V  CHAPTER

So Anne ran upstairs, full of excitement and expectation, thinking about what she would have found behind the next door. Only to find out that there… “Wasn’t there a door to open?”

It couldn’t be possible, why had she been given a key, then? Wasn’t it supposed to be her destiny or something like that?
She wasn’t going to give up now, Madame Molina couldn’t have told her lies, so she started looking around in every corner of the room she was in, she even overcame her fear and searched in the darkest area.
And that’s where she found an old wooden door, covered with crevices and falling apart.
Even though it looked unsteady, as if it could have gone to pieces at any second, when Anne tried to open it, it wouldn’t move.

Until she saw the silver lock that was keeping it closed.
She reached out for the key in her pocket and tried to open it, and it worked!
But at once, the other door from which she had come in, closed with a loud slam that resounded across the whole room.
Anne panicked and rushed towards  it, trying to push it open, but it just wouldn’t move.
After a few minutes, trying to open the passage again, she gave up and turned around, going back to the wooden door with the silver lock.
She went through the opening, finding herself in a dark hallway with a dim light at the end of it.
Walking along it she noticed that the closer she got to the light, the more the space around her changed into something she couldn’t really (put her finger on. ?) 
She noticed more and more men walking around her, rushing past her as if they hadn’t caught her presence.
“Where ever am I?, there are only men here, am I even supposed to be here?” she thought, “Does this mean something? Does this have a meaning that I can’t understand yet?”
And as if someone was hearing her questions, a voice echoed in her head.
“Mom! I’ve been accepted in the Academy! I have just received their letter!” 
“What?” That wasn’t directed to her, it wasn’t anything she knew.
Then, more voices added themselves.
“Really? It’s a bit unusual, isn’t it a school meant only for men?” 

“It is!” the voice replied “and yet I’ve been accepted, isn’t it great?” 
Desks and shelves full of books started appearing one by one around Anne.
“Oh, so that’s where I am” she thought “But I wasn’t talking to anyone, was I..?”
The area kept changing, doors appeared, hallways and more and more bookshelves.
“Wait, so is there a woman in a school meant only for men? Where is she then?”
Anne looked around, trying to find the source of those voices, until her eyes landed on a female figure and she could guess it, even though she was not able to distinguish her face. Anne somehow felt the need to follow that figure, not only to find out who she was, but also because she had a weird feeling about it, maybe she had found some answers, maybe even the fifth rule.
But Anne quickly realized that the closer she got to the woman, the further away she felt her presence.
“Honey, you know I'm happy that you got accepted, but isn't it a bit risky? I mean, there's a reason why that is a school only for men, you know?” the other voice questioned
“Yeah, I know, but I also know that this is what I really want to do. An unfair and discriminatory rule isn't going to change my mind”. the female figure objected
“Well, way to go, girl!” Anne said “These thoughts aren't mine, they sound more like memories, is it what they are? Memories? Whose memories are they?”
“Okay, too many questions, maybe I should just keep listening”. And so she did, while she kept on following the figure.
Anne was puzzled :“Maybe these memories are hers. I mean, she's the only woman in here, in an Academy full of men, could it be her..? Who could she be?” 
“Ah, I'm sorry, I'm late for the Happiness reunion, but I had to study so much, they don't take into account the fact that you are a woman here” the figure’s voice protested
“I'm sure they don't, Blue Dove!”  said another voice “ but you're the personification of determination, that's what we fight for, to be equal” 
Anne immediately gasped and stopped, the word “equal” was still echoing in her head.
Anne now had realized that the figure was one of them, that this woman should have been  part of the Happiness Reunion! But “Wait!” she wondered “if she is one of them, consequently, there must be something about her in the diary. Right?” 
Anne started looking around for the diary, eager to find out more about this woman, but she remembered that she had left it in the other room, before entering the wooden door.
She was about to panic, realizing that she didn't know how to get back, but then…the friendly voice reassured Anne
“Sweetheart, calm down, there's no need to worry” “Do you like this place? I really do, I fought a lot to get accepted, and it was completely worth it, do you know how many things I have learnt? The human body is amazing, it's much more than what we think. Our brains work in such ways that we cannot even comprehend, but still people go on thinking that they can decide if he or she are worthy of an education, a job, a life, or if not” the voice continued and Anne definitely knew that it came from the woman “Isn't that wondrous and mysterious?” said the voice 
Still surprised, Anne spoke to the woman “Are those still memories? Are you actually talking to me, Madame?”.
“Yes I am, girl! I also have something that is yours, now!  let me take it for you” said the figure looking into the bag she was carrying, until she pulled out an old diary and gave it to Anne.
“The diary!” Anne exclaimed. She went and grabbed it, but as soon as she touched it, a bright light flashed and she woke up in the room where she had been before.
Anne stood up, brushing away dust from her clothes with her hand, still feeling a little dazed but soon regaining lucidity; she looked around searching for the diary, only to find it on the floor and with a new, sky blue bookmark coming out from its side.
She picked it up and opened it on the marked page and found an entry from BlueDove. August 6th, 1938 was the date.
As soon as Anne read the name of the person who had written the entry, the dream of the hallway came back to her mind, and she quickly scanned the room, looking for the wooden door, but she only found out that it had disappeared. How could that happen? The silver lock and the key were still there, on the floor!
She walked over to them and picked them up, shoving them into her pocket, directing her attention back to the open diary in her hand.
Anne read out loud:
“Dear Reunion diary,
I know that personal entries aren't really supposed to be written here, but I just want to write down something to bear witness to the Academy. of what I have to face.
Everyone I talk to, about my being a woman studying in a male school, either doesn't care, or answers that it is exactly what I wanted to do and that I should shut up and simply be happy for the fact that I've been accepted. First of all my parents.
Now, I ‘m not complaining because, I knew what I was getting myself into, but I just think that what they say to me is unfair.
Why should a school be only for men? What is the difference? Why can some people follow their dreams while others can't?
Why can some people take a life and an education for granted while others can't?
I'm truly happy that I got accepted, but should I have been? Is it something so unusual to be noticed and celebrated? Surely not.
Everyday I'm facing prejudices, people telling me that I should just stop doing what I'm doing and go back to the house works.
Now, I want to claim that every woman should do what she wants to do, 

Should we be forced to be housewives? Why is being an housewife is seen as a lesser and degrading role that only women should do?
I'll never understand it.
And this is what we're going to change.”
And, right under this complaint, the fifth rule was written in blue ink:
“We shall not be stopped by prejudices, and we shall always follow our dreams, peacefully fighting against them; we know that every woman, every person is equal to the other, and we shall never judge someone on the base of their sex, age, social status, religion, beliefs, as we expect everyone to do”
Madam Levi Montalcini’s, the Italian Nobel prize for Medicine in 1986?
