
 

 

  
 
 
 
 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

 
Make Your Voice Heard 

 
 

 
 

Bo Guerreschi 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

To you, my great daughter Asia, just for being who 
you’re...  

my life, my strength, my joy, and a GREAT woman! 
 Love  your Mom 

 
 
 
 

For all the women who have fought, struggled, and died. 
For all those who will die in the future.  

For the women who have been raped and downtrodden. 
For the women of today and tomorrow.  

For women’s right to be free.  
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This book is also dedicated to a unique species of man,  
one that should have become extinct long ago but that is 

still around... 
 

It is dedicated to those men who, because they are 
incapable of being real men,  

live in a world made of muscles and Viagra. 
 

They are the scum and disgrace of society.  
Theirs is a world filled with violence, their violence.  

My only hope is that these men, who are a disgrace to 
humanity,  

will come to justice—the justice of prison.   
  

- Bo Guerreschi 
 



 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

LIFE AND DEATH...  
WHAT COUNTS IS WHAT COMES IN BETWEEN! 

 
 
You live and you die: two milestones we must all 
experience. But it is our journey from the beginning to the 
end that makes each of us different. 
The intensity and colors of this road we must all travel are 
different for each one of us. However, there is one moment 
common to all of us: our cry as we enter the world. That 
cry marks our entrance on a stage where we are all actors 
and audience at the same time, side by side, at times 
unaware that we are merely bit players. The stage is a way 
of portraying a person’s life. Each person stands under a 
darkened spotlight, and with every step a light comes on, 
and the lifetime of each light may be long or short. This 
first cry triggers a long series of contradictions that keep 
coming back to us throughout the entire course of our lives.  
Meanwhile, you’re put in a crib next to many other baby 
boys and girls. Then, as you grow up, they explain to you 
that you can’t sleep in the same room with a child of a 
different sex, and they tell you many other things that will 



 

 

change you, and these changes won’t always be for the 
better. 
In their cribs, all babies are the same from the moment they 
are born. Yet they are already preparing to become 
different, and they will certainly not have the power to 
decide the kind of person they will become. 
The clothes they’ll wear, the schools they’ll attend, the 
social circles they’ll frequent will decide their fate—or at 
least have a great influence on it. 
All children will be taught that we are equal, but this is an 
enormous, disgraceful lie. 
You’re either a winner or a loser. You’re either part of the 
“upper” class or the “lower” class. 
From preschool on, every child embarks upon a journey to 
complete the process of becoming different 
Not all schools are the same. Every school is the 
embodiment of a specific social class.  
Every step a child takes along his or her life path will be 
marked by this. It is true that the constitution tells us that 
all men are equal, with equal rights and equal duties. It tells 
us that everyone has the right to free thought and speech, 
religion and sex. 
But real life and society tell us a different story! 
History teaches us, but it also repeats itself.  
Motivations and protagonists change, but the same illusions 
keep being produced and reproduced, as well as the same 
reactions—the desire to seize, at all costs, that power that is 
both corrosive and alluring at once.  
In short, we are all puppets of the powers that be. 
 



 

 

The Italian political activist Giuseppe Mazzini wrote, “Love 
and respect a woman. Look to her not only for comfort, but 
for strength, inspiration, the doubling of your intellectual 
and moral powers. Blot any ideas of superiority from your 
mind; you have none. Prejudice, an inferior education, and 
perennial legal inequality and injustice, have created their 
apparent intellectual inferiority, which has been converted 
into an argument for continued oppression.” 
“...Continued oppression.”   
These words still weigh upon us today, despite the changes 
society has undergone. Oppression exists and endures 
because if there has actually been any change, it’s only 
superficial, a change in form but not in substance. 
The constitution declares the equal rights of men and 
women. 
However, in 2014, it was necessary to issue the notorious 
law on the so-called “female quota” to enable further 
participation of women in government. So we should ask 
ourselves where this equality lies if women need to have a 
law issued to protect something that should fall within 
people’s freedom to choose. 
Equality is still an illusion. 
I was born in the 60s. My life was touched by the great 
changes involving all of society: the struggle for equality, 
the problems of industrialization, the breaking down of 
stereotypes that immediately produced other analogous 
stereotypes. Old stereotypes die hard. 
 
Like everyone else did, I listened to my grandmothers, to 
my mother, and like everyone else I saw the colors in the 



 

 

cycle of life change. Then I began to realize that I was a 
person who was capable of thinking and reasoning, of 
choosing and deciding. 
I discovered that I was going to find and cultivate my own 
way of seeing and thinking apart from what those around 
me were seeing and thinking. 
For me, the feminist movement was a true sign of progress, 
because if today women have the right to vote, it is because 
many women before them suffered and fought. Women 
wanted to be able to speak out and participate in life with 
full rights, and nothing stopped them. We vote because 
someone before us fought with tenacity to give us strength 
and courage. 
The same thing happened during black people’s struggle 
for civil rights and the abolition of slavery. There were 
tough, bloody battles. Every path to democracy, freedom, 
and equal rights is paved with suffering and blood. 
It is precisely, because of these events that we are led to 
believe that ignorance and backwardness have been forever 
vanquished. That isn’t how things are. 
Mazzini talks about a prejudice that, over the years, has 
never changed in the collective unconscious. 
He knew what he was talking about because even today 
there are still scores of men who see women in just one 
way, one woman for one situation, like a card stuck 
wherever they feel like in the album of life. 
Perhaps that is why men have always had a natural aversion 
to women who show that they have a brain, because of 
models which have been around for millennia. Simply put, 
they’re afraid of them. 



 

 

For a long time, I couldn’t come to terms with this truth. 
I’ve never liked stereotypes, and I’ve always fought against 
them. 
However, I realized that, for women, everything was 
enclosed within the walls of their home. Everything stayed 
hidden. Everything had to be covered up... and women 
were well trained in social deception. 
Now, in 2014, the rules governing our lives, written into 
many, eternal articles, are all the more clear because there 
is no need to fight for them any longer. They are already 
the law or, the law should be, better say. 
These rights exist, but society only pretends to be open to 
them.  
Rights exist, but the reality of the situation is different. 
Shall I give you an example? People are afraid of 
exercising the rights that the constitution itself is supposed 
to guarantee. Sometimes reactionaries make use of the 
misinterpretation of words.  
Marriage is a sacrament uniting a man and a woman and 
belongs to the religious sphere. Yet two gay men, being 
free, should have the option to have their union recognized 
by the state, which should be secular and protect those who 
are not religious as well. 
But everything gets mixed up and confused because the 
wrong word is used. 
Pope Francis courageously opened up to these issues, 
because he understood that society needed to change and 
that no religion should deny people their freedom if their 
request for freedom is made in earnest. 



 

 

Denying that the problem exists is not the way to resolve 
the problem. 
The constitution talks about “the freedom of religion and 
sex”... but it does not specify which religion or sex. 
Though it may still seem utopian, I firmly believe that each 
of us must be free to choose our own direction in life. 
And yet, if we look at the news, we find that there are 
struggles over religion and power all around the world. 
Wouldn’t it be better to live by respecting others without 
condemning them a priori? 
Over the last thirty years, women have held prominent 
positions and have distinguished themselves in every field. 
So why does a female quota law need to be issued? 
I am not a quota. I am not a corporation. I am a PERSON 
and as such I want the respect and consideration I deserve. 
As a citizen, I’m a shareholder in civil society, but the 
power I’m entitled to by law is taken away from me in a 
thousand different ways. In a thousand different ways, my 
power is nullified. 
There are far too few women in positions of power in the 
world. 
And yet, in recent years, in the UK and above all in the 
USA, studies have shown that large companies headed by 
women have experienced greater growth and, thanks to 
internationalization, women have expanded their 
possibilities and extended their skills. 
Feminism can’t be translated into the freedom to have sex 
or have an abortion. The true battles have been those for 
respect, and above all, for the recognition of the skills 



 

 

women have proven to possess and have always possessed 
in all areas of life. 
This doesn’t mean that men are inferior: ideas of 
“superiority" and “inferiority” are probably the greatest 
tragedy in the history of social relationships. 
There are women who, without weapons or any other 
means, have worked “miracles” because they had the 
intelligence and skill. The same intelligence and skill that 
have also characterized scores of men. 
Sex is not what counts. What counts is education, 
intelligence, creativity, will, tenacity. 
A few years ago during a trial, which in my opinion was 
useless from a legal standpoint, the women were referred to 
as a bunch of whores. I was offended by those words. 
What I wanted to say was that if there are a lot of whores in 
the world, there are just as many Viagra men who pay lots 
of money for their services. Who’s the bigger whore: the 
women who sell or the men who buy? 
If there’s demand, there’s supply. This is one of the rules of 
the market, but going from this to claiming that all women 
are sluts is a bit too much! 
I was born and raised in a well-off family. I’ve always had 
an amount of wealth that was normal for my situation. I’ve 
had many opportunities, and at first, I didn’t notice any of 
the differences. 
I was fortunate enough to be able to travel a lot to study, to 
learn languages and to see the world. Since preschool, I’ve 
always attended prestigious schools. 
Traveling throughout Europe, the differences I noticed 
were hardly perceptible. However, when I got to the USA, I 



 

 

discovered that, on the other side of the ocean, there is a 
different reality built on unique foundations and that has 
developed a different network of social codes. 
I lived north of New York City with a family I still 
remember fondly and who gave me a lot: Mary, Run, 
Emily, and Kelly. 
It was a wonderful time for me, and during that time I grew 
and learned a lot from them, from the way they lived and 
acted. 
As soon as I arrived, I immediately made friends with black 
kids. Skin color meant nothing to me, but to the whites it 
was a reason to distance themselves. Because I was from a 
well-off family, I was considered a little “uppity.” 
In the beginning, getting them to accept me was not easy. 
There’s more to the United States than just its big cities. At 
the time, the suburbs were very different from how they are 
now. 
My years of study in the USA were the most wonderful 
years in my life. 
The professors were the kind of people you could go and 
talk to, argue with. They were an important part of their 
students’ lives. They were not unapproachable academics. 
Naturally, as with any country, it has its good sides and bad 
sides. However, it definitely has an advantage—and you 
can clearly sense it—on progress in terms of rights. 
Who would have ever thought that the United States would 
have had a black president, yet he was elected and is doing 
a great job. It isn’t skin color that makes people better or 
worse, and it isn’t sex either, but rather intelligence and 



 

 

creativity, the ability to accurately interpret and understand 
the transformation constantly underway in every society. 
The world is moving ahead at a fast pace, but Italy is still 
anchored in absurd stereotypes! 
And while there are big companies, skilled entrepreneurs, 
markets just waiting to be conquered, we just sit back and 
accept the way things are, we do nothing to stop it. We 
allow our power to be muffled by a blanket of hypocrisy. 
Things such as the direct election of senators by region 
come to mind. It is like saying, “we’ll put whoever we want 
and need there, you citizens no longer have the right to 
vote.” Where’s the advantage? It’s like saying, “we have 
the say and we decide.” 
Tough but honest. 
Nevertheless, there’s all this hypocrisy. Words are used but 
they don’t actually say much or help us understand 
anything. 
I’ve always been considered “crazy” just because I’ve 
always been open, positive, and full of energy. I’ve always 
cultivated many interests. 
Since I’ve spent most of my life abroad, I’ve developed a 
more open-minded mentality than those who have only 
experienced their immediate reality. Because of my nature 
and life experience, I’ve accepted the idea of being 
surrounded by people who have a different way of thinking, 
but I also believe in the importance of being the one to 
decide how I act in any given situation. If other people are 
dishonest, am I supposed to be dishonest as well? 
Nobody can tell you what to do and how to be. 



 

 

Studying was never a big problem. I did it with passion and 
got good grades as well because learning came easily to 
me. However, I’ve always been a very independent thinker. 
People still accuse me of saying “I want to make up my 
own mind,” even though I’m now 50 years old. 
I think too much, try to find out how different ideas are 
connected, and over the years, people have not always 
appreciated this. In fact, it has gotten me into a lot of 
trouble. 
My grandmother nicknamed me “Perry.” ( from Perry 
Mason) 
When I tried to examine the situation I’d gotten into in 
spite of myself, I continued to try to understand things even 
though I realized that I must have been stepping on a lot of 
toes. 
I had an idea, and I knew they were afraid I might 
somehow prove that certain connections existed. They 
continued to torment me and my reaction was to expose 
them without ever giving up. 
The point of reference for all my actions was the LAW. I 
have always believed in the law and the strength of the law, 
just like I’ve always believed in the power of my rights. 
A broad range of professions are represented in my family. 
There are surgeons, veterinarians, politicians, ministers, 
judges, professors, pharmacists, members of law 
enforcement—equally divided among the military police, 
state police, and the army— not to mention those belonging 
to the world of the Vatican, who are also very present in 
my life. Without them, how could I have ever grown up 
without any faith in justice? 



 

 

Even though at times I’ve felt slightly cramped by the 
rules, respecting the law has always been important to me. 
Respecting the law doesn’t mean walking around with the 
law book in your hand, it simply means that your actions 
always reflect a sense of respect for yourself and for others. 
It means having a sense of responsibility toward being in 
harmony with the rules you were brought up with. 
Just as you shouldn’t try to do well in school just to get 
good grades, but to learn, likewise you shouldn’t behave 
well just to get others’ approval, but to live a life worthy of 
living. 
So respecting the law does not mean using the law in some 
sort of game of action and reaction, but mainly having the 
awareness to act properly without ever trying to hide 
anything. Cowards hide behind gossip, falsehood, insults, 
and slanderous whispering. I do not. 
I have nothing to hide. I have learned to use the pen to fight 
back. 
Since I was a little girl, and then when I started to study 
law, I thought I would become a criminal lawyer. As I got 
further along in my studies, at one point, I even thought 
about directing my career toward becoming a judge. 
Then I became fascinated by the enormous, responsibility-
filled task carried out by the police force. What’s more, I 
had an uncle who actually worked in law enforcement and 
for a while I played with the idea of becoming a 
policewoman. My uncle Angelo was very fond of me. To 
him, I was like the daughter he never had. He called me 
peperonocchia because I couldn’t keep still, because I was 



 

 

curious and asked him a million questions just because his 
work fascinated me. 
Once, I happened to go to his office with him. I must have 
been about six years old and I still remember the police 
station in Rovigo, a town in northeastern Italy, where he 
was on duty at the time. I had gone to visit him with my 
family. 
My uncle took me by the hand and was about to show me 
his office when he got a call. He let go of my hand and 
handed me over to a colleague and told him to make sure I 
saw the police station. His colleague very kindly explained 
what kind of work they did, and I remember clearly that, 
even though I was young, I asked him a lot of questions 
and he patiently answered all of them until my uncle came 
back. 
I will never forget that office, with its large wooden desk 
and dark brown armchair. I remember the walls, covered in 
insignias and plaques with his name on them. The first time 
I returned to Italy from the United States, I was about 
nineteen years old and my first thought was to go and talk 
to him because I’d been thinking about enrolling in the 
police academy in Rome to become an officer. When I 
asked him about it, he looked right at me, and after thinking 
it over for a few minutes, gave me a very simple answer. 
“Knowing you, and that you don’t let anything get in the 
way of making people respect the law, they’d shoot you 
right in the kneecaps.”  Then he added, “Where do you 
think you’d like to serve?” Being the hot-blooded person I 
am, I calmly told him that I wanted to work in the most 



 

 

dangerous areas where, in my opinion, it made the most 
sense to intervene.  
At that point, he took my hand, looked at me, and said, 
“Peperonocchia, why do you want to die young? You 
won’t stop, they’ll stop you. First you have to fight the 
battle here inside the city walls... only then can you move 
on... if you want I’ll help you out, but think hard about it.” 
At that time it was a trend to kill judges and law 
enforcement officers. It was a time in which state 
homicides were being perpetrated by top-level criminal 
organizations. 
After finishing my studies, I began apprenticing for a civil 
lawyer but left almost immediately because I got bored. By 
then, I had figured out that my true love was criminal law, 
and I went to train with an important lawyer who took me 
under his wing. 
Those were great years because this lawyer had the brilliant 
idea of giving me free rein, and even enjoyed watching me 
work. 
On the morning of my first day of work in his office, he 
handed me a stack of files. He pointed and told me, 
“There’s the court, go.” For a moment, I wondered, “Go 
where? What for?” I opened the files and trying to 
remember everything I had studied, headed hesitantly 
toward the administrative offices of the district attorney’s 
office. I was greeted by a clerk who I asked, “What am I 
supposed to do with these files?” I was expecting some 
kind of nasty remark, but he calmly opened the first file 
and, after giving me a few suggestions, everything was 
clear. I learned to let go and follow my instincts and simply 



 

 

rely on everything I had learned. I began following that 
lawyer everywhere he went, and practiced doing what I 
knew how to do best....think things out.  
In the afternoons during our coffee break, the lawyer, 
Vittorio, and I talked at length about the cases. I liked him 
because he listened attentively and explained effectively. 
He generously and eagerly involved me in his work. He 
went about his profession with great intelligence. I adored 
that man, and will always hold him in my heart. 
Those were wonderful and fascinating years, but at a 
certain point I left because I wanted to prove myself in 
other situations, situations that were different but no less 
demanding: the world of finance, business, financial 
strategy, and ultimately, the world of economics. It was my 
second love. 
However, I had already realized how true my uncle 
Angelo’s words really were, “First you have to fight things 
from the inside...” Because in the world of the law, lawyers, 
judges, and all the others working in the field didn’t go 
about their work as one romantically imagines. They 
weren’t completely free to act at all. This is little more than 
a declaration of intent. Nevertheless, I had plenty of time, 
in spite of myself, to reflect on and mull over the many 
obstacles that characterize and compromise the freedom to 
act. 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

MY FIRST MISTAKE 



 

 

 
It was during that same time that I married a man I was 
deeply in love with, and that was my first big mistake. 
I had built up an idea of him that was shattered after our 
wedding, leaving me with enormous feelings of resentment. 
People often say that young women, more than anyone 
else, fall in love with the idea they have of the person, more 
than with the actual flesh and blood person. I was deeply in 
love, and only after our wedding did I realize that I had 
naively wed my life to a man with no balls whatsoever, and 
who, on top of it all, was unfaithful. 
There were immediate warning signs of what he was really 
like but I didn’t want or know how to see them, and at any 
rate, I didn’t realize how serious they were at all. 
Since our relationship began, I was always the one to deal 
with arguments, situations, and other people because he 
would come home crying and I was always the one to take 
the initiative. I pushed him, encouraged him, and...I 
defended him. 
In his last year of medical school, it was a hard, constant 
struggle to keep him from abandoning his studies. At a 
certain point, he had become so discouraged that he wanted 
to go and become a nurse! And every time, I picked up the 
pieces and urged him to continue and tackle exam after 
exam. 
By the time he graduated, I was utterly worn out by his 
constant need to be told how good he was and that he 
would make it. I told him he shouldn’t always compare 
himself to his friends, that he was great, that he could get 



 

 

where he wanted to go, and that I would always follow 
him. 
After graduating, I even offered to leave my internship with 
Vittorio and go to work to allow him to specialize, but he 
didn’t let me. 
He told me that later I’d rub it in his face. 
My parents even offered to pay for him to get a 
specialization, but he refused. 
My ex-husband’s family was very wealthy. Yet, for some 
reason, his father had decided to take him out of the 
medical school in Pavia, a town in southwestern Lombardy 
in northern Italy, lower his monthly allowance, and enroll 
him in the public medical school in Milan. 
For him, this was a sort of betrayal. He believed his father 
had done it purely out of spite, and he was deeply hurt by 
it. 
Despite this experience, when we split up he tried to force 
me to change our daughter’s school, making Asia—and me 
as a result—pay for his anger and stinginess. 
He demanded I take Asia out of the school she was 
attending and enroll her in a school where she would have 
had to speak a different language, a language that wasn’t 
her own. The speech he came up with about public schools 
and private schools had nothing to do with it! 
Fortunately, I was there, and Asia never had to change 
schools. I insisted she continue going to her school, the one 
she was already well adjusted to. 
Like father, like son, but no for my daughter. 
Immediately after graduation, he became depressed and 
pessimistic. He lost faith in himself. He already had 



 

 

problems hearing, although not as bad as he has now, and 
that certainly didn’t help. 
In fact, he counted on my support through all of his 
problems. 
I remember something that happened during his internship. 
Precisely because of his hearing problems, he had to give 
up his dream of becoming a surgeon. So he chose a 
profession which wouldn’t have been so affected by this 
problem and began pursuing a career in implant dentistry. 
He opened a private practice and began training with a 
dentist in Lissone, a town in northern Italy close to Monza, 
in the Lombardy region. 
One night, while I was studying, I remember he came home 
crying. Naturally, I asked him what had happened, what 
had caused him to come home in tears. I found out that the 
owner of the office where he was training had treated him 
horribly. I took him by the hand and took him back to the 
office. I remember that I confronted that dentist head-on, 
like I do when I lose my temper, and gave him a piece of 
my mind, and then some. 
Nobody could touch the man that, at that moment, I loved, 
even because it was becoming more and more difficult to 
boost his morale on a daily basis, to give him faith in 
himself. 
Life sometimes plays tricks on you, but you also have to 
know how to defend yourself, and if necessary, fight back! 
Meanwhile, that was what was going on in my life: he got 
depressed and I tried to lift him out of his depression. Until 
I realized that his weakness was a product of his 
personality, of course, but also of the terrible influence 



 

 

certain so-called friends had on him, both on a personal and 
on a sexual level. 
He thought that by getting married he could wield control 
over every move I made, over my life. He thought he could 
keep his hold on me through his money, his one and only 
love, the only weapon he had against me. 
I discovered that he was not the man I thought he was, that 
he was jealous and possessive, not of me as a wife, but of 
my professional success, of my career. I constantly had to 
endure direct attacks, scenes, and terrible arguments. 
We always had a reason to fight. 
In 1996 during an audit by the finance police, I remember 
the station chief telling him, “Why don’t you do what your 
wife tells you to do? Do you know that what your wife’s 
doing would cost you at least about a hundred million lire if 
you had it done by a professional?” 
I remember lifting my head and saying with a smile, 
“Excuse me Chief, could you repeat what you just said?” 
And turning around to face him, I reached out my hand and 
said, “Please, cough up the cash!”. 
 
We all ended up having a good laugh and he began to relax. 
It was not long before the finance police came to his office 
as well. I remember I was at home with my daughter, who 
was barely three at the time, when the 
phone rang. I lifted the receiver and heard someone saying, 
“...They’re here, run.” It was immediately clear to me that 
they were referring to the finance police because recently 
he had been afraid of being audited. 



 

 

As soon as the conversation was over, I took my daughter, 
dropped her off at daycare, and ran to the office, just as I 
was. I walked in and saw the officers. 
I remember that I hadn’t even had my morning coffee in 
my haste to rush to my husband’s aid, and on instinct I 
asked the marshal if I could offer him some. 
I asked him, “Marshall, I’m not trying to bribe you, but 
would you like some coffee?” 
My husband has always been fortunate enough to be 
surrounded by people who are polite, competent, and 
respectful of their work and the work of others, his 
included. 
It’s not true what people say about the finance police. Some 
say they reluctantly do a job that isn’t of their choosing, 
work half-heartedly, couldn’t care less, and are assholes. 
Another episode I’ll never forget—and that should have 
made it clear what kind of man I had married—occurred in 
November of that same year, 1996. 
The previous year, I had lost a baby girl and, 
understandably, had suffered greatly. My subsequent 
pregnancy turned out to be very high risk. 
My doctor, knowing that this pregnancy was going to end 
like the other but wanting to spare me the torture I had been 
through during my previous unsuccessful pregnancy, 
advised an immediate abortion. He told me the baby was 
already dying and urged me to go to the hospital. 
Obviously, I would have liked my husband to be by my 
side in that very difficult moment. When I asked him to go 
with me, however, he answered that he couldn’t because 



 

 

the finance police would never have allowed it. This 
seemed highly unlikely, so I phoned the chief. 
Naturally, this was FALSE!!!!! 
The captain I spoke with understood the situation. He told 
me he was sorry and that there was no problem. But he 
didn’t come with me. 
My brother was the one who took me to the hospital. My 
husband stayed where he was and limited himself to 
coming by when everything was already over.... as usual!!!! 
By then, facing situations alone had become the norm for 
me. 
Even the year before, when my baby girl died, the 
“Doctor”, as I like to call him, wasn’t there because he had 
to see his accountant. 
In 1997, I got very sick. No one knew what I had but he 
didn’t care at all because a friend of his had told him that it 
was just indigestion. 
I was admitted to the hospital through the emergency room 
thanks to my parents and family doctor, an old friend, with 
something that they’re still unable to figure out. 
Indigestion??? 
Yet I was admitted for a brain tumor, then suspected 
multiple sclerosis. Finally, they dismissed me with a 
diagnosis of suspected brain lesions and stress. Jeez, was it 
indigestion? I couldn’t speak, couldn’t see anything.  
I was projectile vomiting. I couldn’t walk, and it was 
indigestion? Poor patients, I thought. 
At any rate, my mother, in complete disregard of the 
Doctor, took the situation into her own hands. In the end, it 
was none of these things, and I was really sick for a long 



 

 

time, but the doctors into whose care my mother had 
entrusted me looked after me until I gradually managed to 
emerge from the nightmare. 
The causes of my illness that year are still a mystery, but I 
got better. I remember they had me undergo a long series of 
exams, without managing to discover the cause. 
They even had me visit a psychiatrist. At the end of the 
visit, the doctor had only one thing to say to me. 
“When are you going to leave your husband?” After some 
years I started to think about that words. 
All the while, as my mother and I went from hospital to 
hospital, I never saw the Doctor. What’s more, when I 
returned home, instead of telling me that I was supposed to 
go back to the hospital for a follow up visit after thirty 
days, which I discovered this eleven years later by mistake, 
he made a scene. Why? 
Because during the time that I had been sick, I had 
forgotten to tell him to apply for tax amnesty. 
I had just got home from the hospital and had sat down on 
the couch, still dazed, and he verbally attacked me for this 
unforgivable lapse in memory. 
Excuse me for not thinking straight! 
For all he cared, I might as well have died. He was already 
screwing one of his patients, Alessandra, or “Aunt Fish” as 
my daughter liked to call her, the lover of his sergeant 
friend and others at the same time, so I was just getting in 
the way. My ex-husband had a weakness for Alessandra: 
the first was his ex-girlfriend who he went so crazy over 
that he ended up having a series of psychological problems. 
Then he had another lover named Alessandra from ’96 to 



 

 

’98. Finally, there was his colleague who, as he was fond of 
saying, he had an affair with behind her husband’s back, 
who just happened to be a friend of his... some friend! 
Anyway, each of his sexual escapades resulted in a gift of 
very precious jewelry. The more he cheated, the more 
valuable the reconciliatory offering was. 
Well, it didn’t turn out to be so bad for me because after we 
split up I used that jewelry to pay for my daughter’s 
schooling, my rent when I was in Italy, and my daily 
expenses when I was going through a tough time. 
My maternal grandmother, Eufelia, always told me, “When 
you believe in something, you have to go all the way. 
Nothing is, or will ever be, easy, but if you believe in it, 
fight and don’t settle for second best. Fight for what you 
believe is your ‘everything.’” 
And that has always been my philosophy of life. 
When you want something, don’t sit around waiting for 
someone to do things for you, try and go for it! 
I admit that my greatest fault is not being content with 
having something when I know I could have more. 
I can struggle to try to excel in life, but things aren’t always 
that easy. 
Partly because it’s how I am, partly because it’s what I 
have been taught, and partly because of my upbringing, I 
am determined and a fighter. 
I have lived to be fifty years old and have had plenty of 
experiences that have taught me a great deal. Some of these 
experiences I would rather not have had, definitely. But I 
faced up to it all. 



 

 

My grandmother says that the events of my life have made 
me more hard-headed. On the other hand, I had a mother—
more than a mother, a teacher—who always pushed me to 
live according to what I wanted, to follow my dreams, to 
try to make them come true. 
I don’t regret any of my battles! 
When you choose a path, you think you’ve weighed all 
your options, but it isn’t always easy to choose, and maybe 
you think you’ve forgotten to take something into 
consideration. You think you haven’t thought things 
through completely. 
When you find yourself in a tough spot, you have to know 
how to reason a priori, and nothing and nobody can help 
you make the right decision. 
Often our playing cards are all mixed up and we feel very 
confused, but in the middle of all this we have to find a way 
to sort it all out while maintaining our ability to stay 
coherent and strong. 
Today, at fifty years old, I see the events of my life like 
squares on a Monopoly board: how many times have I 
passed go? Just like in the game, in life, you either win or 
you pay. 
I admit I’ve been privileged. I was brought up in a family 
that was able to afford things other people only dreamed 
about, but I’m not spoiled and I don’t stomp my feet if I 
don’t get what I want. I fight for it. I fight to get there and I 
put myself on the front lines if I believe in something. 
I went to the best schools. I traveled a lot. I lived in 
beautiful houses. I lived surrounded by beautiful things. I 
got to know and experience a rich, elegant world. 



 

 

When I returned to Italy, I went to live in one of the most 
renowned areas in the capital. 
One afternoon, to pass the time, I went for a stroll through 
the streets of the center, and then I sat down at a little table 
at a cafe for a coffee. 
I found myself sitting there watching the passersby on the 
street, and I was fascinated by the faces of the people 
walking by me. I tried to guess what they were thinking. 
It’s true, people in Rome are very unique. There’s 
something about them that’s both comic and tragic, or all 
kind of criminal. 
I’ve often had the opportunity to spend time with important 
people, people in the performing arts, the big names on the 
big and little screen, as well as entrepreneurs, politicians, 
and other recognizable faces. 
The well-known people in the performing arts that I’ve had 
the chance to meet and occasionally spend time with have 
disclosed the reality of the false brilliance of this world, 
obscuring the harsh, miserable reality that lies within it. 
They live in the past and fear the present. They live in fear 
of becoming old and no longer playing a part in this world. 
I remember seeing lots of cookie-cutter versions of other 
people. 
Once at a luncheon, I watched them while they tried to 
ingratiate themselves to the people they hoped to receive 
some kind of help from to keep them in the saddle. 
The more I observed them, the more pitiful it all looked 
because they were people who, blinded by the glare of 
fame, had simply forgotten to create something concrete in 
their lives. 



 

 

I witnessed extreme loneliness, and friendships, if you 
could call them that, cultivated with an objective in mind, 
because they wanted to get something. They were like 
people clinging to their hope of maintaining an image that 
was already turning yellow with time. 
I remember that, on more than one occasion, I had 
mentioned my project on violence against women to a 
comic actress. In the beginning, she seemed interested, and 
this undoubtedly pleased me, but later I discovered that she 
had simply appropriated my ideas. In fact, shortly 
thereafter, signs of my ideas turned up in the theater. 
She didn’t care at all about anything I had said, and I 
believe that she couldn’t have cared less about violence 
against women either. The only thing she was interested in 
was that, thanks to my tip, tickets were now more 
marketable and her name, if even for a moment, was all 
over the papers. 
She had used my ideas to further her petty interests. 
Anyway, she was a miserable human being, a slave to 
alcohol, and, every time I saw her, she ended up getting 
drunk and badly embarrassing the other guests as well as 
the host. 
Watching her, I witnessed the squalor of a woman who, 
deluded by the idea that she was still an icon, in the end, 
was actually just recycled paper, devoid of any real feelings 
anymore and too old to play the game. 
 
 
 
 



 

 

 
 
 
 
 

ROME AGAIN 
 

To my disgust, I discovered that in Rome there are 
apartments for rent, apartments of a certain class, which 
would lead one to believe that their owners also had a 
certain amount of class. 
A house that seems to be in perfect condition when the 
contract is signed, suddenly begins to give you problems. 
As soon as you walk through the door, the house begins to 
transform, as if it drew some sort of twisted satisfaction 
from falling apart the minute you step inside. 
Once the house is theirs, the tenants find that it’s all one 
enormous scam. 
The tenants pay the rent, pay for the renovations (which 
they couldn’t care less about), and should have the law on 
their side, but even in this case it is... just a drop of water in 
a vast ocean. 
Don’t assume that tenants have rights. A large percentage 
of rental apartments are never legally registered. The 
owners present false papers on renovations that have never 
been done just to trick you. 
For these people, tenants are just a way for owners to create 
steady cash flow and buy new houses. 



 

 

It is the law of “you just have to PAY!!!!” At times, I just 
smile and repeat the comedian Totò’s famous catchphrase 
“...and I pay.” Things haven’t changed much! 
There are people who decide to leave these apartments, but 
I’m not one of them. I even fight for my rights here. I don’t 
like giving money to people who don’t deserve it. 
Then there are the shop owners in the center of Rome. They 
belong to a whole different species altogether. 
A large number of shops in the historic center don’t comply 
with building and health codes and, what’s more, wouldn’t 
give you a receipt if you held a gun to their heads. 
The staff is neither competent nor of very high caliber, but 
there’s tourism, and they take advantage of that. 
 
While adjusting once again to being in romantic, old-
fashioned Rome, another thing I have noticed are the new 
ways of dealing drugs. 
It’s like in that French film, the one in which the main 
character Paulette sells drugs hidden inside candy. 
Well, that’s more or less how it happens, not because they 
use sweets to sell drugs but because they use their store to 
make easy money. 
A customer walks in and, in addition to buying something 
“illegal,” pays for something, like a newspaper or a tanning 
session. You kill two birds with one stone. 
The retailers that are a part of this chain (and fortunately 
not all of them are like this) have their own pushers on the 
move all over the city, and since they have a business, cash 
flows in and is laundered without attracting much attention. 



 

 

Rome has managed to maintain the image of a world frozen 
during the time of the films of Totò and De Sica, it has just 
gotten a little older. 
Looking at Rome from this perspective is like looking at a 
Rome painted in bizarre colors, like films that have been 
restored. 
The movie is in color, but the colors are fake, like a coat of 
fresh paint on top of the already deteriorating original. And 
yet they keep airing, the same thing over and over again. 
Rome is a beautiful place. It has splendid architecture, and I 
also like the layout of the city. However, it isn’t an easy 
city to live in. 
Everything is the opposite of everything. Nothing is what it 
seems or how it should be, and every morning you have to 
tell yourself: put on your boxing gloves because you’re 
going to have to fight! 
A few months ago, I decided to open my own professional 
office. 
The people who had offered to be my partners when it all 
started turned out to be a disaster. They ended up being 
fake friends who simply thought they could take advantage 
of me. 
They were supposed to participate by bringing in their own 
clients, but, at a certain point, the reality of the situation 
proved to be entirely different. 
In the beginning, I had naively rented a room with a 
bathroom in the office of a friend of these partners. Then I 
found out that there was no bathroom, that they had not 
paid the rent in ten years and that they were waiting for the 
police to come and evict them. 



 

 

These people had claimed to be my friends, thinking they 
could get something out of me without making any effort, 
without any legal commitment, and without having to do 
anything to bring in new clients. 
These people made me understand just how wretched the 
people are who hide behind this traditional, old-fashioned 
image, behind a position they no longer have and will never 
have again. 
The pale reminders of vanished opulence. 
They refuse any obligation, refuse to engage in any kind of 
activity that involves a steady commitment, and spend their 
time badmouthing their wives, describing them as poor, 
depressed cuckolds, or allowing others to badmouth their 
women without saying a word in their defense. 
Petty, good-for-nothing people! 
Thanks to the advice of my current lawyer, I finally found a 
real office and professional partners, rather than blood 
suckers! 
I found a house that my daughter and I adore, and even 
though I had to fight to get it restored and sorted out, it is 
run by an administrator who fulfils all his responsibilities, 
and above all, is capable of keeping the peace between 
owners and tenants. 
“Here we go again,” I thought. In the end, the wheel keeps 
on turning and good things always come back around. 
Anyway, it all started at the end of a new beginning. 
 
 
 
 



 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

A NEW BEGINNING 
 

Years later, I find myself reflecting on my divorce and on 
the life I’ve lived. At first, I fought with my husband, and 
then he became my ex-husband. Today, I still fight with the 
same man but through legal channels, not in person. 
In Italy, it takes a long time to get a divorce, from three to 
seven years. What’s ironic is that, during this time, we 
economically support lawyers and the civil justice system. 
This means that we waste a lot of money out of sheer 
stupidity. 



 

 

In this country, there is no contract or agreement signed 
between lawyers—or attorneys, whatever you want to call 
them—and their clients. So you never know how much 
you’re supposed to pay or what you’re paying for. 
Every time lawyers draft a document, or go to see the 
judge, or simply write a letter, for that matter, they ask for 
money, lots of money. 
Now, I’m almost divorced, but my ex-lawyer and my ex-
husband’s lawyer keep nickel and diming us to death and 
we have no idea what for. 
We started fighting twelve years ago, like a couple of 
idiots. 
We’ve let someone else steal our money just to do 
something we’ve never managed to do by ourselves: 
TALK. 
Talk like two people who have loved each other, if only out 
of respect for our daughter. 
What sense is there in two people paying someone to ask 
yet another person, a judge, to make decisions in their life, 
for their future, and for the future of their daughter? 
And yet this happens to a lot of people, and it happened to 
me as well because, unfortunately, my ex-husband is not a 
reasonable person. 
We’re adults. We have a beautiful daughter... Well, let me 
rephrase that: I have a beautiful daughter because, 
unfortunately, in my case, it makes no sense to speak in the 
plural. 
First me, and then my daughter, were just something for 
him to boast to his friends about. 



 

 

I have a PhD and Asia has always attended an American 
school and gotten very good grades. We both speak more 
than one language, and for him, all of this was a source of 
pride as well as anger, envy, and jealousy. 
For him, we were nothing more than trophies to take out 
and show off whenever he needed to make a good 
impression or when he decided we were useful for 
polishing up his image. 
But he was afraid of me. Although he was also afraid of 
being too accommodating. He only did what “his friends,” 
as he called them, told him to do. I don’t think he has ever 
had the courage to tell these people NO. 
This is why he never wanted to meet with me and talk 
about our situation. As adults, we should be able to think 
with our own heads and make decisions about our own 
future without having to resort to having someone else do it 
for us. 
Unless you have some kind of mental problem or disability 
which compromises your ability to make independent 
decisions, you need to know how to do it yourself. 
My ex-husband has never been able to make decisions 
using his own head, though he isn’t sick or mentally 
incompetent. The truth is that he has always listened more 
carefully to other people’s opinions, and this has always 
been our biggest problem. 
He was always letting other people tell him how to handle 
our personal situations and how to handle me and our 
daughter. But then, I was the one who resolved our 
problems, not them. 



 

 

If he had problems, he needed me, always. It’s true. The 
only thing my husband was concerned about was protecting 
his name and position. He wasn’t able to fight for himself, 
for us and for our daughter. All he cared about was his 
image. 
Understandably, this is an important thing, but when it 
means fighting against injustice, fighting for your rights, 
for what you believe in, or for the people you love, I go all 
the way. He, on the other hand, NEVER does. 
 
I remember the time we bought a house in the countryside 
and converted it into a loft. I was seven months pregnant at 
the time. Whoever did the renovations didn’t secure the 
iron floor correctly. So when the carpenter lifted up the part 
of the floor he was supposed to remove, since it hadn’t 
been bolted down, it slipped right out of his hands. 
Our nanny, Cristine, was hit softly on the shoulder. 
However, more than 150 pounds of iron crashed down on 
my head. 
I don’t remember feeling any pain, nor do I remember what 
happened. The next thing I knew, I was on the ground 
between the wall and a wardrobe. There were clumps of 
hair on my shoulder, and the slab of iron had bounced off 
my belly and made an indentation in my thigh. 
I phoned his office and he came to pick us up and take us to 
the doctor. We went to see a doctor, a friend of my 
parents’, and he diagnosed me with a cerebral contusion 
and hematoma. 



 

 

The following morning, they took me in for some x-rays, 
covering my belly for protection. The head is hard, so it 
was okay, but I was afraid for my baby girl. 
As soon as we had sorted all of this out, my father and I 
wanted to sue these men because it was inconceivable that 
anyone could have done such a bad job. I could have lost 
my daughter or been blinded. But my ex-husband rushed 
off to settle with the company that had done the renovations 
because he didn’t want any problems. That’s how he was. 
If that had happened to him, I would have gone straight to a 
lawyer and to the company that had done the renovations 
and I would have raised hell, but I’m not him. 
He is who he is, and he is only motivated by his own self-
interest, never by ours. 
On many occasions, and for a long time, I tried to talk with 
my ex-husband to try to find a simpler way to sort things 
out. And the only thing in my mind was Asia. 
She should be his daughter as well, but a lot of men, after 
having sex, forget they’ve got anything to do with their 
own children, that they need to take care of them as a 
father, parent, or any adult should, for that matter. 
We have allowed a lawyer to run our life, something we 
would normally never allow anyone to do. And just look, 
all the dirt begins to come out. It brings out the worst in 
people, and everything is judged by an outsider looking 
over some documents. 
How can somebody else understand your story, when not 
even the people directly involved clearly understand the 
dynamics and implications of their own situation? 



 

 

How could outsiders truly understand what living in our 
family was like for my daughter and me? 
The only one who can truly understand a situation is the 
one experiencing it. 
When two people split up, they should respect each other 
out of love for their children. However, most of the time 
they just spew insults at each other in an attempt to shift the 
blame for the failure of the marriage onto the other person. 
However, what I believe is that they are being selfish, 
bitter, and ignorant, and they were probably that way even 
before getting married. 
The strongest one will do a better job of sparing him or 
herself at the expense of the children, whom they should 
love either way. 
I remember a time when I was talking with my ex-husband 
before a court hearing. It was 2006 and I had requested the 
modification of the court-approved separation agreement 
because it was flawed and extortive. 
My ex-lawyer wanted to file the revised agreement at the 
court in Monza, but the original separation agreement had 
been approved by the court in Rome. I had my reasons for 
not wanting to file it at that court, but she didn’t listen to 
me. 
I was standing in the hall outside the courtroom when I saw 
him. He was sitting in a chair. I started walking toward him 
and I looked him straight in the eyes. 
I asked him point blank, “Why are you so stupid? Don’t 
you know there are things money can’t buy? Like your 
daughter’s love, for one.” 



 

 

I wanted to make him understand that it was not the court, 
whichever court it happened to be, that made him strong. 
That he was not strong just because in that court, the judge 
was a friend of his and tended to rule so that things went 
the way he wanted them to. But he felt safe. 
He looked at me arrogantly and didn’t say anything 
constructive. All he said was, “Fuck you, it’s your problem, 
not mine. You have to deal with it, not me.” Me? What? 
Where was he now? What? Had I really got into this mess 
all by myself? Oh no, 
I’ve turned into the Virgin Mary. So I walked away, 
thinking, “Lawyers get rich off people like him.” 
However, that wasn’t the end. Once the lawyers walked 
out, his lawyer in that trial said that my daughter and I were 
a couple of cockroaches, and they went away feeling 
certain that they were covered by someone who by law had 
no business being there, but who was there, as if by magic, 
hidden by a colleague who actually never appeared. When I 
talked about this person, who, when the opportunity 
presents itself, promptly pops up in court to manipulate 
things so that they go in the most advantageous way for his 
friends, nobody ever believed me. 
They thought I was crazy. “Impossible,” they said. But 
when the truth comes out, then things begin to change. 
This man is a friend of my ex-husband’s from high school. 
He studied law, became a judge, and has worked in the 
same place for the last thirty years. The only judge that 
never changes his position or the city where he works... 
what a coincidence! 



 

 

And just think, shortly before we got married, and for some 
time after, the Doctor thought this friend was a terrible 
person, the worst. 
Right when my ex-husband started sleeping around, his 
friend came back around, just like his police friends. 
I found out that reports had been filed incorrectly, and the 
request to freeze his accounts can’t be examined because 
the competent judge has been sick for over a year, and the 
examination keeps getting postponed over and over. We 
still don’t have a decision. 
In the meantime, the Doctor is being prosecuted in his 
friend’s court, so it seems and I just want to see how far 
they’ll push things. I wonder what he has to gain from all 
this, or if it was all just to foster his “Tuesday trysts.” 
At any rate, when a lawyer like my ex-husband’s finds a 
client like him, he doesn’t stop just because it isn’t worth it. 
The more he works, the more he earns, and what’s more, 
it’s all money under the table. He has found his goose that 
lays golden eggs, even if the goose looks like an asshole. 
I’m not making this up. It was his lawyer who called him 
that. 
I wonder if it’s ethical, from a professional point of view. 
What has happened to our values in Italy? Forget about it. 
Here the only thing that matters is the euro, not the client. 
It was just then that I realized what the doctor was 
thinking! An idiot is an idiot and will remain an idiot for 
the rest of his life. 
Since that moment, seven years have gone by since our 
separation, and things have gotten worse and worse with 
every passing day. 



 

 

Over the years, I’ve tried to talk to him many times to reach 
an agreement, but there’s been no way to convince him. 
For him, money boosts his EGO, gives meaning to his 
EXISTENCE, to his sense of SELF. The old Italian saying, 
“lots of ego but nothing in his pants,” totally applies to him. 
He’s the kind of man who, when he finds an intelligent 
woman, tries to wield total control over her so as not to feel 
inferior. 
Money is an instrument of power used against those who 
make you feel incompetent. Lately, I’ve spent the majority 
of my time talking to my lawyer and investigation agencies. 
I am so fed up with this divorce. My ex-lawyer tried to 
resolve things, but didn’t manage to get anywhere. 
Over the years, my ex-husband has managed to run off with 
our property and money. He even changed the Swiss bank 
account where he had deposited the majority of the money 
he’d made under the table. However, the judge evidently 
was not as stupid as he had hoped. 
In the end, he wrote something that was incorrect, 
forgetting to mention that the finance police were already 
aware of it. He always denied this, and during one of the 
most recent hearings, I realized that he had even kept this 
“little” detail hidden from his lawyer. 
Many years before, he had been investigated twice by the 
finance police and tax assessor, and they had discovered 
several illegal accounts. Moreover, at the end of both 
investigations, each time the tax assessor gave him a heavy 
fine... something we like to call “the bill.” 



 

 

It was during that period that I saw the movie Eat, Pray, 
Love starring Julia Roberts. There is a scene in which the 
main character is sitting at a table in a restaurant in Rome. 
I don’t know why but that image really struck me. For 
whatever reason, it brought to mind a strange analogy with 
life and its rules. 
I started thinking about spaghetti. Then its meaning began 
to naturally emerge, as if I’d already known it, or perhaps 
to help me understand what I was really thinking. 
I had to talk about my allergies... Spaghetti, spaghetti, and 
more spaghetti. 
Why had that spaghetti captured my attention? I didn’t 
even really like pasta but I couldn’t help thinking about it. 
Spaghetti is made of dough, and pasta is nothing but 
dough... And so? I began seeing things differently.  
I began seeing a kind of resemblance, a similarity, a 
meaning intrinsic to the digestive process. What came to 
mind was something my mother, my best friend, and my 
partner had always said. 
“Bo, no one is forcing you to write crime stories. Why 
don’t you write about your life? What has happened to you 
is unbelievable. The truth is stronger than ‘fantasy.’ Your 
story could be a best seller.” 
Sure. I was writing thrillers based on real situations. I was 
telling the truth with a pinch of fantasy and then mixing all 
the ingredients. My crime stories are always about 
investigations into situations that intrigue me. 
I love writing crime stories and books for children, and I 
don’t know why, but I started talking about spaghetti. I was 
beginning to like it. 



 

 

I started and now I can’t stop talking about what has 
happened in my life, the direction it has taken, and the 
possible meaning of certain situations. 
There are many different kinds of pasta. Different, special 
kinds, depending on what you like best. When you sit down 
at the table and order a plate of spaghetti, you can only 
imagine how it’s going to taste and what it’s going to look 
like. 
You don’t know what it’s going to be like before seeing or 
tasting it. You just hope it’s good. 
In the beginning, the plate is clean, empty, and without 
meaning. It’s just a plate, like life. 
When we come into the world, we are pure, our life is clean 
and perfect. All we have to do is start down our path. 
Our life is like an empty plate waiting to be filled. 
One plate is just like any other, and so are human beings. 
There are square, round, white, and colored plates, but all 
of them are used to hold food. You become aware of the 
differences when the plate is set down in front of you, full 
of food, when you get ready to eat. Then you realize just 
what it is and what it’s worth. 
The plate used to serve pasta, the first course, is deeper and 
raised around the sides, like a shallow soup bowl. 
A plate is a good-sized container that’s empty and has no 
cover. It’s used to serve food, even to cook it. 
If you really think about it, isn’t a plate of spaghetti like a 
marriage or a relationship? 
The plate is what protects the union, which lasts a lifetime, 
and can be difficult, but is reinforced thanks to strength, 
love, respect, and appreciation. At the same time, the sides 



 

 

of the plate can represent walls that hide the truth. They are 
like the towers of a dark castle. 
I know what you’re thinking. Crazy, huh? Maybe. 
Before getting married, I was happy, full of life. I was very 
physically active, traveled the world, and studied abroad. 
And at home I had an extraordinary family. 
My father, who is very old-fashioned, has witnessed all the 
changes society has undergone in disbelief. My mother was 
one of the first female chemists in Italy (generally a male 
domain) and my brother is now a brilliant veterinary 
surgeon. However, he does have one flaw: his passion for 
total change. And then there are our little pets, a dog named 
Simon and Sola, our cat. 
I was born in Italy but I DO NOT LIKE PASTA, so why 
should I compare my marriage to spaghetti?  
I’ve never believed in marriage and I have a severe allergy 
to pasta.... this must be the connection, or maybe I’m going 
completely mad. No, maybe I’m just tired of thinking. 
I’m tired of listening to the same old things and to what’s 
constantly being broadcast over the media. 
I and many other women who have fought, and sometimes 
even won but have fallen into oblivion, have been the ones 
to pave the way. It wasn’t just that we had big 
imaginations.  
In the same way, the authorities have had to keep a stiff 
upper lip and try to do things without always waiting for 
the dead bodies to turn up. 
YOU DON’T ALWAYS HAVE TO DIE TO GET 
PEOPLE TO APPRECIATE YOU, OR LISTEN TO YOU, 
OR TO GET YOUR NAME IN THE PAPERS. At times, 



 

 

I’ve felt like K. in Kafka’s novel, The Castle. I was running 
in circles! 
Ok, maybe that’s how it is. There’s nothing logical about 
this type of comparison, but for me there is. It means 
something to me, even though it may not make sense to 
other people. 
At first, I thought it was going to be wonderful. That food 
looked perfect to me, so I didn’t look around for another 
restaurant. 
My family, my ex-husband and others pushed me to the 
altar before I even realized what I was doing. 
It’s a risk, but at the same time it’s a game. It all depends 
on how you play and on the rules you have to follow to 
participate. 
Not long after sitting at the table, my plate was served and 
it smelled inviting. That pasta contained all the right 
ingredients: tomato sauce, parmesan, and fresh basil. What 
more could you ask for?  There was even a nice glass of 
wine. It was as perfect as the fairy tales any young girl 
believes in. 
You can’t always ask for champagne, but you don’t have to 
drink vinegar either! 
Before beginning to eat, you sit and look at the spaghetti 
and you think. It’s long, there are different sizes, but you 
choose a medium-sized one, the original. It’s piled high in a 
little mountain and so tangled that you have no idea what 
you’re going to find. 
It would be perfect if it weren’t all twisted up like that, 
hiding everything or nothing at all, like the sauce. 



 

 

If you know how to eat spaghetti and turn your fork the 
right way, there’s no problem and it’s easy to eat. However, 
if you begin tasting it and it isn’t as good as you hoped, 
well then you have problems. 
Maybe I didn’t use my fork the right way and I choked. 
I always felt alone when I was married.  
In the late 90s, I wrote a poem for the Doctor, about two 
empty cups. Living with him was like eating in front of the 
TV. The quality of the silence and the situations changed. I 
surfed the channels with the remote control, and I was 
alone because the person with me wouldn’t speak a single 
word to me. The person that was supposed to be part of my 
life was absent. 
The man I had lived with for many years was trying to 
suffocate me. So when things got to be too much, I began 
to react. Had he married me or had I married him? I still 
don’t know.  
He already knew what I was like, so why did he have to 
humiliate me like that?  Why had he changed so much 
while I had remained the same? Why, even though he 
wanted someone else, had he married me? 
I gave it all I had, but who was the man sleeping next to 
me?  Who was the man sitting at the table with me, who 
only talked to me when he needed something, the man I 
had always had to help? I was living with a stranger and not 
with the man I’d married. At first, I thought I had made the 
right decision. I never thought that I would have had to 
witness this kind of tremendous change right after the first 
year. 
Where had the man I loved and married gone? 



 

 

Before our wedding, he was my best friend, and I adored 
him for that. But then suddenly, that man disappeared. 
When you marry someone you think you love, you think 
you’re going to have a new life, a new future. I wanted to 
dedicate my life to him, to us, and to our relationship. 
I thought and hoped that I had found a man who would 
protect me from the outside world and its horrors, but it 
was all just a fantasy. The reality was that I always had to 
do everything myself, both for him and for me. 
In the end, it eventually became clear to me that I was lying 
to myself. 
It was like a child’s dream. I was a woman. I was strong 
but I was a woman, not a man. But I’d had to act like a man 
for a long time. While we were married, I was the husband 
and he was the wife. 
I no longer know what it means to be a real woman. I’ve 
forgotten what it means to be fragile. Everything has 
changed. I’m strong, I don’t believe in love, and I don’t 
believe in foolish romanticism. I’m just MYSELF, and I 
like how I am. 
I’ve never been a weak person. I’ve always been very 
determined. I’ve always known what I wanted and have 
always put a lot of effort into getting it. 
At first, I believed in the value and strength of my feelings. 
I felt loved and protected, but one day I opened my eyes. 
I was watching another movie. 
It wasn’t me who was writing the crime story, but rather it 
was me who was personally living one. 
Physically, I was too muscular for him. He always loved 
skinny, busty women. His ex- girlfriend, Alessandra, 



 

 

became anorexic to look like the kind of woman he liked. 
She was so psychologically devastated she even tried to 
commit suicide. But that bastard would never manage to do 
the same thing to me. 
I was too smart for him. He was jealous of my success, or 
rather he took advantage of it for his own personal gain. At 
any rate, he always tried to stifle me. 
He was afraid I would ruin him since I knew his deepest, 
darkest secrets. 
I was just too strong, but he needed a wife like that, a 
woman who took charge and protected him. Every time 
something happened to him, his reaction was always the 
same, “Talk to my wife.”  
When I think back to these situations, I tell myself, “I 
should’ve asked him to pay me!” I was his lawyer, 
accountant, economist, and manager. In theory, I was all of 
these things except wife. 
However, I really wasn’t that strong. He was the one who 
was strong. I never felt like I was totally part of his life, 
even though I always wanted him to become part of mine. 
In the end, I realized that the only person I could count on 
was myself. 
I began to figure out that his friend, who was actually his 
“boyfriend,” was lying to him about me to get his money 
and attention. 
My daughter and I witnessed some truly disgraceful scenes. 
We witnessed his friend in the military police fake feeling 
ill and then collapse on the ground while my ex-husband 
ran to help him right in front of everyone. He had never 



 

 

helped us like that. The examples that I gave before clearly 
prove it. 
During my long hospital stay, when the doctors thought I 
had cancer, he never came to visit or to see how I was 
doing. My ex-husband NEVER wasted his time coming to 
see me. NEVER! 
Nor did he come to the hospital on the terrible day when 
my second daughter died. 
This is why, when Asia and I saw him devastated and 
broken up over his boyfriend, we got angry. How pathetic! 
In the end, he was nothing more than a bisexual who 
couldn’t admit he loved other men.  
Once at a dinner party, with my own ears, I heard his 
boyfriend confess that he was a frequent guest at orgies. 
He claimed he took more pleasure from sex with men 
because they’re easier bedfellows. But you MEN, how 
many different ways can you do it?  
I thought it was love and passion that naturally led to sex. 
His boyfriend was the most opportunistic, fake, and 
dishonest person I’ve ever met in my life—and I’ve met a 
whole lot of sons of bitches in my lifetime! 
I began to understand that my husband drew his strength 
from other people and not from his family. 
He trusted people like this secret lover of his, like Vittorio, 
another friend who led him down the wrong path, like his 
sister. 
He never understood why I put so much effort into him and 
our relationship. 
While I was married, I never worked because all he wanted 
was a beautiful wife at his beck and call: always well-



 

 

dressed, well-coiffed, wearing expensive jewelry, 
something to show off every day. I was an intellectual and 
athletic wife. I’ve always enjoyed doing different kinds of 
sports and taking care of myself, but I never wasted money 
going to day spas 24 hours a day. But now, that I’m a little 
older, I’ve started going to these places because I want to 
take good care of what I’ve got left! 
I always wanted to feel like a real woman, but I didn’t need 
things such as massages to feel like one. I never needed any 
of those things.  
I adored jewelry and fashion as well. I’m a woman, it’s 
normal. Despite this, he never gave me money to spend on 
what I wanted. If we were together, he was ready to pull 
out his wallet. Otherwise, I had to make do on my own. 
It’s a strange subject, one that isn’t easy to talk about, even 
because it could easily lead to misunderstanding. However, 
my ex-husband has always thought he could control the 
entire family with the power of his money. 
Lots of men do it, all over the world. 
Thank God my family has always supported me even 
though they have had to face their share of tough times as 
well. 
I looked after his dental office in the Lombardy region. I 
took care of him, of his needs. I took care of our family. 
Since he got his MD on March 17, 1987, I had become his 
girlfriend. I did a million different things, but I was never a 
wife. 
A few years later, he asked me if he could use my name to 
form a company with some of his friends. Only later did I 
find out that this was just a way to launder money he had 



 

 

made under the table. How did I ever benefit from this? 
Especially if I didn’t even know about it! He could’ve at 
least told me about it but he made sure not to! 
In 1997, I founded a company by myself, and a military 
police officer friend of his asked to be a partner, but using 
his brother’s name. Saying yes was the worst decision I’ve 
ever made. 
Do you want to know why? This man used it as an excuse 
to take up residence in our house as he was separated and 
his brother lived too far away, because my ex-husband 
wanted to help him out, he invited him to stay with us for 
as long as he wanted. 
It was a disaster. Three years of his indescribable ball-
breaking behavior, arrogance and him taking ambiguous 
liberties. 
After a while, his friend decided to quit his job in the 
military police and just work for my company. 
He introduced me to a colonel, a strange individual who I 
never took a liking to. 
My company paid this man, let’s call him O., a monthly 
salary. However, O. was always asking my husband and me 
for more money and he never paid the money back. 
Moreover, we took care of him however we could. We 
bought him clothes and food to eat while our housekeeper 
waited on him. She even washed and ironed his underwear. 
Even the “Colonel” wanted to become part of the company. 
My ex-husband asked me to pay his share indirectly and to 
offer him a position in the business. 
I had just started and I didn’t have enough money to pay all 
the salaries, and what’s more, I really wanted to get rid of 



 

 

the bum. I really wanted to just kick him out of my house. 
But nothing happened. He got what he wanted as easily as 
those ridiculous women who are able to manipulate men 
like puppets just by wiggling their “rear ends”. 
One possibility was to throw him out of my house. Sure, I 
could have, but it never worked. Every time I threw him 
out, my ex-husband invited him back. I had to teach O. 
everything: how to dress, how to answer the phone, how to 
talk to people. I had to help him understand that he was no 
longer a police officer. One day, he got into an accident 
with my ex-husband’s car and blamed it on me. 
Unbelievable, but true, and my ex-husband hung on his 
every word. 
Whenever the Colonel set foot in my office, he wanted to 
take control. We fought every single day. 
I asked O. for his help because he was the only one who 
respected and looked up to him. He was the one who had 
brought him in and he was getting money from him—all 
under the table, naturally. He was the one who had brought 
that very weird, repugnant man to see me. But when he was 
forced to deal with things, my ex-husband’s boyfriend 
immediately, very quickly slipped away. 
My ex-husband’s buddy wasn’t what he wanted people to 
think he was. O. was a man who had nothing and thanks to 
a string of lucky events, had managed to land a job as the 
manager of a Coop supermarket. 
A few years after he left our house, since he didn’t need us 
any longer, he told me they were going to take over a bank, 
that the bank’s “big shot” president hung on his every 



 

 

word, and that they were going to make a “shitload” of 
money. 
It was hardly a month before the scandal involving 
Unipol—an Italian financial services holding—and the 
Bank of Lodi was all over the papers and TV news. 
Everything lined up perfectly with what he had told me. It 
was then that I began to figure out how, why, and for 
whom. Yet again, he had managed to get what he wanted. 
In that particular situation, the only thought running 
through my mind was: how long would it take before that 
big shot president realized just how fake and easily bought 
his right-hand man was. 
However, let me make it clear that when I say “man,” I’m 
not referring to any particular sex, but rather to people in 
general, whether they are homosexual or heterosexual. 
Let’s go back to talking about the company I founded. 
For I while, I just sat back to see how things were going to 
go and how they were going to develop. However, one day 
I went to the bank and was met with an unpleasant surprise. 
I wanted to deposit a check, but the head clerk called me 
over to inform me that I had to go to the bank’s central 
office to make the deposit. 
This sounded very strange to me, so I went directly to the 
general director to check. When I asked about the activity 
on my account, I realized that the money that had been 
deposited was not in the checking account.  
I had the copies of the deposits but the money was not 
where it was supposed to be. 
So I went back to my ex’s friend for an explanation. He 
was silent for a while, then he told me what had happened. 



 

 

I had deposited the money in the company’s checking 
account but then the money had been transferred to the 
Colonel and he had kept a little of this money for his 
trouble. 
I was speechless. What’s more, I thought that, in addition 
to being a crook, thief and criminal, he was an idiot as well. 
I began to look into who the Colonel and O. were and 
found out that the Colonel was a fugitive wanted by the 
police. I was told that this person was used by covert secret 
service agents working out of Florence and other cities and 
was involved, like O. in money laundering. 
Moreover, a friend of mine, who actually was a military 
police colonel, informed me that he and others took 
advantage of companies and other professionals to steal 
from and defraud them. 
The news made my blood run cold, and just the thought 
that it had been that son of a bitch to bring him into my 
office, into my company, made me feel as if my heart had 
stopped beating. 
I didn’t say a word, but I made a decision: I was going to 
close the company and file a report for fraud to recover my 
damages in addition to writing to the director of the bank. 
And that’s what I did. 
I was convinced something was going to happen, but 
nothing did. Nothing. There were too many people 
involved, therefore, IT COULD NOT CREATE A 
SCANDAL. 
Actually, there have been many separate scandals, but no 
one has ever connected them to the big picture because the 
people responsible refuse to admit there are any links. And 



 

 

all of this despite the fact I always made the authorities 
aware of every document in my possession and my own 
conclusions. 
Nothing happened, yet I was met with nothing but threats 
such as, “If you continue to step on people’s toes, you can 
forget working from now on.” 
This wasn’t much consolation, and I began wondering 
whose toes I might have been stepping on. 
I invited my ex-husband to dinner to speak to him alone, 
but not one word he said could shed any light on the 
subject, and moreover, he said I was the one who was 
crazy, not them. For him, the only thing that counted was 
his friend. He couldn’t have cared less that I might get in 
trouble because of him. 
One evening, my ex-husband invited an acquaintance of his 
and his girlfriend to our house for dinner. 
In a roundabout way, he asked me to do the woman a favor 
because the Colonel had defrauded her company as well. I 
thought about it for a few days, and in the end, decided to 
look into the matter, not because of the girl, but just for 
myself. I was desperate, and even more so because no one 
believed me even though I had unequivocal proof. 
Sex was even a problem. My husband had other women, 
and he and his friend Vittorio even went out with a 
transsexual—he confessed this to me, just to be clear. He 
went with both women and men—I’ve always said he 
lacked for nothing!—and he wanted me as well. The man 
really had balls! 
However, I was nothing like the floozies he went to bed 
with, so I went into denial. 



 

 

When a wife begins to feel like she’s no longer the only 
woman in her husband’s life, when she sees something has 
changed, when she finds lipstick on the collar of her 
husband’s shirt or underwear, continuing to love him like 
she once dreamed of doing becomes really difficult. 
Everything in my life began to change. 
It was 1993 when I became aware of the fact that I had to 
become the only protagonist in my life. 
That was the year of the birth of my little girl, my daughter, 
the best thing that has ever happened to my life. She is my 
strength, my love, my life. My dreams are all for her, for 
what she desires, for her life, for her future, and I want 
nothing more than to give her what she wants. 
Being a mother is the most beautiful feeling there is. After 
my separation, my and my daughter’s life changed 
drastically. My ex-husband, a well-known Lombardy 
dentist, threw us out empty-handed. No money, no 
luggage. All we had was our love. I took the car, my 
daughter, our little dog, Toy, and walked away from that 
godforsaken place.  
He began threatening us using the friends he had in the 
military police, the state police, and his friend, the judge 
Even in 2005, he was still trying to intimidate and threaten 
me. That was the year I returned to Rome. I was stuck in a 
long line of cars when I received his telephone call. He told 
me that if I continued asking him for money, his friend—a 
military police major recently posted to Rome— would 
make me pay for it. 
Then he said that if I contacted the finance police, he’d 
never give me another cent. 



 

 

I replied, “Money? What money? You don’t give us 
anything!” He insulted and offended us, to the point of 
paying delinquents to follow us. I had to protect my 
beloved Asia, who I lovingly call Tata, at all costs. I asked 
myself what I could do to protect her, to protect us. In Italy 
the law exists, but it doesn’t protect anyone, except the 
privileged few.  
Here in Italy, judges forget they are there to provide a 
public service, not to be a celebrity in the star system. But 
the problem isn’t so much the judges and lawyers, or the 
new code... With the former Rocco Code, law enforcement 
officers could intervene immediately. With the new 1989 
Pisapia Code, they now have to wait for a judge’s orders... 
a woman might die first!!!  
In Italy, the other problem is lawyers. There are lawyers 
who are honest professionals, but mixed in with the good 
lawyers are blackmailers and crooks who contaminate and 
degrade the profession. 
There are more lawyers than are actually needed in Italy 
and it’s a profession in which you can make easy money, 
almost always under the table. Often those lawyers will 
offend you by accusing that, “you didn’t pay.” These 
lawyers are the criminal themselves. 
I’ve met a lot of them, and they get paid without actually 
doing any work for you. What’s more, many demand 
payment for the most insignificant tasks. Although the law 
states that the parties must draw up a contract to clarify 
who gives and who takes, this is not what happens in most 
cases. Declaring your income and paying taxes may not be 
the most intelligent thing to do! 



 

 

As for free legal aid, the state only provides you with a 
lawyer if you get arrested or if you can’t afford one 
yourself. 
In Italy, there are no public defenders, nor are there any 
assistant prosecutors. And you can’t represent yourself 
either.  
 
So this is how it is: if you don’t have any money, you can’t 
get a lawyer even if you’re in the right or if your situation 
is difficult to manage. If you don’t have any money, forget 
it, you can’t make an appeal and if you do have money, 
your only hope is that you chance upon a serious lawyer. 
After many years, and many mishaps, I found a lawyer that 
truly supports my case, and today, for the first time since 
I’ve been involved in this mess, I can safely say that the 
lawyer and I, the client, each play our proper roles....AT 
LAST! 
In Italy, you can go to the authorities for help, and the 
military or state police will listen to you, but it’s all over 
the minute you walk out their door. 
Italy is a strange country to live in, and a strange place to 
ask for help. 
I’ve lived in the United States and England, where I felt 
respected despite the fact that I was a foreigner. 
I adore these two countries just as much as I loathe my 
own. 
Many years ago, an American ambassador wrote me a 
lovely letter, saying a lot of kindhearted things about me 
and explaining that he understood how important the 
United States was for me and appreciated the respect I’ve 



 

 

always had for his country. I may be foolish, but I was very 
proud of myself for that. 
When you travel a lot, it sometimes happens that you feel 
particularly in sync with a country that is not your own. I 
would never have imagined it, but this is exactly what 
happened. In America, I felt at home. The country where I 
had studied for a long time had shown me respect, and had 
made me feel protected. 
Then I returned to Italy, but my heart was still on the other 
side of the ocean. It was as if I were still there. 
When you feel at home in the country that has adopted you 
and not in the one where you were born, something is 
wrong. 
I wanted to return to my adopted country with my daughter, 
to live there. I feel like my home is in the United States, or 
in England, but not in Italy. 
Because when you have to fight constantly, day after day, 
to protect yourself and your family from your ex-husband, 
you begin thinking it might be easier to live somewhere 
else. And you think about all the differences between the 
two places. You reflect on why you had to do what you did 
to defend yourself, and why he has always hurled insults 
against you and your children. 
So after much reflection, I started gathering documents to 
try to shed some light on what had happened. I wanted to 
figure it all out. 
In 1999, some of the Calabresi, a group of people from the 
Calabria region in southern Italy, who aren’t involved in 
organized crime but aspire to be, pitted themselves against 
me. 



 

 

Some of the people in the group kidnapped my daughter 
who, at the time, was only seven years old. They held her 
for twenty long hours and I had to pay a large sum of 
money to hold her in my arms again. 
Right then, my head was flooded with all kinds of thoughts. 
I was terrified for my sweet little girl, so small, defenseless, 
and alone in the hands of total strangers. 
My heart and mind were divided. My heart had been 
shattered while my mind was trying to withstand my fear, 
not to give in, and to find the best way to get my little girl 
back. 
It was a terrible time for me. And besides, I was alone, as 
usual. 
I ended up in my father’s office with seven criminals who 
wouldn’t let me use the phone or leave the office. They 
made me sign checks. They subjected me to extortion with 
violence and threats. There was also a member of the 
municipal government of a city in Lombardy. He was the 
worst one. He was the one forcing me to do things, 
threatening me, using my daughter to get the money he 
wanted. 
And my husband, where was he? 
He and his friend O. were part of the conspiracy. I already 
had my suspicions because of how he was acting toward 
me, but the proof of his involvement only came out many 
years later. The only people who helped me were two 
Italian politicians, Judge Fontanelli and a police officer 
named Barlatti (fantasy names, of course). 
Even a few Italian politicians were implicated in the 
situation. 



 

 

Let me explain better. Municipal government has always 
played an important role in Lombardy due to the close 
network of economic and political interests that converge in 
the region. 
The municipality was supposed to have been assigned to 
the representative of a certain political party, but those 
president’s men had been sold to a “cousin” political party. 
Specifically, that political party was the one led by a person 
who is now out of the scene but who controlled all of 
Lombardy at the time, with some very important people 
depending on him. 
I was able to confirm this thanks to the documents kept by 
the court of that city, which were subsequently transferred 
to Milan. 
The following year, in 2000, they tried to get me to buckle 
in every way they could, but whoever dared attack me from 
a legal standpoint lost because the documents I had in my 
hands were very important and repudiated their lies. 
The persecution I was being subjected to was confirmed 
when an entrepreneur from the cousin party tried to push 
me into economic ruin by requesting that I be declared 
bankrupt in court. 
After receiving the subpoena, I appeared with my father, 
without a lawyer. 
We entered the courtroom, sat down, and took some 
documents out of my bag, but not all of 
them. 
The judge listened to what I had to say and realized the 
nature of the documents in my possession. He asked to 



 

 

continue the hearing behind closed doors and made all 
those present leave the courtroom. 
What went on behind those doors confirmed for everyone 
what I had initially said. 
At a certain point, the entrepreneur’s lawyer stood up and 
spoke these words, ones I will never forget. 
“I am an attorney for... (and he said the name of the party), 
I don’t know anything. I don’t want to know anything and I 
don’t want to have anything to do with this...” Then he 
asked to leave the courtroom. 
However, the judge made him sit down and personally 
write up the court report. The attorney didn’t utter a single 
additional word. 
I still don’t know exactly why they were after me, but from 
what I was able to glean, “the political understory of that 
small town pulls all the strings.” 
The understory is made up of local and national politicians 
who exchange money and favors with entrepreneurs and 
representatives of government institutions. Right then, I 
understood that I was going to have to protect myself from 
my ex-husband and his friends. And boy, was I right, 
because from that moment on I began receiving nasty, 
threatening telephone calls that continued throughout the 
entire year, threats against me and my family. 
This experience wasn’t easy to cope with at all. 
Fortunately, I met many other people who believed me and 
that, each in their own way, tried to help me. 
Of great help were the police, and especially an inspector 
from Monza. 



 

 

I also received help from a judge who understood exactly 
what was going on and acted in line with the requirements 
of his professional ethics. 
There was a file containing everything that had been 
revealed during the proceedings and that would have been 
incredibly valuable for me and extremely damaging to 
whoever wanted to bury me. However, oddly enough, a 
year later, the file was deleted. Someone must have thought 
it contained a very inconvenient truth. 
The court rejected the claim against me and forwarded the 
proceedings to the criminal court, thereby acknowledging 
the crime perpetrated against me. 
However, so far none of these crimes have been brought to 
trial and, as far as I know, there have been no investigations 
into them either. 
It was only a month ago, in 2014, that my mother informed 
me that thirty-three people had been arrested. Oddly 
enough, they were arrested exactly where I had always said 
they were, and those people were the same ones I had 
always fingered... and damn it, nearly 20 years later! 
In the end, someone probably finally put “two and two” 
together and did something about it, but they still haven’t 
caught the puppet master who is pulling all the strings, and 
I don’t think they ever will! 
At any rate, my troubles had just begun even though I still 
wasn’t well aware of the tornado that was about to hit me 
and my family. 
My life is like a crime story or thriller, because it’s full of 
events that are hard to believe. 



 

 

If I think back again to what happened, I can hardly believe 
I found myself mixed up in these events that were so... 
novelesque. But, unfortunately, it all really happened, none 
of this is made up. 
I spent twelve years in a living hell, and during that time, I 
tried desperately to find answers to the questions I was 
asking myself. 
I spent time asking myself why anyone would have wanted 
to unleash the hurricane that turned my life upside down. I 
soon figured out that, more than anything, I needed to clear 
up the doubts I was harboring about my ex-husband and try 
to understand the reasons for his behavior, and obviously, 
uncover the many secrets he kept so hidden regarding his 
personal as well as his professional life. He had so many 
secrets that it was truly unbelievable. 
The most devastating thing was finding out my ex-husband 
was actually involved, directly and indirectly, in this whole 
situation. It had been partially created by him with the aid 
of his boyfriend. What’s more, he did it to hurt me first and 
foremost but also my daughter indirectly, which I found 
utterly infuriating. 
First of all, I realized that his boyfriend wasn’t as 
untarnished as he should have been, considering his 
position. 
He was part of a group of corrupt law enforcement officers 
who were receiving money from a criminal network and 
from phony services. 
My ex-husband was having a love affair with him, and this 
is why he let him stay at our house for three long, terrible 
years. 



 

 

The funniest thing, if it’s possible to find humor in this 
story, is that to cover up his homosexual affair, both he and 
this military police officer went around telling everyone 
that he was my lover. 
At first, I was the only one in the dark about this, but it 
seems that everyone knew about it. Years later, people still 
asked me about it. I told them, “Really? It must’ve been a 
really laid-back sexual relationship because I don’t 
remember a thing about it. He isn’t good enough for me.” 
And I walked away laughing, although inside I wasn’t 
laughing at all. When I began to figure out how things 
really were, I realized that my life had been miserable as a 
wife. Why did I get married? I had married a man who had 
no sense of family, only answered when money talked, 
whose greed knew no bounds, and who evaded taxes in any 
way he could. He was a filthy, self-centered bastard, and 
what’s more, he was bisexual. 
In 2000, I left with Asia for New York and stayed at my 
cousin’s house because I wanted to take a course and have 
a little vacation with my daughter. 
One evening, I called him at home because I needed him to 
send me some money. In the background, I could hear 
music and the sound of people talking, laughing, and 
having a good time. 
“What’s going on?” I asked him. 
He said he had invited a few friends over. But there were 
too many “friends,” too much music, and I could tell he 
was lying. 
The truth was that he and his boyfriend had organized a big 
party with all their friends. It was a very special kind of 



 

 

party, especially because they had given the servants the 
day off. He certainly couldn’t risk them seeing what was 
going on in that house while I wasn’t there, and who was 
sleeping in his bed with him. 
I certainly didn’t want to know what they were doing and 
what they were up to when I wasn’t around, but that year I 
began to find out a lot of things. 
If, as a man, he left much to be desired, as a father he was 
totally non-existent. He didn’t realize that children are 
fragile creatures that need to be accompanied through life 
with kindness as they learn what they need to know about 
life. 
I’ll give you one example, which is enough to see what 
kind of father he was. 
Vaccines are obligatory for children, and as far as I know, 
no child goes willingly to get them. Children are normally 
afraid of needles, and more generally, of anything foreign 
to them. 
As usual, I was the one to take my daughter for her 
vaccines. To help her understand what she was supposed to 
do, we played a game. She enjoyed it, and almost overcame 
her fear. After getting the shot, I bought her an ice cream 
and it made everything easier. What’s more, my daughter 
was no longer upset about the shot. 
One day, my daughter went to her father’s dental office. A 
few hours later, she called me crying, begging me to come 
and get her. I didn’t know what was going on, but I ran. 
When I got there, I found my little girl in tears. He said 
nothing had happened. I asked her to tell me the truth. 



 

 

Without warning me, and rather unceremoniously, her 
father had given her a vaccine. 
Now, how could you treat such a young girl so 
indifferently? She was obviously traumatized. The way I 
treated her was far different. I tried to involve her playfully 
in everything. I reacted rather strongly, and came very 
close to hitting him, despite the fact I was in his dental 
office. I picked my daughter up immediately and held her 
as tight as I could. 
Asia never had much to do with her father. He was never 
an important role model for her, as if she instinctively 
wanted to keep her distance or didn’t trust him very much. 
However, from that moment on, her trust in that man was 
broken. 
This certainly wasn’t the only episode that undermined her 
trust in her father, because he did things that were even 
worse. 
When Asia was just three years old, he once left her alone 
in the house. Other times, he took her with him and left her 
in the care of perfect strangers... like a package. 
Then he always tried to hide these things from me, but I 
understood my daughter without her needing to say much. 
In the end, I wouldn’t allow him to take her with him 
without me or the nanny. 
Asia didn’t want to be with him anyway. One day, just after 
she had turned ten, she clearly told him, “Daddy, I’m going 
with mom. I don’t trust you.” 
She even told the Rome military police that she didn’t want 
to see her father, and the military police told this to the 
court. 



 

 

Tough words for a girl who, still so young, had become 
aware that she couldn’t count on her father. But this must 
be a terrible thing for a father to hear as well. 
But he acted as if nothing was wrong, as if these tough 
words of hers made no difference to him. 
He has always been a terrible father, but he was an even 
worse husband. 
I will never forget what my three-year old daughter said to 
me once as I held her in my arms upon my return from a 
business trip. 
She ran right up to me and said, “Mommy, I saw Aunt Fish 
getting out of bed, getting dressed, and leaving.” 
Not much margin of error here, is there? 
This woman was actually called Alessandra, but Asia 
called her Aunt Fish because she had given her a little fish. 
This acquaintance of mine had slept with both my husband 
and his friend. Unfortunately, her husband, who is a 
wonderful man, had married a slut. 
I would just like to add to the portrait I’ve painted of this 
exemplary father and husband that my ex-husband is a man 
who projects a very good image of himself. When you first 
meet him or when he needs to, he knows how to come 
across as a kind, considerate person. 
Maybe that’s why it took me so long to figure out and 
realize what he was really like. 
 

PASTA AND THE LAW 
 

So here I am, sitting and meditating on pasta, and a 
comparison comes to mind between PASTA and the LAW. 



 

 

In both cases, it all depends which side of the plate you eat 
from! There are so many different types of pasta: long, 
short, thick, thin, fresh, and packaged. There’s pasta with 
spices and lots of different sauces. Pasta is made from 
flour, water, and salt, but how these ingredients are mixed 
together can vary. 
The law is based on the constitution, but then there are also 
the civil code, the penal code, and all the codes that provide 
protection in various areas and list all the possible types of 
crimes that human beings can commit. 
You could say that the law is like dough. You can mold it 
into whatever you like and present it to the court. Or even 
to clients and families. 
The law is part of your children’s upbringing, just like 
pasta is part of a varied diet that shouldn’t exclude any kind 
of food. 
Pasta is like the law. They’re both important to society and 
a healthy lifestyle. We have to abide by the law just like 
our bodies need pasta. However, for some people, neither 
the law nor pasta is in the least bit important in their lives. 
Macaroni, gnocchi, ravioli, tagliatelle, bigoli... You can’t 
even begin to imagine how many different kinds of pasta 
there are in the world, just like it’s impossible to imagine 
how many different laws exist in every country. 
The human brain is an incredible data processor. It absorbs 
data and knowledge and transforms it. What’s more, it can 
all begin with a error, with an attempt to formulate an idea. 
You need to prevent something from happening or try to 
protect people’s rights. 



 

 

The law has no margin for error, but the people who are 
supposed to protect us use their own clients to gain 
experience, learn the ropes, and get ahead. 
However, while with pasta, inexperience or even a mistake 
can still result in success, when the law is manipulated, all 
it does is wreak havoc. 
Both have a price and both can kill you. Both are used as a 
means or a tool.  
Both pasta and the law can be manipulated in whatever way 
you want so that the possible effects are much different 
from those you might have imagined or wanted.  
For example, pasta provides nourishment, but some people 
are allergic to pasta, and if they ate any, would need an 
antihistamine immediately. 
The law is supposed to bring about justice, but that isn’t 
always what happens. Like with pasta, it all depends on the 
luck and skills of those who work it. 
It depends on the lawyer and how much the client is willing 
to fork out. 
Over the course of this draining divorce that has lasted for 
years, I’ve gone through several different lawyers. 
I’ve spent over one hundred thousand euros on them. Some 
were corrupt, others were threatened, or even betrayed 
client confidentiality. I paid them, but they didn’t do what I 
was paying them to do. 
I recently got a new lawyer because I was truly fed up with 
people I couldn’t trust and who only opened their mouths to 
ask for money. 
Now, I’ve finally found a female lawyer who is one of the 
few who implements professional ethics in her work and 



 

 

has taken my case to heart. I finally feel like someone is 
protecting me. Better late than never! 
Before she became my lawyer, people kept threatening me. 
I was constantly receiving phone calls from people telling 
me that if I continued doing what I was doing, I’d never be 
able to work again. 
But now, thanks to my lawyer, I’ve said “THAT’S 
ENOUGH!” 
It’s the same with pasta. You want to eat some really good 
pasta. You try to find a nice place where you can eat 
whatever kind you want.  In the end, you pay and you pay 
and you pay... and you can never figure out what you’ve 
been paying for. Maybe you’ve paid for homemade pasta 
and what you get is some industrial product.... don’t think it 
doesn’t happen! 
When I think of spaghetti, I picture a tangled up, messy 
pile. Good, but dangerous as well, since all the strands are 
twisted together you. 
Both the law and pasta can strangle you with their own 
force.  
Your fear of speaking, offending, getting caught up in a 
meaningless cycle can suffocate you. 
Are you beginning to understand the significance of 
spaghetti? Personally, I’m allergic to pasta, just like I’m 
allergic to crime.  
I don’t want to get something at someone else’s expense.  
I want to be left in peace, free to work to earn what I need 
to live.  



 

 

I certainly don’t think it’s possible to become a millionaire 
overnight. When things are too easy, there’s always 
something lurking beneath the surface that isn’t right.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

THE POWERS THAT ARE AGAINST THE SAUCE 
 

After threatening me and injuring me physically, after 
trying to extort me and drive me into professional ruin, they 
decided to ruin my reputation. 
All over the world and above all in the economic and 
financial sector, when the powers that be decide to kill 
someone, they do it simply and leave no trace so they won’t 
be discovered. Sometimes they get someone else to do it. 
They pay a hit man, who is the sacrificial lamb if 
something goes wrong. 
The person who agrees to do the dirty work is covered by 
the conspiracy of the institutions involved, which must 
remain well hidden. 
In the economic and financial sector, if you want to put a 
hit on someone, all you need is a hint of suspicion and it’s 
all over for the victims. They’re ruined, overwhelmed by a 



 

 

string of lies and slander launched at them without their 
even realizing how any of this could have happened. 
At the beginning of their game, there’s total silence, but 
therein lies a plan, and the victim only becomes aware of it 
a few years later. 
When the victim finds out about the conspiracy, it’s always 
too late.  
Over time, the proof and facts removed by the “secret 
powers” begin to emerge. At that point, you have two 
options:  
1) give up  
2) fight the secret power, even though you don’t know 

what or who you are fighting against, but you think it 
might be....  

I chose the second.  
It isn’t in my nature to cower in a corner and give up. I’ll 
never be like that. I started filing police reports against 
some rather important people. I started talking with the 
leaders of the party that was conspiring against me. I 
started investigating, and I finished twelve years later in 
August 2011. 
The most important thing was that I managed to link the 
names of politicians with the names of Italian crooks. 
I began looking into things, and my investigations took me 
all over Italy, from North to South. They took me to 
Portugal, Switzerland, Spain, and other countries as well. 
And I never would have imagined where I ended up: at my 
own house. The two lovebirds were part of it.  



 

 

My ex-husband might not have been fully aware of 
everything that was going on, but he must have known a 
lot.  
O, on the other hand, was one of the mediators between the 
legal institutions and the illegal organizations.  
He was the glue holding things together. And my house 
was the perfect place to do this kind of work.  
I was living with my enemies, and my ex-husband was one 
of them. 
So many times I felt defenseless. So many times I tried to 
tell the truth. 
I had names and facts, but who could I have told these 
things to? Who would have even believed me? 
I had no one to talk to. I tried to report certain details to the 
government institutions, but I always got the same answer: 
“You can’t fight that person.” 
I often asked myself who that person was but, after a while, 
I no longer cared about finding out the identity of this 
unknown individual. 
In 2005, the Florence military police called me in for 
questioning about a police report filed in Rome. I tried to 
provide information and references. I remember them 
showing me large boxes containing all the evidence of what 
I had told them. 
The answer I always got was “...A senator can’t be...” and 
other similar statements, confirming that the untouchables 
would remain untouchable. 
In August 2011, I put all the pieces together and figured out 
who was implicated in the high- profile case of abuse of 
power that had just taken place in Montenegro. 



 

 

A year later, in 2012, “someone” was ordered to get rid of 
all the people who had to be “taken out of the scene.” 
In the news, they’d been talking about the relationship 
between health care, organized crime, and the Catholic lay 
ecclesial movement Communion and Liberation (CL) in 
Lombardy. 
The people I had talked to about this situation some years 
ago asked me how I knew. All I said was, “In Lombardy, 
everybody knows, but there are too many interests 
involved.” 
Everybody knows, it’s all crystal clear to everyone, but no 
one talks about it. 
In 2000, I started filing police reports to inform the 
institutions of what was going on, but no one took me 
seriously. 
In our country, there are thousands of cases of identity theft 
or identity “substitution,” as we like to call it here in Italy, 
but no one takes them into consideration. 
Filing all those reports did nothing more than create a lot of 
enemies for me. In 2006, I found proof of conspiracy to do 
me harm. While playing around on the computer, my 
daughter found my name in an article identifying me as 
“the assistant of...” I had already explained this to the 
police and the court, in 2002 and 2003. Beginning in 2000, 
I just kept on filing reports. I think I filed around fifty 
reports but nothing happened, until one day the marshal of 
a small military police corps in Trezzo sull’Adda, a small 
municipality in the province of Milan, along with his 
lieutenant and sergeant major, began taking a serious look 
at the situations and facts. They began working with the 



 

 

police in Rome where for years the chief inspector 
protected my life and my daughter’s life. 
From that moment on, things have been clearer, and this 
was confirmed by the Florence military police as well as 
other law enforcement agencies. 
I figured out exactly what kind of criminal plot I had 
become a victim of. When they can’t “eliminate and 
destroy someone who constitutes a threat,” they find 
another way to get to them: defamation, slander, and lies. 
This was a terrible time for me because I had to provide 
answers for things I was totally in the dark about. 
I had to fight the unknown. I felt humiliated and devastated. 
It’s terrible to have to feel ashamed of something you know 
nothing about, to have to justify yourself for something you 
didn’t do and would never have dreamed of doing. 
But I couldn’t allow myself to be brought down by groups 
that think they have power, so I kept on investigating. 
The fact that I kept on filing report after report unperturbed 
is probably what saved me, even though in Italy the reach 
of the secret powers that be extends to the “justice” system 
as well. 
They say that the world is the same wherever you go, but I 
have never seen, have never read about such a great power, 
the kind of power that can strike down anyone it wants, that 
can destroy a person’s profession in the blink of an eye, 
that can even attack someone who just aspires to be an 
honest professional. 
However, after years of suffering, I realized, albeit too late, 
that justice always prevails. 



 

 

At times, it seems like nothing ever changes, like the 
quality of life is bad, like life serves you nothing but bitter 
fruit. Then suddenly, without knowing when or how, 
justice prevails! 
It looks like I’ve finally gotten justice,  AT LAST! 
In Italy, honest people have to be stronger because it’s very 
easy to become part of this dirty game. With power comes 
easy money... 
One evening, while I was watching the Italian TV talk 
show Porta a Porta, I heard a politician admit that there’s 
“a very strong secret power” that uses defamation and 
slander to strike people quickly and easily. 
Using the Internet to say and write anything you want, 
publishing stolen or falsified pictures on tabloid websites, 
ruining the reputation of whoever ends up in their sights, is 
extremely easy in Italy. You can do anything you want 
because there are no safeguards. 
Italy is not America, nor is it England, which work to 
protect innocent people, even at the international level. 
In Italy, a judge would never have a letter of request for 
judicial assistance sent to a foreign court for anything like 
that. They have neither the time nor the money to initiate 
this process, and I sometimes think that they aren’t even 
interested in doing it, that it isn’t just a question of money. 
Yours is not “the case.” It’s just one of the many that come 
up and remain there mysteriously, in impunity, because 
there are things that happen and there are people out there 
that can’t be touched. 
They don’t have time to fool around with little cases like 
yours. “IT’S YOUR PROBLEM.” 



 

 

The last prosecutor charged with investigating one of my 
reports questioned the same person I had filed a report 
against in 2002. That person provided all the information 
needed to take several suspects into preventive custody. 
However, the judge didn’t do anything... until, after another 
report was filed, an article appeared in the newspaper and 
on the Internet entitled “Il Lupo Perde il Pelo Ma Non Il 
Vizio” (A Leopard Can’t Change Its Spots). I thought, 
“Finally, he’s been ARRESTED!” 
AFTER TWELVE YEARS, the judge finally decided to 
take action. 
I’d really like to go up to that judge and ask him why he 
didn’t do what he was supposed to do in the first place. 
In fact, if a journalist writes that someone “can’t change his 
spots,” it means that the person was notorious for always 
doing those kinds of things, and I probably wasn’t the only 
person to have filed a report. 
They should have had all the evidence they needed to 
implicate that criminal, and prompt, timely action would 
have saved many innocent people from being driven into 
ruin by the storm of slander and defamation that was 
unleashed. 
Why don’t they intervene?  
Why don’t they have the balls to get to the bottom of 
things? 
My lawyers and I had the same suspicion; “Either someone 
is pulling the strings or the judge is afraid of something.” 
We had come to the same old conclusion: the political 
understory prevails over legality. So what was the next 
step?  



 

 

The only thing I could do was use my books to tell 
everybody about their lies about money and not give up. 
Nobody beats the powers that be.  
But who has the power to get rid of people with impunity, 
cover up cases, and ruin the lives of whoever is just trying 
to make an honest living?  
Who are they? 
These powers that be use criminals to handle situations 
when they cannot directly intervene themselves. 
There’s never a direct connection between the victim and 
the criminal, because in between lies the secret power 
pulling the strings. 
My ex-husband and his friend, more than anybody else, 
were using my name. 
For years, the investigators harbored the same suspicion. 
However, without any real proof, there was nothing to be 
done. 
Fortunately, luck gave me a hand in this. 
The Doctor gave himself away in one of the divorce 
documents, and so I was the one who made sure the DA’s 
office that was already investigating him was notified. 
It isn’t very fun when someone steals your identity to 
engage in shady activities, nor is it very easy to prove it. 
You never know how far they’ve gone in using your name 
as a cover-up. 
Then suddenly, out of desperation, you realize you have to 
change your name and personal data. It may sound absurd, 
but many people, more than you might imagine, have had 
to do that to defend themselves against the phantoms that 



 

 

used them and used their information without asking 
permission. 
As for my case, I found telephone numbers under my name 
in Florence, Perugia, Milan, and Monza. 
I found false signatures on documents and financing 
requests. 
They tried to access my bank account but didn’t enter my 
name correctly, and I got lucky because the tax ID number 
was false. I turned up contracts that had been created using 
data that was clearly false. I found credit cards that had 
been opened in my name when I wasn’t even in Italy and 
much more, which I always promptly reported to the 
appropriate authority. 
I have no idea how far they went, and I may never know. 
I found non-transferrable checks that had been cashed in 
my name, but I had never received the money. 
In the case of the checks cashed in my name, they found 
actual documents with another person’s picture on them. 
It’s like looking into a mirror, a circus mirror. You look at 
yourself and see another person, but you don’t know who 
that person is or what she has done with your name. 
You feel as if someone has stolen your identity as a decent, 
respectable person. What’s more, you feel humiliated 
because, as a honest person, you have to defend yourself 
and prove that you don’t know, that you weren’t there, and 
that you aren’t you. 
This is how they tried to destroy me, and it wasn’t easy to 
find the strength to fight back. 
But I had to, because it was like finding myself living two 
different lives, one of which I knew nothing about. 



 

 

One of the last things that happened to me was truly 
bizarre, and definitely left me feeling rather upset. 
I was supposed to meet someone and I walked into a room 
with a female colleague of mine. I sat down and, after a few 
minutes, handed my business card to the people we were 
talking with. Just then, one of the men, who I’d never seen 
before in my life, told me he knew my name, but he’d 
never seen my face. It started off as a joke. 
“What do you mean, you don’t remember?” 
And I thought to myself, “I’ve never seen you before in my 
life.” 
Then I realized what he was talking about and a chill ran 
down my spine. Who had used my name and why? At that 
moment, I almost fainted, because I was clearly unaware of 
the extent to which my identity had been used. I didn’t 
know how many times my identity had been stolen and 
what had been done in my name. 
I WANT MY LIFE BACK AND I WANT MY LIFE TO 
BE MINE AND ONLY MINE, this means, I want my right 
back. 
The Florence military police notified me that they had 
found a large box containing a great deal of documents 
belonging to professionals, with real photographs, some 
used and some unused, by a group of people from a certain 
organization. What’s more, they told me these people had 
even used the name of a notary and had stolen three million 
euros from him. The poor guy died of a heart attack. 
BASTARDS!!! 
Soon thereafter, the head of this organization was arrested 
in Milan. In those same boxes, they found records and all 



 

 

the material they needed to connect all the facts and names, 
the same ones I had provided. 
I had already put two and two together, but I was the only 
one who had done it. 
This entire time, in addition to having to deal with my 
divorce, I had to try to protect my daughter and myself 
from attacks launched at me from all sides. And, as could 
be expected, I had to let a lot of things go. 
The law? Forget it. Let’s just hope we find someone who 
can provide some answers to this question. I only got one 
answer, and that was from a sergeant major in the Florence 
military police. He understood what I was saying and told 
me, “Bo, we know you’re really good at your job, but if 
you keep on looking into this, you’ll never work again...” 
Italy is Italy, and there’s no other country like it. But I was 
right. My investigations were right, but it was as if no one 
gave a damn. 
I kept what that sergeant major said to me in mind while I 
continued to dig deeper. Little by little, I managed to put 
together one fact after another, one name after another. I 
gathered an infinite number of facts and then came to the 
end. 
I figured out who was involved and how they were 
involved, and I stopped there, also because the names that 
stand out the most in this big apparatus are those of people 
who today occupy high-level positions in some Swiss bank, 
not prison... what do you expect?! 
Now, what I’m wondering is what I should do with this 
story...  
I could easily use it to write a book...  



 

 

 
It sounds easy, but it isn’t easy at all, because if you aren’t 
already famous it’s impossible to publish anything. I spoke 
to other Italian writers who told me I had to find a serious 
publisher, or even better, a foreign publisher. 
However, I’m happy that I’ve managed to prove them 
wrong and prevail over their skepticism. 
I found a publisher that believes in me, and what’s more, is 
Italian and at the end we had problems. I sold lots book, but 
not money received. 
This isn’t the only book I’ve written.  
I enjoy writing crime stories, writing about investigations, 
legal cases... perhaps this is why I didn’t give up when I 
found myself caught up in this situation in spite of myself. 
I published my first book many years ago, and it was quite 
a satisfying accomplishment because it seems that people 
really liked it. 
 
 
 

YOU AND THE MIRROR:  
WHAT KIND OF PASTA ARE YOU 

 
Mirrors can be used in many different ways, but they have 
one basic purpose: to reflect images. 
Mirrors reflect your face. They reflect the truth of what you 
are and who you belong to. 
Mirrors can’t reflect anything else. It’s you that you see. 
They can’t lie, just like your soul can’t lie.  



 

 

You look at yourself, observe yourself, talk to yourself, 
meet face to face with yourself, only the mirror knows how 
you’ve truly changed. 
You look at yourself in the mirror to see what you look like 
in your clothes. You look at yourself in the morning and in 
the evening when you go through your rituals of washing 
and brushing. You look at yourself, and every time there’s 
a different meaning to what you see. 
There was a time when I couldn’t even look at myself in 
the mirror.  
I didn’t recognize myself, couldn’t see myself, or rather, 
what I saw was what I was struggling to fight against in my 
daily life. 
You brush your teeth, wash your hands, put on your 
makeup, clean up the bathroom, or whatever else, but when 
you lift your gaze and look at yourself, your reflection is 
always there. 
Everyone has a mirror over the bathroom sink. 
I wonder why everyone hangs a mirror over the bathroom 
sink. Have you ever asked yourself this? 
You don’t need to look at yourself to brush your teeth or 
wash your hands, but we always do it.  
Every bathroom, even public bathrooms, have a mirror, as 
if hanging a mirror in the bathroom were essential, 
necessary. 
Perhaps the reason for this lies deeper than we think. 
The bathroom mirror reflects the truth of what you are.  
The truth captured in an image that only you recognize and 
that, once you walk out the door, you can hide. 



 

 

The mirror silently reflects what your eyes are saying when 
you go into the bathroom to cry, or when you laugh.  
When you have to read something specific... you always go 
to the bathroom, and the mirror is always there. 
Your eyes are the main feature of your reflection and they 
are the first thing you notice when you get up in the 
morning and the last thing when you go to bed at night. 
You often talk to yourself in the mirror, in the bathroom 
mirror.  
You don’t talk to yourself in any other room. There might 
be another more comfortable or more spacious room, but 
everyone uses the bathroom mirror because it’s a symbol of 
solitude, privacy. What’s more, bathroom colors and 
furnishings are always different and reflect the people who 
live there. 
The mirror becomes part of something that people don’t 
usually notice, and often gives us insight into someone’s 
psychology. 
How many times have you turned on the light, and as you 
were looking at yourself in the mirror, cried out in surprise, 
“Oh my God, I look terrible!”? 
This is the answer to the question. You are the mirror. You 
are what you see. Your eyes don’t betray you. They never 
lie. 
Why do people talk to the mirror? 
The answer is easy. You look at yourself when you want to 
pour your heart out to yourself, like with the spaghetti, or 
rather the plate that contains it. 



 

 

Your feelings are like pasta. They are the reflection of what 
you eat. Have you ever thought about this? The mirror and 
the plate are reflections of your state of mind. 
I began thinking about that when I began telling myself the 
truth. I started looking myself in the eyes and it was the 
first time I really saw myself. 
I saw the truth that I’d never revealed to anyone, all my 
secrets and everything I knew. The mirror knows all my 
demons, my fears, and how I’ve changed. 
For a long time, I didn’t want to know what I knew. It was 
too much to keep locked up inside me. Too much to forget 
and impossible to forget. But something happened. 
People don’t forget. They just learn to shrug their shoulders 
and say... who cares! I sometimes wonder how I managed 
to endure so much. Sure, my heart was broken. I never 
managed to bring them down, but now the legal mechanism 
has been set into 
motion. Something has happened that may finally allow me 
to heave the proverbial sigh of relief, 
something I had been awaiting for many years and had 
sometimes become desperate searching for.  
Every piece is connected to a thread I hold inside me. They 
can’t allow me to say or reveal anything, and I don’t even 
care about doing so any more. Obviously, knowing that 
after almost twenty years some of the people—and not 
even all of them—I had long been accusing had been 
arrested, and knowing that they had finally admitted I was 
right... well, it’s a relief to be right! 
Would I have to die for PEOPLE TO BELIEVE ME? 



 

 

It’s all locked up inside a treasure chest. This Pandora’s 
box is waiting to be opened, but I don’t have the strength to 
do it. I don’t want to put myself at risk anymore, seeking 
justice that DOES NOT and HAS NEVER existed.  
Too much betrayal, disappointment, fear, humiliation, 
abuse—it’s all gone on far too long. 
Now, all I want is to live, live just to take back everything 
the powers that be have taken away from me. 
My husband’s friend and his friends were directly 
connected to the powers that be in this particular case. 
It pains and angers me to know they weren’t just trying to 
get to me, but to my daughter as well. 
I spent a lot of money protecting myself and my daughter 
from criminals, but now we want our life returned—with 
interest. 
I want it all back, and it looks like the law has finally 
acknowledged that we are here. After many years of 
reaching out for help, with the recent media storm about 
my case, that help is now flooding in. 
I’ve noticed that in Rome people can sometimes be rather 
snobby toward people who aren’t from there, but it isn’t 
like anyone not from Rome is a backward savage. 
At first, it hurt to be treated badly and to hear of other 
people being treated badly just because I was asking for 
what I was entitled to by law. Now, that isn’t my concern. 
It’s as if I’ve become totally immune to that kind of cruelty. 
Here, the people who talk will always talk about everything 
and everybody, whether they know the facts or they don’t. 
Words can sometimes be very strong and can really hurt. 
Here, gossip is the order of the day, but let them talk. 



 

 

In the midst of the chaos of this situation and this city, I’ve 
run across lots of empty windbags, inane masters of 
nothing, but I’ve also been lucky enough to make some real 
friends. 
What can I say?  
How could we not be eternally grateful to these two, 
who’ve been like an aunt and uncle to Asia. 
They are really special, unique people, and they’ve always 
been great friends. 
And then there’s Roberto, one of the most famous 
hairdressers in the world. From the first time I went to see 
him, he totally transformed my look and welcomed me as a 
friend into his home. 
It fills me with rage to see how two-faced some people can 
be toward him. They bow and scrape, then badmouth him 
as soon as he turns his back. These people are a disgrace 
and misinterpret his immense generosity. He’s always very 
professional, and his job requires him to behave in a certain 
way, so he never says anything about it. However, it makes 
me furious, so I react. 
I hate all that is fake. Above all, he doesn’t deserve to be 
treated so inconsiderately by people who deserve no 
consideration whatsoever. One thing is certain, Roberto is 
one of a kind in his field. 
Marta, well, Marta is truly special. Marta is a woman who 
is no longer young, but is utterly AMAZING and has an 
enormous heart. She’s married to a very important man, 
and despite their status, neither of them assumes an air of 
superiority. 



 

 

They just are. They don’t need to try to appear to be 
something else. 
She’s the one who taught me to look at Rome through a 
different lens. She taught me to try to understand what’s 
unique, unusual about it to identify what, and who, are 
actually important. 
Spending time with her is absolutely wonderful. Time just 
flies by without our even realizing it because we have so 
much in common. It isn’t just that we were brought up in 
the same way, we even share the same set of values. We 
honestly care about the world around us, about the future. 
Being with her is simple and... enlightening.  
Marta has truly enlightened me, but most of all, she helped 
me to see how many people truly were, which was far 
different from what most people believed. She has taught 
me to look deeply into things, and not just at what’s on the 
surface because... all that glitters is not gold. 
Then there are Laura, Vittoria, and Paola. Laura works in a 
cosmetics store, so if you need advice on how to shine, 
she’s a woman. 
Vittoria, an international entrepreneur, is a woman with an 
incredibly fascinating life story, a sassy blond bob, and fire 
in her veins. 
Paola is an Italian-French journalist who easily jumps from 
one topic to another without ever straying from her favorite 
search keyword: women. 
When the four of us get together, it’s like Sex in the City 
meets The Golden Girls. 
We usually get together at Café in Rome, one of Rome’s 
oldest neighborhoods just across the Tiber. The manager, 



 

 

Emanuele, is really a good friend. The atmosphere is truly 
unique, like being in your own living room.  
Even the guys who work back in the kitchen from morning 
to night are friendly and easygoing. It isn’t our job that 
wears us down, but rather how inconsiderate the people 
around us are, how disrespectful and untrustworthy they 
are. 
We’ve also been lucky enough to have very kind neighbors, 
and we’ve formed a very special friendship with one couple 
in particular. Ottavio and Julia are dynamic, affectionate 
people. You can talk to them about anything, switching 
from serious to light conversation with no trouble at all. 
What’s more, they’ve got a little Cocker Spaniel named 
Winnie who immediately made friends with my two dogs, 
Fred and Birra. We live so close, we can help each other 
out if need be, as good neighbors should after all. 
So Rome is really chaotic and disorganized. Every day, you 
witness scenes of sheer madness, but it’s also full of people 
who shouldn’t be overlooked! 
If you look at Rome in the mirror, and if you know where 
to look, the city is alive with countless different little nooks 
and crannies, more than you could ever imagine, and some 
of these places deserve closer attention. 
It’s especially interesting to look at Rome through the 
looking glass of politics because, in my opinion, the fact 
that Rome is the hub of all political activity is what has 
turned this beautiful city upside down. For a while, my 
office was right behind the Italian Senate in the heart of the 
city, not far from the bar and cafe where the political 
bigwigs got together. 



 

 

On more than one occasion, I hung around to watch and 
listen to them. I watched how things sometimes changed. It 
was fascinating, like watching circus acrobats, and I admit 
that every now and then, thinking about that strange plate 
of spaghetti in front of me, I wished that all the strands of 
spaghetti would wrap around their necks so they would 
stop their ranting. 
What’s more, I realized that not long after becoming 
regulars in the halls of power, every last one of them begins 
to gain weight, around the middle, of course. They’re all 
big, and big- headed. Who knows whether they actually 
take themselves seriously when they look in the mirror. 
I’ve really only met one politician who was truly unique 
and took his job seriously. He is and has always been a 
person of great depth, and therefore deserving of great 
respect. 
His eyes, which they say are the mirror of the soul, are 
those of a clean, honest person. That’s probably why he’s 
taken such a beating in politics, maybe just because he was 
setting a “bad example!” 
The world of politics is truly twisted and convoluted. It’s a 
world where people talk through a middleman rather than 
talking directly to each other without a big song and dance 
that never gets anybody anywhere. 
I’ve only had the opportunity to talk to this person a few 
times because he is difficult to get to. You have to go 
through various other people and often, as you make the 
rounds, you forget what you initially wanted to do or say. 



 

 

This very complicated way of doing things helps neither 
the common people nor politics, which in the end is just an 
exercise in futility, where the common good is shot to hell. 
So here the mirror has a lot of different sides, which are 
deceiving and lead you down mind- boggling, less-traveled 
roads. 
Perhaps politics was better in the past than it is in the 
present. Maybe today it’s more diverse and variable than 
ever before, not only according to how we view it in the 
mirror, but the way it gets twisted is similar to the patterns 
that form in a kaleidoscope. The pattern changes depending 
on how you move the tube. 

WOMEN 
 
Every day, we read about countless crimes in the papers. 
Every day, they tell us about husbands who rape, kidnap, 
and murder their own wives. The law should prevent it and 
do something about it, but it NEVER does. 
A little while ago, I read about a woman who had reported 
her ex-husband for stalking. The authorities called her in 
for questioning a year later, but it was too late. 
She’d been killed by the same hands she’d been reporting 
for years. My ex-husband was charged almost a year ago, 
but the first trial hasn’t even taken place yet. Nearly two 
years have gone by since the police report was filed, and 
we are still unable to ascertain which DA’s office it has 
ended up in. What’s the justice system waiting for? Over 
all these years, I’ve always filed against an “unknown 
person” without using my husband’s name to avoid being 



 

 

charged with defamation because he wasn’t the perpetrator 
of the crime. 
I’ve been forced to do this because “some people” have 
been kind enough to send me warnings such as “Stop 
harassing your husband, you ugly bitch.” 
I won’t comment on the adjective “ugly.” I’m no beauty 
queen. But bitch... I won’t stand for that kind of abuse, 
especially in a country that thinks women are willing to go 
to bed with certain men simply because they want to get 
something in return. 
However, for the law, the threats I was receiving weren’t 
nearly enough. 
One day, while talking to one of my current partner’s 
friends, who also used to be the Minister of the Interior, 
something this man said confirmed my fears. These were 
his words, verbatim: “The law doesn’t do a thing unless 
there’s a body.” 
I remember that conversation well because I immediately 
thought that if these people thought I should have to die to 
get what I was entitled to, they could just as well kill 
themselves first. 
I was going to push on and keep fighting for my rights as a 
citizen. 
It isn’t just about gender. We are all citizens, men and 
women alike, and we have certain rights that are protected 
by a constitution, and I demand those rights because I’m 
entitled to them, simple as that. 
We need to do what’s necessary to protect these rights, 
otherwise what point is there in reporting anything? 



 

 

At any rate, knowing that the only way to get my ex-
husband convicted is to die isn’t a very reassuring thought. 
In Italy, it sometimes seems like the justice system is afraid 
of enforcing the law. 
There are laws, but especially with crimes against women, 
it’s as if there were always something getting in the way of 
their being enforced. 
Someone once told me about a hidden camera prank played 
by Italian director Nanni Loi, famous for bringing “Candid 
Camera” to Italy.  
Inside a store, easily visible from outside through the glass 
entrance door, you could see a woman tied to a chair and 
gagged, desperately trying to attract the attention of the 
people walking by.  
Men and women walked wide-eyed past the door. Just 
some of them walked hesitantly inside to ask why the 
woman was being treated that way. The shop owner, who 
was an actor, cut them off shouting, “SHE’S MY WIFE!” 
And everyone went calmly about their business again. 
As if it were normal for a husband to bind and gag his wife.  
As if a woman, once a wife, could be treated like an object 
that her husband is free to use and abuse as he pleases. 
Women and minors are raped, wives and children are 
murdered, but all these men are sentenced to is house 
arrest. There is no justification for this kind of behavior, if 
not to further a savage, backward mentality. 
Someone also told me that prisons are overcrowded. So 
build some more and put these liars and murderers inside 
and keep them there because the only way to reduce crime 



 

 

against women is with the bogeyman of certain 
punishment. 
It’s time the law went back to doing what it’s supposed to 
do, out of respect for the work of law enforcement officers, 
and for everything that these crimes leave behind. 
In Italy, stalking has only recently been declared a crime.  
However, the definition of stalking in Italy is just a weak 
copy of the one in Anglo-Saxon countries. 
The first problem here is identifying the stalker. The second 
is that, in Italy, everything is stalking and nothing is 
stalking. 
There’s never any proof. How can judges even think that 
the people who commit these crimes would do something 
to make themselves easy to recognize? 
Don’t you think they know there are people willing to 
spend money to have other people do their dirty work? 
These are things a defense attorney or judge should know if 
they did their job professionally. About a year ago, I 
realized that it was either now or never. I was fed up with 
being scared, fed up with waiting, so I put my foot on the 
gas. I personally wrote up a thirty-three page report with 
nearly three hundred pages of proof using all the 
information I had gathered over those long years. It looks 
like I managed to get an investigation underway and get the 
facts checked. But how long will I have to wait before I see 
any results? 
Nobody knows. Nobody is able to make any estimates in 
this case, as in many other similar cases. 
Well, I’m no longer willing to let myself be jerked around, 
nor am I willing to sit around every day waiting for the 



 

 

worst to come, living in fear, worrying about myself and 
my daughter. Enough is enough. I’ve been subjected to 
various forms of aggression by “unknown parties.” On one 
occasion, I was beaten so badly my mouth was split open, 
and I had to undergo lengthy surgery to reconstruct it. 
And while they were beating me, they repeatedly told me 
they’d been sent by my ex. I suffered and I’m still 
suffering. For some people, it may sound like nothing.  
However, despite the money I had to spend for the surgery, 
I’m tired, and I can’t take it any longer. What undeniable 
proof does a judge need to put a violent husband behind 
bars? 
 What provisions are there to protect a woman who is being 
threatened and beaten? Yet if a journalist or the head of a 
newspaper published by a politician writes a story 
criticizing a judge, that journalist goes to prison. When I 
reported the head of the paper and the person who had 
stolen my identity, the case was dismissed. However, if I’d 
been a judge, I would have had them pull the handcuffs out 
immediately. 
I’m not a judge, and I don’t wear the judge’s robes, but I 
don’t give up either. I’ve got what it takes to fight and 
maybe even to break their balls to such a degree that I may 
hope to get what is coming to me in the end: my rights and 
my daughter’s rights. 
Over the years, my daughter has become a woman. How 
much longer will she have to wait to see her rights 
respected and observed, rights we all pay to see respected? 



 

 

Can they really force me to simply stand by and watch 
while our rights are trampled on just because my ex-
husband has more money and knows the right people? 
I’ll never accept the fact that some people consider women 
second-class citizens, that they have to endure the violence 
of men who are never punished, and boy, have I heard a lot 
of stories. 
On the other hand, I must acknowledge that men have 
never managed to destroy women, and I’m sure they never 
will. 
History is our teacher. 
There will always be a woman who fights for herself, for 
other women, with all her might, with all her soul, 
commanding the respect of her fellow citizens and others 
all over the world. 
The media covers some of these cases. But what I’ve never 
been able to figure out is what criteria they use to decide 
which cases are lucky enough to make the headlines. 
But if women have to fight, they will, like they always have 
since the world began, and they’ll fight with tremendous 
courage. 
Do you remember that line from The Godfather? “Go to the 
mattresses!” Be ready to fight! Women all over the world, 
full speed ahead! There’s no act of injustice, broken law, or 
form of abuse that can stop a woman from going forward. 
All the women who, in their lives and for the sake of the 
lives of other people, have given of themselves know this. 
There are people who have sacrificed their own name, their 
own children, their own jobs, their own bodies. 



 

 

A few times, especially over these long years of having to 
deal with these kinds of crimes, I’ve noticed that, in 
general, people are becoming more and more fragile, both 
women and men. 
Sometimes, it seems like something that might normally be 
considered trivial manages to trigger such rage in mothers 
and fathers that, because of a little too much crying or one 
too many temper tantrums, kill their own, often very young, 
children. There are too many cases like this: the rage of a 
father who drives a knife into the heart of a baby girl who 
is only a few months old, a mother’s desperate plunge into 
the unknown, killing herself and her children. There are too 
many homicides, too much blood, the blood of children and 
of women and men. 
Maybe the reasons why they did it are just pretexts, 
triggered by deep-rooted feelings of anxiety that come 
bursting to the surface as a result of real difficulty. 
Society should protect these people and help them 
overcome their fragility, not make it worse. 
Life has probably become more complicated, more 
stressful, and adults aren’t able to control themselves any 
longer. They are no longer able to handle their exhaustion, 
their worries, their fears, and all it takes is something trivial 
to unleash the beast inside each and every one of us. 
The fact is, the human mind needs to be anchored in solid 
foundations to keep a person from surrendering to the 
nightmarish phantoms of the mind. But the madness of the 
world is swarming around these foundations, and only the 
strong won’t lose their way. 



 

 

And then there’s this illusion of appearing to be something, 
which seems to exempt everybody from trying to just be. 
Even stability and solidity of spirit seem to have been 
reduced to nothing more than flat images in a film about 
someone else’s life. 
And then there’s all this cruel talk, this useless chatter that 
often creates nasty gossip, which is a dangerous and evil 
weapon. 
The lives of the people who get the finger pointed at them 
are negatively affected and live in shame, until they can’t 
take it anymore. 
It’s 2014, and society doesn’t provide any protection in the 
form of a group of people who have agreed to help one 
another. Instead, society has deteriorated to the point that 
now there are only people who either play the judge or the 
executioner while it should be helping each person to find 
him or herself. 
Every day we struggle with our own losses, fears, demons, 
and monsters, which are easily unleashed and for no good 
reason. 
The state is partially to blame because it’s like a machine 
that only works to benefit itself and not others, and it isn’t 
committed to its citizens’ moral renewal. It takes from 
those to whom it’s supposed to give and hands over the 
weapon to those it should be taking the weapon from. 
All states are systems that drip with the blood of innocent 
people, and the people who represent us should know it and 
try to fix the situation once and for all. 



 

 

Someone once said, “Let he who is without sin cast the first 
stone.” And we should all remember that we all make 
mistakes in life, all of us, and in spite of ourselves. 
Because we all make mistakes, and because we all know 
we all make mistakes, we should be tolerant, 
accommodating, forgiving. We should aspire to correct and 
not to punish. 
It isn’t a crime to have problems, whatever they are. But 
it’s a crime not to offer people help so they can resolve 
those problems. 
Now I know why I wanted to write this book. 
I’m not doing it just to prove how strong I’ve been, but to 
emphasize how important it is to try to be strong and 
always fight for what you believe. 
Women have always been considered weak, weaker than 
men. However, in all their weakness, they’ve always 
known how to guide their own lives and those of their 
children in times that are sometimes very difficult. 
Women have taken bread from their own mouths to feed 
their children. They’ve always fought for them. 
The comparison I thought of between our life path and a 
plate of spaghetti is what helped me understand this. 
Spaghetti is always spaghetti, but there are a thousand 
different ways it can look, like life. 
My ex-husband wanted to control and condition my 
existence and that of my daughter. The life he gave us was 
difficult and agonizing, yet full of goals accomplished 
without him, successes achieved without him, victories 
claimed without him. And these are and will always be 
ours, mine and Asia’s. 



 

 

After many years, I still don’t know how things are going 
to end, yet I still feel like a winner. 
I’ve got an extraordinary, unique, and special daughter. 
I’ve won because he’s lost something he’ll never be able to 
buy back: the true love that you only get from your child. 
Your child’s love is the only feeling that gives you the 
strength to fight against injustice and abuse, so that they 
finally disappear from the face of the earth and from our 
lives, so that there are no more bodies, blood, tears, or 
tyranny, no eyes filled with sadness and lies. 
I mourned a lost child. But I’d do it all over again and I 
wouldn’t change a thing, despite the wounds that are still 
here in my heart. In the end, I win anyway. 
My heart will live on and beat faster than ever before. 
My life is in my own hands, and I can say to my daughter 
“Thank you for being here, for being my strength and my 
future.” 
There’s a long road ahead, but all its difficult twists and 
turns will soon become mere bends in the road. 
When you taste the spaghetti that with its sauce looks like a 
bloody mountain, you never know when you’ll tire of 
eating it or when you’ll ever finish. But you can be sure of 
one thing: in the end, the plate will be the same color it was 
when you took your first bite. 
The colors of my life and my daughter’s, like the lives of 
many other strong, successful women, are the blue and red 
of passion. 
My victory is dedicated to those women who weren’t able 
to finish their spaghetti, and who were suffocated and 
repressed from within. 



 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

LOVE AND REBIRTH 
 

After three years of total loneliness and unprecedented 
silence, of words left unsaid, thoughts filled with repressed 
rage and every other imaginable emotion, I finally made a 
phone call. 



 

 

I called a person I’d never seen before, a person I’d never 
met. 
Maybe talking on the phone is easier because you’re 
invisible. You can speak more freely. You can let the tears 
run down your face. You have no witnesses and can easily 
disguise your voice. 
You can fill that heavy silence to avoid drowning in it. 
Then you come to the surface again, clinging to your words 
like a life preserver thrown into the sea. 
Then, after I made that first call, there were others. 
Our calls seemed to last an eternity. We alternated between 
speech and silence. We listened to each other’s hearts 
through the receiver, and our hearts traveled to meet each 
other along an invisible cord. 
That man’s voice seemed as if it came from another world. 
It worked miracles for me, and transformed my suffering 
into love. 
Love for this man is what brought light into a life like 
mine, a life which had never really been lived. 
It got to the point where I needed his voice like I needed 
oxygen to breathe. 
This voice helped me come to terms with a feeling I’d 
never felt before, a feeling that was exciting and frightening 
at the same time. 
His words made me feel respected, like I could trust him. 
This respect and trust were the simple offerings of a person 
who didn’t even know the color of my eyes or skin. 
I didn’t know what he looked like, but every day he went 
deeper and deeper into my heart. I was falling in love. 



 

 

He was saving me by casting out a lifeline of love, made of 
patience, protection, and kind, loving words. 
 
This man has put up with a lot, and I’ve protected him. 
I’ve loved him for eleven years. He’s always fought for me, 
by my side. Every time I was about to fall, he took my hand 
and told me, “I’ll always be with you!” 
I love this man, and I’ve loved him since I first heard the 
telephone ring in the dark. When I could only imagine the 
immense brilliance of his sky blue eyes, deep as the sea. 
He has a huge, gentle heart. And although his heart is timid, 
he is strong and assertive in how he expresses his love. 
He’s never been hesitant. And despite the obstacles we’ve 
had to face, he’s never let go of his desire to hold my life in 
his hands. 
Time and circumstances have never created distance 
between us, and we’ve always remained united, in love and 
in war. 
I have an image of him in my heart and mind, along with 
the sound of his words, “I’ll never leave you.” 
In my heart, I hold his weakness and his strength, and the 
rage he felt because he wasn’t able to do what he wanted to 
do. 
The rage he felt because he couldn’t act on instinct, 
because he realized that it wouldn’t have helped things at 
all. 
The rage he felt because he couldn’t protect me like he 
wanted to from a source of power that’s obscure, although 
everybody seems to know it exists. 



 

 

And I was in love with this voice in the dark... a voice that 
kept me afloat. A voice that gave me, and still gives me, the 
strength to carry on. 
The first time I saw him, he was standing behind a column. 
His blue eyes were so intense they took my breath away. 
A man like many others, yet unique. 
He loved me during the most difficult times, and knew how 
to love me even more during times of joy. 
He brought me happiness and peace of mind when I 
couldn’t seem to find a way out, and when I couldn’t figure 
out which way to go. 
He opened a door to a life full of smiles and delight. We 
have struggled just to be able to love each other. We are 
two people with the same goal. We love each other, and our 
passion is what holds us 
together. 
Jean. He’s the man who saved and protected me. The man 
who gave me a chance, starting with our first kiss. And I 
thank him for that. 
I thank him for remaining by my side and continuing to 
love me like I love him. 
Jean, this is for you. This chapter is for you. It is a tribute to 
the tenderness and kind discretion you have displayed, 
despite your shyness. 
I’ve been lucky to find a man who has never let me down. 
This is for you, for all those nights you pretended to be 
asleep but were awake because you were afraid of 
impending danger. 



 

 

For you, for all those nights you ran to me when I called 
because you were afraid something could happen to my 
daughter. 
For you, for how insanely jealous you are if anyone comes 
near me. For you, for how you’ve protected me to prevent 
the worst from happening. For you, for what you’ve done 
to get the legal authorities to help me. 
In spite of the time taken away from us by that horrible 
monster, in the future, we’ll be happy because we’ll be 
together. Wherever we are, we’ll be together. 
For you, because you know the rest of the story, and 
especially the truth. You’ve seen it. 
I’ve got a new lease on life. 
A lot of women could find a man like Jean. Men like him 
are rare, but they’re out there. All you have to do is go and 
look. They might just be closer than you think. 
I want women to know that not all men are cold and 
insensitive, not all men have no soul and no conscience. 
I want women to know that starting over and not being 
afraid to walk away from your current or past situation is 
worth it. Go seek help.  
Don’t get trapped in your own silence. Know that things 
will change people and how they treat you will change. 
Then love and don’t hold back. Because every breath you 
take in love is a victory for you and your children. 
No woman wants to be a heroine, but every woman has 
what it takes to be one. 
Nature has blessed all women with incredible, albeit 
hidden, strength. And when they need it, this strength 
comes bursting out. 



 

 

 
 
 

FEAR AND OBSTACLES 
 
Time has gone by, and one day, the fear that has tormented 
me all these years will be nothing but a memory. 
Too many times, I’ve been afraid to allow myself to feel or 
even express my own feelings. I finally realized that you’re 
only afraid if you allow your fear to be fed. Your fear 
dissipates when you begin finding answers to the questions 
flooding your mind, and when you finally find the strength 
you didn’t think you even had. 
My eyes have often betrayed my fear. My voice has often 
betrayed my anxiety and shame. But over time, my 
weakness has become my strength. My strength is my 
conviction, and I’ve given this conviction a voice. It has 
abandoned me on many occasions. There have been times 
when I’ve given in to my own feelings of discouragement 
and anxiety, and over the years this has given me two 
abdominal hernias. But I pressed on because I believe in 
the law, despite everything. At the time, I didn’t think I’d 
be able to withstand it all. 
So many times I’ve thrown up, gotten headaches, tossed 
and turned in bed in sleepless night. 
I was using my energy to fight my own inner battles, rather 
than using it to fight the real monsters, which were clearly 
all outside of me. 



 

 

But I managed to get rid of this many-headed monster. I’m 
back. And although little fears still cloud my mind, my 
heart is no longer afraid.  
All I want is to get my freedom back, the freedom to exist 
as a person and as a woman, the freedom to express myself 
and be what I have always been.  
I want to give Asia back her life, the one she’s always 
lived, the one she’s used to. We have nothing to be 
ashamed of. If anyone wants to pass gratuitous judgment on 
us, let them. They are nothing but miserable idiots who 
think they know about something they can’t even imagine. 
Women are often their own worst enemies. 
A few months ago, I had the misfortune of going to a 
dinner party with someone who I had admired when I was 
young because of the sport she played. 
The dinner party was at her friend’s house and several other 
women had been invited. “Friends”... What? First of all, 
most of the guests were women who had forgotten they 
actually had a brain. 
They were the kind of women who rest on their husbands’ 
laurels because they’ve given them money and social 
status, which makes them feel authorized to act as if they 
had a certain amount of class, though they’ve never 
actually progressed past a school-age maturity level. I 
listened to their idiotic conversations and looked on as they 
read tarot cards. These were women of a certain age who 
adored indulging themselves in the kinds of conversations 
that are typical of women who are dying for a man they 
will never find, not even for a one-night stand. 



 

 

Women against women, criticizing each other just because 
they’re jealous of what they are not, or haven’t dared try to 
be. 
All their illusions are locked inside a big name nobody 
even knows anymore. They’re all just a bunch of ditzes, 
waiting for the next rooster to come strutting into the hen 
house. 
These ditzes make the difference between the women who 
have always had to use their own strength to fight for what 
they wanted in life and the women who haven’t. These 
women will never have this kind of strength. 
I was sometimes afraid I wouldn’t have the strength to 
fight, the strength to go on. 
I’ve been lucky, though. I’ve managed to get past all my 
obstacles with my intelligence, and I hope that will work to 
my advantage in the future. However, the idea to consult 
tarot cards or other similar bullshit has never even crossed 
my mind. 
You should have seen them. You should have seen how 
much thought they put into their questions and how 
anxiously they awaited the responses. 
They also spent a lot of time talking behind one other 
guest’s back like a bunch of lunatics. They tore him apart 
because of how he dressed, how he ate, because of his 
weight, and so on. 
There was also an artist at the dinner party, one of the many 
film directors who live in my building.  
Once I even tried to introduce myself, but didn’t get as 
much as a hello out of him because I’m obviously not like 
all the other ditzes he’s used to being around. 



 

 

How many times have you wanted to eat some pasta but 
were afraid of getting fat?  
Were you worried about how you looked?  
How many times have you eaten something and then felt 
guilty about it thinking that one extra bite was going 
straight to your behind, and you felt guilty about it? 
Yet how many times have you thought about it again and 
been thankful you had it to feed your children? 
There are different ways of looking at a plate of pasta and 
how you look at it can change radically depending on 
circumstances. 
We women are afraid of a lot of things.  
We’ve always lived with our fears, which might be why 
we’re better at overcoming them than men. 
It sometimes even seems like women aren’t as afraid of 
death as men and are better at overcoming obstacles when 
it’s essential to their survival and to others’. 
However, I’ve learned that even when you feel that knot of 
fear in your stomach, so tight you can hardly breathe, you 
can’t give up. You have to fight. 
I was surprised to discover that even when this fear began 
creeping into my heart and mind, my brain was able to 
remain calm, alert, and rational. My mind was ready to step 
in and take action. 
The mind quickly learns to take in and assess every single 
detail, to evaluate places and reactions, whenever possible. 
You control your words and weigh every single syllable. 
Nothing is left to chance because you have only one goal, 
one hope, which is to come out of the situation alive. 



 

 

Of course, your quality of life isn’t great. You live like an 
international fugitive. You hide, when the sniper who has 
you in his sights should be the one hiding. But the law 
gives this sniper the power to put you in a corner. 
Fighting these kinds of feelings is even more difficult than 
fighting the demons that appear when you least expect 
them. 
You start sleeping with the light on. Every little sound 
seems louder than it actually is.  
You begin taking different streets, and watching your back. 
When you go out with your daughter, you walk a step 
behind her so you can be ready if anything happens. On the 
sidewalk, you have her walk next to the wall, not along the 
street. In the meantime, your two hernias just keep getting 
worse and begin moving up into your stomach. 
You always have a knot in your stomach, and you glance 
around quickly, watching everyone and everything. Shop 
windows become your greatest ally, because they let you 
see who and what is behind you. 
When you drive, you watch to make sure no one is 
following you, and when you figure out that someone 
actually is following you, you take another street. You stop, 
turn around and drive into a parking lot, gas station, or any 
other open space. 
For a long time, I was tailed by a BMW Enduro 
motorcycle. 
That motorcycle followed me wherever I went. There were 
two riders wearing black helmets. 
It was the same motorcycle that had stopped me in 2007.  



 

 

The two riders beat me to a pulp, as you can see in the 
photographs. 
They knocked out four of my teeth, split my lip, and broke 
my jaw. But I managed to grab my daughter and take her 
home. 
I perfectly remember that the more violent of the two had 
long black hair and a tattoo on his left shoulder. The 
sleeves of his tee shirt were rolled up, so I could clearly see 
three black points sticking halfway out, as if they were part 
of a star. 
At night, they would come and ring my doorbell, 
threatening Asia and saying they had been sent by my ex. 
I would move to a different house, and they would find me.  
They would ring my doorbell in the middle of the night and 
try to break in. I always called the police. 
The minute they heard the name of the street, they were on 
their way.  
The station director said I could wake the inspector up at 
any hour of the night and he would be there right away to 
intervene. Everyone was aware of my situation, and all the 
police officers in Rome, in the center of Rome would 
immediately come to my aid whenever I called. 
This also occurred once when my daughter’s friends and 
their mothers were at my house. Every one of them went to 
the police station to give a statement. 
A few years later, I happened to see the person who had 
beaten me up. I was in the convenience store near my 
parents’ house. I couldn’t see his face very well, but I 
immediately recognized his tattoo and a few other details. 



 

 

I immediately notified the investigators, but nothing 
happened because the judge’s decision on the identikit had 
not been issued. 
I started wearing workout clothes and tennis shoes so I 
would be ready to run, but that wasn’t always enough. 
One afternoon, I was attacked as soon as I stepped out of 
the elevator of my building. Some people pushed me down 
the stairs, and I wasn’t ready for it. I hadn’t been expecting 
anyone. 
I remember closing the elevator door, then it all happened 
really fast, before I could do anything. 
They always said the same thing to me. “Get off your 
husband’s ass, you ugly bitch.”  
“Bitch” and “whore” were the two words they always used 
to insult me.  
I went to the emergency room where they said I had a 
severely sprained ankle and that it would take 15-20 days to 
recover.  
Another time, while I was throwing out the garbage, a man 
who had been waiting for me shoved me up against the 
wall of a building.  
That time, I was diagnosed with a frontal cerebral 
contusion and hematoma. I had some serious bruises on my 
forehead. Every time I went to the emergency room, the 
same nurse was at the reception desk.  
She kindly took down all my information and had me sit 
down without saying a word. However, once she asked me 
under her breath “Was it him again?” 
The expression on her face said it all. She was tired of 
seeing women who had been attacked. I tried to downplay 



 

 

the situation by saying, “I always come here when you’re 
on shift.” I often had to downplay things to avoid making 
other people feel awkward.  
In the emergency room, they usually don’t know what to 
say in these situations, and there’s always tension in the air. 
That is why I always tried to make them smile by cracking 
a demented joke. 
One time, I was in the car with my driver and daughter 
when a guy on a motorcycle cut us off and wouldn’t let us 
get by. He pulled out a gun and pointed it at us. 
It was a narrow, one-way street and the guy seemed ready 
to raise hell. I was afraid, but I calmly turned around and 
pushed my daughter down behind the driver’s seat. My 
driver slammed the car into reverse and began backing up 
really fast. If anyone had happened to be walking by at that 
moment, they would have been run over. Somehow, I 
managed to remain calm enough to take down the license 
plate number. 
I went to the police station, and after the police had begun 
investigating my report, I found out the motorcycle had 
been confiscated and that the owner was on house arrest 
(because of several reports that had been filed against him). 
The man had been born in Calabria, in southern Italy, but 
lived in Lombardy. 
Another time, I took down the license plate number of a 
jeep that had been following me, and that stopped every 
time I stopped. 
According to the police, that jeep shouldn’t have been 
where I saw it either. In fact, it had been stolen in Turin, 
but was found in Rome. 



 

 

All strange coincidences that came from the same source. 
Or maybe we women are just crazy? 
Maybe, just maybe, if I’d been killed, someone would have 
woken up and taken the investigations a little more 
seriously.  
It all depends on the judge assigned to the case. You have 
to find someone who takes their job seriously. But you can 
only hope that this happens. 
In my case, it was always the law enforcement officers who 
conducted the investigations seriously and followed up on 
the situation responsibly and competently. Even though 
they always had to wait for a judge’s decision anyway. 
What can I say?  
I just hope that the last criminal report I filed is moving 
ahead, something I’ve been waiting on for years. Because 
I’m really looking forward to the day when our name and 
reputation are restored, to living our lives again without 
being threatened by people who aren’t even worthy of 
being called people. 
 
 
 
 
YOU ARE PART OF ME (TO ASIA AND FOR ASIA) 

 
There is a lot I could say about myself. All along, there 
were a lot of things I knew about, and I made a lot of 
mistakes. But I have a lot to give. My life hasn’t been easy, 
but maybe nobody’s life is easy. The road is long and full 
of uncertainty. There are lots of twists and turns as well as 



 

 

grueling hills to climb. The most difficult thing to 
overcome is the mental strain.  
Every day is a new adventure.  
Every day, there are new things to be discovered. Every 
day starts and finishes with your own, personal truth. You 
really do have fairy godmothers. They give you strength, 
console you, and love you.  
They are your secret little friends. Talk to them when no 
one else will talk to you. Talk to them when you feel most 
alone.  
Life doesn’t wait for you, and I have nothing to give except 
my words. My words will stay with you forever. They will 
always be by your side. They will help you when you are 
about to fall and give you courage when you are frozen 
with fear.  
When your face is streaked with tears in the middle of the 
night, my words will warm your heart. 
Hold fast to your roots so that you can be reborn. Life 
doesn’t wait. I have the whole world to give you, Asia, my 
love. Life isn’t easy, but it’s not your fault. The only person 
to blame is the one who tormented you instead of 
protecting you. But he will never succeed in doing to you 
what he did to me. He never will. He isn’t strong enough. 
His malice has been the death of him because evil always 
dies.  
Today, I look at my hands and realize I have nothing left to 
give you.  
All I can do is make sure we stay together forever, as I have 
always done. The tears I’ve shed are tears of rebirth.  



 

 

Many people have tried to take everything away from us, 
but we will always have our love. 
My love. My love will stay with you for the rest of your 
life, even when my journey on this earth comes to an end 
and I’m no longer here. 
You and I have lived our lives for ourselves, even when I 
thought we weren’t going to make it.  
You’ve made me the happiest person in the world. You are 
the person I brought into this world, the person I love, the 
person I will always love. 
I’ve told you many things. So when the time comes for you 
to go away without me, remember my words. Be happy. 
Live your dreams as you go down your path in life.  
Your fairy godmothers will help you remember the past, 
but never turn back. Look back only to remember who has 
loved you and who you love. But the future is the key that 
will unlock the door to the world that is waiting for you. 
Remember that, my love.  
Don’t listen to people because they don’t know what 
they’re talking about.  
Don’t be afraid, but don’t be too trusting either.  
When the game looks easy to play, there’s always a price to 
pay.  
Being honest hasn’t gone out of style.  
Don’t let yourself be defeated—hold your head high.  
Time is flying by, and the end might come before I finish 
what I want to do. But I think my life will last a little longer 
than that. I have time. 
I will always think about it, in silence.  



 

 

When you feel like you are surrounded by darkness, listen 
to me. My love for you will be alive forever. 
Don’t think about the bad things. Life can be better than the 
life you’ve lived so far. Don’t listen to insults.  
Let people talk. Evil has many faces. Follow your instincts 
and save yourself.  
Humility opens all doors, but it isn’t synonymous with 
submission. Remember that.  
The warmth of my immense love will protect you against 
all the uncertainties in your life. Claim your right to 
happiness and the love you desire. 
Please don’t blame me if I’m still learning how to give you 
the things I wanted most.  
I’m sorry you had to live a life that forced us to struggle to 
defend ourselves.  Knowledge makes us stronger.  
Never give away your secrets, and learn from life.  
Knowing is sometimes good, sometimes bad. But knowing 
is what saved my life. 
I will always be there, even if you can’t see me, my love. 
My only, my greatest love. 
I never wanted you to have to face this journey alone, 
without a brother or a sister. But life shattered that dream of 
mine. 
The warmth of love is no small thing. 
Your fairy godmothers will send my love to protect you. I 
will be your strength.  
When you are in danger, call me. I’ll show you the way. 
But you’ll figure out what to do on your own because life is 
showing you how to quicken your pace. 
Don’t give in to anyone. Remember, you’re special.  



 

 

You’re strong and have lots of experience, and that will 
help you on your path. Don’t think you’re alone.  
You’ll never be alone, even when your phone doesn’t ring 
as often as it used to.  
Even when your friends stop calling and you begin 
wondering why they don’t answer your calls, when you are 
worried that something has happened. I will be—I will 
always be—by your side.  
I apologize for all the mistakes I’ve made. I was only trying 
to save myself and live in the best way possible. 
I apologize if there’s something I’ve haven’t told you, but I 
wanted to spare you the worst.  
So now I’m saying I’M SORRY for the past.  
In the future, I’ll try to do my best. It may sound stupid, but 
I believe in us, in myself. And I think this will have a 
positive effect on our lives.  
I’m so proud of you, honey. Every day, I go to war with the 
devil. I remember a really wonderful thing you said to me 
one night.  
You said, “Mom, Dad has never helped us, but he hasn’t 
succeeded in taking away what we are either, our love and 
our life. He’s the loser, not us. He’ll end up all alone, 
locked inside his fortress, which will become cold and 
treacherous over time. 
He’s greedy, surrounded by people who use him and who 
will never love him like we would have. He’s miserable, 
and when he’s old, he’ll have nothing, no love, no family, 
nothing. We’re strong together instead. We’re a family. 



 

 

And even if we don’t have anything, we have everything, 
Mom.” I apologize if I’ve been a burdensome mother, my 
love.  
I apologize if I’ve made you my greatest love, filled our life 
with love, including our love for our pets. No exceptions.  
I hope I’ve taught you to love life for what it gives you and 
to fight for what you want. I adore you, Asia. And I thank 
you for teaching me the most important things in life. 
Parents should always listen to what their children have to 
say. They should always tell them the truth, and never lie to 
them, because kids understand more than we think they do. 
They are our lives, and like everything else, deserve our 
respect. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

 
CHANGE 

 
Talking about change is like talking about something that 
has already happened but we still don’t know very much 
about. 
We can talk about how things were or how things could 
have been. But, nothing stays the same in life, and we all 
have to be able to change if we want to go on living. 
Everything and nothing can happen in life. 
Life is movement and transformation. It feeds on 
uncertainty and instability. Every day, life can be molded, 
shaped, and rebuilt. Or life can come to an end, forever. 
Change to become happy. Change so you don’t have to 
suffer. Change to start over.  
Change and renew yourself to become the person you are 
now, but without ever betraying yourself.  
People often ask me, “How many lives have you lived?” I 
always answer, “Just my own.” There’s myself and all my 
other selves. I like who I am. I’m bad-tempered.  
People say I’m square. I have a lot of flaws, so many that I 
probably don’t even know what they all are. You can say 
whatever bad things you want about me, but when I look in 
the mirror, my conscience is clear. 
Don’t get me wrong.  
I didn’t say I’ve done everything right. I’ve made a lot of 
mistakes, especially in judging, believing, and thinking 
something that might have been, but in the end didn't 
happen. Sometimes, I’ve gotten behind on my bills. People 
have helped me, and I’ve helped other people. But that’s 



 

 

how I am. The only people I have to answer to are myself 
and God. 
I don’t need to explain to the state why I did what I did, but 
the state needs to explain to me why it let this happen. 
A funny thought keeps coming back to me over and over 
again. I think my life is like that of an ancient warrior. I 
have an image in my mind of this warrior, but I can’t tell 
what kind of armor he’s wearing.  
It looks Asian, and he’s wearing an odd hat. 
 
His armor is made of iron, so it must be quite ancient, but I 
don’t know where it’s from. 
He carries the burden of everything we have been through 
on his shoulders. I’m a man, a warrior—this is the essence 
of my identity— and as I have in the past, I change my 
identity because of the failings of the powers that should 
protect us but don’t. 
I don’t know what this image means, but I want to believe 
this warrior exists, because I’ll still be here after this long 
war. 
I know I’m going to win. 
Because this warrior has always been by my side over all 
these years. He’s still there, wielding his sword. And the 
battlefield is littered with nothing but dead bodies. 
He’s proud. And even though he’s tired of carrying his 
sword, he’s determined to keep fighting. 
I don’t know why, but I sometimes feel his strength inside 
me. It’s as if he’s become part of my soul and is guiding 
me.  



 

 

Many people have called me a witch because I can sense 
the past and see the future. Or maybe it’s just that my brain 
is like a big computer, trying to make sense of the 
difficulties I’ve had to face. 
I don’t know if this is normal. I don’t think I’m normal, but 
what does normal really mean anyway? What is normal? 
I’ve had to change so many times in my life, but I’m still 
me. 
My soul, my heart, my love, and my respect for life have 
remained intact, and will never change. 
The wind and situations change, and you also change as a 
result. 
You feel the cold, bitter wind right down to your bones, but 
when the time comes to fight, you don’t feel it anymore. 
The cold remains in your bones, but you are warmed by the 
things that bring you satisfaction in life.  
Your daughter’s smile and the way her eyes light up. The 
eyes of the people you love, like your partner’s eyes.  
Your pets, which will always be by your side and will 
never leave you, no matter what happens. 
These are the things that bring warmth to your life. All this 
love warms your heart. The storms of the past are driven 
away, leaving only the light of the hard-won life, and you 
can forget the past. The past is behind you. What’s left is 
everything you’ve learned, though you see it all in a 
different light. 
You’re more tired than before, but you’ve found yourself 
again.  



 

 

You put on a nice dress, some makeup, do your hair, and 
you’re a new woman. You forget all the bad things they’ve 
done to you (by now all the bruises have faded away).  
You assuage your fears and look at the sun, while the warm 
air fills your bones and makes you stronger. 
Let me give you an example. Imagine you’re standing in a 
dark room, touching around for the light switch but can’t 
find it. Imagine that you have to find food to eat in the 
darkness, but you can’t.  
You feel around and realize that there are objects blocking 
your way, but you can’t see what they are. Time goes by 
and you start to get scared.  
You use your strength to struggle against your demons, the 
things blocking the way out that you know are there but 
can’t see.  
The darkness seems to be getting more and more 
impenetrable, and you’re hungry.  
You have to feed your children, who are there with you in 
the darkness, though you can barely see them. So you hold 
their hands tightly. They are hungry, you are hungry, and 
you are walking through this place where you can’t see 
anything, you don’t understand anything, and you are 
getting more and more tired. 
You heart is thumping inside your chest and you have to 
keep your fear under control for your children’s sake, not 
your own.  
Every moment is like an eternity, and you don’t know 
when it will all be over, if you will ever get out, or if you 
will be able to save your kids. 



 

 

You feel dirty. You’re hungry. Your legs hurt and you 
don’t feel well, but you continue on for your children’s 
sake. 
Time goes by, but you don’t realize just how many years 
have gone by. You’ve grown older and your babies have 
grown up. Then suddenly, you notice that a large door has 
magically been thrown wide open. The light you missed so 
much and the heat of the sun seep through to envelope and 
warm you and your children. 
It’s as if the gates of an enchanted garden had opened. Like 
the garden of Eden you hadn’t even dared to imagine. 
Your first step toward the light and warmth of the garden is 
hesitant, but soon your steps, and your kids’, become more 
confident. 
You don’t care who or what might be there, and you raise 
your head high with the dignity you’ve never lost. 
Who cares what they’ve said or thought about you.  
You have your life to live, to take back, and all you want is 
to get back the time you’ve lost, time when all you wanted 
was to live. 
Time, abuse, and terror have left their mark on you, but you 
manage to start a new life.  
You may be older, but you are more beautiful than ever 
before. You are aware that there’s a kind of beauty that life 
can’t take away, a kind of beauty that comes from the soul, 
not the body. 
You don’t need to get a boob job or lip injection because 
you’ve managed to maintain your beauty and elegance in 
spite of it all. No one has taken them away from you. 
Woman, you have the courage of a lion.  



 

 

Woman, your heart is immense.  
Woman, you can still love, though you may be far away.  
Woman, you are a WOMAN and you will be 
VICTORIOUS. 
All those women who no one has ever heard about but have 
died for their rights, they are there! They are part of your 
struggle.  
You’re fighting for them too, without even realizing it. The 
ghosts of these women will stay by your side so that you 
can sleep peacefully at night. They did what they did for a 
reason, and after every fight, there is always a soul that 
finally finds peace. 
Don’t stop fighting your war. Go on, because you have the 
right to live in freedom. 
Woman, whether you are fighting for yourself, for your 
children, for whoever may need your help, KEEP 
FIGHTING. 
If I could fight—and I’m still fighting—you can do it too. 
So first of all, respect yourself and remain vigilant.  
If you do, you’ll finally be free to eat all the spaghetti you 
want, with whatever sauce you want. You’ll be able to look 
at yourself in any mirror and see your own eyes burning 
with the fire of life. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

 
 
 
         YOU’RE JUST A SEMBLANCE OF A MAN 
 
 
Man, this is for you. It was you who wanted to kill me to 
hide the terrible things you did.  
Man, you stole happiness from the person who should have 
been the first thing on your mind. 
Man, I only took what I thought was important to me. Man, 
you’ve done nothing but make money.  
Nothing you’ve done actually counts at all.  
Man, you wounded my body and my soul.  
Man, you insulted me, but you feel no remorse.  
Man, you wounded me, and this made you feel big and 
powerful.  
Man, now, my face is wrinkled.  
Man, you think you’ve made it, but you’ve still got a long 
way to go.  
Man, you hid what you had so you wouldn’t have to give 
us what we deserved.  
Man, you think you had a lot of fun with your friends. 
Man, you think you’re important but you’re not, and you 
still don’t understand a thing about life. 
Man, you think you’ve managed to destroy me, but actually 
I have you to thank for what life has given and taught me. 
Man, you will never get out of your life what I have gotten 
out of mine. I have my daughter, an amazing man, and a 
world of love and peace of mind. 



 

 

Man, you have lost everything. You are cold-hearted and 
greedy. In my mind, you don’t exist. You are just a 
semblance of a man. 
Man, you missed out on what life could have taught you 
because you didn’t want to listen. 
Man, you are nothing. You look like a man, but you have 
nothing. You are a man without the heart, eyes or smile of 
someone who loves you. You have neither a man nor a 
woman to fill your life with love. 
Man, you are dead to me.  
Man, you are the worst person in the world. 
You’ll have nothing but a blanket to keep you warm 
because nobody will want you by her or his side. 
You have never loved anyone, not even a dog, because you 
have no heart, no soul. You’re nothing but dirt. Your life is 
sad and lonely. And your death will be sad and lonely too. 
Man, I can buy back everything I’ve lost. But you’ll never 
be able to get back what you’ve lost. You have lost 
everything. 
Man, you have no dignity or respect for others, just like 
many other men.  
Man, you aren’t a man.  
Man, let me be free to eat all the spaghetti, all the pasta, I 
want.  
Thank you, semblance of a man. 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

RECIPES AND IDENTITY 
 
 
My life and my identity were stolen from me. 
I knew who did it and how it all began, but I didn’t have 
any evidence. So I tried to prove it and substantiate the 
facts. 
I tried to tell people what had happened, but that didn’t get 
me anywhere. 
The authorities could have conducted an investigation. But 
we’re talking about Italy here. In Italy, identity theft 



 

 

doesn’t even exist as a crime. So there was nothing I could 
do. 
I had to find another way to defend myself, using the only 
weapons available to me:  
- I could go to the institutions.  
- I could file a police report. Or I could just... hope. 
The institutions are the state and the military police. In this 
case, I was luckier than most women.  
I don’t know how most women ask for help, but not all 
institutions are the same. Anyway, when someone asks for 
help, it’s because they need it. It shouldn’t be hard to 
understand. Help is just help.  
I have some people to thank for this as well, the people 
who saved my life and my daughter’s life.  
Just a few years ago, most officers would have just thought 
I was drunk, crazy, or a loudmouth. Thank God things are 
different now.  
Years ago, women had to sweep things under the rug. 
People thought that any woman who dared file a report or 
fight back against her abuser was “out of her mind.” 
“What the hell does this lady want?” were their most polite 
words. 
The facts gradually began to come out, and people were 
shocked.  
Things like this have always happened. It’s just that people 
had no way of finding out about them before. 
Everything happened and remained inside the walls of the 
home. 



 

 

There was no way to get any information about crimes 
against women, children, and those who cannot defend 
themselves. 
“Don’t air your dirty laundry in public...” 
Your name. Your status.  
What people say about you. Well, fuck people, fuck this 
name. I need help and I’m not ashamed to ask for it. 
I say, “Who cares if they think the worst of me. I’m the 
victim and I have to do something about this. There’s been 
too much silence. STOP paralyzing victims with endless 
stereotypes, preconceived notions, and silence!” 
The number of victims has risen over the years, and the 
horror stories that have hit the papers haven’t managed to 
keep people’s dirty laundry out of the public eye. People 
have finally been forced to open their eyes, even though 
their eyes still aren’t completely open. 
Investigations have to be QUICK. You can’t waste time 
waiting for the judge on duty to find the time, and be in the 
right mood, to act. Let law enforcement handle it.  
How many cases have been handled without following any 
particular process, without all the knowledge that has 
evolved over the years. Law enforcement has the 
experience, ability, and brains on which to base all their 
actions, fortunately. So let them do their job in peace. 
Change what needs to be changed and let the people who 
are there to defend the law, defend it. 
I hope these people don’t judge before also carefully 
considering the victim’s emotional state, diffidence, or 
shame, whether in that moment or over the course of years.  



 

 

I hope they listen to the victim’s request for a helping hand. 
I hope the victims realize that their dignity, stolen by those 
who bask in their power and tighten the screws on the 
people, has been restored. 
 
 
Tormentors, now you have to listen to EVERY SINGLE 
word we have to say.  
All tormentors have to pay victims back for everything they 
have destroyed in their life. 
Men, who do you think you are?  
What do you think of yourselves?  
Men, what do think about what you’ve done? 
Do you think you’re God?  
Tell the truth, you aren’t who you think you are at all. You 
aren’t God. You’re just men who kill with the help of the 
justice system.  
Men, did you think it was right to use my name, my 
identity? 
I don’t think so. You destroyed me and it’s taken me a long 
time to get up off the ground again, but now I’m stronger. 
Now, I’m your adversary. 
Look me in the eyes and read what I’ve written to you. 
Looked at what I’ve prepared for you on this big plate. 
Are you ready?  
The law can’t fight you, but I can. I’ll strike when you least 
expect it.  
I won’t tell you when, but now I know who you are.  
Now, I know your name and I know who your contacts are. 
I’ll do it.  



 

 

I’m not a coward like all of you.  
You may have the power, but your power doesn’t give you 
the courage to face me. This same power stole my life from 
me, my name, my personal information.  
Power, you are so afraid and you don’t have the courage to 
say anything, because you have nothing to say against me.  
Your cover-up is falling apart all by itself.  
You did what you did because you’re a criminal. You’re 
nothing but a con man, and you won’t be safe forever.  
It may not be because of me, but one day, sooner or later, 
you’ll lose your power. And when that day comes, you’ll 
find yourself surrounded by nothing but demons who will 
rob you of your life and soul. 
You’ll get hit. And when you do, you’ll be full of nothing 
but lies. There won’t be an ounce of truth in you. 
Power, you are like a rancid, rotting plate of spaghetti that 
has been sealed inside a plastic container for far too long 
and should be thrown away. 
Now tell me, Power, who’s stronger? Me or you? 
I’ll tell you who’s stronger: I AM!  
My life is like a recipe with many different variations. It’s 
proof that to become stronger than you ever were before, 
all you have to do is change the old recipe a bit.  
Now you’re in my hands. You’re just a pawn that has no 
idea when it will be overtaken. I plant my feet, bend my 
knees, and stand up. I’m alive. I’m breathing, and most 
importantly, I’m TALKING.  
I’ve mustered all my strength and am back on my feet. 
Now I’m walking straight and tall.  



 

 

Sometime, I think about how much I suffered because of 
people’s cruelty, because of the cruelty of their words, cast 
at me from all sides. I woke up and I gradually began to 
discover things I didn’t even know existed.  I was fed up 
with it all.  
When I tried to get a loan, everything started coming to the 
surface. As usual, I had to provide proof.  
When I was trying to get a phone line installed, I found out 
there were already several phone lines in my name all over 
Italy, even if I was actually abroad when they were 
installed.  
You can’t even imagine how many houses I had in Italy, 
and I had never lived in any of them! 
I’m not a criminal and I’ve never been one. I’m happy to 
say I’m an honest person, regardless of all the setbacks I’ve 
had to endure. Because I still have my dignity, in spite of it 
all. 
Power, there is a demon called “greed,” and it will be the 
death of you.  
You have used, humiliated, and slandered people. Power, 
it’s all over for YOU now. 
The military police told me that this is a widespread 
problem, that there are a lot of people in the same situation 
in Italy, that is supposed to make me feel better? 
I know there isn’t much they can do, but they aren’t doing 
anything at all, absolutely nothing! The justice system 
needs to wake up!  
It needs to win back some ground and reclaim the power 
given to it by history. But they make it your problem, not 
theirs. 



 

 

A few months ago, I saw a TV program about the 
economy. One of the guests was Minister of the Economy 
and the others were economists and lawyers. 
A man in the audience explained that he had been a victim 
of identity theft. 
One day, he got a letter from the tax office, but he couldn’t 
figure out what it was about. Why would a retiree have to 
pay Equitalia—a ruthless Italian tax collection agency with 
a lot of blood on its hands—more than 400,000 euros? 
To make a long story short, this man turned out to be the 
CEO of a Sicilian company and was up to his neck in debt.  
According to Equitalia, he hadn’t paid contributions for his 
over 100 employees.  He had obviously never owned a 
company and had never been to Sicily either. 
The first thing the experts asked him was what assets he 
had. When he said all he had were his retirement benefits 
and an old car, they told him, “Don’t worry sir, you don’t 
have to pay a dime.” 
I’ll let you come to your own conclusions but I would have 
spit in their faces. They work for us. We pay their 
exorbitant salaries. So how can they get away with an 
answer like that? 
This is Italy, a place where people have to protect their own 
lives and their own property by themselves. 
They should create insurance for your name and your 
personal data. 
But don’t forget: you need a lawyer to figure out what’s 
happening to you. Effort and determination aren’t enough. 



 

 

A few years ago, I told a lawyer, a friend of my parents’, 
about my experience and she didn’t believe me. She was 
skeptical.  
Several months went by, then one day, she ran to my 
mother because she had found out that someone had stolen 
her name and personal information. 
She was furious. She went to the military police. She was 
scared. My mother looked at her calmly and said, “Now do 
you get it?” From that moment on, she changed her mind. 
Over the last few months, I’ve filed new reports. It doesn’t 
matter what year something happened, you can file a report 
within 90 days of becoming aware of the situation. That’s 
what I did, and I’ll do it again if I have to. 
Moreover, consider that there are also cases of people 
having the same name, as I myself have experienced. I have 
more than one that I know of. 
About a year ago, I met a man from Milan who wanted me 
to be a professional consultant for a few of his companies. 
He told me that he had read an article about me on the 
Internet. 
Well, twelve years ago, I had already filed numerous 
reports about this article. Now, thanks to the law, my 
attorney can demand that this article be deleted from the 
servers. I was so fed up with answering questions about the 
article that I told him flat out that I had no problem 
declining his offer. 
I subsequently discovered that this company and its 
managers were on an international black list for fraud and 
much more. These people do business in an environment 
where politicians act without discretion or shame. They just 



 

 

walk onto the scene like a bunch of VIPs, armed with 
money. 
Now I don’t care anymore. After the last report I filed 
against the unlawful use of my name, I found out that my 
old email address was going around the Internet on 
LinkedIn and the like. The military police finally decided to 
do something about it. 
Someone called me and threatened to file a report against 
me if I didn’t back down. FORGET IT. I notified the 
appropriate authorities and went on. 
People have insulted me and tried to intimidate me to get 
me to back down... once again, FORGET IT!  You’ve made 
your bed, now LIE IN IT! 
Now the military police in Trezzo sull’Adda, the police in 
Rome, and my lawyer are going to compile all the reports I 
have filed over all these years, and I’m going to take it all 
down to the DA’s office. Then, whoever is scared had 
better RUN!  
You’ll have nowhere to hide, because you’ll get caught.  
They’ll take you to the pillory like you did to me, and I’ll 
get the last LAUGH while I’m waiting to watch while they 
lock you up in a dark room, where you’ll be tormented by 
your own demons. 
At the beginning of the end, thanks to Laura, I met a 
woman who soon became A VERY GOOD FRIEND.  
Vittoria, the girl with the sassy blond bob. We came from 
very different worlds, but we discovered that we had a lot 
in common, and now we are beginning a new journey 
together. 



 

 

I opened another office, and after getting rid of all the 
worthless people, I began living my life again. So be 
careful when you go on the Internet. Don’t believe 
everything people write like many idiots do. Maybe 
something has been written about you and you don’t even 
know it. 
The Internet legitimizes a criminality that is free to kill and 
free to live and yet fails to provide people with adequate 
tools to defend themselves. The Internet is a death trap. 
Ninety-nine percent of what you see on the Internet is false, 
and people read and believe it all without using their heads. 
All the time, I hear people say, “It’s on the web.” Not even 
the Bible or the constitution have that much power. 
I don’t even go on companies’ websites. A company may 
be one of the best, but if its site doesn’t hold water, the 
information I get from it could be wrong. So how am I 
supposed to know if the company is good or not from the 
crap someone has written on its website? 
Pictures are stolen, falsified, and put online, and people see 
their faces in pictures of obscene situations without 
knowing how, who, or why they were posted. It’s got to 
stop! 
You can steal anything out of an open box, and in the case 
of the Internet, you can write anything on it as well. Be 
careful, you might be on the web too. Remember “Web of 
lies”. 
“Have an issue with someone? Don’t have anything to use 
against them? The Internet can help you” (this could be a 
commercial).  



 

 

How many times have you read something extraordinary, 
only to find out it was a total hoax? 
Moreover, before judging someone, look them in the face.  
Listen to how they talk. Only then can you judge what kind 
of person they are. Information has to be obtained in a 
serious manner, not with some sort of magic box, leading to 
the casualties of innocent victims. 
It’s always the same story. There’s no money. There’s no 
law. There’s no respect for people’s rights. 
I know I’m not alone. I did what I could. I’d like to know 
why these people used my name, but I’ll probably never 
know. 
I probably did more than I needed to. So I hope it’s all over 
now. I don’t know what recipe to follow to cook up and 
taste the end of all this, but I hope it happens soon. 
I know I have a new future—a new, positive life ahead of 
me with my daughter, my dogs, Fred, a Jack Russell 
Terrier, and Birra, a beautiful Cocker Spaniel that I adopted 
a couple of months ago from an organization that takes care 
of abused animals. 
I’ve realized that too many people put up with the abuse of 
someone who is stronger than they are, and they give in. 
Even animals are abused. So I helped Birra, and I’ve helped 
lots of other animals. Now someone has helped me, and 
will keep helping me find my NEW path. 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

 
FRIENDS AND SPAGHETTI 

 
So, I’m still here. I’ve told my entire life story in these few 
pages, and I could write much more, but I don’t need to tell 
the whole story.  
What’s important is that I get my point across and provide 
a sort of recipe for survival. 
What kind of person you are, who you are, and what 
you’ve done aren’t important.  
What’s important is that you fight to be a person, not just 
an annual statistic. Make sure your goals are clear and 
pursue them.  
Don’t get discouraged if the obstacles along the way seem 
overwhelming. 
You’ve got to believe in yourself, in what you are, in your 
values, in your path. 
We are like arrows shot at a target—and no one has ever 
said that hitting the target would be easy. But you should 
never give up. 
Go all the way because you will reach your goal in the end. 
You will reach the light. 
Remember what you’ve read here.  
Whether or not you reach your goal depends mainly on you 
and how strong you are. 
When you find luck, when you have success, at the center 
of your table you’ll find a large platter of spaghetti, for all 
your guests to enjoy, along with wine and many other 
things. 



 

 

However, you may lose some things in life as well. You 
may lose everything. And so there will be less spaghetti, 
and the guests will begin to disappear. Suddenly, they all 
have other plans. 
When bad things happen, your friends disappear. 
You are left alone on your journey. You have to make 
decisions on your own. Even your relatives disappear, as if 
carried away by the wind in the storm. 
Your phone doesn’t ring anymore. You no longer get 
emails or invitations. And if you call them, they don’t 
answer or refuse to come to the phone. 
When your phone line seems to magically vanish into thin 
air, that’s when you begin to reflect.  
Your mind wanders, trying to understand things that are 
totally obvious, things you had never thought about before.  
You wonder why the people who had boasted about being 
your friend have all disappeared. 
At first, your only truly close friends are your children and 
pets. 
Who knows why, when you fall to pieces and cry, your 
children and your pets are always by your side.  
They don’t ask for anything in return. They love you for 
what you are. They want you just the way you are. 
Your children turn out to be the strong ones and you often 
find out they are stronger than you thought they were. Even 
stronger than you are. 
Then your plate of spaghetti gets smaller. You eat that 
spaghetti with your children and try to put on a smile. You 
ask them how their day was and you talk with your pets. 



 

 

I’ve always talked to my dogs a lot, even when I take them 
out for walks. 
People who don’t love animals probably think I’m crazy, 
but animals are great friends and you don’t want to lose 
them.  
When you have a baby, your life changes. You become 
happier, and stronger as well. How you feel begins to 
change, and you’re happy to make a small plate of 
spaghetti for yourself and for the people you love most. 
It only took a few months before I began to understand the 
reality of the situation, or maybe I just began to understand 
myself. It’s impossible to have both a heart and a soul in 
this world. 
People are always trying to take advantage of you.  
They get close to you by showing you what’s on the 
surface and not what’s on the inside. Their sense of self-
importance comes from what they are able to give, not 
from what they are. 
Along the way, I’ve come across different kinds of people 
who have helped me. 
Besides my daughter, Asia, and my partner, Jean, who I 
could never leave because there is no one else like him, 
I’ve been lucky enough to meet well-known, important 
people who have been willing to look beyond the surface.  
The only ones who have managed to see who I really am 
are the people who have a heart and know something about 
pain and disappointment. 
I never thought these people could love me like I loved and 
respected them. 



 

 

Pasta is part of our lives. The type of pasta may change, but 
the sauce you choose reflects how you feel at that moment. 
What you eat depends on your mood, whether the dish is 
simple or complicated, sweet or spicy  alongside all the 
people I’m close to. 
I don’t know where this road will take me, but I know that 
it’s me walking down the middle, alongside all the people 
I’m close to. 
Finally, I’m the one who’s talking. I’ve taken back my life, 
and I will be your demon, your nightmare. 
I’m going to have my hernias repaired, and the rage, pain, 
and suffering, which are what caused them, will be repaired 
as well. 
With just one flick of the scalpel, I’ll be back to life. 
And I have just one thing I want to say to my ex-husband. I 
will be the worm eating away at you.  
You will never be able to forget me. I will be the source of 
your anguish. No matter what you say to the rest of the 
world, you will be the only source of the evil you’ve 
created and spread because of your demented nature. 
You are small. Your life has no meaning, and you will die 
alone. 
Now what are all your “friends in the right places” going to 
do?  
Now that everything has gone public, what are you going to 
do?  
Now that I’ve told the truth, now that it’s no longer the 
“truth” you distorted with your slander.  
Now that you can’t get anyone to lay a hand on me or my 
daughter... where is your power? 



 

 

 
You aren’t anything anymore and you’ll never get anything 
ever again.  
 


