
Floating through Space 
 
 
I'm not sure if it really happened or not, but something did 
happen. And I think it's worth telling. 
It was a couple of weeks ago, on an ordinary morning. As usual 
I start the day by meditating for 20 minutes or so. 
I'm no expert whatsoever but I'm really fascinated by it. It lets 
you dig deeper into your unconscious and look inside your 
mind. And sometimes you experience something unique that 
you'll never forget. 
 
Right after counting my breaths and starting to focus I switch to 
'visualisation': it's a technique by which you immerse yourself in 
a made-up scenario in order to relax and rebalance. 
At a certain point my mind takes me to a place I know very well, 
a beach close to my hometown. I clearly watch myself being 
there at night, listening to the waves so full of memories and 
sensations. 
 
All of a sudden I notice two familiar figures: my father and Tea, 
my godmother. 
Dad passed away almost two years ago after a long struggle 
against Alzheimer's disease. Tea is like a second mother to me, 
one of the kindest and most generous people I've ever met in 
my life. Sadly, she's now lying on a bed in a clinic after 
contracting a serious and probably unrecoverable meningitis 
infection. 
 
At this moment I don't know exactly where I really am: I just try 
to keep the focus and go with the flow of this journey which, 
who knows, perhaps it's not just all in my head. So after a big, 
warm hug with my unusual fellow companions I ask them how 
they are feeling. They don't speak but I can't help but notice a 
sad expression on their faces. 
 



During my meditations I have already had similar experiences, 
like visiting places or meeting people I met in the past. However 
this time is different. Images are vivid, I also feel the typical sea 
breeze on a summer's night. Sensations are so real! 
 
I know what I can do to relieve their pain: I take their hands and 
we literally soar, pointing towards my old house where my 
mother lives. I see a nocturnal and mysterious Cagliari rolling 
by underneath me, with its familiar streets which I've crossed so 
many times. 
 
We are holding our hands and now we are smiling. It's late at 
night, I want to get into my old house without making any noise. 
Now we are flying up to the sports field right in front of my old 
bedroom, and like a modern Peter Pan we land on the balcony. 
It's dark but I don't need any lights to find my way. I also have a 
strong feeling - but strangely without being certain - of seeing 
Birillo again. He's my old beloved dog who passed away a 
couple of years ago...Biri, if it was really you it's been nice to 
see you again! 
 
We get into my mum's room, she's sleeping. Dad sees her 
again and lies down in the bed, like they used to do many years 
ago. He hugs her, joyfully. My mum keeps sleeping but it looks 
like she's now smiling as well. 
 
We get out of the room and leave them alone. They make love, 
maybe for the last time. Maybe they turn again into the young 
lovers they once were, so full of joy and a will to live. In this 
timeless flow of consciousness and dream where perhaps 
these souls have met each other again. 
 
I have to do something for Tea too. The last time we talked with 
each other was almost a year ago. We went for a walk together 
as we used to when I was a kid. She took my hand and looked 
tired but also wanted to talk and stay with me as long as 
possible. Probably she already had the feeling that time was 



almost over. A couple of days later she got this bloody 
infection, the hospitalisation, the darkness. 
 
I would like her to meet her siblings, Elena and Tomaso. Now 
we grab our hands tight and soar again. We land on the 
balcony and enter her huge old flat where I played so many 
times when I was a kid. And here they are: sleeping on a sofa 
in front of a TV, worn by the old age and poor health. Tea 
silently observes them and a tear is coming down her cheek, 
she hugs them. Then she turns to me and gives me a subtle 
signal, like: "It's time to go back". 
Without breaking the silence, we take our hands again and fly 
towards the beach, in the same place where this unusual 
journey has all begun. It's still dark but we can also see some 
early shards of light coming. 
Dad and Tea are not melancholic anymore, they wave at me 
with a smile and fade away. 
It's a new dawn, everybody is getting back to their own world. 
 
Some people say sleep and meditation trigger parts of the brain 
we know little about. They are capable of things we are not fully 
aware yet. 
 
All the images during this journey were vivid but sometimes 
they tended to blur. Yet I've had the feeling of being really 
there: I wasn't alone in Edinburgh anymore but somewhere 
else. In a place I still don't know very well but which let me meet 
my dear ones again and, who knows, maybe also share some 
moments of joy with them. 
 


