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To
the women of my family,
  



  

    
to
my foremothers.
  



 






  

    
Thanks
to you, in shadow and in light,
  



  

    
today
I Am what I am.
  



 






  

    
May
you shine
  



  

    
with
the flame that now dwells within me.
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By
Sabrina Beretta
  



 






  
When
two souls, after searching for each other for so long among the
crowd, finally find one another again, when they discover that they
are kindred, attuned, compatible—in a word, alike—then an ardent
and pure union is born between them, as pure and ardent as they
themselves are. A union that begins on earth and, with a “forever,”
moves into heaven. So wrote Victor Hugo.



  
Taking
up his words, we can say that, through her novel, the author gives
substance precisely to this principle: an eternal union that,
having
begun in heaven, finds its reflection on earth in the renewed
encounters of two souls. Souls that, through each new incarnation,
try to recognize one another, to live their harmony, and to fulfill
that True Love which, deep down, we all dream of
experiencing.



  
The
encounter with the twin flame is the central theme of this
manuscript. Through the lives of the protagonists, the author leads
us on a journey that reveals how every encounter reawakens a Soul
Memory, a deep bond with consciousness. The narrative shows how
everything seems to converge toward the restoration of that eternal
love, and yet also how fate, and the resistance to recognizing
one’s
own destiny, can obstruct this endless search for reunion.



  
Along
this path, the dynamics of the ego and of the shadows emerge,
creating barriers to the realization of unity.



The
work invites the reader to dismantle archetypes and limiting
patterns
in order to discover the red thread that binds these beings
and their consciousness
. It is an invitation to
transformation, necessary not only for the protagonists but for all
of us, in this historical moment that seems like an endless
tunnel.


  
It
is essential to learn how to observe what happens on higher planes,
beyond matter—not to mention on other planets—in order to
understand and face the present without fear.



  
It
is on this path that the author awaits us, showing how the
recognition of twin flames can become not a nightmare, but an
opportunity for rebirth.



  
The
light works to allow us to grow, beyond any material outcome,
offering us the richness of experience.


“
We
are not alone, but it is up to us to walk: we have every ability to
do so.” This book invites us to bring to light what we hold within
ourselves, showing us how, in the dance with the other and in
shared
remembrance, everything can remain alive. Through these pages, we
become aware of how important it is to recognize deep bonds and
activate our creativity, making life authentically
meaningful.


  
In
a love story, one often expects a happy ending, an illusion
suggested
by the “veil of Maya” to the dreaming part of us. Yet the inner
genius knows that true learning lies in returning to oneself in
order
to reveal oneself fully. This novel offers us the opportunity to do
just that, immersing us, through imagination, in the images and
stories it gives us.
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The
hands of a young girl opened in a dance that was prayer.
Janardhana’s
eyes were large, framed by refined makeup that brought them into
relief, creating a subtle, hypnotic seduction. Every note merged in
perfect harmony with her gestures and glances, expressions of a
timeless feminine presence. The stage was simple and bare, a carpet
of dusty earth on which Janardhana’s naked feet moved, striking and
sliding. Her ankles were adorned with rings and bracelets, while
her
hands and face were finely painted, embellished with details that
heightened the sacredness of the dance. The drums, with their
repetitive rhythms, accompanied the precise and delicate movements
of
bodies and arms, tracing geometric shapes and mudras that seemed to
remain suspended in space, marking a time that did not
exist.



  
In
that dance, made of poetry and presence, the Eternal lived.



  
Among
the musicians, young Kumari could not take his eyes from
Janardhana’s
face. His gaze lingered on her, filled with admiration and desire,
while his hands followed the rhythm of the drums. When she caught
his
eyes, he started, losing the beat of the music for an instant.
Janardhana answered with a faint smile, closing the beautiful
choreography dedicated to the goddess Durga. Janardhana was still a
young girl, yet in her one could already glimpse the depth and
sensuality that mark the passage into womanhood.



  
In
the small village on an island in South India, sacredness filled
the
air: the rivers flowed like pulsing veins, connecting heaven and
earth; the green, luxuriant fields offered their fruit, and the
colorful temples, carved with images of gods and demons, rose in
the
landscape like reminders of the divine presence. Here, every act of
daily life—a step, a breath, a word—became prayer, the reflection
of a world that lived for the sacred and within the sacred.



  
Women,
especially dancers, despite the weight of tradition, carried a
secret
power within them. Janardhana was one of them: not only an artist,
but the guardian of a sacred language, that of bharatanatyam. Her
gestures, laden with symbols, told stories of gods and men, like
prayers in motion offered to eternity.



  
Janardhana
was not like the other girls. Her restless, rebellious heart
yearned
for something more. She had always loved dance, which for her was
more than an art: it was a prayer, a union with the divine. She
longed ardently to become a devadasi, consecrated to the temple, a
dancer like those she had seen as a child.



  
The
devadasis were women who did not fully belong to any of the
traditional castes. They were above everything, because their
destiny
was bound to the gods. Their body and soul were dedicated to the
sacred, and every movement spoke of ancient legends and
divinities.



  
Yet
Janardhana knew that her destiny would not allow her to follow that
path. She belonged to the vaishya caste, the merchants, and her
life
had already been marked out: marriage and duty toward her family.
Her
love for Kumari was only one more complication.



  
Kumari,
with his simple beauty and pure heart, represented for Janardhana a
story she could not live, a love that defied the laws of a
predestined world. Every time they looked at each other, she felt a
flame burning for Kumari, but also for her art and her desire for
freedom.



  
Kumari
could never have belonged to that world. His life was destined to
follow other roads.



  
Janardhana
felt that her soul belonged to the sacred dance, yet at the same
time
it beat for Kumari, for a love that seemed eternal, destined to
defy
every law of the world. Her heart was divided, trapped in a
conflict
that made her a prisoner of herself.
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It
was India in 1150 A.D., an age of light and shadow, where the
divine
and the human danced together. The kingdoms of the South flourished
under enlightened dynasties, for whom devotion and sacred art were
the very essence of existence. In the temples, the chanting of
mantras blended with the hypnotic sound of drums and the sweet
fragrance of incense, while the first rays of the sun caressed the
statues of the deities, brought to life by the flowers and colors
of
the offerings.



  
The
castes wove life like the threads of an ancient fabric, each thread
essential, each with its own destiny.



  
The
Brahmins, sacred guardians of the scriptures and of ritual
knowledge,
occupied the highest rank in the caste system and were considered
living bridges between the gods and men, as was Kumari’s family.
They embodied wisdom and devotion, dedicating every aspect of their
existence to spiritual dharma and to the preservation of cosmic
order.



  
They
were the keepers of the Veda, the sacred scriptures that held the
secrets of the universe, transmitted orally through the centuries.
Singers of the divine, their mantras, intoned at dawn in the
temples,
resounded like echoes of an eternal wisdom capable of crossing time
and space. With the sound of small bells and incense filling the
air,
every ritual they performed became a sacred act, an offering that
kept the world in balance.



  
More
than simple priests, the Brahmins were also scholars, philosophers,
and teachers. Their lives were disciplined and austere, marked by
meditation, the study of the scriptures, and the instruction of
disciples. In villages and cities, they were spiritual and moral
guides, advising kings and warriors, while also protecting ancient
knowledge from oblivion.



  
Although
they held a privileged role, the Brahmins lived with great
simplicity. Their power did not come from material wealth, but from
knowledge and the purity of their spirit. Their task was not only
to
conduct rituals, but to guard the sacred at the heart of the
community, responsible for the connection between the human realm
and
the divine one. Every gesture, every word spoken during a rite, was
charged with a symbolism capable of awakening subtle and powerful
forces.



  
The
kshatriyas were the second of India’s four main castes, entrusted
with protecting the kingdom and preserving social balance.
Descendants of an ancient warrior tradition, they embodied dharma,
the sacred duty to uphold justice, defend the weak, and protect
their
land and their people. They were not only fighters, but also
leaders
and rulers, responsible for maintaining order and the well-being of
society.



  
With
swords that gleamed in the sun and carefully forged armor, the
kshatriyas faced battle with the courage and determination born of
a
life of training and discipline. Their role was not limited to the
battlefield: they also had to fight against inner weaknesses, such
as
selfishness and fear, facing not only physical enemies, but also
the
moral battles that defined their character. Justice and honor were
the pillars of their existence.



  
The
vaishyas, like Janardhana’s family, were the beating heart of trade
and prosperity. Guardians of the economy and of collective
well-being, they represented the creative force that transformed
the
resources of the earth into wealth, ensuring the stability of
society. The markets they animated were a symphony of colors,
fragrances, and sounds: pungent spices that enveloped the air,
luminous silks that slipped like water through the fingers, and
glittering gems that carried with them the stories of the distant
lands from which they came.



  
Their
skilled, calloused hands were instruments of progress. Every
crafted
object, every deal concluded, was an act of devotion to the dharma
of
commerce. With a wisdom handed down from generation to generation,
the vaishyas were not only merchants, but also artisans and
farmers.
They created networks of exchange that connected remote villages,
teeming cities, and crowded ports, weaving bonds among different
cultures.



  
The
ships of the vaishyas crossed the oceans, defying currents and
storms, to carry the treasures of India to the edges of the world.
Laden with silk, ivory, spices, and gems, those vessels told a
story
of daring and vision. Every voyage represented a risk, but also a
promise: the possibility of new markets, new alliances, new
riches.



  
The
vaishyas were also benefactors of the community. They built
temples,
wells, and schools, sharing their prosperity with those in need.
Their generosity was guided by the belief that wealth, if used
wisely, was a divine blessing.



  
The
sudras, the servants, were the invisible roots that sustained the
tree of society, nourishing it with their tireless and silent
labor.
They carried on their shoulders the weight of the humblest yet most
essential responsibilities, those that allowed the community to
prosper. They worked the land with devotion, transforming arid soil
into fertile fields that yielded abundant harvests. They forged
tools, weapons, and ornaments, shaping raw matter with expert
hands,
and built temples that rose toward the sky, sacred monuments that
would remain as testimony to their dedication.



  
They
plowed, sewed, cooked, and served with a humility that spoke of an
undeclared yet profound devotion. What they did was not merely
work:
it was a silent offering, a tribute to the community and to the
gods.
Though rarely celebrated, the sudras embodied the beating heart of
society, making every aspect of daily life possible.



  
The
pariahs, those whom the caste system had relegated to the margins,
lived far from the eyes and blessings of society. Considered impure
and untouchable, they were excluded from every form of
participation
in the social fabric. And yet, in their existence made of
deprivation
and injustice, they represented the reverberation of a forgotten
humanity, an echo of lives that defied human laws while still
remaining part of the universal order.



  
Forced
to live between shadow and light, they carried on their shoulders
the
weight of a karma perceived as inescapable, a condemnation handed
down from generation to generation. Every gesture, every glance
directed toward them, was charged with judgment and detachment. The
pariahs performed the humblest and most degrading tasks, those no
one
else would accept. They cleaned streets, disposed of refuse, tended
to the dead: duties that, however despised, were indispensable to
society. They were the invisible hand that maintained cleanliness,
order, and the continuity of life. But despite their usefulness,
they
were excluded from temples, festivals, and even from the right to
walk on certain roads. However ignored they were by men, they did
not
feel any less sacred in the eyes of the universe.



  
Everything
in this land followed the principle of dharma, a pillar of harmony,
a
concept that bound cosmic order to individual and collective
conduct,
contributing to the universal good.



 






 






 






 






 






 






 






 






 






 






 






 






 






 






                    
                    
                

                
            

            
        

    
        
            
                
                
                    
                    
                        The Temple
                    

                    
                    
                

                
                
                    
                    
                    

 






 






  
At
dawn on a humid morning, a priest, the pujari, opened the doors of
the sancta sanctorum, the holiest place in the island’s only
temple. Inside, the divine statue, the murti, was adorned with
garlands of brightly colored flowers and painted with powders of
vivid red and ocher yellow. The smoke of incense gave it an
illusory
movement, as though the deity were breathing. Repeated sacred
words,
mantras, intertwined with prayers, while the pujari worshiped God
with a circular motion of his right hand, offering the fragrances
of
sandalwood. With his left hand, he rang a small bell in an
incessant,
hypnotic rhythm.



  
Beside
him, Kumari was preparing the next offering of sanctified food, the
prasada, made of coconuts, bananas, cane sugar, and clarified
butter,
ghee. A crowd of devotees pressed around the altar, eager to
witness
the daily miracle of the divine made matter. With folded hands and
closed eyes, they prayed to God, immersing themselves in that
sacred
atmosphere.



  
With
calm movements, Kumari marked the devotees’ foreheads with a red
powder, while the old pujari distributed the food wrapped in banana
leaves. When Janardhana’s turn came, she approached with her head
lowered, her sari covering her head, and a long braid falling
elegantly over her left shoulder.


“
May
Krishna bless you,” Kumari murmured, placing a little prasada on
her palm, painted according to custom.


  
Janardhana
lifted her head slightly to receive the blessing, and it was then
that Kumari, with an uncertain gesture, marked her forehead with
the
red powder. He barely touched her, and for an instant they lost
themselves in each other’s eyes. Her eyes shone with a hidden joy,
her lips parted in the faintest smile, while the pleasure of that
touch remained concealed from the eyes of the others.



  
In
his heart, Kumari felt a sweet, sensual emotion he could not
express.


“
Will
I see you tomorrow?” he whispered, lowering his voice so he would
not be heard.

“
Yes,
always,” Janardhana answered gently, her tone heavy with restrained
love.


  
Although
Brahmin priests were allowed to marry, a marriage between the two
young people would have been impossible. The girl had already been
promised to another man, chosen by their respective families. This
thought saddened Kumari, but the moral rigor of his role kept it
under control.



  
When
Janardhana left the temple accompanied by her family, her thoughts
remained fixed on Kumari. She had known him since she was seven
years
old, when he, an apprentice musician, accompanied her lessons in
traditional Indian dance. That innocent friendship had grown over
time, transforming into a deep and impossible love.



  
Sitting
on the riverbank, while the sun painted the sky in shades of gold,
the silence between them was heavy with unspoken words. Kumari drew
circles in the sand with a twig, his gaze fixed on the water
flowing
slowly and inexorably.


“
Sometimes
I think we are like this river,” Janardhana said, breaking the
silence. “Always moving, but trapped within its course. We cannot
stop, nor choose where to go.”


  
Kumari
raised his eyes and met hers.


“
The
river, though, always finds the sea. No matter how long the journey
is, or how many rocks it must overcome.”


  
Janardhana
smiled, but there was a spark of pain in her eyes. Kumari let the
twig fall and took Janardhana’s hands, holding them in his
own.


“
No
matter how much the world tries to separate us. My heart will
always
be yours, even if our lives carry us far away.”


  
Janardhana’s
voice became a whisper, like a secret shared only with the
wind.


“
I
wish I could dance only for you, and for Krishna.”

“
Promise
me one thing,” she said, tightening her hold on Kumari’s
hands.

“
Whatever
happens, even if the world separates us, never forget these
moments.”


  
Kumari
nodded, a solitary tear slipping down his cheek.


“
I
could never forget. You are my most sacred prayer,
Janardhana.”
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It
was still night. Mist mingled with the tropical heat, creating a
veil
that wrapped around the forest. The full moon, high in the sky, lit
Kumari’s determined steps. His lungi, folded in the local manner,
emphasized his strong warrior’s legs. His raven-black hair fell
over his broad shoulders as he walked toward the river with the
precision of someone who knew danger.



  
Beneath
the large mango trees, a wooden canoe waited in silence. Kumari
stopped, his breath just a little quicker. A rustle among the
leaves
drew his attention. A twig suddenly snapped in the stillness. He
turned, tension written across his face.


“
So
you came?” His voice was a whisper, but full of relief.


  
Janardhana
emerged from the shadow of the trees. Her long pink dress barely
swayed in the silence of the forest, enveloping her with grace.
Kumari smiled, stepping closer to her. He took a white flower and
delicately wove it into her dark hair.


“
I
could not stay away,” she answered, looking into his eyes. “But
this will be the last time.”


  
Kumari’s
heart tightened.


“
In
four days you will be married... but tonight is ours.”


  
The
words hung suspended between them, dense with melancholy and fate.
Around them, the forest seemed to be holding its breath. Silence
ruled the scene; the life of nature, usually animated by the
ceaseless stirring of its small creatures of earth and sky, was
silent this time, suspended in expectation of something... perhaps
a
possibility. The waters of the river lay motionless, as if they too
were waiting for the right note before resuming their
course.



  
Everything
seemed incredibly still: time and space were collaborating in a
tacit
agreement, allowing the two lovers to live that feeling for as long
as possible. The birds, silent and discreet, watched like guardians
over a moment that was not meant to be revealed to human
eyes.



  
Only
the forest bore witness to their love. That was youth, when every
sound and every color could move the heart, when everything seemed
like a fairy tale, where the gods were accomplices, courage reigned
supreme, and death was not feared.



  
Janardhana
and Kumari climbed into the canoe and moved away from the bank.
Seated facing each other, they were reflected as in a mirror,
beautiful and happy in their youth and pure love, like divinities.
The boat advanced slowly, like the words of a story never written.
The sky merged with the water, tracing only a thin, illusory line
that separated the walkable earth from the winged realm. Their eyes
shone, and with them the first lights of the river began to
glow.


“
Where
do you want to go?” Janardhana asked with a faint smile.

“
Wherever
the river takes us,” Kumari replied. “Tonight we do not need a
destination.”


  
They
could not and should not have been there; they knew the risks and
the
consequences of that choice, but they wanted to love each other
still, accompanied by the slow, endless flow of the sacred river.
In
another life, they would certainly find each other again, ready to
continue that journey which now was only a whisper. Patience and
faith in other lives, in new possibilities, lived within them. So
believed the two bold lovers, united for today, destined to be
parted
tomorrow.


“
I
will never forget this night,” Janardhana whispered, tears
threatening to betray her strength.

“
And
I will never forget you,” Kumari answered, holding her face between
his hands. “I promise you that in another life we will find each
other again. I will always wait for you...”


  
When
the first light of dawn caressed the river, their faces seemed to
merge with the colors of the newborn day. Janardhana’s pink
garments blended with the light of a fresh, pure dawn opening over
the river and its surroundings. Nature, with its marvelous colors,
wrapped them in a maternal embrace full of promises, while the
animals of the forest intoned a triumphant song. Their tears
mingled
with the waters as they exchanged their last kiss.
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Years
had passed, carrying with them the sweetness of youth and love,
leaving behind only a silence heavy with regret. Kumari and
Janardhana found each other one last time, but the meeting was
wrapped in the shadow of death.



  
Janardhana’s
husband’s body lay upon the funeral pyre, the still-rough wood
soaked in fragrant oils that would soon turn to smoke and ash. The
flames danced, reflected in Janardhana’s eyes, now emptied of every
spark of hope. She was nineteen years old, her hair loose, black as
night, stripped of the floral ornaments that had once celebrated
her
youth.



  
Around
her, the village had gathered in a heavy silence. The men sat in a
circle, heads lowered, their faces closed in a cold resignation.
The
women, nearer to the pyre, stared at the scene with empty eyes,
some
of their lips barely moving in whispered prayers.



  
Kumari,
holding the ceremonial drums in his hands, watched the scene with a
tense expression. His fingers beat upon the drum, but the rhythm
kept
breaking, betraying his inner turmoil. His thoughts hammered
through
his mind, raw and insistent.


“
Is
this truly the will of the gods?”


  
Janardhana
raised her eyes toward him, across the silence and the crowd. Their
gazes met, and in that brief instant Kumari read all her torment:
fear, resignation, but also a strange serenity. It was a farewell
that needed no words.



  
An
old pujari chanted mantras, his monotonous voice resounding like a
disturbing echo; the eyes of those present were filled with a
terrible austerity. Servants of an ancient law, impassive before
pain, they perpetuated a ritual that had repeated itself unchanged
for centuries: Sati. Kumari tried to maintain control, but his
hands
trembled. Every beat upon the drum was a mute cry against the
injustice of that moment.



  
Janardhana
stood motionless before the pyre, staring into the flames. There
was
no other choice: to die, throwing herself onto the pyre of her dead
husband, as the tradition of Sati demanded, or to face a life of
solitude and renunciation. As a widow, she would know poverty,
isolation, and the mark of misfortune that would follow her
everywhere. At that thought, death seemed almost a liberation. She
kept staring at the fire, at the flames that would put an end to
her
young life, and to the pain she could not understand. Then she
looked
at Kumari for a long time, this time under everyone’s eyes. Within
themselves, they asked why life had placed them in so cruel a
condition, with no way out, deprived of choice and freedom, filled
only with faith in God and in another, more fortunate existence
that
one day would be granted to them.



  
One
part of the heart accepted this karma; another did not have the
strength or the awareness, and vibrated with fear and rage.



  
Janardhana
moved toward the pyre with slow, almost dancing steps. For an
instant
she hesitated, then stopped. The moment had come. But her feet
seemed
rooted to the ground, as if her soul were rebelling against the
inevitable. It was then that the drum changed rhythm: one strong,
decisive beat.



  
Kumari
played as though he were pouring his spirit into that drum. That
sound crossed the air and reached Janardhana. She closed her eyes,
allowing the rhythm to enter her heart, and took the final
step.



  
She
was not alone; they were like one fragmented soul that had wished,
and would have had, one day, to reunite.



  
The
flames received her, devouring her young body with heartbreaking
speed. The crowd released a single collective moan, a sound that
seemed to break before it was even born. Kumari stopped, the drum
slipping from his hands. His eyes filled with tears, but he did not
let them fall: he watched the woman he had loved vanish into the
fire, and the pain was so intense that it seemed to petrify every
other emotion.



  
Even
wrapped in flames, Janardhana was beautiful. The voices of the
crowd
dissolved, leaving room only for the crackling of the fire.



  
In
that moment, his thoughts were clear and unshakable: he would never
leave her. Whatever the world or the next life might be, he would
find her again. The flames that separated them now would one day
bring them back together.



  
He
caressed the thought that the gods, in their infinite wisdom, would
grant him this desire, which in his heart resounded like a destiny
already written somewhere in the eternity of life.



  
As
he watched her burn, life left Janardhana’s body, until nothing
remained but silence and stillness. When the fire began to die down
and the acrid smell of wood and burned flesh mingled with the wind,
Kumari felt a light touch on his shoulder. He turned sharply, but
saw
nothing. And yet, deep in his heart, he knew it was her.



  
Together
they watched that rite, seeing the ignorance and illusions of men
unfold before them.



  
Night
advanced, slow and inexorable. As the pyre was consumed, Kumari
remained seated beside the river, watching the trembling reflection
of the stars on the dark water. During those long hours, he planned
his departure from that world steeped in pain and memories.



  
Some
time later, he left South India, traveling all the way to the
mountains of the Himalayas. He separated himself from everything
and
everyone, unable to remain in a place that spoke to him only of
loss.
He became a hermit, dedicating his life to the contemplation of
Shiva, the destroyer. Shiva, who had swept away every reason to
live,
every desire.



  
He
spent years in meditation, seeking answers to the mysterious weave
of
his destiny. In old age, when the end was drawing near, he found
those answers in his heart, and saw Janardhana once again: her feet
striking the ground in a colorful dance, flowers in her hair and
the
luminous smile he had loved so much.



  
Moved,
Kumari surrendered to one final desire, one that would guide
rebirth
in his future life: to hear once more the music that had once
filled
them with joy... the notes of eternal love. He whispered to the
wind,
breathing his last breath, as if in prayer:


“
Janardhana,
your dance is imprinted in my eyes like the sun at dawn over the
sacred river. If the gods hear us, may they grant us the chance to
find each other again, where colors do not fade and sound never
dies.”


  
In
that instant, a light wind caressed his face, carrying with it the
echo of a distant laugh and the sound of bells and drums. And so,
in
the sky of Spirit and in the infinite dimensions, his final wish
was
granted: everything could begin again.
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Eleonor’s
room, located on the top floor of the castle, was a refuge of light
and silence. The broad windows looked out over a botanical garden
that stretched all the way to the promontory, beyond which the
ocean
opened onto the horizon like an infinite promise. Every morning,
Eleonor drew back the heavy velvet curtains to let in the first
glow
of dawn. Wrapped in a woolen cloak, she would sit beside the easel,
watching the sun rise slowly, her brushes already waiting beside a
palette filled with colors.



  
The
walls of the room were adorned with her paintings, a collection of
seascapes, hills wrapped in mist, and intense portraits. Among
them,
one unfinished work stood out, a larger canvas: the face of a man
with an enigmatic gaze. Eleonor could not finish it. Every time she
took up the brush, something inside her stopped, as though an
essential detail were missing, or a hidden memory. Every day she
approached the painting, stared at it, searched for answers that
seemed to float just beyond her consciousness.



  
The
room, with its refined yet discreet furnishings, reflected the
woman’s character. There were well-tended plants beneath the large
windows, vases filled with aromatic herbs that scented the air with
rosemary and lavender. Eleonor, her loose hair falling over her
shoulders, moved gracefully among her tools, wearing a simple green
dress and, around her neck, a necklace with an emerald stone, an
ancient object handed down through her family. That day, however,
her
gaze seemed more absorbed than usual.


“
Why
can’t I finish it?” she asked herself under her breath, caressing
with her eyes the features of the face she had painted. There was
something familiar there, an expression that did not belong only to
the imaginary model she had tried to portray. Like a distant echo,
the face spoke to her of a time she did not remember, but felt to
be
profoundly her own.


  
As
the light of dawn intensified, a slight breeze entered the room,
barely stirring the curtains. Eleonor rose, clutching the medallion
between her fingers, as if seeking comfort in that touch. She
walked
slowly toward the window and let the wind brush her face. She
closed
her eyes for a moment, but instead of peace she felt a restlessness
growing inside her, a distant call, like the rustle of waves
against
the cliff.



  
A
faint sound behind her made her start. She turned and found her son
Giovanni standing on the threshold, his hair still tousled with
sleep.


“
Mother,
I had a bad dream,” the child said, rubbing his eyes.


  
Eleonor
bent down to embrace him, trying to chase away the shadow that her
own dream had left within her. “Tell me about it, my darling.
Dreams always speak to us, you know.”



  
Giovanni
looked at her with wide, frightened eyes.


“
I
was falling into the sea, from the cliff, but the water was dark
and
I couldn’t swim.”


  
Eleonor
stroked his head.


“
But
you know how to swim, my love. Perhaps the dream wanted to remind
you
of something. Sometimes we have to look into the dark to find what
we
need.”


  
Her
words seemed addressed as much to him as to herself.


“
Come,
let’s look at the sea together. Perhaps it will help you chase that
dream away.”


  
Taking
him by the hand, she led him toward the window. Giovanni climbed
onto
the sill and stared at the horizon, while the sunlight began to
tint
the water with golden shades. Eleonor watched him in silence, her
heart still tightened by a vague unease, as though her son’s dream
had touched a secret chord inside her.


“
Mother,
who is the man in the painting?” Giovanni asked suddenly, breaking
the silence.


  
Eleonor
gave a slight start, then smiled.


“
I
don’t know yet, my darling. Perhaps someone I am trying to
remember.”


  
Giovanni
tilted his head, curious.


“
Maybe
you’ll find him in your dreams?”


  
The
question caught her unprepared. Eleonor turned to look at the
unfinished painting, now gently touched by the morning
light.


“
Perhaps,”
she murmured. “Or perhaps he is the one looking for me.”


  
The
child stared at her with the innocence of his few years, but
Eleonor
felt the weight of those words resound within her, like a truth she
was not yet ready to receive.



  
Eleonor,
Countess De Moura, had recently passed the age of thirty, and
something had changed in her life. She had married very
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