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Epilogue

"Follow your path to your own paradise, and if there isn’t one, do not hesitate to create it."

“The Awakening” on the Path to Healing
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Writing this book made me understand that it emerged from my need to heal, putting on paper—through the mind and soul I have now—the story of my evolution as I see it today, from my current perspective. I am glad if it inspires or supports those who walk their own paths. To know they are not alone, that we are together on the road toward the same ideal: finding harmony within ourselves or, simply, inner peace. Deep within the soul. A steady peace, untouched by external factors, an inner sanctuary to which we can return and recharge whenever needed. One that belongs to us, that radiates beyond us and harmonizes everything it touches, making those around us better and the world a better place than it is.

What I can say is that nothing happens by chance in our lives and everything has a purpose which, if we stay attentive and open-minded, we eventually understand—even if sometimes only in retrospect. The essential point is that we do understand it.

Yes, the pages of this book are about intuitions, encounters, experiences, exalted emotions as well as destructive ones, doubts and fears, hope and betrayal, integrity and immorality—but above all, it is about love (a feeling that surged turbulently from my heart since childhood, one that brought me unhappiness at times, in the depths of my soul, as a teenager and then as a young adult, regardless of how adverse external factors were or how much circumstances tried to prove that love is an “outdated, unrealistic concept” in the ever-changing modern world we live in).

I came to understand that the encounters with certain people who can change your life are not accidental at all, and that everything that happens to you—even the negative—has a positive impact on your future evolution, even if you cannot fathom, in that moment, how an experience that causes suffering can also propel you forward, stronger and wiser.

This book is about healing, awakening, and transformation. About finding your purpose in life and recognizing when you are heading in the wrong direction—one that draws you further away from your soul and the inner happiness you long for.

We are born pure, both as beings and as souls, and then, with each day of our lives, we accumulate experiences in the form of interactions with those around us, with nature, with our family in whose midst we spend our childhood. The education provided by parents and society, with its norms (what you “should” and “should not” do), leaves a deep imprint on your future SELF. As a child, things are fairly simple—your soul is free and content, in harmony with nature and animals. You play, laugh, cry, rejoice, dream, imagine everything you wish to become “when you grow up.” Everything seems naturally simple. And it would be, if we preserved our native intuition and courageous spirit, free of adult fears. We could follow our natural path, understand and feel who we truly are, and what our purpose is. Each individual is unique, born with enormous potential and endowed with exceptional qualities that belong only to them. These qualities express themselves most naturally and openly during the first years of life, until the child is taken in by society when starting school, at the age of six or seven.

The mother is the one who intuitively observes these qualities, given the bond she has with her baby during the nine months of pregnancy. If the mother is balanced, loving, protective, and supportive, the child will grow up with the certainty of being loved and cared for, and their soul will feel free to express itself, knowing the mother is in the background, helping when things get tough. The child will be confident, courageous, ambitious, will intuitively know their strengths, and will become a young adult who knows what they want, who loves passionately, and who remains integral and moral in everything they undertake—whether it involves work, love, or hobbies.

Unfortunately, parental education—despite its major role in helping us integrate into society later on—has the disadvantage of imprinting on us, along with the moral and ethical norms transmitted primarily by the mother (who spends the most time with the child and forms an especially strong emotional bond), impressions, emotions, complexes, and fears that not even the mother herself is aware of. The child absorbs them, grows up, and doesn’t even realize they are not their own, because they trust completely everything that comes from the source of their life.

So we reach young adulthood with a soul partially masked by everything we were taught by our parents and conditioned by the educational system and society. We still possess our native intuition—it is like a voice whispering quietly in our ear when something is about to go wrong or when we have important choices to make. Sometimes we listen to it, other times we ignore it. Almost never do we realize that it truly exists, because no one ever told us about it. Intuition is the whispered voice of your unique soul, the one you were born with. The path that the soul—the individual—chooses to walk depends entirely on the decisions made each day, in every circumstance and situation. The more the adolescent or young adult listens to their intuition instead of acting impulsively with force, the clearer the voice becomes, and the individual grows more confident in it. They begin making choices that benefit them, that guide them toward the situations best suited for fulfilling their ideals and feeling happy and content. They start to understand that nothing is accidental, that so-called “coincidences” were not coincidences at all, but events that placed them on a path which, although not apparent at the time, turned out to be better—bringing them to places and circumstances they would never have hoped for.

Most of the time, however, things do not unfold this way. We grow up influenced in our future decisions by parents, society, relatives, friends, acquaintances, trends, or social-media channels. Somehow, throughout our professional development, we begin neglecting our passions, aspirations, and dreams—what we truly long for, deep in our soul, for ourselves, for our peace and inner stillness. These fade more and more during youth, when we are caught in the race for professional achievement, career building, the acquisition of titles and material goods (house, car, branded items, travel). This race may last two or three decades, consuming enormous amounts of energy, giving us short-term satisfaction yet failing to make us feel better in the long run. We reach a point—around the age of 38 to 42—where we realize, in the best-case scenario, that we have accomplished so much but are profoundly exhausted. Materially satisfied, yet physically and emotionally depleted. We sleep little and poorly,we wake suddenly during the night (unable to fall asleep again) or before the alarm rings for work. We have all sorts of dreams (sometimes repetitive or nightmares), or we sleep deeply but insufficiently. Sleep no longer restores us, no longer recharges our “batteries” as it used to. We become irritable, easily annoyed by loved ones, with less patience even though we know this is not our nature. We blame everything on fatigue, work, stress. Around that 38–42 age range, the imbalances caused by stress, overwork, sleepless nights, and poor diet begin to manifest. The symptoms may vary from muscle and ligament pain, headaches (migraines), back pain, to frequent colds, hormonal disorders, decreased libido, and impotence—apparently without explanation. I have viewed this age (from my own experience and that of others I know) as a major turning point in a person’s life. This is when the soul, through intuition, whispers more clearly than ever that you must do something, because you cannot continue like this—you will feel even worse, and eventually you will fall ill.

You go to the doctor, undergo tests, and nothing abnormal is found (even though you feel terrible). They prescribe some pills, mostly vitamins and sedatives, perhaps a dietary adjustment depending on whatever nutritional model is “fashionable” and praised in mass media or in current scientific literature with “remarkable, documented results.” You comply, follow the treatment, but you don’t feel better, even though you do everything you’re told. At the follow-up visit, the doctor shrugs, just like the colleagues from other specialties to whom you are sent to at least outline a diagnosis. They no longer know what else to do. You go home carrying the weight of this so-called “illness” on your shoulders, with a diagnosis of “chronic anxiety” or “psychosomatic syndrome” and a prescription for sedatives meant to calm you, to numb your senses and, implicitly, your pain—which still persists and even worsens, because its cause was neither identified nor addressed. Your colleagues already see you as ill and mentally fragile; you are met with false compassion or pity, which weighs even heavier on you. You even feel sicker than before you sought medical help. There are also doctors who, deliberately or simply honestly, admit they do not know what to do (given that the tests are normal but you feel unwell) and tell you: “I don’t know what’s wrong, but try yoga. I’ve heard it helps in such cases.” Well, at least they send you somewhere.

Out of desperation, wanting to end the suffering, the person—the patient—submits, hoping to heal, and will try anything, even yoga, which some view with reluctance, since it is not accredited by the Western medical world and still remains shrouded in a mysterious haze understood only by those who practice it wholeheartedly or by beginners free of skepticism—those who can grasp its remarkable potential.

Or, on the contrary, the patient decides the doctor is an idiot and goes to another one who prescribes sedatives and sleeping pills—at least to help them sleep better at night so they can function at work during the day. They fool themselves and society into believing they are getting better, but after a shorter or longer period of time, depending on their emotional background and external factors, the problems reappear—this time aggravated—manifesting as an acute illness, an autoimmune disease, or even cancer. Few people know that illnesses can be physical manifestations of emotions that are lived or suppressed to an extreme degree, destabilizing internal organs and the body’s entire bioenergetic system, resulting in overt disease. Psychologists call this process “the somatization of emotions.” Unfortunately, emotions are rarely considered useful indicators in guiding treatment. So when no diagnosis can be found, as a last resort the modern doctor sends the patient to acupuncture and therapeutic massage. Chinese medicine, on the other hand, has studied and treated imbalances (which it considers emotions in disharmony) for thousands of years, with documented evidence, medical treatises, and masters who truly solve problems before they worsen and evolve into incurable diseases.

Another option is to avoid doctors entirely because you hate hospitals and pills and, above all, you hate the idea of not feeling healthy—because you are still young. You know you need to do something, because things can’t go on like this. From here, the path varies for each person. The trigger can be a film, a book, an interview, a memory from your childhood when you were happy and free, or a meeting, a conversation with someone (a friend, acquaintance, or new person) who inspires you and makes you curious. Although you don’t really believe in these holistic ideas, you start reading, you begin practicing yoga on your own—from books or YouTube—you find an instructor you feel at ease working with. Even though you are skeptical, you do it initially for physical reasons: to escape the pain, the problems, to get better. To your great surprise, you notice you feel better after the exercises—you’re pleased, even relieved—but you notice the symptoms come back after two or three days if you are not consistent. So, whether you like it or not, your own suffering (which you desperately want to eliminate) forces you to make a decision: to continue your exercises. Gradually, you become curious about what happens beyond the relaxation, stretching, bends, and twists; you start asking more questions about why and how they act on the body (muscles and tendons), and how they make you feel better not only physically but also emotionally (you’re calmer, your anxiety disappears, you no longer fear problems at every step) and mentally (you are more anchored in the present, calmer within yourself, your mind no longer jumps to what you will do in an hour or a week). You start reading philosophy books and you understand far more, and then—perhaps without noticing immediately—you take a step forward in your spiritual evolution; an immense potential for knowledge and healing opens before you, one you had no idea existed and in which you did not believe before.

You rejoice—astonished—at your own discovery and want to learn more. Almost always, for anyone at this stage of their evolution, there is one or several people whom the Universe places in their path—individuals with whom they can discuss this new, wonderful inner discovery. Whether it’s a close friend, a life partner, a parent, a yoga instructor, or another person who practices yoga or wants to but lacks the courage—or simply an inspiring autobiographical book—you intuitively gravitate toward those with whom you resonate. They confirm that it is no coincidence, no accident—that yes, this is yoga and it helps; that they too were once in pain, emotional or physical; that they too went through illness and healed. And that they changed through the process—but only for the better.

You slowly adjust your routine and diet, you find 15–20 minutes each day to exercise, you walk more often outdoors without your phone or music in your ears—just you and nature. You are surprised to notice birdsong, the colors of the trees, insects, the varying forms of clouds, the sunset, and the pale yet soothing light of the moon in the night sky. You notice the stars on a clear night and begin recalling childhood memories: “What was that constellation called? I knew this when I was little!” You begin to remember sounds, smells, and moments from childhood you thought were forgotten—holidays at your grandparents’, experiences of being free and happy. In those moments, your soul is once again in contact with you. It is your chance to reconnect with the pure soul of the infant you once were, closer to its unique purpose. “Who am I?”, “What are my extraordinary qualities—mine alone—that, if freely expressed, I can use to help people and beings while being happy and fulfilled?” (beyond all the material things accumulated so far, which satisfied you temporarily but exhausted you deeply).

Then you act—you reconsider your priorities. This is the so-called “awakening”, when you wake up to the reality of what your life actually is, and in that moment you evaluate whether you are happy, how much of what you have achieved truly fills you, how fulfilled—or unfulfilled—you feel, and above all, how conditioned or free you are. It is as if a veil is lifted from your eyes (“the veil of ignorance,” as a great Indian sage called it), and you see the world around you with the eyes of the soul, more clearly than ever—as it truly is—beyond patterns, appearances, and prejudices. Then you decide to make a change—or rather, you begin with one change, then several more, in a relatively short period of time. You reset yourself, fueled by a distinct energy and inspiration; you make choices you would never have made before, choices you wouldn’t have dared to take. You are surprised at how clearly you think and plan your own future, secretly, within your heart, which once again feels playful and adventurous as it did in childhood—in that wonderful imaginary world free from stress and daily worries. Somehow you know—without any tangible scientific proof—that you are supported and that everything will work out, that it might not be easy but you will succeed, no matter how crazy this plan for change may seem to those around you (family, friends, colleagues, bosses).

You start putting things down in black and white on paper, essentially writing to yourself—just as you once wrote letters to Santa Claus, asking him to bring you certain toys on Christmas Eve—what you would like to do for yourself in the coming months, in one year, in three, and in five years from now. You realize that it takes a bit of effort; you haven’t thought about yourself, about your own soul and what it wants, in a long time. For years you’ve been rushing to accomplish major milestones expected of a mature adult by around the age of forty—studies, career, family, children, house, car, social status—trying to “make something of yourself” as best as possible. So in that moment, you make a conscious effort, sitting for a few minutes with a pencil in hand in front of blank pages, not knowing what to write, thinking for a second how ridiculous it might seem, what you’re about to do. You remember the joy and freedom of that newly rediscovered feeling and you begin to write, no matter how crazy everything you put on paper seems to you. As you write, hope transforms into confidence that one day you will do what you wrote down there, at the latest in those few months, one year, three, or five. You then realize how little time you’ve invested in your own dreams and how you haven’t had time for yourself in recent years, too busy “making something of yourself.” You understand that you want to do what you wrote and you suddenly feel confident that you will succeed. It is like a promise you make, in writing, to your own soul. You’ve achieved enough objectives to make yourself feel like an “accomplished person”; you will be able to find a way to fulfill what you’ve written there as well.

Although the written pages remain safely tucked away somewhere—maybe inside a book or on a shelf—the objectives stay with you, watching over you from above. They are your own choice and they place no pressure on you whatsoever. They are like the whispered voice of your conscience, guarding your soul. As you begin to feel better, more balanced, calmer, and stronger, you remember the list and reread the goals you wrote in that spark of happiness, with the joy of the child rediscovered within you. You may even be surprised to see that things are going so well that you reach your goals even earlier than you hoped. You only need to believe in what you are doing and have the courage to keep moving in the direction that feels right for you. The path begins with your first step and will continue to reveal itself as you walk it.

The Protective Nest
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I came into the world on a Friday afternoon, on a hot August day, in the middle of the communist era, with all its shortcomings and hardships. My very appearance in my mother’s womb had been unexpected. Despite the empirical contraceptive measures women used back then (including my mother), many of them still ended up pregnant. And because abortion was considered a crime and punished by imprisonment, women were forced to keep the pregnancy. Deep down, my mother wished for a little girl (I already had a four-year-old brother), one who would be dark-haired, temperamental, and bold. So, although the pregnancy had been rather unpleasant due to prolonged nausea that lasted for many months (making it impossible for her to eat normally), I was born as well, in the full sign of Leo, bathed in sunshine and the scents of summer.

A few hours after giving birth, still in pain, my mother slowly made her way—leaning against the maternity hallway walls—to the newborn room filled with tiny angels who had just come into the world, lined up in their small cribs, some cooing, some sleeping, others crying for their mothers. She stopped in the doorway and looked at the multitude of identical little beds, neatly arranged, each holding a cooing or sleeping baby angel. They were all swaddled the same way, like tiny dolls, impossible to identify from a distance. Each mother had an identification band on her wrist, matching the one on her own baby. My mother had practically snuck into the newborn room despite the restrictions (it was outside visiting hours), unable to wait until the next day. With small but determined steps, she went straight to my crib, looked at me, then at the band on her wrist, compared it with the one on my tiny hand, and yes—it was me, her little girl, whom she named Cristina Manuela. (“Cristina” was a name my grandmother loved and had repeatedly asked my mother to give me, while “Manuela” was a name my mother herself liked very much, although it was a Latin name, quite rare.)

I spent my childhood in a small mountain town, living in an apartment building, surrounded on both sides by forest and mountain. Being the youngest in the family, I was pampered, protected, and loved. I grew up always feeling my mother’s quiet care and affection in the background—peaceful, safe, and unconditional, reaching me even when we were apart (though we rarely were, because I didn’t like being away from her). My brother watched over me when we were home alone, though it wasn’t too hard, because I loved boys’ games—football, cars, table tennis—but I had absolutely no patience for chess because I hated losing. The girls my age played with dolls, “playing house” (training for family life later on). I, on the other hand, couldn’t stand it; it seemed completely childish and a waste of time.

Summers were wonderful; the mountain stood just 50 meters in front of our apartment building, waiting for me to explore it and uncover its mysteries. Unfortunately, I wasn’t allowed to go alone at only three years old, and my brother—four years older—had no desire to drag me along to play football with the boys, because it made him look bad, like a babysitter, in front of his friends from the block. So I was left to dream on my own about the adventures and mysteries waiting to be discovered, while others could have joined me or taken me along.

I loved summer, the sun, and the roses.

There were two rose gardens in front of the building, each tended by a different elderly man. One of them worked every day among his roses, kept the garden gate locked, responded to “Good afternoon” with barely a syllable, and hardly opened the gate for us to retrieve a football or volleyball that inevitably ended up among his cherished roses. He died on a scorching summer day, struck down by a sudden heart attack, collapsing among his magnificent, fragrant roses.

Across the walkway in front of the building was another garden—full of roses, grass, and hydrangeas—with a hedge toward the street but open to us kids playing outside. It overflowed with white, yellow, and orange roses, and I loved getting lost among them, burying my nose in each to take in their scent and admire the unique beauty of every single flower. The garden belonged to a retired neighbor, rarely home, because despite being over 65, he constantly went hiking in the mountains with a backpack, gathering medicinal plants of all kinds. He never scolded us; he loved children, having the gentle soul of a grandfather, and he let us explore his apartment, filled with all sorts of drying plants. It felt like a botanical museum, and he would tell us stories about each plant and where he had collected them. He made us lemonade from fir-bud syrup, and all the children adored him. He was also the building’s healer—better at massage and holistic medicine than most trained therapists or doctors today. Neighbors often called on him when they didn’t know what else to do. My mother herself called him to give me lymphatic drainage massages when I had fevers that didn’t respond to medication; by the next day, my fever and pain were gone. He had golden hands, a big kind heart, and a deep love for people. He passed away at over 98 years old, bedridden after breaking his shin during yet another mountain hike. I managed to see him one last time, as an adult already in medical school, during one of my student holidays. He was serene and smiling, even though he had been practically abandoned by his own son (who lived on the same floor), waiting for him to die so he could finally be relieved of the burden and inherit the apartment, which was worth quite a lot back then. We laughed and talked about my studies (I could see in his eyes how proud he was that I would become a doctor) and about how things were when we were children and he spoiled us with fruit and juice.

I was free to explore nature only at my maternal grandparents’ village, where I could run and roam through orchards and hectares of fields. My first cousins were my age, and we wandered through the village together, walking many kilometers or sharing a single old children’s bicycle with two wheels—the only bicycle I ever rode in childhood.

It was wonderful at my grandparents’ place...

My grandfather was thin and quiet, a man often labeled “harsh and stingy,” but he loved me. My grandmother was tall, strong, sun-tanned, with sky-blue eyes; she laughed loudly, loved us fiercely, got angry quickly, cursed, and just as quickly calmed down and laughed again.

For many years, as an adult, I tried to figure out who I took after in the family—whose nature (and blood type) I inherited. My parents and brother were all calm and rather compliant in their routines and way of life. I didn’t resemble any of them. Only later did I realize that I resembled my grandmother—that from her I inherited passion and zest for life, laughter, dance, and love for children.

I was crazy about their dog (dogs in general), about my grandfather’s horse, and about all their animals (and they had many), but spiders, wasps, and nocturnal creatures terrified me—those glowing eyes I could see at night in the garden. I adored feeding the animals from my hand, giving them water, petting them; I talked to them and kissed them. Though unyielding with others, my grandfather lifted me onto the horse when I was four years old so I could feel what it was like. Yes, it was very high, and I was a bit scared, but finally I was riding like the Apache and Cherokee Indians. At my insistent pleading, he even once let me hold the reins of the horse pulling the wagon on our 10-kilometer trip across the plains to the market, in the middle of summer, with butterflies, wildflowers, birds, and the occasional rabbit along the way. I stood up, gripping the reins tightly, shouting with joy, while he patiently whispered instructions and gently stroked my long black hair. Those were my moments of pure happiness and freedom, in nature, without rules or restrictions.

The joy of the village vacation never lasted more than a week, because unlike the city—where I wasn’t exposed to dust, dirt, or unwashed fruit—the countryside was the complete opposite, and I always ended up with either a fever or enteritis. Poor mom would rush from the city, care for me for a day until she got me back on my feet, and then we’d return home by bus. At home, I recovered in two days with her care and love.

I was a sickly child, caught colds often, and at nine and a half months old I nearly died from pneumonia in both lungs. Ever since, I remained sensitive to respiratory illnesses, though otherwise I had no health problems. Decades later, I would realize that many of my tendencies toward melancholy, daydreaming, and sadness originated in my weak lungs.

Although rare in my family or school activities, long mountain hikes were my favorite. And the sea... yes. The sea fascinated and attracted me from an early age. For several years in a row, we flew by plane to the Black Sea coast. The first time I was about three years old, and I was completely absorbed by everything I experienced and saw from up there, in the clouds and above them. Everything was wondrous: the sun, the clouds, the fields, forests, and tiny houses below, and the sea-scented air as we descended. The sea and I had a lot to tell each other—then and for years after.

At the hotel, I loved the smell of perfume mixed with cigarette smoke and coffee—a scent I encountered only there. I wandered away from my parents to explore the hotel, but on the way back I would realize I had no idea which floor or room we were staying in; everything looked the same. I would end up bursting into tears, the reception staff would find me, and they would call my parents to pick me up. The same thing happened on the beach: I collected seashells or ran along the shore with the sun and sea breeze in my hair and on my face, with no danger of falling or scraping my knees. Not that it mattered—my knees were already terribly scraped all summer long because I loved running as fast as I possibly could (attempting to beat my own speed record even though no one timed me), and it always ended in a landing on my palms and knees since, inevitably, I stopped paying attention to stones, potholes, or sidewalk edges. I never looked at my feet; I would bolt unexpectedly from my mother's hand, and she barely had time to react. I could only hear her voice behind me, cutting through the wind that whipped my hair: “Cristina, don’t run, be careful not to fall!” Who cared? Certainly not me. I was as free as a wild horse, feeling the speed of running through the rush of wind in my nostrils and ears. I pushed my willpower to give more strength to my leg muscles, and a sense of absolute happiness washed over me. Those were seconds of pure joy, moments when I was myself. The inevitable would happen: after a split-second jolt (whether it was a rock, a hole, or the edge of the curb), I would see in slow motion how the asphalt approached my eyes and then feel the impact. Only after a few seconds did I feel the burning pain of my scraped palms and knees. I cried, it passed, and a few hours later I started all over again.

My bond with the sea fascinated me so much that one summer evening during my parents’ vacation, while we were all at the restaurant and the waiter was just bringing, with the usual formality, the soup I detested, I slipped under the table. I clearly remember how I planned everything in two seconds to find a way to escape that torment called dinner. I signaled to my mother that I wanted to play a bit under the table (as children do when they get bored at festive events) and, a few seconds later, I sneaked between the waiter’s legs as he served my parents’ soup and dashed out of the restaurant, thrilled by the success of my plan and, once again, free from restrictions and the words “you have to...”. What followed I no longer remember; my mother told me the story when I was an adult. A few minutes later, she looked under the table and I was gone, and everyone panicked—the restaurant staff and my aunt’s family, who were vacationing with us at the seaside. Hours of searching followed throughout the resort; they split into three search teams, and it wasn’t a joke—it was getting dark, and I was a three-year-old child lost in a seaside resort. The only inspired one among them was my father, who thought I might be on the beach. He found me there; I had stripped down to my underwear, folded my dress neatly so I wouldn’t get sand on it, and although night was falling, I was very happy and content. My father asked, “What are you doing here, little girl, at this hour?” “What do you mean, can’t you see? I’m sunbathing at the sea.” I don’t remember my words anymore, but my parents never forgot them, because I terrified them that day.
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For as long as I can remember, I wanted to be a doctor, to ease the suffering of the sick and make them well. I recall that, even at around age three (when my first memories date from), I cried and clapped during movies whenever a baby was born and told my mother: “Look, Mom, that’s the kind of doctor I want to be, a ‘doctor who takes the babies out’!” (I wasn’t sure from where or how—by cesarean or naturally).

At the countryside, I spent entire days with my great-grandfather (my grandmother’s father), a former gendarme and war veteran who had been wounded in World War II and walked with a cane. My grandfather had also fought in the same war and had marched on foot, in the dead of winter, from the Tatra Mountains in Czechoslovakia all the way home. Only now, as an adult, do I realize that nothing could have been worse for these men than the horrors they lived through back then, horrors they never spoke about. My grandfather was at peace in the quiet of his yard and orchard; he worked from morning until evening but stayed connected to everything happening in the world through Radio Free Europe which, although banned by the communist dictatorship, kept him informed.

Thus, during the last months of my great-grandfather’s life, at over 95 years old, I had the opportunity to be with him. He was a sturdy man, slightly bent from old age, and I loved him instantly because he was my grandmother’s father, and I loved her deeply. He was like a mountain of gentleness and kindness; he didn’t talk much, couldn’t see very well anymore, but I now realize, after so many years, that I spent entire days with him, like a loyal little puppy. I loved being there with him (I think words weren’t even necessary—children feel energy better than adults). I would bring him water, serve his meals, apply therapeutic ointment to the wounds on his legs—I wanted to do everything for him even though I was only four. And my mother let me; there was no room for anyone else but him and me. I cried a lot when he passed away a few months later; I insisted on sleeping in the room next to where his open casket was kept, hoping that maybe he wasn’t dead, just asleep. His funeral devastated me, and it was the first and last one I ever attended for loved ones on my mother’s side. I think my soul always refused to see them lifeless and preferred to remember them as they had been in life, there, in the countryside.

My first contact (that I remember) with the hospital—this time with Surgery—was at age four and a half, when I ended up in the emergency room for a head wound. “Emergency” is not exactly accurate, because my mother was on shift and wasn’t allowed to leave until the end of her twelve-hour workday, no exceptions (that’s how things were during the communist regime). She had no one to leave me and my brother with at home, so she arranged with a cleaning lady from the offices where she worked as an accountant, a woman who lived in a house with a yard, close to the institution. We kids were thrilled to play outdoors and explore a new place. Everything went well until, during a game of hide-and-seek, I tripped over a rake handle and landed forehead-first on concrete. I ended up with a nasty wound that bled heavily, but the woman managed to calm it down. An hour later, I was already proud of my deep cut—although it still hurt—and couldn’t wait to show it to my mother (I was fascinated by the mix of blood, dirt, and the anatomical structures beneath the scalp—I had never seen anything like that before). My poor mother nearly fainted; she realized she had to take me to the hospital, the wound being dirty and almost down to the bone. So that evening, around 10:30 p.m., my mother, with two kids in tow (ages four and eight), stood in front of the Surgery emergency room for the suturing of my wound. I was fascinated by everything I saw. I didn’t like the heavy mixed smell in the corridors, but I liked the cleanliness and the scent of disinfectant in the emergency room. Two injections followed—an antibiotic and a tetanus shot (the wound was full of dirt and tiny pebbles). The nurse was amazed I wasn’t crying or scared by what was happening to me. To me, it was an adventure to be in a hospital, where real doctors worked—not the ones from movies—and especially surgeons, who operated and saved lives directly. I absorbed everything I saw like a sponge.

After two hours of waiting, my mother and I were taken into a real operating room. It was quiet, everything was orderly, it smelled of betadine (I loved that smell!), and the room was dimly lit, with only the desk lamp turned on. The nurse laid me on the operating table; my mother sat on a chair nearby, and we were told to wait for the on-call surgeon who would take care of the wound. After some time, he appeared and introduced himself, dressed in green surgical scrubs. I was completely fascinated. I could hear my heart racing, but it was more out of suspense than fear.
The doctor switched on the surgical lamp, focused it on the wound at the top of my forehead, and that’s when I asked my mother: “Mom, is he going to operate on me?” The surgeon moved the light away from my eyes and asked me to repeat the question, seeing that my mother hesitated to answer. I asked him: “Are you going to operate on me now?” (I wasn’t scared; I was simply amazed that someone could be operated on like that, fully awake — it was even more thrilling than I had expected!). The doctor smiled, amused, and told me it would be “a sort of operation,” but that he would have to give me several injections to locally anesthetize the area. I behaved calmly and quietly, asking him every two minutes: “What are you doing to my wound now?” and he would explain, until he eventually asked me to be quiet — in other words, to let him do his job. Around midnight, I was already back home, carrying with me the memory of a genuine adventure in the operating room. The bandage I proudly showed my classmates the next day, along with all my personal impressions of the experience, had no impact on them whatsoever. That was when I knew, after my contact with the hospital, that I wanted to become a doctor, no matter what.
Throughout my childhood and adolescence, my mother repeatedly tried to explain that the profession was difficult, full of stress and sleepless nights, but I insisted — I didn’t care what she said as long as it was something negative about medicine. Eventually, she gave up. Only much later would I grasp the wisdom behind her words and understand the love and care she had for me, projecting myself into a future moment in which I would fully agree with her.

4

Apart from the dear and close people in my life from my mother’s village (my grandparents, uncle and aunt, my cousins), there were two other people in my hometown who were dear to me and who cared for and loved me. After almost losing me to pneumonia around the age of one, my mother desperately struggled to find someone who could fulfill the role of a nanny, someone trustworthy. The concept of a "nanny" (babysitter) did not exist in the communist era; people worked from morning until late afternoon, including Saturdays until noon, for a fixed, rather small salary—enough to cover rent (or mortgage payments for an apartment purchased from the state), monthly expenses, and basic necessities (food, children’s clothing, school supplies, and toys). She no longer wanted to take me to the daycare; there, I had been left sweating in a crib, exposed to drafts, and had developed lung problems. My paternal grandmother (Bica, as we, her grandchildren, called her) was already taking care of my brother and two of my cousins and could not do more, which was understandable. My grandfather, her husband, had died a year after my parents’ wedding at the age of 54 from a myocardial infarction, leaving behind a family of five children, my father being the youngest.

After a desperate search, my mother was recommended by a close cousin, Mrs. Blaga, who lived ten minutes away from us with her husband, both retired and without grandchildren. So, from the age of one and a half until I started primary school, I stayed with them until my mother came to pick me up in the late afternoon after finishing work.

These two people, Mr. and Mrs. Blaga, held the place of my city grandparents (that is, on my father’s side) in my heart. This was because they cared for me with great affection and allowed me to be myself throughout the years. Mrs. Blaga seemed quite strict; she imposed rules and appeared difficult to contradict. I was a little afraid of her and rarely dared to disobey. I was usually persistent in getting what I wanted, but it had no effect on her. She did not tolerate fussiness at mealtime or during afternoon naps—two things that were a torment for me. At home, my mother would “chase” me with food but never forced me to eat, and she did not impose nap time. Beyond the restrictions, which were meant for my healthy development and growth as a child, Mrs. Blaga was kind and indulgent when I caught her “off guard.” Then I would see a hint of a smile and tenderness in her eyes and at the corners of her mouth, and I knew she truly loved me, no matter what I did, right or wrong, beyond scoldings and rules. I should mention that I was far from being a calm child and was somewhat hard to manage because I loved intensely from an early age. I was very sociable, and if I liked someone, even if I had known them for only five minutes, they would become my best friend.

With Mr. Blaga, his wife’s husband, it was a completely different story. His name was Constantin, but I just called him Coco, and that was it. He was a gentle and very kind man, who had worked in the 1950s–60s as a bus driver (he had a photograph of himself next to a very old-style bus—I had never seen anything like it before). When we met, he was retired and ended up with me, his surrogate granddaughter: dark-haired, restless, and affectionate. No one could really separate us; he was my best friend, and I didn’t want to hear about anyone else. Coco “upstairs” and Coco “downstairs,” I would eat only with him, he would take me for bike rides, read me bedtime stories, and sometimes I would fall asleep with my head on his stomach on evenings when we watched variety shows together on TV. He never forbade me from anything—or if he did, being so gentle and kind, I didn’t perceive it as a restriction.

I remember that one summer afternoon, Mrs. Blaga asked me if I wanted to dress up like a little gypsy girl, and I was over the moon with happiness. She found a short red hippie dress of hers from her youth, a red scarf that she turned into a bandana, and a little belt that fit me perfectly, and the costume was ready. I was simply delighted; the dress reached my ankles (it looked like a “boho dress” by today’s standards). I asked her to braid two small sections of hair at my temples to make it more authentic. Excited and overjoyed, I ran down the stairs to the ground floor of the building, where Coco was sitting with the neighbors having a “chat over a drink,” discussing politics and other matters, like men do. I squealed, “Look, Coco, I’m a little gypsy now!” and climbed into his arms. I stayed there, on his knees, listening to all the conversations, even though I didn’t understand them and didn’t care. I was with my Coco. And it was perfect—I felt loved and protected, and I wouldn’t have wanted to be anywhere else.

These two people were, in my heart, my “city grandparents,” because I felt their love and protection entirely. They gave me the best they had. Although Coco passed away when I was in sixth grade (my second major loss, after my great-grandfather from the countryside), Mrs. Blaga lived past 90. I visited her regularly, with love and gratitude, every time I returned home to my mother, no matter where I came from. 

She was unchanged, much gentler, and I could still feel her love just the same. Now I felt the need to protect her, and I knew I could tell her any secret. Coco’s picture with the bus was still there on the wall; nothing had changed except that he was gone, I had grown into a woman, and Mrs. Blaga had become a bit older — though you could never truly guess her age.

5

When I was three and a half years old (I was in the youngest kindergarten group), my parents enrolled me in ballet classes. My father, who worked as a bookseller quite close to the kindergarten, would take time off, come, and take me to ballet, taught by a teacher who had been a ballerina in her youth, in a room with mirrors, varnished wooden barres, and a large piano at which someone played classical music so that we could keep the rhythm of the movements. In the old entrance hall — like the rest of the building — we changed our clothes, and our parents would later pick us up at 5:30 in the afternoon. Regardless of the season, I never missed a class. I loved the grace that music and choreography brought out in me. I performed dozens of repetitions with care, diligence, and a striving for perfection. Through ballet, I felt I was creating something uniquely my own. I had gone to the cinema together with my family to see a Russian biographical film about the life of the great ballerina Anna Pavlova, and I remember that after the film, for an entire week, I danced ballet around the house, humming the melody from Swan Lake from the film, in which the protagonist, a consummate ballerina, had become famous for her interpretation of that opera piece. My father had also done ballet for a few months during his adolescence; I no longer remember under what circumstances. The point is that my parents encouraged me, and I was very happy with my hobby.

There were also days when my parents could not take time off work to lead me by the hand to ballet, so I went alone, with the permission given by the kindergarten teacher, the club being two streets away and a five-minute walk from the kindergarten. In my class, there was a classmate with whom I had nothing in common, but whose parents knew mine quite well, without this bringing us, the girls, any closer. She also attended the same ballet school, in the same group.

The fact is that on ballet day she told me, repeatedly, all kinds of nonsense, claiming that “the ballet teacher is sick and is not holding the class,” and I, equating the friendship between our parents with actual trust in this classmate (who, by extrapolation, had become a “family friend”), believed her, even at the very last moment when she said “Goodbye” and, with sly eyes and a smile of satisfaction over the premeditated lie, repeated to me: “So, you understand, Cristina, there is no ballet class today, don’t go!” I did not even consider the possibility that she might be lying. It was, I believe, my first encounter with hypocrisy, envy, and gratuitous malice. And the first lesson my intuition learned: to observe people’s eyes and expressions, beyond words.

What followed goes without saying. At five thirty, instead of ballet, I headed in the opposite direction, that is, through the city. I wandered all afternoon along the streets and through parks, losing track of time (I did not have a watch anyway), and only when I saw that it was starting to get dark did I head toward my neighborhood. I got home around nine in the evening, when it was already dark outside. I rang the doorbell, my mother opened the door with her face disfigured by worry and with a single question repeated over and over: “Where have you been?!?!”. I ran to the couch, I could see she intended to slap me once or several times, as a correction. Watching my mother shouting at me, with the desperation and worry in her tear-filled eyes, I realized the consequences of my deed and the ordeal she had been going through for so many hours. I began to cry from how much I loved her and kept repeating: “Forgive me, Mom, I promise I won’t do it again!!”. My mother left me there on the couch, went away without giving me a single slap, and I understood, through my sad sobs, that I had been the trusting protagonist of a petty prank. I later learned from my mother’s account that the ballet class had taken place, of course, and that at five thirty, when she had come to pick me up from there, I was absent. That they had searched for me around the city for hours, had even called the police and the hospital. Hearing all this, although I was only three and a half years old and a model pupil, I planned my revenge with all my heart. It was simple but conclusive and in line with what I felt. The next morning, after my father handed me over to the kindergarten teacher, I did what no model little girl does: I went straight to the “family friend” and silently delivered two pairs of slaps, into which I poured all my mother’s sadness and worry and the bitterness of my own betrayed trust. She would have received several more pairs, but I no longer had time; the already alerted teacher had her hand on me, shouting and separating me from the classmate in question, who had already started to scream. As punishment, I received a black sticker stuck on my uniform at the chest, but I accepted it with full dignity and satisfaction, knowing my mother had been avenged. I no longer cared what sermon the teacher gave me, nor that she punished me for the rest of the day. The fact is that I got home on time, went to the refrigerator door, and stuck on it, alongside the collection of exclusively red stickers (for the top grade, 10), the single black sticker (for the grade 4) for “bad behavior,” which represented for me the fact that I had done justice myself, avenging injustice and lies. I never spoke again with that classmate, neither in kindergarten nor later, in high school, where we were in parallel classes. My mother only asked me why I had received the black sticker; I told her that I had paid that person back in full. Under other circumstances she would have given me educational lectures, but then she understood me perfectly and said nothing more. 

From then on, I became much more attentive to what people’s faces express (especially the gaze and the smile), beyond spoken words and circumstances. As a child, I made my choices in matters of friendship based on intuition. My mother used to tell me that I was too exclusive and proud and that I would end up playing alone if I was so demanding. That did happen sometimes, but I was at peace with it. Rather than having hypocritical friends, better none at all. I used to take under my protection younger children whom their older siblings or other children of their age would not play with. I would take them, befriend them, and with patience and love, little by little they would go from sad to cheerful. We would then play together, and, without noticing, the playgroup would grow, other children coming to join us. The result was a group of cheerful children, of different ages, who delighted in bursts of laughter at the same games and the same stories.

I never wanted to be “famous,” the “star” girl of the building, who gathers admiration from around her and dominates the group. I liked to protect those who were wronged, to inspire the children around me with games and adventure ideas, since I had an overflowing imagination. I read books from an early age, at six replacing fairy-tale books with my first western novel, True Grit. Novels about Indians, films with Winnetou and other Red Indians absorbed me completely for years. In the fourth grade I slept with Winnetou’s picture under my pillow, dreaming that I was actually rescued and adopted by an Indian tribe. I never saw myself on the cowboys’ side; it always seemed cruel and unjust to me what the Americans had done to the native Indians. The film Dances with Wolves, which I saw in adolescence, fascinated me.

Several decades later, in another moment and place, far from the Indian child within me, I returned in time to my soul, where the love for Native Americans had remained untainted. I witnessed an authentic public performance by a North American Indian who was performing an ancient dance, wearing their hand-sewn clothes made of deerskin, painted in white and red, in age-old patterns, with eagle feathers encircling his forehead. The dance lasted twenty minutes, but it was profound and vibrant. The child within me, with a longing for freedom, wild horses, justice, and the wisdom of the tribe that had imaginatively adopted her, was there, completely absorbed in the dance of that young Indian. He himself seemed—and I believe truly was—in a trance, dancing and calling for rain. It was about communion with nature, about sun, wind, rain. And soul. For me, it was about soul. I felt my eyes fill with tears; I let them flow down my cheeks, without caring that I might appear ridiculous to those around me. It was a planned performance, with costumes, for a Western audience eager to see something originating from the Wild West. I lived intensely every drumbeat, every incantation addressed to the sky, every strike of bare feet on the dusty ground... After the performance, I went with gratitude and humility to ask the Indian family (the mother, daughters, grandmother, grandchildren) to allow me to take a photo with them, as a keepsake. There, close to them, I felt happy and was struck by the calm, balance, and peace that the daughters, the mother, and the grandmother radiated. My thoughts stayed with them for a long time afterward, and with what I had felt there that day. Thousands of kilometers from my place of birth, in a country foreign both to me and to them, yet united spiritually in the same tribal dance. Then, for half an hour, I was once again close to my soul, to the child within me who had rediscovered her tribe from a dream.

––––––––
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A few days ago, I was talking on the phone with my mother, among other things, about being the way you like and feel, not the way others (“society”) want you to be, so you won’t be gossiped about for not doing what “should” be done in certain situations. I was trying, gently (because my mother, at 78, no longer has much patience to be conciliatory and diplomatic “to the hilt”), to tell her that it’s okay to do what she feels, what her heart dictates, to be at peace with herself, instead of accumulating frustration for acting “correctly,” “properly,” or “as one should.”

In the end, my mother started laughing and told me I was good at giving her these kinds of rule-defying advice, that “you’ve always been like this; I’ve seen it since you were little, that you can’t tolerate injustice.” Then she told me a story from my life that I no longer remembered, probably because it had been so intense in the bitter taste it left in my soul that, as a child, I had decided to hit “Erase.” My mother, however, remembered it perfectly and recounted it to me.

I was almost eight years old; it was the day of the end-of-year awards ceremony, and I had just finished first grade. Nine months earlier, I had eagerly started first grade, my mind like a sponge, ready to absorb interesting and thrilling things that my soul aspired to.

I had made friends in class, both girls and boys, and I felt happy and cheerful at school. I was very attentive in lessons because I wanted to be good, to get “top marks,” to get as close to perfection as possible, even if it was about trivial things like the handwriting of certain letters, simple calculations, or other tasks we were doing. The teacher had some experience, was kind, and generally a good educator, but she was fairly susceptible to being flattered by certain mothers’ compliments and could lose her objectivity as a teacher, giving favors to the children of those mothers. Even though I was seven and a half, I noticed these things because I paid close attention to everything happening with the teacher, the parents, and the students (my classmates). A few times, I went to the teacher with my tests, which had a grade one point lower than the “favorite” children’s, outraged that, although my mistakes and theirs were identical, their grades were perfect while mine was one point lower. I discussed it with the teacher, comparing our tests and presenting my arguments (as if I were in a courtroom), but in vain, because I was not the one with decision-making power. The outcome was always the same, unfavorable to me; of course, the teacher would not yield to a child nor change her conduct. She had warned my mother a few times to make sure I was calmed down, otherwise my behavior grade could drop. Under these circumstances, I worked even harder to excel at school because I knew I was deserving of “first prize,” that I was as good as the other candidates for the same award.

When the ceremony day approached, I searched the entire town to find the most beautiful roses (they were my favorite flowers at the time), thinking to create a wonderful and special bouquet for the teacher, a bouquet that would express the joy of achievement and my full gratitude for everything she had taught me that school year. I went to the ceremony with my mother, carrying the bouquet and the joy of giving it to the teacher when I would go on stage to receive my prize. Those who won first prize received, in addition to a diploma, a beautiful crown of oak leaves and red flowers, which they wore home on their heads, drawing admiring smiles from adults and others alike. In the front rows, there wasn’t much room left for siblings, parents, and grandparents, so we stood somewhere in the middle of the crowd, eagerly waiting for the ceremony to start. After all the formal opening proceedings, the announcement of the awardees began, class by class, from A to Z (I was in C), starting with those receiving the crown, then second and third prizes, and finally honorable mentions (a sort of fourth prize).

The suspense in my heart reached its peak when the teacher began announcing over the microphone the names of our class’s first-prize winners. I was so certain I would be among them that I could not imagine otherwise. I remembered the identical tests, all the effort and passion I had invested in “being excellent.” My little hands held the carefully arranged bouquet of beautiful roses with excitement. When I heard the teacher say “Second prize,” I realized she had already finished awarding first prize, which, of course, had gone to the girls whose mothers had flattered her all year on various occasions. And naturally, I was the first to receive second prize. When I heard my name (my mother recounts, amused, slightly embarrassed, with a subtle note of admiration even now, after all these years), I almost swore under my breath at the injustice (and at all responsible for it), threw the beautiful bouquet, stomped on it in anger, grabbed my mother’s hand, and decisively pulled her out of the crowd, saying: “Let’s go home, Mom, I don’t need their second prize!” My mother was so surprised but also moved by my drama that she tacitly complied with my wish. I never wanted to collect that diploma, not even from school; my mother had to go to the teacher’s house to pick it up, at the teacher’s insistence over the phone.

That was my first encounter with the kind of societal education that didn’t seem to prepare you fairly for adult life and with the pedagogical zeal I, as a little child, imagined teachers (whether instructors or professors) should embody in their conduct. In the following years, I was much more attentive in evaluating the teachers I had, both as people and as educators (separately), so as not to create expectations for myself and to spare myself unnecessary disappointments.

The Roots from Which We Grow

7

Everything we experience as emotional suffering from the womb (in addition to the mother’s emotions transmitted to us during the nine months of pregnancy, whether positive or negative), conscious or unconscious, leaves its mark on our soul. The child is a marvel, with an astonishing capacity to love, forgive, and refrain from judgment, yet suffers immensely precisely because it is so open and innocent. As the child grows, it gradually loses the virtue of “not judging,” becomes increasingly rational, filters everything it sees through thought, emotions change, and love can more easily turn into hate.

As an adolescent, emotions are even more tumultuous and easily destabilized, a process amplified by the significant hormonal changes naturally occurring in the body.

Hatred arises more easily, as do frustrations and resentments. These bring sadness, often manifesting as melancholy or deep sorrow, moments when the adolescent feels the need to write poetry, keep a journal, or create something through which to release the negative emotion poisoning the soul. And they succeed in doing so, thanks to the energy they possess, their thirst for life, for novelty, for knowledge, and for thrilling, unknown experiences. All these feelings serve as the driving force propelling them forward, stemming from the subtle subconscious desire to escape the parental environment, especially if it contained elements that hurt them (which is often the case). They want to change the world with their innovative ideas, be recognized for their own abilities, and become independent. It is a “flight from home,” whether to university or the workplace—a fervent thirst for air, for freedom. Unfortunately, they carry the entire emotional baggage from childhood with them, consciously or not, and accumulate increasingly intense emotions along the way, because this is the age of a young person fully experimenting with all that life has to offer.

The modern world, with its countless life-coaching conferences and retreats about self-improvement, simultaneously hosts a vast amount of ignorance—which, paradoxically, tends to be greater in more “civilized” societies or countries. Competition and the way this process negatively affects the individual’s soul as part of society likely play a role. The fierce struggle for social status desensitizes the individual and can even lead them to feel superior, by their status, to those lower in the socio-professional or economic hierarchy. In any case, the individual is no longer as they were in early childhood; their moral compass is often more fragile compared to the ethical education given by their parents, who may now seem outdated. They begin to belong to another “tribe,” that of their social group. If the rule is to be “cool,” to adopt certain attitudes while ignoring others the group deems unimportant, the individual conforms, seeking recognition, acceptance, and reward within the group. In doing so, they change, relegating or forgetting the lessons taught by their parents, slowly slipping into ignorance, which gradually evolves into arrogance. Indian traditions consider arrogance the greatest problem an individual must work to correct. In the modern world, it is an asset; in the spiritual world (e.g., Indian or Chinese traditions), it is a flaw.

Negative emotions from childhood intensify, conflicts with those who triggered them deepen, further separating the now-independent young adult from the roots of the home in which they were raised, especially as parents age and become more difficult, critical, inflexible, and increasingly entrenched in daily routines.

This invisible uprooting eventually causes significant disorientation in the adult, who may not even suspect that returning to one’s parents, coming back home, letting go of accumulated resentment, anger, and hate, and replacing them with love and compassion, represents the healing elixir that effectively initiates the process of recovery.

Connections to one’s childhood home, where we first saw the light of day and spent our formative years with all our joys and sorrows, are what Indian philosophers call the roots, or the “muladhara chakra.” Its energetic and spiritual role is to provide stability in the body, including muscular balance (while standing or walking), as well as emotional stability and a sense of belonging to one’s origins. It is for the human being what roots are for a tree, which grows proudly branching toward the sky. If the roots are weak, diseased, or poorly anchored in the soil from which it emerged, the tree, however tall and majestic, will be toppled by the first strong wind.

I didn’t know this either, and I carried my emotional baggage filled with various feelings—mostly negative and intense—trying to bury them so deep within myself that I eventually forgot about them. I was even glad that I no longer felt them. But it was only an illusion, because they were still there, and whenever a triggering factor appeared, they surfaced, more aggressive and stronger than ever.

For me, the source of negative feelings was my relationship with my father. I inherited him physically, and I loved him the way little girls love their fathers, roughly until the age of four, when I realized that he was not and would never be the father I had wanted. He liked to have his own life, with friends and nights out, beyond family life, whose natural limits were too hard for him to accommodate, even though he seemed to try. However, he could not balance the two—family and friends—resulting in days when he came home late, barely seeing or speaking to us. I felt his absence so intensely that I gradually got used to being without him most of the time. As a father, he was good-hearted, buying us many books, encyclopedias, atlases, school supplies, and nice toys, but none of that could replace his presence in my heart. In the era of my childhood, most men, regardless of intellect, profession, or social status, would stop on the way home for a glass of wine and conversation, discussing everything, momentarily forgetting family and losing track of time. Wives and children waited at home while the men socialized, gradually sliding into the vice of alcohol. Back then, it was inconceivable for a man not to “drink,” to lack the practice, but this came at a cost—health issues and dependence—which inevitably accompanied the display of masculinity in front of friends and acquaintances. My father was one of many “tricked” by his own vanity and lack of will, along with other peers, whether engineers, teachers, or artists. My mother took care of us, raising and educating me and my brother, while maintaining the appearance of a normal family in society. At four years old, one evening, watching my mother “scold” my father and demand explanations for yet another late return home, without receiving a response from him, I realized as clearly as daylight that nothing would change and that this scene would repeat for years, despite my mother’s hope that he would give up his dependency and become more involved in family life and our relationship. Carefully stepping down from the stool I had climbed to reach a





Freedom and the Concept of “Love”

8










9







10
















11









12






13











14














16















17











[image: ]









19











20










21









22





23




24








25





26











27








28






[image: ]


29







30







31






32








33































35







36







37

[image: ]














38








[image: ]


39






40














41







42









43






44






45

















[image: ]













47




48













49











50









Being a Mother
51











52











53

















[image: ]


































[image: ]












56











57








58















59


60

61











[image: ]











64


















66







[image: ]

















68











69











70




71







[image: ]











73




74






75









76








77







78





















80







81









82



83








84









85



















86














[image: ]














[image: ]

















89





[image: ]






















91












92






93






94






95













[image: ]












97




98







99





100







101











102































104












[image: ]















[image: ]















[image: ]








108











109












110












111




112






113







114













115






116







117






d2d_images/cover.jpg
Cristina Manuela Sauciuc

Bucharest





d2d_images/scene_break.png





