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This is not a book of answers.

It is a book of observations.

For almost fifty years, I lived as most people do: working, paying bills, trying to get through the next day. But inside me, from a very early age, something else was happening. While others simply lived, I watched. I observed adults, conversations, silences, the small gestures that usually go unnoticed. And, without realising it, I began to observe myself.

I have always felt that my soul was older than my body. At six or seven years old, the conversations of children my age were not enough. I sought the company of older ones — those of ten, twelve, fourteen. I sat quietly, listening to stories of people who had already lived, suffered, loved, and lost. There was something there I wanted to absorb, as if every life were a book I could leaf through without entering a library.

This book is born from that early need: to understand myself in order to better understand others. It is not a manual of spirituality, nor of psychology, nor of philosophy. It is an honest portrait of a man who decided, at a certain point in life, to look at himself carefully — after a lifetime spent observing the world.

I do not write to teach.

I write to organise what life has taught me.

And if, along the way, these reflections help someone else, then the journey was worth it.

Perhaps, by the end, you will discover that you, too, are a man or a woman who observes yourself.

And if that is the case, then this book is also yours.
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My childhood was not made of words alone.

Above all, it was made of silences.

Short silences. Long silences.

Silences that weighed heavily, silences that frightened, silences that tried to conceal what was slowly breaking inside. And in the middle of them, there I was — too small to understand everything, yet too aware to ignore.

Growing up in a home marked by pain, illness, or emotional instability is growing up on sensitive ground. Nothing needs to be explained. The body perceives. The heart intuits. The soul records.

And that is how the silences created me.

There were silences in the way my mother breathed — when exhaustion followed a crisis, when life pressed on her in ways she could not disguise. There were silences in my father’s eyes, carrying the weight of a world he tried to hold together without knowing how. There were silences among adults when they believed I was not listening. And there were my own silences — the ones I learned to cultivate so as not to disturb, not to provoke, not to add weight to what already felt unbearable for everyone.

I am not sure when I understood all of this. Probably earlier than I should have. But I know that those silences taught me how to read the world without words — and they taught me, too, how to keep many of my emotions safely inside.

Silences were my first teachers. They showed me that:

	Not everything that matters is spoken. Often, truth lives in what is absent rather than in what is said.

	The suffering of others can shape us without ever becoming our own. I did not live what adults lived, but I felt what they felt.

	When explanations are missing, a child is forced to draw his own emotional map. And I drew mine — too early, perhaps, but with a lucidity I only recognise now.


The silences made me someone who never speaks merely to fill space. Someone who listens before answering. Someone who observes before acting. Someone who feels before defending himself.

And, deep down, it was these silences that pushed me inward — to that private territory where I learned to deal with myself, without waiting for others to do it for me.

Today, I can see that those silences, which once confused me, were also a form of protection. In that empty space, my capacity to think was born. My inclination to reflect. My strength to observe. And my natural stoicism — an invisible armour that would serve me years later.

The silences that created me were not merely the absence of words.

They were the presence of meaning.

They were echoes of lessons life wanted to teach me before I was ready.

They were the ground upon which the man was formed who now knows how to be alone without feeling lost — and how to be with others without losing himself.

Those silences shaped me.

And, in shaping me, they also set me free.

Because in learning to live with them, I learned how to live with myself.
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