Thanks

My think flies to my family. To my mother and my father, or better, to their sacrifices and even to their worries and fears. If I like to be who I am, it’s probably only because of you. To my brother who is probably the person who much more trusted in me, more than me for sure; thanks to have opened every door in advance. To my Grandmother’s faith, and all her prayers.

My think flies to my historical friends. To Angela, a sister, but probably more a mother thinking to each your suggestion. To Tommy, you always do what I need, even if I don’t ask you a thing. To Caniggia, my oldest and close friend. To Sardee, everyone probably has to learn something from you (“dolce vita”). To Ciccio and Carletto, my second family, this graduation is also due to your help. To Polpy, you have been the first helping me in this adventure.

My think flies to my loves. To Giulia, my puppy love. To Valentina, the first and the longest one. To Ana, the last and craziest one.

My think flies to my wonderful classmates: Bellema, Cate, Tende, Giulia and Martina, you know that every girlfriend of mine has to pass your examination. One more think flies to Baby and Jaci, even if you never call, to Franco’s suggestions, the skiing with Giulia and Francesca, the music with Gió, the fashion Alice, the thinker Bruno, the joints with Gabri, Svissero and Giamma, the football with Andrés, Ucci’s hair, Ciccio’s family, Caio’s family, Tommy’s blondes and browns, Gatto’s humor, ultras Tony, Marghe’s freckles, Djerba with Luca, bicycle with Piso, Taty’s patience, Pippo’s pinturicchiu, beautiful Joly, Enrica’s sweetness, Chiara and the sailing gloves, the chat with Maggie, Marta’s piercing, and my last discovery Donata.

My think flies to the friends in Milano: the bus stop with Scotti and Cunno, uncle Johnny with Tde, Bruna’s hair, Andrea’s girlfriends, Vince at the Gattopardo Café, Sara and Meg Ryan, Ciosa’s potato peeler, Merky’s kindness, Old Fashion with Vitto, lady disaster Geki, Cecilia’s philosophy, Linda’s style (and her mother), Silvia’s sincerity (and the sunglasses), Mery’s forgetfulness, Aunt Jack, Gaia’s perseverance, Giulia’s perfume, Lucia’s accent, Cippa’s joy, Camilla’s maternal insinct, Franco’s women, Piotta (thanks to save my life…), Andretta’s bullshits, Elia’s egocentricity, the skipper Paolo.

My think flies to who made the miracle happen: Tiziana and Antonio Capone.

My think flies to everyone made me feel Siemens like home. Marco, Tommy, Ciglio, Barzy, Pietro, Barenghi, il CT, Frusta, Muricci, Emanuel, Pericciolo, Simone, Mirko, Frenk (and his delay), Massimo, Adrian, Davide, Vale, Eugenio, Lallo, d’Onofrio Brothers, Sara(h), Tamar(r)a, Alberto, Kimu, Domenico, Stefano, Prosecco, Luca, Ale, Perna, Phillip and the GroundLand, Irene, Enrico, Tamby, Rastrello, Gianfranco and Mario (and the apple at 11am), Riccardo, Nunzi, Angels, Sala, Maurizio, Gianluca, Giovanna.

My think flies to the AIA, Piero, Carlo, Franco, Paolo, and all the football referees.
My think flies around the world: sweet Paulina, red Lisa, my flatmate Jeroen, the pasta of Stefan, Istvan, Thomas and Heinz (the craziest men I never met), funny Amaia, Sarolta’s eyes. 

My think flies to my favourite teachers: Cravanzola, Selle, Zaccarini, Drago, Favaretto, Vicentini, Zanchi and Franceschi.

My think flies to the beautiful old woman Juventus, to my old friend Spritz, the Redentore’s Party.

My think flies to everyone I forgot, and it flies over everyone I didn’t forget.

My think flies to Milano, to Helsinki, to Cortina, but … finally it comes back where everything began:

Venice
