“Two roads separated in a yellow wood

and sorry I could not travel both

and be one traveller…

I took the less one travelled by

And that made all the difference”

( by Robert Frost )

A decision, please help me to take my decision. I know the world will think me as a strange person, I want to see my life grew up as difficult as possible, I want to be obstructed by the mind of all the people around me, but I want this be only my will. I know I won’t be accepted by a lot of people: all my friend, all my relatives are so practical, “ I know you’re young, you’re a dreamer, don’t think about all that irrational chooses; at the end you’ll live exactly like me.” That’s what they always repeated me. Why? Is perhaps the experience on the earth that close in such a drastic way their minds or it’s their heart’s jealousy? I Know I will take the most difficult road I have in front, but why don’t you try to encourage me? I think every man or woman once in their life have dreamed about being an actor or an astronaut, but no-one had the bravery to walk that strange road and so they‘re so envious on seeing you more determinate. Everyone tells me I’ve a wrong vision of my future life, but this is not what my mind believes. I can’t see, as they do, my life eternal, I see it so short that I want to do what I really like, also if I will lose some of those intelligent people. If a virgin road does exist, I will take it, I will look for it every day and every night because I fear to be the same as the others, to be one into a billion. “I will change this dirty world, that’s my mission on the earth.", if only this was my destiny now I would have been the happiest girl in the world, but instead I’m the saddest. Is this a childish attitude? Well, it could be. But how are you sure is not your vision the wrong one? Try to learn from the others and behave as they behave is not always the greatest think you can do here, sometimes you’ve to choose with your mind, not with the other’s, that’s the only rule I believe in. Sometimes I would like not to think in a strange way, I would like to take the most travelled road and walk toward a life made of “my husband, my job and my own house”; luckily in those moments I think at all the marvellous persons living now in a different place from mine, people that have not decided to live in a city working or studying at the university, but instead to follow their hearts and, possessed by their dreams, try to make them real. I want, and I will be, one of them, one that took the less road travelled, but that also will be the most realized girl in the world.                  

