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I'm sure that if we could turn back time, I think each of us would do it, and we would repeat that story that we long to live again, and regardless of the risk if there was one.

How to forget "those winters of 1941" when I met Michael, the love of my life. I had no idea of love for those years, but when he came into my life he moved my whole universe, every fiber in me and made me know that dimension that I never thought existed.
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I am sure that if we could go back in time, I believe each of us would do it and repeat that story that we so long to live again, and no matter the risk if there was one.

How to forget "those winters of 1941" when I met Michael, the love of my life. I had no idea of love in those years, but when he came into my life he moved my whole universe, every fiber in me and made me know a dimension that I never thought existed. What am I talking about, you may wonder, I haven't even started yet and I've already raised a lot of questions, but wait a little bit, later on you'll know what I mean. Maybe many will be scared and others will take it lightly, but it's my story, a real story, an incredible story, but also a story of condemnation where I have no choice but to accept it.

"I'm not here to be judged, I'm just here to love." I remember he used to tell me that when 1941 ended and I was deeply in love with Michael even knowing that that love was impossible. I know now that I still think the same, even though he's not here with me, and that makes my tears come out like downpours, as if it were a summer rain. What I will tell you is something that happened to me, although to be honest, I don't know if the same thing happened to other "unfortunate" souls.

Love is something so strange and I still wonder what it is, even though I haven't loved anyone else since then, because it was my promise until death when I could barely say goodbye before they took him to that place. We promised each other that we would meet someday, and I just wait for that moment. Now I am going to relate my story, that little piece of my life that I would love to live again and that I would change for a whole life if I could.
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I was just eighteen years old at the beginning of 1941. I lived with my mother Apoline in a working-class neighborhood on the outskirts of Nashville, Tennessee. We simply had no future to cling to, especially since the great conflicts in the world were just beginning, not to mention Hitler and his ambitions for power. Everything was uncertain, but life still went on.

In those years, I frankly didn't care about politics or those things. I just lived every day as if it were my last, I was happy in my own way. And of course, for those young years, I had not had any suitors or much less met love. Honestly, I wasn't very attractive. I was the typical nerd and the ugliest in my school, and I didn't have much hope that anyone would notice me. And yes, I received the typical ridicule. But even though it appeared that I didn't care, between us, I must say that it hurt a lot that no one wanted me for being ugly.

I would like to describe myself, but I don't have a great description talent. I'll just say that I didn't exceed 1.50 meters, I was petite and had a white complexion. The typical one who wore huge prescription glasses because I had a high degree of astigmatism. And if we added my crooked teeth to the mix, it made the overall image worse. I must say that I even earned the nickname "Annie the Ugly" because of this, plus my big ears. I hope it doesn't sound too presumptuous, but I think the only thing that I can say that I have beautiful, besides my pure soul, are my honey-colored eyes. Apart from that, nothing, and for those years it was something that saddened me in a way.

Let's not deceive ourselves, almost everyone at the age of fifteen and up feels the need to be loved, to start romantic relationships, to love and be loved. Perhaps I don't know much about love in general, but what I lived through those years is eternal, I can swear to that. Love is the same whether you love in the dark or in the light, and in the end it's love and it's the same here or in China.

In those days, I helped my mother with anything to bring some bread home and not starve to death, because she was plagued with a sea of ailments. I remember helping her wash clothes or sometimes at a bakery selling bread, then I took over her spot because she could no longer work due to her accentuated rheumatism, it was impossible for her to stand or pick things up with her hands. The small bakery was located near a kiosk, as I said, on the outskirts of the metropolis. Nashville, despite its problems, was very beautiful in those years, with a melancholic air in the environment that was irresistible to see couples strolling in the evenings. And let's not mention the cobbled straight streets and the streetlights that illuminated the nights, especially with a good Frank Sinatra song in the background. How I enjoyed walking every evening those three kilometers from the Bread Brown bakery, which is still there, to my house that was almost attached to the great conifer forest. Nashville was already an industrial city in the 1940s, but on the outskirts it was peaceful outside the hustle and bustle of traffic and those things. And let's not mention now.

The fact is that for those young years, only months had passed since I had left high school, and that was thanks to my aunt who had just died and made that possible, because once she was gone my dreams were truncated, I had to work or I wouldn't eat. That of dreaming big and going to university were only dreams for a few, specifically girls from the rich neighborhoods of Nashville. Someone from the Slogan Street neighborhood, one of the poorest and ugliest, would never go. In fact, it was rare for someone from the area to have completed a degree or career. And as it's a habit among humans to gather with those of their level, there I was in the worst neighborhood of Nashville with those of my level. Although, to be honest, I loved that life of poverty, the starry skies were better enjoyed away from the big lights of the city. In addition, it was priceless; breathing fresh air and daydreaming while looking at the sky and imagining that someday someone would notice me, that, wow! Even at eighteen, far from those high school years, I was still of little beauty despite some blushes and attempts to enhance my lack of beauty.

I never gave up, that much is certain, but you know, as a woman I know very well that boys prefer beautiful women with big hips and breasts, and I never aspired to that. The most that could happen to me would be to accept a local skin if I went well, but by thirty when carnal urgencies manifest according to my aunt Isidora, she said that everyone at that age by rule generally surrender to sin. "Nonsense," I said to myself.

"Life is getting harder every day, and with this war in the world it will get worse," Mrs. Apoline commented as she served a bland bread with some tea to her daughter in the light of an old oil lamp that illuminated her expressive and tender face.

"I know, Mom," she replied without extending her comment, she knew that these were precarious times. And sincerely, she didn't want to extend that moment of talking about money and things like that. That night, the little or a lot that they had, they would have to enjoy, unlike many who were having a harder time. The economic crisis was hitting hard in some states of the American union and Tennessee was not the exception.

"I'm sorry, daughter," Mrs. Epoline whispered as she poured some
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