself in the various university programs that came to mind. I started to reach some conclusions that, in a way, seemed to pave the way or so I thought because later, during the vocational test, I realized those paths multiplied.

I loved playing the piano, but deep down I knew I wouldn’t be a professional pianist, and I wasn’t enthusiastic about being a music teacher. At seventeen, I understood that, while I excelled at performing the great classics, that was the fruit of perseverance at the instrument. I knew I would never be Martha Argerich, whom I have always admired deeply. So, although my heart asked for it, my reason told me I should devote myself to something else where I could excel and enjoy myself. A similar situation occurred when I was asked whether I wanted to be a writer and study literature, given my passion for reading. The answer was also no; I didn’t see myself taking that path.

At the same time, the range of possibilities kept widening because again I liked almost everything. It wasn’t a matter of doubt or insecurity; my intense curiosity made everything genuinely interesting to me.

I have always been very energetic and highly active. I’ve always enjoyed doing several things at all times (as they say in English, “multi-tasking”), every day of the week, with enthusiasm and dedication. Perhaps that also explains why I couldn’t commit exclusively to a single degree. I wanted to do everything, and I didn’t see my indecision as something negative. Moreover, I felt sure that if my mother had proposed a vocational test, it meant it was the best thing for me.

Visiting an educational psychologist was entirely new for me, but when my mother suggested it, I liked the idea. Going with her filled me with confidence and security. I wasn’t nervous or anxious; I was very calm, knowing this experience would simply become another anecdote. I didn’t prepare in any special way; I just waited for the time to come, and when my mother said, “Let’s go,” I simply went with her.

I’m someone who doesn’t load too many expectations onto the lead-up to a specific event. I like to arrive and improvise, because I handle myself well in those settings with freshness, spark, and the magic of the moment, yet also with conviction, confidence, and firmness in my words and thoughts. And that’s how the meeting with the woman who would help me choose my university career unfolded. That winter afternoon of 1978 became one of the best examples of how I move through novel situations unaware that this encounter would be partly responsible for who I would become.

I took it as just one more step in my life. Thinking about it now, so much later, I of course understand it was a watershed moment in which I decided nothing less than my professional future. Though at the time it was merely a formality for me, it required more than one session and ended with the same naturalness with which it began. Afterwards, I simply returned to my daily routines at school and at home, ready for what was to come.

The meeting was held in América, a small town in the district of Rivadavia, located in the western part of Buenos Aires Province, approximately seventy kilometers north of my home in Trenque Lauquen. The drive would take an hour along National Route 33, a road near the border with La Pampa Province that, in that stretch as in much of its route, runs through pastoral landscapes with broad green plains on either side and small lagoons that often overflow with rain but, in summer, are victims of extreme heat and can be nearly dry.

That first day was cold, so we bundled up in jackets and got into our Ford Falcon bound for Rivadavia. My mother drove to the home of Laura Scarella, a licensed psychologist who was just beginning her professional practice at the time.

Laura is a charming woman who was extraordinarily patient in helping me untangle the conundrum of my vocation. And I assure you, it was not an easy task. In the late 1970s, she worked at what was then called the Escuela Diferenciada in América that is, a special education school which in turn depended on the one in Trenque Lauquen, where my mother worked as a pediatrician; that’s why she often visited that institution, among several others. That’s how the connection arose.

My mother was far ahead of her time and knew about the work such professionals did, guiding adolescents something not so familiar back then. While there were other cases of boys and girls who needed this kind of advice to choose a university course, these practices weren’t frequent. Even so, my mother was very clear that this would be a great help to me and she wasn’t wrong.

We didn’t talk much on the drive. For me, it was another adventure I embraced with total  trust, as it was my mother’s initiative. I spent the whole trip at ease, confident that I would return home with the name of the degree I would begin the following year. That was the goal of the journey. When we arrived in América, Laura welcomed us into her home. My mother greeted her, they spoke briefly, and then left me there. She went to visit relatives in town, wished me luck, and said she would be back in about two hours.

Laura led me into her office; we sat on opposite sides of the desk. We had a lengthy interview, and, above all, we completed the activities that made up the test itself, from which she later drew a series of conclusions. I had to answer and complete exercises while also  discussing my interests, abilities, activities, and tastes in short, we were trying to pinpoint my vocation.

As expected, Laura quickly realized I liked too many things. The questions intensified more and more, and a long while passed. It wasn’t tedious or boring; I simply let myself go and responded spontaneously to each question, holding nothing back.

The more options she showed me and the more we discussed the different paths and choices, the more my enthusiasm grew: through the vocational test, my preferences for many different subjects were taking shape. Without saying so, Laura surely noticed that the work she was doing with me would take longer than expected certainly longer than with others in my situation.

For at least two hours, she delved deeply into my interests through various intelligence tests, which yielded a series of scores, moving back and forth among different areas repeatedly: mathematics, engineering, journalism, literature, the hard sciences in general, all the social sciences, and more. I liked everything! Poor Laura I made her sweat so much that she concluded it would be impossible to reach a definitive result in that first session. She would first need to process all the information from our conversation, and that would take time.

When my mother returned to pick me up, Laura told her what had happened. Far from producing a concrete shortlist of degrees, the first conclusion of my vocational test was that I liked around twenty different programs many of them quite different from each other. Twenty no more and no less! Since that number had to be drastically reduced, we agreed to meet again the following week, before winter break ended.

In the days that followed, back in Trenque Lauquen, we hardly spoke about it. I remember being surprised to see such a long list of possible degrees on paper, which, to some extent, disappointed me. To be honest, ideally, we would have resolved everything in those two hours. Still, beyond a slight grimace I pulled during the drive along Route 33 to the second meeting, I didn’t experience the situation as dramatic far from it. I immersed myself, once again, in a new experience.

I approached the second session the same way as the first: without big expectations or exaggerated concerns. In fact, I was certain my university path would be decided in that appointment and that I would return to classes at the Colegio Nacional after winter break with the decision made.

I will always be deeply grateful to my mother, the architect of this story. She was the one who came up with the idea of the vocational test something completely unknown to me. I followed her with my eyes closed, just as I used to follow my parents in every activity they proposed to my siblings and me. Going to América for that test felt as natural as going to swimming lessons, attending my piano classes, or practicing driving the family car around town. If my mother took the initiative, I was sure I should follow her with complete trust. I was lucky to have my parents’ guidance at all times; they showed me the way and opened every path so I could get ahead in life.

I stress this because today, when I see so many boys and girls who lack that support under their own roof whether due to abandonment or to other difficult situations like alcoholism, drugs, domestic violence, and incarceration I inevitably come to value how important it was for me to have that light in my family. Childhood and adolescence are key stages in anyone’s development and growth, and significant decisions should be made under the guidance of parents. My siblings and I were fortunate to have a wonderful father and mother, and I have tried to instill those values in my children as well.

Today, my work also includes research into Sudden Infant Death (SIDS). I know very well that, in many babies who die this way, evidence reveals a chaotic family life, with parents who lack the personal and educational skills needed to care for their children. That makes me think schools should include a subject that prepares adolescents for future family, work, and social life, because as a society, we’ve entered a vicious cycle we should break.

Returning to the vocational test story: aside from the initial result that I liked twenty possible careers I kept two key points in mind, whatever the final outcome: first, that in 1979 I would become independent and move out of Trenque Lauquen, because the decision was to study in another city and I had firmly decided that city would be La Plata. Second, whatever my choice, I would have my parents’ 100 percent support: they had already made it clear there would be no problem if I realized the following
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