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26" Decamber 2004 kS
to April 2005 Diary

notes from the present

December 26™. A tsunami off the coast of the From the lates number
Northern point of theisland of Sumatra caused of thisreview
huge waves which hit the coasts of Indonesia,

Thailand, Malaysia, India, Sri Lanka, Burma,

and the Mal dives, and even reached Somaliaand

Kenya. Today, January 2" 2005, theUNarer e-

porting over 150,000 dead people.

The pessimism of rationality saysthat the pow-

erful of theworld will not learn anything from

this. One of them, Secretary of Sate of theonly

great world power, Colin Powell, while speaking

of the funds allocated by his country to help

with disaster relief of the populations hit by the

tsunami, said: “ | hope that the world will see

that the United Satesiswilling to reach out to

the Muslim world in this time of need” (“la

Repubblica” , December 31%,2004). Which* nor-

mal’ per son vaguely thought that the men and

women swept away by the waves were Muslim,

Buddhist or Christian?

Arona, Italy, December 29" Marina Massenz

A quiet morning in Arona, reading and writing. From “la Repubblica’,
The wesather is till beautiful. My mother feels December 28".“ Theca-
better these day's, so she went for awalk to look tastrophe in the Bay of
at the lake. | carried on with my work till lunch ge”ga' Is a second-dass
. . isaster according to the
time. After eating together, she had arest and | ynica) ranking made by
read the “ Repubblica’. insurance  companies

Coverage of the tsunami; they call it “Noah’s round theworld... Very
p.3



Flood”. But aflood comes from the sky and the few people in the area
water is fredh; this one hes come from the earth, and involved in the tsunami
the water was salty. All thosefigldsare now cow Nave an insurance.
ered in burning sat. Death once more, sinceitis
from there, from that land, that the produce the
inhabitants lived on sprouted. Barrenness, dry-
ness, after the great wave, alack of water.
The earth and the sea. If the coasts of Indonesia,
Sri Lanka and India had till been covered in
mangroves asthey were twenty years ago, some
experts say, they would have hindered the tsu-
nami, thus reducing its force and lessening its
impact. Those low mangrove trees, which thrust
their rootsinto water, like tentacles. On the con
trary, instead of branching trunks and rootsthrust
in the soil in order to contain it, the coast was
covered in ‘resorts’. As close to the sea as pos-
sble, asit is essentia for atourist on holiday to
walk just afew stepsto lie down in the sun.

As if, in the course of this ‘tourist mutation’,
the inhabitants themselves had lost their mem-
ory, had suffered aloss; that ancient knowledge
of places, with their natural dangers, as well as
their beauties, and their just as natura human
defences. What is daunting, for example, isaso
thefact that in front of such frightening going out
of the seathere wasn’t a just as frightened, but
prompt and wise, reaction to escape. It isasif, as
the sea subsided, what followed was a vacuum,
asdlence, apassvewait; yet, many of the people
who livein that part of the world know that, be-
fore a tsunami, water withdraws. For some, the
need to escape kicked off asthe wave appeared;
too late then, because its speed did not alow for
away out.

How come that the ‘tourist mutation’ wipes out
not only the native buildings, plants, or customs of
aplace, but dso its memory, that memory which
isso vitd in order to livein the world, and which
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corresponds to knowing where you are? Will we
al turn into a single huge resort, built in exactly
the same way at all latitudes? Or are we till in
timeto ‘giveit another thought’ astheinhabitants
of the earth? And to close the year 2004 thinking
we are part of a whole world of human beings,
who inhabit an alive planet.

Milan, Italy, December 30"

Two episodes today at work.

Morning. A young woman | know came to my
checkout counter and as she was getting her shop-
ping out of the trolley we talked about this and
that; in the meanwhile Rana, a young man from
Bangladesh - where he has|eft hiswife and two
children - waked up to us to help her put her
shopping in the carriers. Rana usualy helps us
and himsdf by putting away trolleys and bas-
kets, by filling customers carriers and accom-
panying them to their carsto unload and load their
shopping or, in Some Cases, even accompanying
them home. The young woman, however, told me:
“Don't put the carriersthere because | don’t want
that one to fill them”. All right, as you like, |
thought, though | didn’t like that that one at al.
Anyway, we keat chatting and | asked her: “Where
areyou going to celebrate tomorrow night?’. And
she said: “I’m going to an Indian restaurant with
some friends, you know, | redly likeit...”.
Evening. Lots of people at my checkout counter.
A proud lady wregthed in smiles said she had
bought a tin of meat for the dog with the young
trump playing his guitar in front of the super-
market to scrape some money together. The girl
who was paying me and | looked at each other
and dmost in unison said: “Yes, but what about
him?’. Thelady hesitated, blushed, and then said:
“Of course I’ll give him something too now”.
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The American business
bank Prudential reveals
that the area hit by the
tanam riss bang aban
doned by great American
corporations. Nike and
Redok - gports shoes - are
apparently reconsidering
their strategic choices.
While they had predoudy
privileged  Indonesa. and
Thailand, they are now
thinking of moving their
produdionto China,



Camisano Vicentino, Italy, January 8"

Today | received an e-mail launching an appeda
for a two-year-old boy from Northern Europe,
who was found aone in Phuket. There was a
photo showing him sad and melancholy. | was
struck by his expression. | have not seen many
images of thetsunami, sincel do not watch TV. |
immediately forwarded the message. A few min
uteslater | wondered whether my disturbance had
been dueto the sight of the face of aspecific child
or rather to the fact that he was white and very
close to my current idea of a child.

Modena, Italy, January 10"

Y esterday Saverio and | visited an extraordinary
exhibition herein Modenacalled Action painting,
American Art 1940-70. Apart from the pleasure
of seeing once again some beautiful paintings by
Klee, Kandinsky, Mondrian, etc., inthefirst room,
the drongest emation care later. | knew a lat about
American contemporary painting, thanksto pre-
vious exhibitions held in Modena and organized,
asthis one, by a meritorious banking foundation,
and al very well-set up, well-documented, richin
works of art, with wonderful lighting, free admis-
sion and even free guides; but | knew very little
about Action Painting and of that period, i.e. from
the 40sto the 70s of the twentieth century, apart
from Rothko, who was Russian-American, Jack-
son Pollock and others that can be found in mu-
seums all over the world. | had never seen Sam
Francis, Franz Kline or Mark Tobey, who had
cometo New Y ork from Wisconsin and invented
‘dripping’ afew years before Pollock! Abstract
painters, Cubists, Surredlists, Expressionists. a-
mogt al of them arrived in New Y ork from the
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Mariela De Marchi

January 3. Thevisit of
USSardary of Sate Colin
Ponel and o the governor
of Florida Jeb Bush to
Thailand, Indonesaand
Si Lanka darts Jeb Bush
has underlined that his
presence as the Preddat's
brother isa sign of sym-
pethy tonerds the popula
tions hit by the tsunami.
“1 believe that family is
importart in meny placss,
jugt asitisinthe United
Sates’ hesaid.

Maria Granati

Jonuary 5" Frach jour-
nalist of “Libération”

Foere Albaas is kid-
nepped in Iraq. Alo mery
Iragisare victims of kick
neppings ety day, either
for money or ather reasons

January 8". In Aaytha, in
the north of Irag, Ameri-
can aeroplanes bomb a
house mistaken for a
military target. 14 dead.
The USA military lead-
ership admits the mis-
take.



province and got into that feverish creative cli-
mate that characterizes all artistic avant-gardes.
Though, besidesthe result of each single work of
art, which was obvioudly different, what thrilled
me most was redizing that that climate had been
created thanksto contactswith other painterswho
had aready emigrated from Russa, exiled by

Sdin, and above al from Europe and Nazi Ger-
many, or who had smply reached America for
various reasonsfrom France, Holland, etc. A red
artistic community, extremdly lively and varied,

whose distinctive features, | believe, cannot be
described as either European or American, but
smply asWestern, that istypically ours. Asif to
say that America seemed to me to be Europeit-
sdlf, and Europe seemed to be America, and this
produced a strange kind of joy, a sense of com-
mon cultura identity, which | do not aways per-
ceive. One may say that thisis not such a great
discovery, but something obvious, when dealing
with art. But | believeitissomething degp instead,
meade of cultural substance and sensitivity. | have
never been anti-American, not eveninginctively,
not even when they were in Vietnam, athough |

obvioudly protested against that war. It may be
because when | was a child the story went that
those who had helped us throw out the Germans
and had made it possible for my father to come
back from Germany had been the Americans. And
| had also seen them, all smiles; | can till re-
member them: one had taken mein hisarms, had
given me some chocolate. We have been talking
much more about the USA than about all the rest
of the world lately (also because the rest of the
world says less about itself, and | am thinking

mainly about the great powers, China, Russia,

where the press is known to be not free and de-
mocracy iswhat it is): instead, about the USA we
get news, both political news and reportages, con
troversies, sudies on the Empirewithin theglobal
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world, on Bush and the * New Conservatives , etc.
We know just about everything. Even therethey
aretrying to control news and fabricate acawvent
ient tale for things that count, but they are not in
Italy, their presshas alwaysbeen free, often even
embarrassing, at times revealing the most secret
skeletons in the cupboard, and nobody, as paliti-
cally powerful as they may be, dreams of con
traling the whole mass media network (as it
happens here in Italy), not even aworthless little
channd, or of throwing out disagreeable journal-
ists from TV dations. This, in itsdlf, portrays a
dlap-up democracy, so to speak.

Of the power Here
to print

notes from the present

“A dap-up democracy” Maria Granati, aformer Massimo Parizzi
communist member of itdian parliament, wrote
when describing the United States and thinking
about their media. Even Noam Chomsky, an un-
forgiving critic of American politics, apparently
referred to the United States as* the freest country
in the world”. Franco Fortini, the communist in-
tellectual and poet, told methis severa yearsago,
and added: “And it is probably true’. On these
same pages, however, Keren Batiyov, a Jewish
American woman, mentions (on April 8" being
censored by anewspaper in Harrisburg, Pennsy-
vania, which feared “flak” by readers from the
Jawish community. And she describes the
American “corporate media’ as“terribly danted
and biased”. S0?
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Thisisachanceto speak about democracy of and
inthemedia. | think we should separate different
levels, though. Thereisdemocracy, for the media,
when there is no dictatorship: when newspapers
are not shut down, when journaists are not ar-
rested. In other words, when the law safeguards
thefreedom of the press. That’sobvious. Thereis
democracy, in themedia, when monopolies(such
as Berlusconi, or Murdoch) do not suffocate it.
And this is obvious, too. It is a freedom of the
presswhichisnot at al very safeguarded but, at
least (1), people talk about it. Just as people tak
about thedirect and indirect pressures of politica
power on the media. And about those exerted by
economic powers. And about journdists self-
censorship. And about ‘embedded’ journaists.
And so on. These are great, important matters.
But thereisanother one, too, thereis anotherleve,
too. Inthe media, the more so the bigger they are,
we are observing atransition from the freedom of
the press, which belongs to the field of rights, to
the power to print. That is, to thefield of powers.
Therefore, it is not possible to speak about de-
mocracy of the mediawithout speaking about the
filtersthat decide who and how can have access
to such a power, which is the power to speak to
the majority. And the newsmar ket isamong these
filters, too. It isalso themarket, or at least a' dlicg
of it, (such asthebullies and thugs of the Jewish
community in Harrisburg mentioned by Keren)
that decides who can speak and how.

Those who would like to submit their remarks
and reflections on this matter are welcome to do
s0 by sending them to our review e-mail or postal
address (massimoparizzi@tin.it; via Bastia 11,
20139, Milano) by August 31%. Wewill probably
publish them in the next issue.
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Back to Here
thediaries

notes from the present

Vijayawada, India, January 10" Carol Faison

| just arrived in Vijayawada (Andhra Pradesh) on
Friday evening, January 7", and yesterday, Sun-
day, went to Manginapudi and Peddapatnam on
Bengal Bay. | walked aong the beach to seethe
Stuation after the Tsunami. On our beautiful and
bel oved beach of Manginapudi, where our “ Care
& Share’ adventure started in 1991, practicaly
nothing isleft: seaweed and tangled nets. The new
small ‘beach’ constructionswhich werejust com
ing up are all destroyed. On December 26", 50
people died here. Some bleach powder has been
scattered around to avoid infection.

Towaing over the beech is a lighthouse huilt by the
British over acentury ago. It isthe highest place
along the coast, hence the least affected. On No-
vember 19", 1977 atidd wave invaded thelocal
coadtlinekilling around 50,000 people. Thisisaso
the reason why the people living dong the coast-
line are ill so poor. The proper village is built
near the lighthouse The waves wat dl the way up
to the lighthouse hill, so the village was saved.
However the nomad fishermen hutswere mogtly
destroyed. All of the men of the area are either
fidremen or they work in the st fidds edjecat to
the lagoon areabehind thevillage. The boatswere
thrown by the waves just outside the village and
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many were lost. All the nets are lost.

It seems that the waves were not of the same
height and intensity al over: that depended on the
depth of the water closeto the shores. AsMangi-
napudi is the highest village aong the coast, it
means that all the other surrounding areas were
more badly affected. It wasinteresting for meto
see bullock carts pulled by oxen pulling in the
sand towards the shore the boats and remains of
boats that had landed up close to the village.
Because Manginapudi wasthe |least affecedarea
aong the coast, we had previoudy decided to give
relief to other villagesand went to anidand called
Peddapatnam. Until afew yearsago therewasno
bridge connecting the idand to the mainland and
there was no school. The villageisin the middle
of theidand. Luckily no onedied, but dl thefields
are under salt water and the crops are destroyed.
Most of the boats disappeared and the netswere
all destroyed.

We gave our help to the poorest of thevillage: the
Harijans (word which means “children of God”,
tam ussd by Madma Gandchi for the ‘untouch
ales). The Harijans are the most vulnerable
people in this dtuation. We digtributed a little bit
of everything to 257 families (916 people): rice,
cooking oil, duminium buckets and plates, mats,
pieoss of sogp, shampoo, ogp for weshing dothes
bedsheets, cooking pots, drinking water, small
buckets for washing and bananas. We aso do-
nated 6 nets and 4 boats. Besidesthe distribution,
we also brought our medical team with us who
gave typhoid vaccinationsto 250 children and 75
adults. In the afternoon our dentists treated some
20 patients in our medical bus. As anyone can
imagine, the crowd was huge, but they were very
well behaved. The Peddapatnam people know us
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wdl and simply waited for their turn with respect.
They asked usto repair awooden bridge which
would permit them to go work in fields on the
mainland, now that their fields are underwater.
They aso need acement platform aong the dock,
which got destroyed, to sort out their catch of fish
once it is brought up ashore. They request other
boats, however in thisareathere are no construc-
tion boatyards, just individua artisans who get
ordersfor two or three boatsayear, so it will take
ussometimein order to replace the boetsfar them.

Al Tuwani, Palestine, January 10"

In Al Tuwani, south of Hebron (about 360 voters),
therewas alow turnout: 154 people. Many of the
inhabitants of the nearby villages did not take part
in the election because of difficult transfers(often
on donkey back) or work engagements (subsis-
tence farming), and a so because of the many set-
tlements and outposts of national-religious fanat-
ics. Voters from the hamlet of Tuba did not go
to the polls, athough they wanted to, because of
the unsaferoad that linksthevillageto Al Tuwani
school, where the polling station was. That road
isconstantly threatened by national-religious set-
tlers, so much that children from Tuba go to

school every morning escorted by soldiers of the
Israeli army. The presence of some Isragli Jew-
ish women from the *Mascoum Watch' pacifist
movement, who went to Tubaasking for thearmy
to protect that road, was of no use. It is worth

pointing out the visit of European Union d-
servers, who were at the polling station for fif-
teen minutes at four o’ clock in the afternoon.
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Yesterday, January 9",
Palestine voted to choose
Arafat’ s successor to the
Presidency of the Pales
finan Nationd Authority.
Abu Mazen was el ected.



Vijayawada, India, January 14"

Y esterday we went more north to the villages of
Thadivennu and Nidamarru. It took about four

hours by jeep to get to Thadivennu which is just
some 110 km from Vijayawada. On the last half
of theway the‘roads wereterrible. Thevillageis
connected to the rest of the world by one daily

bus. 70 familiesliveinthisplace. Thevillageisset
behind avery long beach of about 3 km. Thetsu-
nami wavesroared over half of the beach, sucking
up al the boats and nets. After the tidal wave of
1977, the govemmat planted dong the coet many
seapinetrees, to protect the villages. The tsunami
brought along its way dl sorts of agae and rub-

bishwhichisdtill stuck onthetrees. Ontherest of

the beach there is absolutely nothing |eft.

One of the most ‘ profitable’ industries of the vil-
lage is the collection of tiny shells. The villagers
burn the shells and make white lime powder

which iseasy to sdl. It takesaload of 50 kilos of

shells to make one bag of powder. For each bag
thevillagersearn 110 rupees (2 dollars). It takesa
whole family sometwo daysto collect the shells.

All of thework done on the beaches was sucked
away and on the beach | did not notice any baby
shells left.

After thevisit of Thadivennu, we proceeded to the
nearby village of Nidamarru. Eventhoughitison
the mainland, it was not possible for the truck to
bring the goods, because there are no roads, just
sandy paths and a kind of sand ‘bridge’. There
would be great need of asmall bridge. Hence our

vehicles had to make many trips to bring in the
goods. In Nidamarru there are 105 families of

harijans (untouchables) for atotal of 417 people.

Inthisvillagethereisno drinking water. Until five
years ago there was no water at all.
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From the 2005 World-
watch Ingtitute report: in
the year 2000 wars causd
300,000 dead, a figure
that iscomparableto the
massacre causadin only
one month by impossible
access to clean water
ouress ad rdiade sani-
tation



We were told that about a dozen years ago the
people were practicaly tribals with no clothes.
Then one of them married an ‘outsider’ who had
been to school and she taught them manners and
how to dress. She cooked for al of usduring our
stay. In those days, not having water, they drank
‘todi’, which is an dcohalic liquid coming from
palm trees. Hence adults and children were fre-
quently drunk.

Five years ago the government dug some six
kilometers and laid water pipes to their village.
Dirty water from the Krishna river is pumped
twice ayear into abig pond, where some beautiful
flowers grow. Hence the people basically drink
muddy water. | honestly don't know how they
have survived up to now. Perhaps someonewould
like to do a research on the phenomena Indian
antibodies! Certainly none of us could survive.
Going away, | noticed a water tank in a nearby
village and wondered why it could not be shared
by the people of Nidamarru. Upon enquiring, we
discovered that the tank is in an area with high
caste people who don’t wish to share their water
with the harijans (with various excuses of course).
The villagerstold us that their biggest every day
problem isto walk one kilometer with their pots
to get the‘dirty’ water from thepond. Thisisvery
exhaugting for al of them.

There was no time to meet everyonepersonaly.
The mogt *hit’ family by the tsunami is afamily
with six small girls. For the last three years the
family has been victim of various floods. For
some years the father had a shrimp cultivation
which got wiped out by high tides. Last year he
asked for aloan to start a crab cultivation which
got wiped out by the tsunami. Now he has a debt
of 2500 dollars, no work and no food.

The lovely outsider lady who cooked made rice
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and shrimp. Obvioudy there was nothing to drink.
Luckily we aways carry bottles of mineral wa-
ter with us wherever we go. In al of the village
they had four glassesand four plates. Noforksand
knives. Our staff ate on the ground with their
hands - Indian style - on banana leaves. | carry
around a picnic box with things which could be
useful, like plastic forks and knives, glasses, toi-
let paper, napkins etc. Despite this | had intesti-
na problemsfor aday.

This trip made me understand that in big disas-
tersonly governments can be effective. Y ou need
airplanes, helicopters and thousands and thou-
sands of personnel to get to people where it is
difficult - if not impossible - to get to.

Potenza Picena, Italy, January 14"

When | am in Potenza Picena, the town where |

was born, | happen to be smitten by the sound of
voices, by the reflection of the sun on the outline
of the hills, by the shifting streaks of the sea, by
the smélls of grass and flowers, by the tangle of
country lanes sticking out white in their harmo-
nious twists against the green of meadows and

cultivated land, by rivers appearing hereand there
in the valey; dl this seems, strangely enough,

similar to something ancient, dmost unchanged
after fifty years.

Natureresiststheinjuries of ‘ development’. Per-
haps nobody will ever manage to cancel thered
of poppies in May or the shimmer of sunshine
on ariver, on a cana and on puddles at sunset
after an abundant rain, or the chirrup of insects
in Spring, or thefeast of blackbirdsover cut grass.
And yet everything is different. Because what is
different isthe essence of it al: we seem to have
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From*“la Repubblica”,
January 14™.“ Under the
pressures of the White
House the Congress of the
United Sates last month
beded doan on an aret
dation which would have
imposed new restrictions
to the use of extremein-
terrogation methods by
agents of the American
Indligence The erada
tionwould have virtually
prevented CIA fromre-
sorting to torture in the
fight againgt terrorism.”



lost that vitd fluid, that paste which made our
wholelife adhereto nature, and which made men
and trees, animals, sea, earth and stones all in-
terdependent. And | don’t know if it was our pov-
erty, or just poverty, our hardships, having ©
come to terms every day with all that was miss-
ing and the struggle to survive, that rendered our
relationship with nature, as well as the exploita-
tion of its resources, so human and wise.

| bless my mother for the way she used water.
At home, running water arrived in the fifties:

before that, we went to the fountain with buck-
ets and jugs. Though what did not change with
waterworks and the convenience of tapswasthe
way we went easy on it. We used rain water to
wash things, when there was any; it came down
from the gutters and filled up severa buckets
placed strategically around the house: “the wash
ing comes out better”, my mother used to say, and
she even managed to use dirty water or lye to
clean terraces, floors and the courtyard.

New York, January 15"

Isthe empire in crisis then? As the plane comes
to a hdt and you look through the window at the
Airport Terminal in New York close scrutiny

begins. The Ddta Airlines building has flaking

walls and the tiles are loose. Insde the building,

my eyes (and nose) linger on the old carpet, dirty
walls and the smell of mould. The Airline Com+
pany is in difficulty and has requested the pro-
tection of ‘Chapter 11’ in order to avoid bark-
ruptcy. All the companies in the USA regularly

0 in and ou of ‘Chgpter 11' aids Studions with
out ever resolving their crippling crises.

And what about the green banknotes? The awk-
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Federal bankruptcy laws
govern how conpanies go
out of business or recover

from crippling debt. A bank-
rupt company might use
Chapter 11 of the Bark-



ward one-dollar bills, which are worth less than
our one-Euro coins are such a bother in one's
wallet. You can no longer buy anything with a
one-dollar bill, not even a canned drink from a
vending machine. But isit from cracksin thewells
and banknotes that you can understand whether
an empireisin crigs?

Vijayawada, India, January 17"

Another outing yesterday, Sunday. Today we are
al worn out due to theselong journeys on bumpy
tracks. This time we went into two villages situ-
ated aong the beaches north of Bantumilli. Also
here the greatest damage was caused to boats,
fishing nets, artesian wells and salt pans. Aswe
were getting there, wewent past some‘ salt fields
which were spared by waters. A great number of
them, instead, were flooded and are now unpro-
ductive. The greatest problem for local peopleis
that they have been left without their working
tools, and are therefore absolutely helpless, since
they do not have the money to buy them again.
Upon our arriva, al the village of Padathadika
had gathered around the church. I am not Catho-
lic, but wherever we go | find it rather moving to
see that the only solid buildings in the villages,
and the only meeting-places, are churches(mainly
Catholic ones founded by Itadian missionaries).
Almost nothing has been left of governmental
buildings. If priests had stood elections here in
the past one hundred years, they would surely
have won and maybe, locally, there would be a
different situation from the present one!
Whilethelorry was being unloaded and the goods
were being arranged for distribution, we went to
deliver five new artesian wells. Unfortunately,
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only salty water can befound in the centre of the
village. Strangely enough, drinkable water can

only be found near the sea. So the village -

habitants haveto wak about half amileto go and
get drinkable water. We went round the area to
see what the impact of the tsunami had been (a
first wave had arrived at nine and a second big-

ger one at midday), then we delivered two boats
to the village.

But then there was an accident. The lorries car-
rying two boats for this village and four for the
next one (Varlagondithippa), delivered three to
Padathadika by mistake. During the morning the
fishermen from Varlagondithippa left by sea to

come and get the fourth boat. On their way back,
one of them ate what he had brought from home
and died outright, maybe of a heart attack. Peo-
ple are very supertitious here, and both villages
were panic-stricken.

At theend of the distribution in Padathadikathere
was abit of a scuffle: some people said they had
not received anything (perhapsthey had not been
in the village when the * vouchers' to collect food
supplies had been handed out). Since plenty of

things had remained, | told the staff to leave al

that was | eft there and get away quickly; let them
manage in their own way.

After spending the morning in the village @
Pedathadika, we quickly moved to avillage called
Varlagondithippa, some nine km away aong the
beach. We had several problems to solve there.
As | previoudy said, a fisherman from Var-
lagondithippa had died on his way back to the
village with the boat which had been delivered
to Padathadika by mistake. The village had im-
mediately gone into mourning and started the
preparations for the funeral and the burning of
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the body. Because of the heat, most everyoneis
burned or buried (depending on their religion)

before sunset on the day of their death. Hencethe
village asked us to “return another time”.

It was unthinkable to return on another 9 hour
trip when 50 of us were there ready to distribute
2 truck loads of goods! We did not think that dl

the families would be in mourning and were sure
that most people would turn up - whichthey did.
However it was late and we had to work swiftly.
At 4.30 pm the sun starts to set and at 6.00 pm

(all year round) it is dark. Since it is usualy so

hot this is a blessing for the people who live in

India, but for thosetraveling on rutswith nolights,
it is very difficult. We needed to leave within

5.00 p.m. to have an hour of light to get toamain
road. The distribution was done by the waterside
next to a cyclone shelter built in 1977, when a
tidal wave hit the coast. We need to return to this
village. It's the biggest village we have seen so
far and perhaps the prettiest.

Costa Mesa, California, January 17"

The California Republic, asits flag reads, is the
most densely populated and richest State in the
Union. Inthelatest Presidential Electionsit voted
for the Democratic Candidate, Kerry, and con-
tinues to express, through newspapers and local
TV gdations, itsintolerance of Bush' svictory and
the ‘New Conservative' ideologies. It's not un-
common to meet on the corners of the four-lane
streets of Los Angeles groups of demonstrators
who try to attract the attention of drivers (very
few people walk) with placards against the war
and against the President’ s politics. The Repub-
licof Cdifornianow fedsit isthe most-separated
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from the rest of the Union on the questions of
Abortion and Civil Rights.

Yet.

In areferendum two years ago, the people of the
Republic of Californiathrew out the Democratic
Governor and elected a Republican candidate:
Arnold ‘Terminator’ Schwarzenegger. All the
world reacted with embarrassed smiles at this
choice, judged as being naive and emotiond.
Yet.

‘“Terminator’ haslaunched anintelligent economic
recovery plan (the state is on the verge of bank-
ruptcy) and initiated a courageous environmental
policy; he now finds himself at loggerheadswith
President Bush. They have reached the point of
conjecturing a ‘virtud’ ratification of the Kyoto
Protocol on the emission of Greenhouse Gases
by only one State in the Union.

Yet.

After three years of truce the Governor, ‘ Termi-
nator’, hasdenied mercy to acondemned crimina
who hasbeen on ‘ Death Row’ now for morethan
twenty years.

Washington, January 20"

Weworked today. Our officeis only three blocks
away from the White House. Asusud, weleft the
car in Clarendon car park and took the subway.
Surveillance was very conspicuous. surveillance
cameras and police officers were everywhere.

Coming out of Farragut West Station one could
already see concrete barriers on the roads, a-
moured vehicles and soldiers on every corner,

snipers inside buildings and police everywhere,
both in squads and in civilian clothes. And dl

those bak cas with dakened windows fdlowing
ywatwdlqngpane None bdongng to common
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(common?) people. Plenty of limousines and
people in fur coats.

It was even worse at lunchtime. One had to give
account of going in or out of one's own building.
Sirens hooted in dl directions and one could see
hundreds people in smal separate groups trying
to express their dissent. Some of them on foot
and some otherscycling in groups. They wereall
photographed. A woman in tears had a ribbon
on one arm stating her rejection of apolice Sate,
but got lost in the crowds of Texans who had
come specialy for the event.

Vijayawada, India, January 21

There is no doubt that Tamil Nadu, which bor-
ders Andhra Pradesh to the north, got hit by the
tsunami in a greater way - for two reasons. The
first is that al aong the coast there are tourist
resorts and so alot of businesses have come up
and people working in the tourist industries are
living close by. The second reason is because after
the cyclone and tida wave which hit Andhra
Pradeshin 1977 thefishermen’ swisely madetheir
villages a few kilometers from the sea

Even though not many died in Andhra, most of
the fishermen lost boats and practicdly al of their
nets. No one went to help them (with the excep-
tion of the area of Manginapudi which iseasy to
reach), because the coastal aress are very difficult
togetto. Therearenotourist resorts. Thereareno
proper roads.

Our Indian Chairman Noel Harper came down
with typhoid, which he got during our vist to
Nidamarru last week. As he was - and Hill is-
bedridden, so | had to carry on by mysdlf. Thisis
not so smplebecause | do not speak the language.
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Fortunately our loca staff have beenworking very
very hard since December 26™ and haveworked
with the utmost dedication.

The idand of Chinagollapdem is 3 kilometers
by 9. When we got to the end of the road, we
proceeded by abroken down boat. On theidand
there are 425 families Thee is a avdl sthod with
one room. Thefirst tsunami wave hit around 9am.
The second and worst one came in around noon
and they were all huddled in the middle of the
idand, though 5 died. The seatook away al the
sandy beach around theidand: about 25 yardsal
around. Now the coast consists in the roots of
pam trees which kept the soil firm when the
waves came in. No more beach and no more
boats. On the idand there is no medical facility.
Therearenotoiletseither. We have become quite
good in spotting a good bush!

Los Angeles, California, January 21%

Tsunami. The whole world criticised heavily the
sumsalocated for Aid by the American Admini-
stration: about 30 million dollars. Less than what
was spent for the inauguration ceremony for the
second term of George W. Bush. Yet. Thelarge
magjority of shops, commercia centres, coffee
shops, hotels and restaurants continue to collect
donations even through public initiatives, posters
and videostransmitted on domestic TV channels.
All thisnearly one month after thetragedy. Tele-
vison channels have continued to broadcast re-
ports on reconstruction and the problemsthat are
gtill being suffered in the areas hit. | don’t know
how much has been collected in donations from
private sources. Judging by the extent and diffu-
sion of the support and sensitivity that these initia:
tives demondtrate, | have little doubt that thefigr
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ue mud be edrandy high In Itdy | canat re-
member one single shop or commercial chain with
help initiatives ill active now, and no longer can
you read in any rewspaper a report or any in-
formation about the aftermath of the tragedy. |
would honestly say that Europeans, with the
generous help offered by their States, have quickly
relieved themsalves of a disturbing thought.

Barstow, California, January 22™

Coffee, more so than the Hamburger or Coca
Cdla, wasthe symbol of Americaand amode for
soft drinks. The same* beverage’ with just avague
taste of coffee, the samefrom coast to coast. Glass
jugs always hot and ready to fill the carton cups
(or Styrofoam cups if you didn't want to burn
yoursalf) with ‘clip on’ caps for office workers
on their way to work, briefcase in one hand and
coffee in the other. And the gentle poking fun at
the Italians with their coffees, long, short, with
hot milk, with cold milk, laced, Moroccan, €tc.
“A cup of coffee, please’: that used to be enough.
There was at least this consolation for the for-
eigner, not to have to stress himself too much at
the end of amedl: probably after wading through a
menu difficult to understand and communicate.
The coffee shopsin the Starbucks chain are very
plessant places, with their intense aromas of
chocolate and coffee. You may find and read
newspapers and magazines left behind by pre-
vious customers. There are chessboards and
people in no particular hurry who want to chat
or play a game with you. It's just not enough to
ask for a*acup of coffee’. There are numerous
flavours and mixes (Arabic, Java, Mocha, etc.)
together with the ‘roasting of the day’, and then
the ‘espresso’, short, long, with cream, Moroccan,
whole milk, skimmed...
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According to the officia history of the Company
(www.starbucks.com), it al began when Mr

Schultz, partner of the founder of the first coffee
shop in Sesattle, came to Milan in 1983. He was
fascinated by the ltalians passion for the various
mixes of coffee and the varied ways of preparing
and saving it. In less then 15 years mare then 8,000
Starbucks coffee shops have opened in America.
Y ou find them in out-of -the-way towns and eve-
rywhere in the big cities. Starbucks is a very

successful undertaking and has risen above the
criss in the fast-food market that has hit Mac-
Donad and Kentucky Fried Chicken.

Variety, abovedl in materia culture, isasymbol

of vivacity and vitality. After having exported for
years a dietary model based on low-level stan-
dards, Americansare now able, at least asfar as
coffeeisconcerned, to re-invent and discover new
pleasuresthrough variety. Y et. When (or if) Star-
bucks has conquered the world, will we beforced
to buy thesame varieties of Mocha, Java, Arabic,
etc. from San Francisco to Naples?

Vijayawada, India, January 24"

Today we digtributed the following to 522 families
in Rgargeswari: 10 kg of rice, 1 mat, 2 sheets, 2
quats of cooking al, 2 sogps 3 pats and pas with
lids, 1 steel bucket, 1 stedl water jug, 2 duminum
plates, 2 stedl glasses, 1 sareeto the ladies(with
bouse and undarskirt), 1 ‘lung’ to the men (sort of
sheet they wear instead of pants or pyjamas).

Today it was redly hot. I’'m really thankful that
the tsunami at least camein the winter time. It is
difficult to be under the sun so many hours (it
takesat least 6 hoursto distribute theseitemsto so
many people). Some people fainted during the
wait and | was afraid |’ d get a sunstroke too.

The digtribution was more difficult today. De-

p. 24

Carol Faison

An absolute audiencere-
cord, yesterday, for the
pop music event Channdl

V Chinese Music Award:

230 million spectators
linked live with Shanghai

Foorts Hall. 1t is a triumph
for Rupat Murdoch, who
owns Channel V.



spite the people could see the huge hegps of things
to be donated they were fearful they would not
get their turn and there were several stampedes.
Some people have told us that what we are do-
nating isjust as precious as a ‘dowry’: what the
poor familiestry to givetheir daughter when they
get married. So it isconsidered alot and actualy
equivalent to what they earn in two months.
Peoplewent crazy and were shouting and shoving
We were lucky that no one got hurt.

Severd times| got tearsin my eyes: no onewould
subject themselves to such torture for a bunch of
pots and pas if they were not REALLY in need of
them. Why arethere so many peopleintheworld
who have absolutely nothing? Why are the first
to lose everything the ones who have the least?

Milan, Italy, January 26"

One of the indications of vitdity in a nation is
without doutt its languege The ‘poieds (credion,
invention) of new terms and expressions is not
only ameasure of crestivity, but speaks volumes
about where we are going, about the feelingsthat
permeate a single people (and the surrounding
world that adopts them). Before becoming the
dogan of the Congress of the DS in 2000, and
even before bang the matto of Don Milani’s schod
in Barbiana, inthe sixties'| Care’ wasthedogan
that marked the American pacifist movement and
that Welfare policy which still survivesintoday’s
Socia Programmes (for example ‘Medicare’, as
The State Health Service is called in the USA).
‘I Caré isan expresson of degp meening thet ums
up exactly the opposite of the meaning expressed
in the attitude “it’ s your problem, not ming’.

The most recent expression, that possibly ex-
presses best of al the deep social changes tak-
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ing place in the years of 2000 in the States, is
Stakeholder. It means more or less ‘the carrier
or bearer (an individud, a community, a socia

group, etc.) of intereststhat can be affected by a
certain decision’. For example, the social groups
that will be affected by the latest reformsin the
Pension System that the Bush administration has
initsprogramme. It sachangein perspective: in-
teres-bearing groups confront one another, messre
themselves against one another and with politics;
it'snot (necessarily) someone who isresponsible
to, or worriesabout another, who * takescare’ . But
actually itisnot the oppositeof ‘| Care’, it hasn't
become “it’s your problem”, rather it has come
to mean “it’s a problem of our own”.

Strange that, on returning hometo Italy after my
trip to the States, that evening, at a convention

of the DS, | heard theterm * Stakeholders’ being
quoted. | don't know with what measure of un
derstanding it was used.

Paris, January 27"

How much did you donate for the victims of the
tsunami? That is, supposing you al gave some-
thing. Surdly, you dl thought of doing it, if you
haven't done it yet. Someone is sill hesitating,
othershave aready decided how much, when and
whom to give the money. Some others intended
to do it, but then didn’t, without too much won-
dering why. So far, | haven't given anything.
Zero Euros. Though | thought of giving ‘some-
thing’ too; | thought about it in a confused way.
| am ill a a‘decison-making’ stage. And yet,
| fed I'm very likely to convince myself not to
give anything.

It has happened to me before and more than once
to experience sudden awakenings of international
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solidarity. Asamatter of fact, if | remember well,
it was dways in connection with the Palestinian
cause. | took down a phone number, or aninter-
net address, | put aside the newspaper page
showing the address of an organization, and
then didn't do anything about it. It may be ca-
priciousness, or stinginess, who knows. | have
never tried to shed more light on these fits of
mine which lead to nothing. Actually, | don't
think | would have any strong objections to
make against the idea of sending some money
to the Palestinian population, whose miserable
life conditions within a political context of pat-
ent injustice | have often been able to ascertain
through the press. | don't think it would be dif-
ficult to single out a serious organi zation operat-
ing in Palestine and able to offer enough guar-
antees so0 that the money donated will not be
used to pay the very groups that organize sui-
cide attacks againgt Isragli civilians.

However, the problem here is of another kind.
What | would like to judtify in an explicit and
honest way is giving up the idea of sending even
just one euro to the victims of the tsunami. Infact,
as I've aready written, | haven’'t made up my
mind yet. The offering has not been refused defi-
nitely. Several doubts, however, render its statute
uncertain and urge me not to shell it out. There-
fore, | want to publicly analyze how this solidar-
ity fit develops within mysdlf, thustrying to find
some kind of justification for its outcome. I've
embarked on this matter because | have theim-
pression of acting and thinking like many other
people in such circumstances. The only differ-
enceisthat thistimel really want to understand
how | with my system of values function when
faced with the request for an offering. It may
seem an easy task, but | have the impression of
having dready got mysdlf into afix.
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| will tread in an erratic way, without expecting
to follow deductive progress. The urge for the
offering is usualy preceded by the realization of
a disaster. Have | become aware of what has
happened tens of thousands of kilometres away
from my home? I'm not sure. At this paint, a
piece written by Raul Montanari for the book
Scrivere sul fronte occidental e (“Writingonthe
Western Front”) crosses my mind. Montanari’s
question was the following: “How much of other
people’s grief are we able to understand and
bear?’. Up to what number of innocent victims
does our fedling of pity manage to stay as such,
without getting lost in the limbo of addiction,
dullness or indifference? Our imagination hasits
limits, and our sympathy needs images. Without
images (either verba or visua) of other people’s
grief, my feeling is not roused. But certain ca
tastrophes are not referable to smple images.
Which images can correspond to the death of
one hundred and fifty thousand people and to
the hundreds of thousands of people involved in
the loss of relations, friends and resources that
are essentia for surviving? In other terms, how
many corpses do | have to see, piled up in
common graves, buried under mud, or burning
on pyres, in order to be able to fully understand
thedreadful gravity of the event? Asweall know,
the figures of dead, missing, or homeless people
are as faulty as all figures, even when they pro-
vide exact information. They are abstract. Our
mind ends up no longer making a great differ-
ence starting from the first thousand dead peo-
ple. We are somehow able to perceive the pro-
gressive gravity of a tragedy, when it is com-
prised between tens and hundreds of dead.
When it gets to over one thousand, our senses
start becoming less sharp, our imagination goes
round in circles, sympathy gets lost in the open
sea of victims.
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Therefore, we resort to images, that is to synec-
doche: pars pro toto. A single corpse, seenina
photograph or on a screen, will touch me more
than the written sentence: “ten dead people”’. So,
here's the game that is triggered off around
events such as the tsunami disaster. The singu-
larity of the event does not matter much. The
ways in which we approach it, as potentia ac-
tors in internationa solidarity, are aways the
same. The game is well distributed between
journdists and viewers. First of al, the gravity
of the event must be made comprehensible in
‘mora’ terms. A cad and detached assessment
is not enough: so many dead people, SO many
missing people, so much damage. It is necessary
to make those who are not directly involved in
the disaster, those who do not live in south-east
Asiaand do not have any relatives or friendson
holiday there, capable of perceiving the gravity
of the event.

Asamatter of fact, such an effort to involve the
far away spectator isnot always made. Thereare
indeed several cases of catastrophes, either hu-
man or natura, which, athough they involve
whole populations of our planet, hardly trigger
off the commitment of journaists. In other words,
there are catastrophes that do not prompt a de-
scription in ‘mord’ terms. They occur, but re-
main asif confined to the wretched subjects suf-
fering their consequences. What is missing is a
motivation that makes it possible for other sub-
jects, who are far away and alien, to be some-
how touched by it.

Alsoin this case someone has wondered about it
frankly. What allowed us, Western people, safely
shut insde our little Christmas houses, to follow
such animmense catastrophe with an abundance
of details? Some will answer: the mere extent of
the catastrophe. Then we should immediately

p. 29



guestion oursalves about the media coverage of
the AIDS victims in the African continent. Has
there been on the part of the media the same
persistent and systematic attention towards the
millions of Africans who have died? Have we
seen the images of the burials of people who
had died of AIDS? Maybe the extent of the ca-
tastrophe is not such a decisive factor, on its
own, to trigger off the attention of the media
Othersindeed have answered: if some very rich
whites hadn't died too, the thing would not have
caused such a sensation. That's very likely. At
least according to the first programs | used to
watch on TV. The news, in fact, were an exam-
ple of a particular law of international broad-
casting. Thereis no proportion between the time
devoted to explaining and commenting a certain
number of victims and the size of that number.
(The criterion of objective and universa gravity
is endangered at once). The latest count of the
thousands victims in India entailed an al-screen
image of that figure, a series of brief pans on
desolate places and, sometimes, live link-upswith
the correspondent on sight. The time alowed
for images and interviews devoted to the arriva
of the Italian survivors at Ciampino airport was
equivaent, if not longer. Therefore, the gravity
of a catastrophic event is measured, first of all,
in terms of proximity to those who are not, at
firdt, directly involved in it. The Itdian coasts
did not suffer from the tsunami at all. The latter
will therefore seem more serious to the Italians
the more it will manage to directly hit some of
their compatriots, even though just as unknown
to them as the Indians swept away in Madras.
The death of each Italian swept away by the
tsunami is just as serious as the death of three
thousand Indians who suffered the same fate.
The further away the victims are, the more they
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lose ‘mord’ dgnificance. A well-known phe-
nomenon, after all.

At any rate, also hundreds of rich western people
happened to die, as well as thousands of poor
Asdan people. (Then we would have to avoid too
eegant symmetries: if it is true that the western
people who died were not poor, it isa so true that
among the thousands dead Asians there must
have aso been some rich ones). Having mixed
up Western and Asian corpses, the mora grav-
ity of the catastrophe has somehow radiated to
the whole variety of the involved victims. The
western people who drowned have cometo rep-
resent some kind of sympathy relay, making it
possible for our sympathy, by means of the Ital-
ians and then the Swedes, to reach and brush the
corpse of the Indonesian person, whose fate we
do not usually care for much.

Though | do not think that it was smply the mere
presence of western victimsthat roused that great
media interest and the collective emotion that
followed. There were, in away, many elements
that lent themselves to a ‘mora’ understanding
of the catastrophe. Even for AIDS in Africathe
same thing could be said. But, being a sexudly-
transmissible disease in the most economically
underdeveloped country in the world, the inter-
pretation it is given is ruled by the ideologica

perspective of integralist Catholicism and by the
implicit racism on which it lies. Negroes repro-
duce themselves just as animals do: they do not
deserve but such a curse. This sentence may

sound provocative. It mimics a sentence said by
awhite South-African woman of western origins,
who, with reference to black South-Africans
said: “They are breeding like anmals’.

The tsunami did not spread through genitals,
and therefore theintegralist Catholicislessprone
to seeing it as the consequence of an immorality
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of customs. Moreover, the tsunami, just as God,
has hit the rich and the poor, thus bringing back
a symbolic justice dso in our earthly existence.
Not only. The tsunami has alowed the rich to
fed, in a state of extreme danger, sympathetic
with the poor. The white man rescues the black
man, and vice versa. God's justice and human
solidarity. Moreover, the tsunami has hit e
tween Christmas and New Y ear’'s Eve. Right at
atime of low consumption. This alows every-
body to make a virtue of necessity: after aplen-
tiful Christmas, a moderate New Year's Eve.
Therewill befizz instead of champagnethistime.
Furthermore, it is a holiday time and TV sched-
ules usudly sink into stupidity. Instead of a fic-
tion about Moses, let’ s watch areality showabout
the great wave. Findly: at Chrismaswe usually
think about tramps. But in the long run, one
Christmas after the other, one tramp after the
other, even this solidarity loses its energy. The
tsunami has offered us a chance to make an ex-
traordinary offering, thus getting s out of our
customary solidarity.

To sum up, a catastrophe is not enough in itself.
Neither isthe number of dead people. There has
to be a series of particular circumstances that
manage to make the event ‘mord’ and, as a
consequence, suitable to emotiondly involveand
excite the spectator who is physically along way
away and safe from any negative conseguence.
However, the tsunami’s cone of emotional light
also casts some disturbing shadows. Can there
befor us, western people, on average richer and
safer than other inhabitants of our planet, can
there be - | was saying - a solidarity which is
expressed besidesthe practice of offerings? And
besides the ‘mora’ choreography that stimu-
lates it? Having said that, | do not want to smear
offerings. It is gill better to finance a sack of
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rice thrown from a lorry than the launching of
cluster bombs from a bomber. But the word
solidarity must also have a meaning which is
not exclusvely connected with the sympathetic
making of an offering bestowed, on the occa-
son of cataclysms, by the man from the first
world to the man from the third world (or from
the other world... one istempted to say), by lift-
ing from his wallet an amount that will not
oblige him, in generd, to face any tangible sac-
rifice in his own life habits? One should, in fact,
remember that a charitable donation amost d-
ways comes up to an amount that will not re-
quire any renunciations, if just in the field of our
inessentials. One skips three dinners in elegant
restaurants and has aready raked up more than
one hundred Eurosto send to Asia. Life carries
on quietly, with the addition of the honour of an
offering.

Vijayawada, India, January 27"

We went back to the beautiful village along the
coadt caled Varlagondithippa. 781 familieslivein
this village. It was exactly one month since the
tanam hit. Thare was a beautifu golden full moon
high in the sky. | doubt that the loca pegple will
till consider it auspiciousto gofor adipinthesea
at full moon time (poornami). On the beach we
saw dozens of fishermen pulling ahugenet full of
fish (without using boats since they are without)
infromthesea. Life hasstarted again. Onthetrees
along the beach the agae brought by the waves
are gtill hanging from a height of six feet. While
| walked amid the trees looking for alarger one
behind which | could go to the bathroom, | found
the body of a huge sea turtle. It was at least a
kilometer from the beach. The waves probably
carried him and smashed him on the trees.
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Hebron, Palestine, January 27"

At 11.00am this morning, near the Ma on set-
tlement, South of Hebron, two volunteers from
Operation Dove, Monica, Italian, and Michelle,
American, were threatened by an Israeli settler
from the nearby colony as they accompanied
some Palestinian shepherds to their fields. The
shepherds had asked to be escorted by the vol-
unteers after having suffered intimidations dur-
ing the previous days. Today, as soon asthegroup
had been spotted, a settler picked up a big stone
and ran after them. Asthe shepherdsran away, he
reached the two volunteers and, holding the stone
under the nose of one of them, he shouted: “I’ll
be back in five minutes; if you're still here, I'll
kill you™. According to | sragli laws everybody can
enter that area (Area C, under Isragl’ s civil and
military jurisdiction).

Camisano Vicentino, Italy, January 27"

A couple of months ago we noticed atiny greeny-
brown insect in one corner of the ceiling. It looked
like abug, but it didn’t move. It was too high to
makeany closeobservations. A few dayslater we
had completely forgotten about it. Last Saturday,
after lunch, my partner called meinto thekitchen.

“Quick, come and see’: a smal butterfly was
coming out of itschrysdlis. It soread itswingswith
difficulty, poor little thing, then it fell on the sofa.
We put it in a box very carefully and started

thinking about what we could do. A memory

blank threw me into the Internet to check what
we could feed it with. Pollen. In the meanwhile,
wegaveit abit of water inajar cap. Wewent out
for a couple of hours and came back with some
primulas. We placed the butterfly on aflower, but
it looked rather numb. On Sunday it wasdill like
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that, motionless. On Monday wetried with acar
liflower leaf: Giovanni had come across cabbage
butterflies by sheer chance as he was thumbing
through the dictionary. Well, the butterfly started
eating up the vegetable with its long green pro-
boscis which kept rolling up and extending. We
spent some time watching it, admiring its fragil-
ity, the complexity of such asmall living being. It
had green eyes, a dark green body, yelowish
light green wings with purple dots along the top
margins. On Tuesday it looked much better! On
Wednesday | added a banana: 1'd read some-
where that also ripe fruit can be nutritious for
butterflies. On Thursday morning, instead, | no-
ticed it was tired and weary. A few hourslater it
died. | was struck by this small loss, and felt like
crying as| showed my daughter thelittle corpse.
She' d grown fond of it, too. Yet, | knew it would
happen: wrong season, wrong place. How could
it have survived without any sunshine? But for a
few days| thought | could saveit, and keep itdive
for some time. Instead it didn’t even manage to
fly. And | was left with this dight melancholy.

Saronno, Italy, January 28"

Y esterday wasthe Holocaust Memory Day. These
days media have been devoting - and they abso-

lutely had to, of course! - alot of space to the
six million Jewskilled in the concentration camps,
but with not even areference, except for very few
cases, to the other deportees, the ‘ non-Jews . And
ye, a grest many of them were deported and wiped
out exactly as the Jews were, together with the
Jews and in the same camps. There were politica
deportees (among which a million, a million!,
Germanswho opposed the regime), gipsies (over
a million Sintis and Romanies were wiped off

the face of the earth), Jehovah’'s Witnesses, ho-
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mosexuals, disabled people, and their names in-
crease the number of the victimsof Nazism up to
over devenmillion. Inltaly only, the total number
of deporteeswasamost forty thousand. Lessthan
ten per cent of them got back home. Of thoseforty
thousand, about eight thousand were Jews. The
rest were ‘polical’ deportees. Men and women
were arrested, tortured and sent to desth because
of their ideas, because they were anti-fascists,
because they wanted peoplein Italy to be freeto
think. One of them wasmy paternal grandfather.
His name was Pietro Bastanzetti, and hewasar-
rested in March 1944, after the famous strikesin
Milan (the day before he would go underground).
His children - who were 6 and 9 then - and his
wife saw him again only once, in Bergamo prison,
before he wias put on a train and teken to Mauthalr
senfirgt and then to Gusen, a subcamp, where he
died three monthslater. | have never met him, but
his example of courage, against a terrible price
paid in the first person, has been passed on to
me by my father, whoisretired today and spends
his days taking groups of students on pilgrimages
to the death camps and going into schoolsto talk
about what happened. And he talks about al the
deportees, not about only haf of them. These
days people have been only taking about the
Shoah. Why hasn’'t anybody remembered dl the
others too? Why hasn't anybody thought about
them? After dl, it would be enough to change a
sentence, it would be enough to talk about eleven
million victims, instead of six. What’ sthe point in
wiping five million lives out of our history?

Abud, Palestine, January 30"

At 5.00pm today, two Palestinian children, both
aged ten, were stopped by soldiers of the Isradli
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Army because they were throwing stones. The
soldiers shut them inside their jeep for about half
an hour, threatening to take them to prisonif they
did not provide them with the names of their peers
who throw stones against the armoured vehicles
when they enter the village The two dhildren came
out of thejeep in tears. One of them had giventhe
officer twenty names and surnames of other chil-
dren from Abud.

Vijayawada, India, February 3™

Y esterday we gave food and household goodsto
500 families who have nothing living in the
deltaof theKrishnariver. Already in August they
had lost their homes during a flood and no one
had hel ped them. At acertain point ahuge crowd
of 150 families came angrily complaining they
had not been included in the digtribution. They
live alittle further down. We decided to go visit
them next Sunday.

Vijayawada, India, February 7"

At home, herein Vijayawada, | have anineteen
year-old girl to help mewith housework: shewas
sent to me by Mother Theresa's nuns because
she’'s grown-up, so they can no longer keep her,
and they said sheworkswell. Her name' s Padma
(Flower). She was sent to work for someone by
her Mudlim parentswhen shewasalittle girl and
taken to the nuns, who brought her up without
giving her any education though. She's intelli-
gent and works hard from morning till night.

But she can’t read nor write, not even her own
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name. She doesn’t know what her surname is.
She hasno date of birth. She’ sfull of fears: inthe
past, someone told her about ghosts and devils
to scare her. She goes to deep with one dipper
in front of her bed and one behind it, and a sa-
cred image under her pillow. Inher mind al be-
liefsand superdtitions are agreat hotchpotch. She
bdieves just anything ‘learned’ people tell her.

Wearedowly trying to make her understand that
there is logic in things, that those things don’t
exist and she mustn't be afraid of anything. She
is gradually getting better. Now she dresses and
behaves as an educated person. Thisis causing
her other problems though: at the bus stop, for
instance, as she doesn’t know numbers, shehasto
ask passers-by which bus she has to catch and
what rumber is the one coming. Since she no
longer looks outcast, people think sheis hassling
them and don't reply. So, she doesn't want to
travel by bus anymore. Besides, not knowing

numbers, going shopping is a nightmare for her,
because she can’t count her change. I'mtryingto
teach her how to write her name and numbers,

and I’ve just given her a birth date, which we'll

celebrate shortly. Her first birthday. Sofar, she's
managed to learn how to write numbers up to 10
(by copying them). But she doesn’t know them
by heart. Not even ordly. Millions people live
this way here, with nobody giving them a hand.
For most of the people to whom we distributed
food and toolsit was the first time someone had
helped them.

Vijayawada, India, February 10"
On Tuesday 8" we went to a place about three
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and a half hours out of Vijayawada, on the south
coast in the Guntur District, where the tsunami

caused alot of damage. In the village of Nizam-

patnam five people died. Thirty-five families
lost their boats and nets and have nothing to live
on. When we arrived the tide was out. Neverthe-
less they were having a good catch: men and

women were standing in the water trying to fish
with their hands.

They thanked us very much not only for the help
they had received, but above al for the way in

which we had helped them. They, we were told,

had never received anything, but in nearby vil-
lages some lorries had arrived with rice, and the
sacks had been literally thrown on the crowd.

The craftiest and roughest ones had managed to
get them, and the others had been left with noth-

ing.

Our staff had been on location twice to talk with
the elders of thevillage and get alist of the fami-
lies. Each family had been given a card. We a-
ways do the same thing wherever we go. Our

chief accountant then calls one family at atime,

and they al come with their identification card

to get what they have been dlocated.

We saw alighthouse three kilometres away and
we ventured. We found a fishing harbour with

big boats, asthose in acooperative. Therewasa
shrimp factory with women shelling them. Boats
came in with fish and crabs that were put under
icediveto be shipped abroad. Near the lighthouse
there was an uprooted tree trapped inside a boat:
wreckages of the tsunami at four metres above
sealevel. We bought some fish and ate spaghetti
with crab sauce in the evening.
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Theact of giving

by Roberto Taidli

notes from the present

The act of giving belongs to the kingdom of &f-
fections, of intimacy, of those invisible, yet red

dates of our conscience, to theworld of spirit and
of human feeling. To offer is to emerge from

onesdf, a sort of transcendence; its course is
never established beforehand, let alone traced

once and for all. And yet, such a course begins
within the author of the gift, and somehow in-
volves the recipient, since it draws and places
him/her before the giving subject, even before
the act of giving materidizesin an offer or in a
real object, in the merchandise that revea s itself
inthe gift. Therefore, giving begins much earlier,
with the preparations, with al those gestures and
drives, even those tiny operations that are in-
terwoven in it, the atmosphere that brings it

into being, and continuesin those actsthat follow
the giving, in the trail of meaning that is left be-
hind, in the scents that are freed and spread, in
that tacit and subdued awaiting, inthetime of an-
ticipation, which cannot be mistaken withthe act
of reciprocation and giving back.

The act of giving outlines anew stuation, it can-
celsone order and foreshadows anew one, though
without violence or devastation. It occurs sud-
denly, though it is anticipated by subtle and deep
understanding, by looks, words, silencesin aphe-
nomenology of signs, whichisat times concealed
but effective and at times manifest, in a harmo-
nious combination, by some wise osmosis which
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preserves and holds, asin amirror, our reflection
made of all the other images that are within our-
selves. However, while in a mirror we take a
mercilesslook at what wehave become, inagift
we show, in a somewhat confused and irrationa
way, not only our past, but maybe even more
strongly our open disposition towardsthefuture.
Therefore, giving holds something of a dream, if
only because the novelty it brings with it aims at
bang a negtion of the mundene repditive and in
at, as wdl as outrageoudly legitimating the exis:
tence of the unreal, o a life which does nat exig,
but which we dedre and wish for with dl our might.
A phenomenology of what is not-yet.
Therefore, giving indicates astate of wantingad
therefore a quest for the truth, which is infinite
and which no material gift can either satisfy or
fulfil initssingularity. And yet, each giftisalso a
gift apart, it definesand enclosesatimelapse, itis
embodied in amoment. Each gift isexperienced
as absolute and unique, even though it be nether
the first nor the last one, because it is neither
measurable nor quantifiable. It hasno weight, ca-
our, or shape, but exists within a symbolic insub-
gantidity, which does not, however, exclude the
art of preservation, of safekeeping, of protection.
We cherish in that object not the object itself, but
the greatness of the person, which extendstherein
its completeness, as bare, whole and infinite. So,
in giving we question the wisdom of sedimenta-
tion, thelifethat isburied, adeep, deposited in that
network of signs, scents and voices. Both in the
gift we offer and in that we receive what operates
is magic, the enchantment of a new world, of a
bond that isreal, clean, absurd, and purer in that.
Giving therefore bregksthe pattern of asymmetric
reciprocity and thrivesin the soil of excess, since
it isitsdf disproportion, unbalance, non-syntax.
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Back to
thediaries

Milan, Italy, February 10"

Today the Rumanian father, who usualy begsfor
money outside the supermarket, asked e the
mogt difficult thing of al: he asked me whether
| could lend him my car to take his baby back to
hishome country. Thebaby wasborn afew weeks
ago and, asthefather told me, last night the police
evacuated the place where they were living. |
froze before such arequest and told him | would
think about it. On my way back home | wor-
dered if | could have replied differently, and of
course the answer was yes: | could have asked
him, for instance, how the baby was, where his
wife (whom | could remember as being heavily
pregnant at the end of December) was, wherethey
were staying after leaving that place. But this
simple thing hadn’t occurred to me. Now | don’'t
know what to do.

Al Tuwani, Palestine, February 16"

This morning, together with Joannes and Sdly, |
went near Tuba with someloca shepherds: yes-
terday morning a settler had ousted them from
their pastures. At the sametimeMonicaand Diane
were with other shepherds from Al Tuwani at
about five hundred yards asthe crow fliesfrom us,
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in the hamlet of Karruba (a group of four caves
deserted by the P estinian inhabitants seven years
ago because of the settlers’ attacks). At about
11.00am two settlers came out of thewood where
their outpost is and one of them fired a shot to-
wards Monica, Diane and the shepherds, luckily
without shooting anyone. The other one ap-
proached them shouting. Monicaand Dianecaled
us and asked for help. We phoned the police and
started walking to reach them. We were at about
two hundred yards from them when two settlers
ran against us. | put my hands up and said, in
English: “Shaom, there's no need for you to hit
us, nor for us to be hit”. | got punched in my
mouth. Then the two attacked Joannes, who was
holding avideo-cameraand had hiscamerasung
over his shoulder, trying to get hold of them.
Joannes passed the video-cam to me, and | threw
it to Sdly, who then threw it back to me, until |
managed to run away and hide it in a bush,
about twenty yards away. In the meanwhile, a
settler had hisfill of socking, and even showed off
with aVan Dammerotating kick on Joannes, who
endured it without reacting. When | arrived, he
came close to me. | looked a him in his eyes
(they were blue) and said: “You can live here
without being violent with those who already
live here’. An ebow hit my mouth. “You live
there, and the Paegtinians live over there; why
can't you live near each other?’. A punchinthe
eye, then a kick near the left temple. “Why do
you hit us? It is no good for you nor for us’. A
kick in the chest, and another, which missed the
target, in the private parts. Then they left. One
of them, now under arrest, took the camera
away with him, and left Joannes lying on the
ground in a daze after al that bashing.
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Camisano Vicentino, Italy, February 18"

The sunwas shining today and | went out with my
daughter to get somefresh air. Francescastarted
running up and down the courtyard in front of
our house. | took advantage of the stuationtotake
some photos of theindustrial warehousethey are
building right oppositeus. Mineisadigital camera
and has a rather powerful zoom. | managed to
photograph the men in charge asthey directed the
laying of a concrete beam clinging onto some
cranes. One of them turned round and saw me.
Then he climbed down the crane and came to-
wards me. When he got near our gate | wastaking
photos of my little girl. He asked me why | was
taking photos of the operations, and | replied that |
liked to keep a record of the changes taking

place in the area, that | lived there and photo-
graphed al | could see, just anything. He didn't
seem to be very persuaded, he said that it was a
delicate matter, and who knew where the photos
would end up, one never knows... | pretended to
be flabbergasted, | told him | wassorry, and that |

hadn’t even thought about it, that maybe | should
have asked for permission, that if he wanted |

could cancel those photos. He said hewanted me
to cancel them and left. | lied, | won't canod them.
I knew they might get angry, because in those
photosyou can seethey are neither wearing safety
helmets nor taking other safety precautions. And
since the works started, not only have | noticed
that, but | confess| have aso thought that if there
were an accident, | would be here as a witness
with my camera. But these are not the only rea-
sonswhy | amtaking these photos. We havelived
in the industrid area of asmal country town for
three years. When we arrived the warehousesfin
ished at about fifty yards from our house. From
there the countryside, the fields, and the trees
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started. Thenthey enlarged theindustria area: the
pine trees were swept away, and concrete was
welcomed. Then onewarehouse called for another
one, and two new ones are now ready. And now
theoneopposite us, thehugewarehouse of achain
of supermarkets, has deprived us of half asunset.
| have followed the whole process through my
photas, precisely. | wanted to keep arecord of the
changesinthe area. As someone watching atree
grow. Only, this one will not bear sweet fruit.

Bolzano, Italy, February 24"

Y esterday Joannes Steger [see Logan from Al
Tuwani, 16™ February] was taken into Bolzano
hospital, where his mouth has been shut and his
jawbone has been fixed due to the fractures he
suffered during the attack. Thereis <till atrauma
of the retina and a state of amnesia concerning
what happened to him.

Modena, Italy, February 27"

| haveread thebook | doni di Mefistofele(“The
gifts of Mephistopheles’), a short essay by Al-
berto Fazio. According to the writer, and in the
wake of Bateson, Mephistopheles gift to man-
kind was speech, verba language, which irre-
trievably separated Man - mind, philosophy, lo-
gos - from the other living beings, of which he
became the master. Fazio deprecates such a di-
vision, which, he believes, brought about a loss
of those ‘ pre-verbd’ culturesand languageswhich
had lasted for thousands of years and had put
Man in communion with animals and nature. The
essay is wery good, but | cannot understand a
few things and | find it difficult to accept some
others; for instance, thisvery separation between
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homo sapiens and the rest of the living world,
between Man created in God' slikeness, the holder
of language, mind, ethics, and philosophy, and
the rest of the surrounding world, which only
possesses analogical language... between res
cogitans and res extensa, different from one ant
other and conflicting. Despite their appedl, these
arguments do not convince me.

Last night | woke up at about four o’ clock inthe
morning and could sense a strange soft silence; |
looked out and saw it was snowing heavily, asit
happens by magic inside those glass globes con-
taining little figures when you shake them and a
whirl of tiny white flakes appear; the city below,
the dull lights, the trees with their phantasmal

shapes. | fell adeep again with that childish pleas-
urewhich, | can remember, | felt when | nestled
under my bed covers and the northerly wind

howled through the battered shutters of my fam-
ily home. When | woke up this morning | could
hear the wind howling, which is not frequent in
the Po valley. Therewas dazzling sunshine, it was
terribly cold and the snow had frozen. An ex-
treordinarily rare clear morning, agid and side-
real. 1 would have run into the park, where |

usually walk for an hour every day, to enjoy it
in the morning; a different light, different cd-
ours, solitude, glaring snow; but | was busy. So
| went there at six o’clock in the afternoon: the
clear morning light was no longer there, but the
sunset was wonderful and | came across | ots of
cold blackbirds; | felt | loved them, together with
the chives on which they were hopping, and the
first dandelions and primroses heedless of the
frost. | looked in surprise a the thousands of
different buds, and felt their strength and impa-
tience, the powerful drive towards birth, towards
life. | thought about the deprecated distinction

between res cogitans and res extensa, and won
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dered whether it isnot just thanksto it that some-
times, astoday, | seem to ‘be feeling’ nature so
intensaly. Instead, | redly do not know what
analogical communication between Man and
natureis.

Then, once back home, | devoted myself to read-
ing and e-mails, aswe al do.

Here

Hereistheworld

by Jouni Inkala

notes from the present

Here isthe world, here are its boundaries.
Raised fists of clouds, skull-white light.

Its laughter. From the beaks of ethereal seagulls
from their cries
from the surface of stones, where time scrapes a perceptible silence.

In this murmur, if this be the only freedom.

Poetry in the ‘time BlalsgE
of destitution’

by Franco Toscani

notes from the present

There is a kind of devation (cal it passion, or
solicitude) that isthe mark of poets and thinkers:
a conseardion to the savice of the ward, to gpesch
that isessential and spesksmogt. Tothe service of
what comes asagift, beyond our possession, and
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calsto us, laysclaimto us, arriving as a pleasant
upies wexpedad, ful of quandaies ad riddes
something that stretches unfathomably beyond our
scope, yet needs us nonetheless. The only true
allegiance of poetsand thinkers, who “live near,
languishing on separate mountains’, as Holder-
lin writes in Patmos, lies in their utter, willing

dedication to the service of the word, to a task
without end.

Betraying this dlegiance isthe true sin, the most
serious one. This is why Hdlderlin writes that
language is “the most dangerous of al posses-
sons’, for we can useit to completely distort what
is the essence of man. As everyone knows, we
dabble and traffic in language to such a degree
that its dignity is often lost or grosdy underval-
ued. If language is the most dangerous of all

possessions, making verses, according to our post,
is"“themogt innocent of al occupations’, ausaess
occupation, which has no practica purpose, and
serves no party or cause. Perhapsiit isprecisaly
this usel essnessthat congtitutesits most precious
trait, its unimaginable wedlth.

So what are poets for, in a “degtitute time”, as
Holderlin caled it in the 19" century, atroubled
and needy time that, mutatis mutandis, is ill

our own? What is lacking, in an era character-
ised - at least for most of the population in rich,
industrialised areas of the planet - by the avalil-
ability and abundance of materia goods and
commodities? What are poetsfor, inatimecaught
up in the “empty dynamism of the day” (Musil),
a time which has no use for poetry, looked on
primarily with irritation as a futile dream, an ab-
stract utopia, aload of romantic pap, afalureto
act, and so forth?

What are poets for in thistime, this crisisin our
civilisation's sense of direction and purposg, in
which violence and evil arestill, onthewhole, the
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universal law, in which so many hearts are shriv-
eled, and idle chatter holds sway as a poor dis-
guise for the lack of meaning in our lives?

In part, they serveto answer the question “whois
man?’. This is how Holderlin begins to offer a
reply: “Viel hat erfahren der Mensch. Der
Himmlishen vide ganat, / Sdat @n Gegordch wir
snd / Und héren kémnen vondrnenda” (“Much hes
man learnt. / Many of the heavenly ones has he
named, / since we have been aconversation/ and
been able to hear from one other”).

We follow the trail on our own, without neces-
sarily referring and fully adhering to the inter-
pretation of the great poet offered by Heidegger,
inspired though it may be. We are a conversa-
tion, essentialy defined by language. Note well,
a conversation, a didogue, not a monologue: this
should be emphasised. It is the diadogue of mor-
tals, whose language revea sto them the richness
of their own lives and the unsurpassable bounda-
ries of their condition.

Conversation, dialogue: the fundamental aspect
here is listening, relating to the other person, to
other people, opening up to the world, to the vast
field of events. Only through listening and through
the ability to connect with others does the ego
lose its egomania, does it escape transformation
into atotem, a hollow idol.

Listening does not end there, however; it isaso
- and this is no less fundamentd - listening to
the quiet voice of fate, to the worlding of the
world, to the game of space and time, the con+
summate game, in which only we can play and
be played.

Only from silence, above and beyond the sover-
eign babble, can the authentic word ring out. The
problem of our time liesin the fact that the au-
thentic word - including what Gandhi called the
“triple purity” of speech, thought, and action - is
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to be heard less and less, and more and more
one hears the babble, the empty gibberish that in
the ceaseless jangle of mass communication has
very little to say that is essentid.

A post, then, is one who gazes in awe on the
spectacle of the world, spellbound by the sim-
plicity of itsworlding. It isthe spectacle of beauty
- fragile, ephemeral and precious, as Goethe
knew well when he wrote, in one of his Xenien
eniled Klage der Schonheit (“Lament of beauty”):
“Beauty asked: ‘“Why must | perish, oh Zeus? /
‘“Why, | gave beauty’ answered the god, ‘only to
perishable things'”.

This gift for enchantment, a characteristic of
poetry, preserves the natural worlding of the
world, letting it be experienced outside the dic-
tates of mere functional, calculating reason.
Girded with wonder, the poet questions the
meaning of things. Without resolving the question
or the riddle, the poet is the one who, first and
foremost, endeavoursto look with apure heart at
‘things thensdves, and only dtawards will goesk.
In gtriving towards some revelation of things, the
poet’ s speech revealsitsown nature, as essential
gpeech, and wordsrise up “likeflowers’. Through
amultitude of images, colours, sounds, pictures,
shapes, moods, and facets, the rich multiversumd
theworld unfurls, isunveiled, and we are caught
up in an aesthetic whirlwind that enraptures and
ravishes the heart.

Thus we try to look at the world with whatever
shred of innocenceisdtill left us, and thusthe truth
is reveded, nat only the truth of thoughts and idess
but of fedings, of warmth, of love. Here human
speechis not the knowledge and power of hewho
rules the world, but an act of naming, an experi-
mentation, by he who protects and preserves, by
he who cultivates new possibilitiesfor existence,
playing fregly in the vast cosmic game, without
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giving up on hope and the ‘forward dream’.
Receptivenessto the spell of theworld, inwhichit
lays itself before us, offering up al of its multi-
ple, complex, and contradictory aspects, does not
entail aloss of lucidity, but rather, theawareness
that the earth isbitter, harsh, and sweeta thesame
time. AsHolderlinwrites. “... Nolessindifferent
to our wisdom / likewise the rivers rush on, but
who does / not love them?’.

Poets are those who nurture cultured, refined hu-
man emotions, feeling affection, pietas, intimacy,
and a profound connection with al things, the
elements, people, other creatures. As truth ex-
pressed rhythmicaly in the form of song, poetry
isastriving towards speech that is essential and
speaks most, it isthe song of necessity, of thein-
dissoluble connection between life and death, the
song of love and pain, joyful and tragic at the
sametime. Thereisafundamental link between
poetry and compassion, in the most meaningful
sense of the word, that of Zen Buddhism, as
participation in the world's immense suffering,
sharing the joy and pain of dl living things.
From this standpoint, rather than idle dreamers
and naive cloud chasers, poetsarethemost redis
tic and lucid of mortas. Far from escaping real-
ity, they fully immerse themsdlvesin it, plunging
into the * flesh of theworld’, asMaurice Merleat
Ponty would say.

Holderlin waswell aware of thiswhen hewrote:
“Die Dichter missn, auch / Die gadigen, wetlich
saein” (“Poets, and those no lesswho / are spiri-
tud, must be worldly”). And Goethe' sreply: “A
delicate poem, like arainbow / can stretch only
across dark skies; / thus the spirit of poetry / is
well suited by some melancholy”.

This meanchaly is not, however, a debilitating
one, rather, it is indissolubly linked to the inexo-
rable stream of life, to which great poetry is a-
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ways attuned, even as it endlessly strivesto in-
vent redlity, to seek out the novum, to broaden
the range of possihilities.

Mindful of dl this, and sensing an unprecedented
turn in the relationship between poetry and poli-
tics, Octavio Paz wrote: “A new kind of political
thought is coming into being, and its creators will
be obliged to listen to the other voice deeping in
every man, that of the poet.”

While anew kind of politica thought and a new
praxis built upon this attentiveness and recogni-
tion are certainly possible and desirable, | think
itisadsotruethat weare, unfortunately, still along
way from achieving them.

Poetry - though by itsf it canat chenge the warld,
and on the contrary, is dragticaly inadequate -
offers no guarantees of metaphysical salvation,
but preserves the possibility of a new way for
mortals to inhabit the earth, as was Hans-Georg
Gadamer’s noble hope in an interview-cum-
statement given at the end of the century.

“... und wozu Dichter in dirftiger Zeit?’. What
are poetsfor, then? They contribute to reforging
our way of inhabiting this planet, to recovering

our unique dignity as mortals and wayfarers.

Through speech that is essential, the poet ke-
comes a mediator of and between signs, point-
ing out what lies gleaming within reach, a treas-
ure that is s close, constantly within our grasp,

but due to its very proximity, tends to elude us
because of our obtuseness, the stubborn hubris
of our will to power over things and men.

In an epigram entitled Wur zel alles Uebels(“The
Root of All Evil”), Holderlin warned against

this hubris, in words that should be returned to
and pondered time and again: “Being a one is
godlike and good, but human, al too human, the
mania/ which ingsts there is only the One, one
country, one truth, and one way”.
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The “mania’ has not faded in the least, the evil

besetting the world élicits our stunned and irre-
pressible dismay, the desert is spreading, as
Niezshe's Zaahudra would sy. In this advac-
ing desert, averse of Holderlin - apoet whoisa
friend to dl, and whose poetry will prove ever more
important in daysto come- remindsus. “Wo aber
Gefahr ist, wéchst / Das Rettende auch” (*Where
danger is, grows/ aso that which saves’).

But in our time of “extreme danger” and the mad
race called progress, in our scientific and tech-

nological consumer society, are we able, and will

we continue, to listen to the words of poets?

Back to
thediaries

Paris, March 1%

“Madam, I'm sorry to trouble you, but do you
el emozione with an ‘s or witha*‘z in Ital-
ian?’ The person calling meisan emigrant | met
through the radio station of the Italian commu-
nity in Paris, which runs a programme on Sunday
mornings. Giovanni’ sfather had been part of that
flow of Itdian emigrants, back inthethirties, who
at time were welcomed with the same trad-
tiona suspicion with which Arabs or Savs are
welcomed today. At one point, he had gone back
to Italy, but his son was forced to repeat his fa-
ther’s experience, and has spent al hislife here

mivinA nlactkAr AnA ArAnArAtA LIA ~ AlA AnA TR nAAr
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MaddaenaChatai gnier

On February 23° Dion
igo Ribeiro was assass-
nated at the entrance of
the natural reserve of
Tingug, in the date of Ro
de Janeiro. For yearshe
had been fighting against
the smuggling of wild

animals and the illegal

exploitation of forest re
sources, in particular of
‘palmito’.



mixing plaster and concrete. HE' sold and in poor
hedlth now; he will never go back to Italy and,
perhaps because of this, Ferriere, hisvillage near
Piacenza, has become an earthly paradise in his
eyes. Rivers flow there, not of milk and honey,
but of polenta, cheese and ham, such as people
cannot even dream of in Paris. Now and then his
yearning becomes too strong and Giovanni gives
me aring in alanguage, that is almost incompre-
hensible, except for those like me who have one
foot on this side and the other foot on that side
of the Alps. He tells me about the folk-dancesin
his youth, the rice fields where he went to help
rice-weeders, and about the songs they sang to-
gether - “some of them cannot be repested, they're
not suitable for alady!” - and heinvariably ends
up telling me about when he went fishing on lake
Mu - doesit really exist, | wonder?- full of legp-
ing trout [trotelle in Itaian], or better of trottole
[the Italian word for whirligigs. Trottole isadis-
tortion of trote - i.e. the correct Italian word for
trout - used by this unlearned old man who has
lived in France for too long], as he says every
time, overwhelmed by his own enthusiasm.

Vijayawada, India, March 1%

| am going back to Italy this afternoon for my
daughter’s degree. Her thesis is on children in
young offenders’ indtitutions in India. She spent
two months here last summer to do research and
talk to convict children, guards, directors of vari-
ous prisons, local authorities, associations -
fending children’srights. Then I’'ll come back to
India

Last Thursday, February 24", wewent back tothe
coast. We left early in the morning and when we

p. 54

February 25" was the
‘Work Your Propar Hours
Day’, announced by the
British Trade Union Cor+
federation as a protest
aping the elr-greading
phenomenon of ‘super
work: nat paiddfor ove-
work which does not ap-
pear inthe pay envelope,
but thet every worker feds
he has to do.

Carol Faison

A few days ago a new
Family Code was &-
proved in Algeria, which
meinains heawy  dsximi-
retions againd women. In
particular, the obligation
to be represented by the
‘wali’, or legal guardian
(usually the father, a
braher o a judge) a the
dipdaion of the weddng
agearat, the ddigation
of obedience to the hus-



got out of the car, which has air-conditioning, we
found out that the temperature outside was 120
degrees Fahrenheit! Thefirst day of terrible heat.
So our day was moretiring than we had expected.
First we went to Nidamarru, where we inaugu-
rated the school reconstruction works.

The heat has now diminished a bit, but, as| am
writing there are 93 degreesin my air-conditioned
office with! They tel me it is gill very cold in
Itay. | don’t think | will mind at al!

Camisano Vicentino, Italy, March 5™

We rush into the supermarket to get some cas-
settes for the videocamera. Once we get to the
right department, | notice a lonely pram with a
baby crying init. We can't find what we' re look-
ing for, so we have acloser look among the maze
of productsjust to be sure, but thereisn't anything.
In the meanwhile the baby keepscrying. Near us
aman isheditatingly flipping through some books,
while another one is plunging into an ocean of
CDs, and shop assistants are running around in
theusua Saturday evening hustleand bustle. It’'s
timefor usto go, but | can’t ignore that incessant
crying. | look round: not a soul wrenches his or
her eyes from the shelves and offers. | ook into
the pram. He's aredly tiny baby, and must be
about two weeks' old at the most! He keeps cry-
ing, starving and furious, and there’s no sign of
his mother. | cal my partner and we wonder what
to do. No other customer comes near, no one
seemsto have noticed our problem. We stop those
who are the closest to us and ask them if they
know anything about the mother: nobody’ s seen
awoman around. Where's she gone? We call a
shop assistant and inform her of the situation. The
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band and the possibility
of asking for a divorce,
unlike the husband, only
for very special reasons:
the man’s impotence or
his absence without ree-
sons for a year.

Mariela De Marchi

From*“la Re;;‘)ubblica" ,
February 26™. The num-
ber of recruitsin the Ma-
rine Corps is going down,
and in 2004, for thefirst
timeinten years, it went
“below the required
amount of fresh blood”

(sic). Theyear 2004 also
wasa“ record year” for

suicidesin the Marines:

31 successful ones and
84 attempted ones. More
than the Navy, the Air

Force and the Army, the
Marinesare corpsmade
up of extremely young

people: 6 out of 10 are
less than 25 years dd and
almost 2 out of ten are
under twenty.

February 27", Elections
in Kyrgyan and Tgjiki-
gan. Anong vote rigging,
crushed protests, the ar-
rest of opponents, the
closing down of news-
papers. The opposition
has adopted the colours,



girl leaves and makes an announcement over the
loudspeaker. | move the pram a bit to calm the
baby down. In the meanwhile | start observing
and speculating. The pram isn't flashy, but not
shabby either. There' s even a handbag, arather
old one, hanging from it. The little one is well-
dressed, the blankets look new. Perhaps the
mother has |eft the bag there empty to fool peo-
ple and run away unnoticed. Perhaps someone has
given her the pram and the clothes as a present,
athough she hasn't got much money, judging
from the tatty bag. Deep down my materna in-
dinct is crying out, and it hurts me to think of
this abandoned little one, poor one; I’ d take him
home with me, I'd be happy to adopt him, and |
can aready picture myself feeding him... The
shop assistant comes beck angy: “Well sse now,
lef's hope thet mother comes badk, if $e's aound;
how is this possibile!”. A few seconds later a
woman turns up in ahurry saying “it'smine! it's
mine!” and grabs the pram. She'd forgotten it.
Wedl let out asigh of relief. “Well” acustomer
says knowingly “some people forget shopping
trolleys, and apparently there isn’'t much differ-
ence’. There's dways someone ready to grab
someone else’strolley, though... Aswereleaving
we can see the woman standing in front of the
salami counter with the baby in her arms. Her
husband says “honestly, Stefanial” with an ex-
pression of outraged scandal, and she replies
“don’t tell me anything”. Their older daughter,
about eight, islooking away with ahalf smile.

Varesg, Italy, March 5"

Children watch TV in the morning, before going
to the kindergarten or to school, while their par-
ente are nattinn reachs 1t mav he 1inavnidahle
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orange and yellow, of the
redt thet brougt MViktor
Yushenko to the gover -
mat in Ukraing las B&
aarbe 268" In Kyrgyzdan,
where the opposition has
obtained only 6 seats out
o 75, vidat proest dam
ondrations have followed
the vote, and on March
10" ten people die. On
March 24™the Supreme
Cout amnus the dedios
On April 29 President
Askar Akaiev, escaped to
Moscow, resignes.

February 28". A kami-
kaze explodes himsdlfin
the middle of the crowd
in Hilla, Irag. 130 dead
people. Attacks against
civilians, besides those
against soldiersand po-
licaren, ooor  pradicaly
every day inIrag.

From a suney carried out
by the Swiss bank UBS
on purchasing power
round the world: a Big
Mac costs 10 minutes
work in rich countries, but
3 hours' work in poor
countries.

Paola Turroni

March 4" Gidiana Sye
ng, the ltalian journalist



ents are getting ready. It may be unavoidable,
there may not be safer placeswherethey canwait.
All sponsors know that. During the TV morning,
one of the favourite viewing times for broad-
casting cartoons, advertising is devoted mainly
to baby products. Not only during children’s
programmes, but also between one news pro-
gramme and another, so that nothing ismissed out
on, not even on the part of the parents on their
way out, who are informed and make up their
minds as for what to buy. That's how they nail
our life down on escalators in shopping centres,
and describe our gesturesto us by fabricating our
desires. In the morning the main topic often is
the afternoon snack. In acommercid transmitted
a few months ago, a mother walks into aliving
room and sees her children sitting in front of the
television eating. She has a vision: her own chil-
dren sitting on the sofa in front of the televison
have become obese. She decidesto changetheir
snack completely by offering them an dternative
to what they are nibbling: strawberry-flavoured
chewing-gums with the wordsmore sport, fewer
cal orieswritten on the packet. The children get up
from the sofa enthusiastically and throw away
theremote control. They suddenly become aware
that they have to do more sport and take in
fewer calories. That's how one can learn from
an early age that one must read the number of
calories on packaging! By offering productsin
thisway we actually convey the ‘ culture of thin-
ness and not instead an dternative way of sharing
our time. The recipient of this advertisement is
the parent, and the commercia is presented as
advice to those who are in charge of dispensing
food. Very often, though, the commercial that
follows happens to be addressed to children; in
a picaresgue style, and through some incredible
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o “il menfeto’, is freed
On the way to Baghdad
airport, soldiers at an
Argican dek-pant fire
against the car inwhich
sheistraveling, injuring
her and killing Nicola
Calipari, an agent of the
Italian secret services.
This is whet often happans
to carsof Iraqi civilians



adventure, it promotes abreakfast based on crois
sants. Such a conflict is anticipated, required,

induced by the medium that conveys the mes-
sage. That child will ask for a chocolate snack

and his mother will hand him a packet of chew-
ing-gum, having to provide him with a convinc-
ing explanation: you can’'t possibly get fat. Such
an imperative finds its origin in awidespread so-
cial darm, i.e. infant obesity, which hasbeenin-
vading our national press for at least a year

now. Plenty of nutritional advice is given, under
the ever-present imperative more sport, fewer
calories. But infant obesity has nothing to do

with food, with good looks, and yet everybody
keeps substantiating it in these terms. Infant
obesity isthe disastrous and painful symptom of a
decaying society, since when children are
lonely, bored, unheard and motionless, it means
there is an absence on the other side, that there
is not a society that takes care of them, of their
joy, their protection, their growth, their learning.

Children are done in front of our TV sets and
fill themsalves up with all this absence.

New York, March 5"

When | first cameto New Y ork | wondered why
everybody, men and women, went round with

such bulky bags or backpacks. Now | find myself

doing the same thing and | know why: distances
are 0 big and moving from one side to another
of the city is so exacting, that people take advan-
tage of the Subway journey from home to work
to read, write, study, make up and have breakfast.
It would be unconceivable to waste all that pre-
cious time just travelling, and more so to think

of going back home if you forgot something.

p. 58

Benedetta Scar dovi



Uldalsvej, Denmark, March 6™

The other day | gave a Power Point lecture, or

show, or whatever you like to cdl it, about my

experiencesin Paestinelast October and Noverm-
ber [as apacifist volunteer]. It wasto agroup of
Christians belonging to the Baptist Church. This
time | took the liberty of showing them al of my
158 dides - in previous shows | had had time
restrictions. The dideswere projected on awhite
wall inside the Baptist Church; afterwards we
gathered in a church annex. My audience con-

sisted of men and women between 18 and 70, and
no one |eft after the dide show. For amost two
hours| realized they were an attentive audience,

and they sometimes asked me lovely questions:
“Weren't you afraid?’, “Did you fed at easewith
the Arabs?’. “Oh, what beautiful children!”, they
said, looking at my photos. One of the Baptists
asked: “Did it matter to the Palestinians that you
were there?’. Hisquestion wasfull of concernfor
the Palestinian people, | could certainly tell that.
After the fird hour | asked them whether they could
stand any more. But they just wanted to go on, and
not out of sheer politeness. Afterwards we had

coffee and nice home-baked cakes. And then my
audience wanted to be even further enlightened.
My earlier shows had been for leftwing political

societies, where, I'm sorry to say, the need of

“enlightenment’ about the Situation in Paestine
ddn't qute metch thet of the Baptids The Baplids
didn’'t try - assome of theleft-wingsdid - to foist
their own based-on-nothing opinionson me. The
feding theleft-wings had given mewasthat they
dready knew everything. We had usually had a
short discussion, and | noticed then that most of
the young people left before it started.

| biked home in the silent snowfall.
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In Istanbul the police
attack a demonstration
organized for March 8",
Women's Day.



Doesthe L eft Here
alr eadg_ Know
a/a yt I ng? notes from the present

Let’ s pause for amoment - as| believeitisworth Mmassimo Parizzi
it - on what Flemming says. politics believes it
aready knows, while religion doesn’'t? It seems
to me a paradox. Isn't religion a vison of the
beginning and of the end, and from the beginning
to the end? And isn't politics, instead, a project?
Shoudn't it be the other way round then? Shoudn't
religion be the one to believe it aready knows,
while palitics the one in need of knowing?
However, maybe it is not true that the Baptists
FHemming talks about, in ther turn, do not ‘d-
ready’ know. Perhaps, when faced with the suf-
fering of ‘their fellow men’, they probably have
a ready-made answer, too: a range of feelings
(emoation, mercy...). “Oh, what lovely children!”.
Thisis a response which requires aquestion that
anticipates such a response: the ‘bare’ sight of
suffering. The cross. It is the dialectics of hu-
manitarianism. Maybe, a apolitical debate onthe
stuation in Palestine, those Baptists would have
been the ones to stand up hdf-way through the
debate and leave. Or to not be able to find the
words to talk.

The ‘paliticians whom Flemming showed the
sare photos, ae one would sy, dfferat. They're
left-wings (like me). Maybe, probably, Marxists
or with a Marxist background. Not very prone
to emotion, which, rather, they distrust. Do they
distrust it because they distrust the pair suffer-
ing-emotion? That uneven relationship between
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the sufferer and the moved one, a relationship
which awaysrisks saf -perpetuation? That woud
be reasonable. It could be understandable. How-
ever, why do they give the impression of aready
knowing everything? | believe many of us have
had such an experience as Flemming's. Why does
the Left often give the impression of already

knowing everything?

| am submitting these questions, or better this cue,
or prompt, to al our readers. Those who wish to
accept it and contributeto the discussion may send
their remarks and reflectionsto the review e-mall
or posta address (massimoparizzi@tin.it; via
Bastia11, 20139, Milano) by August 31*. Wewill
probably publish them in the next issue.

Back to Here
thediaries

notes from the present

Jalalabad, Afghanistan, March 9" Graziella L ongoni

It'sevening and I’'min Jalalabad, thefirst Afghen
town one reaches coming down from the Khy-
ber Pass after crossing the border with Pakistan.
| came here from Peshawar, a Pakistan border
town where thousands of Afghansrefugees have
fled over the years, escaping from a country

deeply scarred, in the last twenty-five years, by
incalculable, interminable violence: first the SH-
viet invasion, then the bloody conflict between
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the various factions of the mujaheddin, followed
by the obscurantist repression of the Taliban re-
gime, and finally the American war onterrorism
fought on Afghan soil. In my heart | carry the
painful tales of the refugees | met in the Jalozai

camp, which stands on a bleak, barren plain near
an enormous brick factory where even widows
and children work for two dollars a day.

The trip to JHaabad was grueling, about seven
hours march, struggling up and then down a
winding, devious road that snakes through the
ridges of the Hindukush mountain range, the
backbone of Afghan geography. | crossed through
thetribal areas, a sort of no-man’ s-land between
Pakistan and Afghanistan which the Pashtun de-
fiantly call Pashtunistan to underscore their po-
litical autonomy. Here justice is dedlt out in ac-
cordance with the dictates of the ancient tribal

code (Pashtunwali), a harsh, inexorable code,

much more severe than even the Sharia(Quranic
law), which places primary importance on the
defense of honour and the right/duty to seek

vengeance to redress offenses. Near the Khyber
Pass, a bellicose symbol underscores the infinite
distance separating this place from the state and
its laws;, two rifles drawn on the rock face greet
you with the following words. “Khyber Pass ri-
fleswelcomeyou’. There can be no stopson the
way through this insdious world, which must

be crossed under the protection of a bodyguard
armed with a Kaashnikov; one can only pass
through. The landscape around us is achingly

beautiful. A bright, limpid sky kindles the red-
dish tint of the lower-lying stony mountans,
and brings out the palor of the more imposing

ones, barren, desolate plains, sometimes inter-
rupted by groups of humble mud houses, -
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lineate a mysterious, disquieting space; in wider
valleys, rushing torrents feed fields of vegeta-
bles and opium poppies, in this immense, i
timidating solitude, one can glimpse the vivid
clothing d the Kuchi nomads, smal groups of
women and children driving sheep and goats to
pasture at therisk of being blown to pieces by the
many landmineswhichinfest the area, asonecan
see from the presence of several mineclearers
who move cautiously under the weight of their
protective suits, adding to the almost surreal ap-
pearance of this extreme environment.

With these images ill in my eyes, | arive in
Jaldabad, the capital of the Nangarhar province,
where the Kabul and Kunar rivers meet. Close
to the tribal areas, which are a hideout for Tali-
ban and al-Qaeda groups who often make raids
to attack American soldiers and their dlies, the
city isnot safe. A traditional patriarchal mindset
and religious fundamentadism are fairly deep-
rooted here. Women walk aong the streets hid-
den under heavy black chadors, or completely
erased by chadri (burgas). At the entranceto the
Spinghar Hotel, a crumbling building where we
are to spend the night, a plaque on the outer wall,
placed there on 19 November 2001 by Afghan
journalists to commemorate foreign colleagues
who logt their livesin Afghanistan, lististhe names
of Maria Grazia Cutulli (Italy), Julio Fuentes
(Spain), and Harry Burton (Austraia). In the
lobby we see only bearded, turbaned men who
seem to be monitoring our every movement.

| belong to a group of ten women, on a delega-
tion to Afghanigtan to support RAWA and
OPAWC, secular, democratic Afghan women's
organizations which dtrive, a their own risk, to
defend women’ s rights to education, healthcare,
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and work, and children’ srightsto afuturewhere
they can livein peace and safety. The atmosphere
in the hotel is oppressive. It's dmost instinctive
for us to cover our heads with heavy veilsto try
to pass unobserved.

Kabul, Afghanistan, March 10"

| am back in Kabul two years after my firgt trip
here, and | am very curiousto seeif anything has
changed. Perched 1800 metres above sealevel,
Kabul looks like aravaged city: everywhere are
gutted buildings, huts riddled by bullets, bombed-
out structures, filth, open sewers running through
the gutters, insanetraffic, dented yellow taxis pil-
ing in dozens of people with the women riding in
thetrunk, and aboveit al, athick, greasy dust that
fills the air, turning everything grey and gimy,
adust that reddens your eyes and gets into your
nose and mouith, irritating your throat. There are
many beggars on the streets, amost al of them
disabled children and widows covered in dirty,
worn burgas, some of them risk being run over
by the cars, stting on the ground in the middle
of the road with their youngest child lying on a
wretched little mat, stretching out their hands,
uncowed by curses. Rarely does one encounter
women with bare faces; the chadri remainsthe
tragic uniform they are forced to wear if they wish
to movethrough public areas safely, that is, with-
out the risk of being assaulted or insulted.
Despite these familiar scenes, Kabul has changed:
there are large new houses protected by armed
guards and high wals, beonging to officids,
paliticians, rich merchants, and some of thewar-
lords, modern buildings meant for shopping
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centres, banks and offices, well-stocked super-
markets, internet cafés, beauty salons, restaurants,
and shops slling all sorts of things. Kabul has
become one big construction yard, but there are
no signs of anything being built for the working
class and the refugees, who are returning to
wander the streets, homeless. The massiveinflux
of Westerners has also triggered rampant infla-
tion, with rents sky-high and everything costing
an exorbitant sum.

Today in the Afghan capital, two days later than
therest of theworld, RAWA, awomen’ sorgani-
zation forced to operate in semi-secrecy, cele-
brates International Women's Day for the first
time, and we also take part, to bring our greet-
ingsand our solidarity. It' sthrilling to seethe hall
overflowing with women of every age, barefaced
and in the company of many men, listening to
the addresses of the female speakers attentively
and with keen engagement. | am deeply struck
by the words of young Sohaila, who works
among the refugees in Pakistan in women'’s lit-
eracy courses and in the orphanages, which are
run according to an enlightened foster home
model. “If a country lacks the courage to fully
come to terms with its pagt, it won't even be
able to begin to hope for a future. We must re-
member and denounce those responsible for the
destruction of Afghanistan, refusing the false
logic of an immoral reconciliation effort which
transforms butchers into heroes; thisis the only
way for our time to escape the snares of afalse
democracy built on blackmail and fear.” It isa
lucid history lesson | won't easily forget. | am
aso very moved by the lines of a poem recited
with great emotion by a woman of the Hazara,
an ethnic group of Mongolian origin and Shi’ite
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religion, harshly persecuted by the Taliban, who
are of Pashtun ethnicity and Sunni religion. “Even
if they have destroyed the flowers / they cannot
root up the spring. / Even if they fight and kill us
/ we women will dill live on”. | go on my way,
thinking what enormous courage and what enor-
mous sdlf-respect it takes to survive in a sub-
verted world where awoman is worth less than
an animal.

Kabul, Afghanistan, March 11"

Accompanied by Nuri, the financia director of
HAWCA, an Afghan NGO which carries out
humanitarian work focused especially on women
and children, | visit ashdter for womenwho have
been the victims of violence insde and outside
thefamily. Therel meet Halima, ayoung woman
of twenty, who arrived at the shelter with abro-
ken back, a bloodied body, and in a delirious
state. Forced into prostitution, as the property of
different men who ferried her between Afghani-
stan and Saudi Arabia like a piece of merchan-
dise to be sold to the highest bidder, Hdima
cannot even manage to tell her story: memories
are jumbled with fantasies, and no one redly

knows the tragic course of her existence. There
| meet Hasisa, a fifteen-year-old girl forced by
her father to marry a fifty-year-old man with a
wife and children; Hasisamanaged to flee Herat
and arrivein Kabul, where she was found by the
police in a pitiful, confused state and sert to the
shelter by the Ministry of Women' s Affairs. Zeba,
awoman of about 25, also fled from a husband
who beat her savagely, bringing along her two

children; she was pregnant at the time of her es-
cape and she gave birth in the shelter. Another
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young woman plays silently with her two chil-
dren, and another girl sits on the bed next to Ha-
sisa, holding her hand. The heart-rending nature
of their suffering takes my breath away; | hug
them, weep, and they comfort me by caressing
my eyes, taking my hands and kissing them as
one normally does with an older person to show
respect. The shelter is an anonymous building,
surrounded by ahigh wall, protected by an armed
guard, and located in a secret place; the guests
cannot see anyone and cannot have any interaction
with the outsde world, shut in asif they werein
prison, for reasons of safety; during the day they
attend a literacy course and do a bit of work to
fill hours that would otherwise be empty.

In Afghanistan, women who have been victims
of violence and have dared to rebel and escape
areforced to hide, to disappear, to giveup al their
emotiona ties in order to avoid prison, which
would be an even more traumatic experience.
According to the patriarchal laws sanctioned by
the Sharia, which the new congtitution does not
actudly abrogate, the crimina is not the man
who beats and rapes a woman, but the woman
who, by trying to escape this abusive rdation
ship, breaks with the established order and
therefore deserves the harshest of punishment
(stoning, repudiation, prison). Indeed, a recent
ruling by the Supreme Court, whose role is to
ensure that the Constitution is applied “with re-
spect for the sacred religion of Idam”, estab-
lished that the law alows the imprisonment of
women who have committed the “crime’ of
running away from home to escape sexual abuse
or aforced marriage. Afghan women are there-
fore the victims of profound ingtitutiona
schizophrenia: on the one hand, the Constitution
declares that “it is the State's duty to protect
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women's physica and psychologica safety
within the family”; and on the other, the “ sacred
rdigion of Idam”, in its most fundamentdist
form, legitimizes the abuse endured by women

in their families and punishes them when they

attempt to escape their torturers. The shelter is
the government’s attempt at mediation, to help
women without calling into question the Sharia,

according to which they are not people with
rights, but the property of men who have the
power of life and death over them. For this rea-
son, the shelter is set up like a penitentiary: the
woman who entersit isforced to cut off al rela-
tions with the outside world, accepting the in-
human verdict that deems her guilty. Halima,

Hasisa, Zeba, and the other women have es-
caped prison, but to stay alive, they must disap-
pear from the world, becoming invisble, van-
ishing into the shadow of a shelter which pro-
tects them without changing the traditional
mindset of their men, who ill do not under-
stand why abusing awoman isacrime and not a
right.

When | come out of the shelter | feel drained.

Farah, Afghanistan, March 13"

| reach Herat by plane, flying over the Paro-
pamisus mountain range, the western branch of
the Hindukush. The view from aboveisglorious:
a blinding successon of snow topped peaks
gleaming in the sunshine, and then barren pla-
teaus and endless plains which dilate your per-
ception of space. After the airport begins the
long, exhausting journey to Farah, the capital of
the province that goes by the same name, in the
western part of Afghanistan on the border with
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border with Iran. An eight-hour drive along an
impossible road, congantly interrupted by
mines, rutted by deep pits, wiped away by vio-
lent torrents that must be forged at full speed to
keep from getting swept away or stuck in the
mud. We travel dong with great difficulty,
looking for safe routes through fields and rocky
terrain in abreathtaking landscape where the de-
sert meets the mountains; here and there are vil-
lages of humble mud huts with domed roofs,
where the water, when it comes gushing up,
makes everything muddy, and long lines of
dromedaries dowly trudge in the distance.
Every so often we meet someonewho sitsin si-
lence on an isolated boulder and looks at the sky,
watching the movement of the clouds scudding
acrossit. We can't stop because the areais pa-
trolled by bands of robbers and by militiamenin
the service of some warlord; we have to keep
moving on and eschew every minor comfort.
We arrive in Farah at dusk and are greeted with
immense joy by the women of RAWA and their
supporters, who have been worrying about us all
day. Ther hospitdity is truly moving, full of
kindness and discretion; all the best things they
have arefor us. We are envel oped and sheltered
by their great desire to communicate, despite the
language difficulties, and a warm, respectful af-
fection. In the evening, under a sky strewn with
gstarsand lit by a horizontal diver of moon, we dll
gather together, men, women, and children, inthe
smdl inner courtyard (funduc) of the house, en-
closed by awall to protect the women from the
eyes of strangers, as is the custom in Afghani-
stan. We talk about ourselves, our families, our
children, our work, answering the questions of
the more uninhibited ones and drinking tchai (teg)
by the litre. Omar and Hassan, our young body-
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guards, who have nothing military about them,
watch over us carefully, joking with us and let-
ting ustake photographs. There' san atmosphere
of friendship and great familiarity, as if we had
awaysknown each other and were back together
after atime apart. Beforeretiring to bed, wetalk
about Maladai Joya, the pride of Farah. Sheisa
young socia worker, twenty-four yearsold, who
isan elected del egate to the Loya Jirga (national
assembly). During a plenary session (in January
2004) for the ratification of the Constitution, she
dared to say that many warlords (Fahim, Rab-
bani, Dostum, Sayyaf) do not deserve a sedt in
that assembly because they are criminals, and
should be brought to trid by an internationa court.
Having received degth thresats, she was protected
and defended by the women of Farah, newly lit-
erate and aware of their rights, who marched out
to demonstrate on her behalf, and are now fight-
ing a her side to promote the change of mindset
needed to achieve socid jugtice. Tomorrow we
will meet with her.

Farah, Afghanistan, March 14"

We set out early for the village of Rokhin, to visit
the Danish School run by RAWA and attended by
150 girls whose parents are apprehensive about
sending their daughters to the public school -
which is often impossible to reach, and a'so hap-
pensto operate poorly and patchily - becausethey
fear the threats of 1slamic fundamentalists who
often attack girls schools and set fire to them.
They greet us, reciting poems and singing songs
that celebrate the love of the Afghan people for
their homeland (watan). It's lovely to see these
atentive young pupils, who fed important ke
cause they have learned how to read and write,
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and who do so with pleasure; it ismoving to hear
them speak English to try to communiceate, to es-
tablish more direct contact with people who
have come from afar and who live in another
world. Later on, after drinking tchai and eating
sweets, pistachios and raisins with the women
who run the school, we go down into the court-
yard where the village chief is waiting for us,
accompanied by a dozen elders who are recog-
nized as wise men. Heisatal man with aregd
bearing, an intense face, and light-colored eyes,
come expressly to welcome us and thank us for
tackling such adifficult journey to arrivein Farah,
refusing to be intimidated by the risks. Together
wewill go to seethethree canalsRAWA hasre-
paired to bring water to over forty thousand people
andtoirrigatethefields, sothat many villagescan
grow whesat and vegetables. Under the scorching
sun we listen to this proud man tell the tragic
story of his country, from the Soviet invasion to
today, expressing his concern about the current
political stuation, which ensures neither secu-
rity nor democracy. | am struck by his lucidity
and impressed by his ability to bridge the past,
present, and future. “If we want a world of

peace,” he says firmly, “we must not forget that
Afghanigtan is part of this world. We must dis-
am the warlords, who also happen to entirely

control the opium trade; we must bring them be-
fore an internationa court for the crimes they

have committed. They are the true enemies of
peace, the ones who hide terrorists and sell our
country to the interests of foreign powers who
only care about using Afghanistan for its impor-
tant strategic position in the heart of Asia. Help
usin our vigil, and above dl, do not forget about
Afghanigan, which now risks bang plunged again
into chaos. Keep taking about my people, do

not leave us on our own.” These words fal like
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stones, and cannot go unheeded; they arewords
| have heard more than once in the observations
of many people we talked to.

But in the West, Afghanistan is no longer in the
headlines: we are supposed to believe that the
war against the Taliban has freed women from
the davery of the burga, that the country has
equipped itself with a Condtitution and is head-
ing towards democracy; above al, we are sup-
posed to believe that war brings peace and that
the type of intervention used in Afghanistan isa
mode that can adso be exported to Irag, and

wherever else they go to fight pre-emptive wars
to help oppressed people build afuture. | will have
no part in this depraved, immora game; with

the words of awitness who has seen and heard
for hersdf, | will tell anyone the other truth about
Afghanigtan: this isthe only way for meto remain
close to the women and men | have met here,

and to walk with them on a path which places
primary importance to everyone sright to livein
peace, free from poverty, fear, warfare, and furn-
damentalisn

Abud, Palestine, March 15"

It's about half past four. Someone knocks at the
door. It's a boy warning us that there are three
jeeps of soldiers in the village. We quickly go
down in the street with him and in a few sec-
onds we reach the spot a few yards away from
where we live. A small square in front of the
mosgue is occupied by two jegps and a hammer.
As soon as they see us (we are about ten yards
away from them, motionless), the soldiers g
proach us pointing their gunsat us. Therearetwo
of them, onewith dark hair and skin, the other one
reddish-headed, with glasses and officer stripeson
his shoulder-straps. This latter comes forward
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quickly and yells a us to clear out. In a few
seconds he reaches us and warns us not to take
photos. C. isfilming everything. The officer starts
jostling her. He' s beside himsalf. We ask him to
calm down, but he closesin on us. He wants our
documents: according to him we are hindering a
military operation. His comrade repeats every-
thing more calmly. Tenson is high. We keep our
point: we remind themthat we are just watching
and it would be illega to take away our video
cams and camera. The officer takesP.’ s passport
anyway. Behind him another soldier arriveswho
manages to cam him down a bit and take him
away from us. Then, dowly, they all go back to
their vehiclesand leave. We stop there with other
people present: children, women and two old men.
We ask afew questionsin order to reconstruct the
event. But immediately other children come to
call us because the jeegps have just moved uphill,
along the road leading into Abud. We can see
them, they are about fifty yards away from us.
They have lined up again and are pointing their
gunsat us. Even though we do not move towards
them, they warn us not to get close to them. We
stay were we are: C. isfilming and P. rings the
person responsiblefor thisdistrict on behaf of the
OCHA (the United Nations Office for the Co-
ordination of Humanitarian Affairs). Three sd-
diers suddenly move towards us. They are de-
termined and quick and come towards us. The
same ones as before. The red-headed one gets
close to us. He wants our documents. He starts
searching us and takes our passports and door
keysout of our pockets. He putseverythingin his
pocket. We protest, asit isabsolutely illegd. The
soldier sniggersand gives P. just abottle cap back.
He seems to be leaving, but then changes his
mind. He also wants the camera. He forces my
hand to take it away. Under hisgrasp I’ m forced
to let him teke it. But P. is ill holding anto it
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from the strap. The soldier pulls. He pulls vio-
lently, and almost brakes one of P.’sfingers. In
the end he manages to get hold of it and goes
back to the jeep with his comrades. A few min-
utes go by. Machines guns are still pointed at us
and at the other people present: people like any-
one else, who just happen to be in the street at
that time. In particular the children behind us
start fretting and screaming. Therisk isthat they
start throwing stones, but other adults and we
manage to avoid that. Tension is already quite
high. The soldiers keep stopping cars going by
and in the meanwhile they look at the photos on
our digital camera. Then they make asign for us
to go near them and go away. They leave the
two passports and the camera on alow wall for
us. But there's no sign of our door keys. They
leave dowly and stop further away so as to
block the entrance to the village. We reach them.
They are stopping all the vehicles coming out of
Abud. People are forced to get out of their cars
and advance with their arms up and documents
in their hands with guns pointed at them. We
cannot see one of the jeeps as clearly asthe oth-
ers, because the road goes downhill. Aswe get
closer we find out that behind that jeepthere’'sa
young man wearing a blue sweater with a red
stripe. He has his hands behind his back and is
kneeling down. A few minutes go by and he
disappears inside the jeep together with another
boy who was standing next to him. The vehicles
start their engines and leave Abud for good this
time. We follow them with our eyes. They can
till be seen clearly when ayoung man gpproaches
us. His brother has caled him from inside the
jeepjust to inform him that they are arresting him.
That's how we find out that the two they have
taken away are two young men, aged 28 and 22.
Itishalf past five.
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Kabul, Afghanistan, March 17"

Now comes the journey back to Italy. I'll be
stopping over in Idamabad and Rawalpindi and
then, via Jedda, I'll arrive in Milan. | think back
over my intense days in Afghanistan, and my
heart aches. As | look down at the mountains
from above, Latifa's face creeps into my mind;
in my body | can sill feel the warmth of her
embrace, and can see her waving at me. Latifa
is a woman from Farah who was plunged into
despair when her daughter was raped. She no
longer wanted to live, unable to bear the thought
that she had been powerless to protect her. She
managed to overcome the pain that had para-
lysed her, through the help of other women who
recognized her ability and asked her to run the
school. In Farah she was aways by my side,

alert and solicitous, awaysready to help mewith
problems and anxious that | was eating enough.
Latifa wears a long, heavy veil that covers her
entire body without hiding her face, which isin-
tensely beautiful. Her dark eyes are quickened
by a glimmer of light. We have no shared lan-
guage to communicate in, but we have our liv-
ing, empathic, intuitive bodies to help us per-
ceive and convey emotionsand feelings. Thelast
evening, in Farah, we walk together in the dark
of the night, made somewhat brighter by the
faint glow of the stars shining high above in an
immense sky. | paint to the sky and say, in Ital-
ian, the word for stars; she smiles, repests it,

pulls me to her to keep me from fdling in ahole,
and then points to the sky herself and says the
word “astora’ in the Dari language, or at least
thisis the sound | heard. In the morning, when
we have to take leave of each other, she gathers
me into a warm embrace, strokes my face and
kisses me five times; | am crying and she smiles
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at me with infinite tenderness, then places her
right hand on her heart, and | repeat her gesture.
“Hodo offis, Latifa, tashacor”: “goodbye, Latifa,
thank you”.

Al Tuwani, Palestine, March 22"

This morning the Palestinian shepherds from Al
Tuwani found their pastures had been poisoned
with tiny green granules: barley grainsboiled with
rat-poison and carefully placed under the bushes,
over an area of about five acres. That area bor-
ders the outpost of Havat Ma on, and is not far
away from the Ma on settlement. They are both
inhabited by reigious-nationdistic settlers, the
political-religious faction that has threatened the
Israeli prime Minister Ariel Sharon with degth.

Erevan, Armenia, March 24"

The Armenian capital has two navels: the first
one snksin the horrible emptinessleft behind by
the genocide, nowadays al made of lava stone,
at the centre of a hill covered in trees, and visi-
ble from &l directions; the second one shinesin-
accessible, just inside the Turkish border, with
its five thousand metres of light and the arc for-
gotten under its stones. Everybody’ s got the most
naive, and yet beautiful, dream: seeing at last the
obscure side of the Ararat, an ‘elsewhere’ that
founds and nourishes, a ghost that opens every
Armenian’s sad look towards the future.

The rest of the city has a vertical body, pink-
coloured due to tuff, and as grey as any other
city which has been sfted by Soviet architec-
ture. Since the Soviet Union collapsed, factories
have been rusting, and so has the atomic power
plant, smoking and spreading energy on the
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stony edges of the city suburbs. When they tried
to turn it off, since it was outdated and unkempt,

amost five thousand people froze to death and

starved, while dogs gathered in packs, in order to
hunt both the living and the dead. Asin Sargjevo
during the Bosnian war, trees and benchesbecame
ashes in stoves, and dogs ended up in common

graves, exterminated one by one. The best solution
wasto start the plant up again, asa steam engine
in a futuristic landscape, which provides bread

and fire, pumping its fuel out of the ground.

Erevan, Armenia, March 25™, 1.38pm

Armeniaitself is fue for western countries and
for Vladimir Putin, who is now darting along the
al-holesroad, escorted and greeted by policemen
standing at attention; people are distracted, they
eat cakes made with condensed must and nuts,
they exchange afew words about the good sea-
son being late, they elegantly wipe their dusty
shoes with clean handkerchiefs, or walk on sti-
letto heels even with minus ten degrees centi-
grade and snow everywhere.

Echmiadzin, Armenia, March 27", Easter unday

Intheyear 301 AD Saint Gregory, imprisoned by
the king Trintete 11, saved the latter from medness
The king was converted, and turned Echmiadzin
into the Vatican of thefirst Catholic Country. The
restisgrief and pain: there camethe Persians, the
Sdjuk Turks, the Mongols, the Ottoman Turks
and then Tsarist Russia and, again, the ‘young
Turks': there came 1915 and one and ahalf mil-
lion white deaths. Hitler hoped the same would
happen with the Jews. men forget, he said, they
have other fish to fry: to cook, for example, and
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to work, build bridges, think about the future.
Here, inside the church, the future smells of in-
cense and wears colourful clothes. A tiaraand a
the crosier, abrocade mantle and massrecited in
the ancient Armenian language of thekatholikos,
celebrated with the priest’ s back on the faithful,
asit used to be before our “Vatican the second”,
al sung and moving, with lots of people coming
and going al the time, and lighting little yellow
candles and praying on their own, while state
televison is filming everything, even president
K otcharian and his wife, contrite and on bended
kneesin the first row.

Spitak, Armenia, March 28"

This mountain village, rebuilt after the 1988
earthquake, displays Swiss roofs, thin walls, bit-

terly cold temperatures and an Itaian school,

which an industrious Sicilian wanted, and in
which ceramist masters from abroad teach chil-

dren the art of pottery. We had our lunch served
by the janitor, awoman in her fortieswith aface
at peace, who spoke about her son at university

with pide, “among the best computer science
students in the capita” she told us, as she was
waiting for her turn to have lunch. She smiled,

saying nothing of her husband’ s death under the
debris, or of any other thought that might disturb
the atmosphere. Our driver regretfully showedus
his international football referee licence: alittle
impoliteness against the president’ s team, some-

thing like a penaty not awarded or some other

trifle put him off side, perhaps forever. He, too,

dreams of Switzerland. Or of Italy, and of cross-
ing it in black shorts together with Mr. Callina,

“the best referee in the world”.

A few milesfurther north, before reaching Spitak,
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too much snow hindered entry to an isolated vil-
lage. A funeral train had been waiting for three
daysatacrossroadsfor atractor to clear theroad.
Our guide' sgrandmother livesthere, too, but time
tovigt her, our time, isthat of the western world:
it was just impossible to remain in the white of
such await, with so many thingsto do, so many
monasteriesto vist. Better go down to the schooal,
and see good luck with our own eyes.

Erevan, Armenia, March 31%

What strikes you mogt, after having visited a
dozen monasteries scattered around the most
isolated places in Armenia, is their building uni-
formity, the monotonous succession of arches
and columns, the repetition of vaults and empty
grey surfaces. What impressed me was some-
thing else; for example, the fact that sacred
buildings bore inscriptions with hostile symbols
on their stones, in order not to be destroyed by
invading populations: low-relieves of the Virgin
Mary with Mongolian features, Persian embra-
dery, Idamic spires, and even Jewish symbols:
“As a precaution” our locd guide, a former
Russian soldier or who knows what, explained,
perfectly mixing history and legend. History
and legend also merge in our guide’ s narration
in the museum of proto-Christian manuscripts,
in the city centre, among which what stands out
is the transcription in the Armenian aphabet of
the doctrine of Aristotelian Categories, a text
which, not by any accident, looks into the rela-
tionship between word and concept, and formu-
lates the first significant definition of ousia,
which is one and aways identica to itsalf, d-
though it may take on opposng definitions.
Also Armeniais, in its peopl€' s conscience, one
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and always identical to the origind one, the Ur-
Armenia, kept together by three big lakes, of
which nowadays only one belongs to it: it is
Sevan Lake, of which Mandd’ &am gave aperfect
description seventy years ago: “A magnificent
wind of fresh waters bursting and howling into
one's lungs. The speed of the clouds increased
every minute and the surf... hurried to compose
by hand, in the haf hour it was allowed, a huge
Gutenberg Bible, under agloomy frowning sky”.

Erevan, Armenia, April 1%

In nineteenth-century painting, Armeniaappears
as anidand lowered into a Géricault foamy sea;
in twentieth-century paintings, instead, what pre-
vails is an astonished people and love for French
avant-gardes. Outside the museum, adeluge: the
demolition of every aesthetical memory and fac-
tories that are like cavities inside the mouth of a
deeping body, in which, however, an extraord-
nary vitality springs up unexpectedly, and cre-
ates little markets and kind gestures, anew look,
smilesand voluptuous dancesin small restaurants,
in the evening.

At the Old Erevan, accompanied by drums, by the
reeds of theduduk and by the singing of amous-
tached Orpheus, Eurydiceis dancing. Rilke once
asked himsdlf: “Singing's being. For the God not
daunting. / But when are we?’. And replied:
“Dancer: oh you transition/ of dl that’ stransient
into action: you did it here! / And the whirl at
the end, that tree made of motion, / did it not take
control of the whole sweeping year?’.

This evening, while I'm having dinner with
friends here at the Old Erevan, the meaning of
everything unfolds and | need nothing else.
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Milan, Italy, April 2™ Germana Pisa

Now | know how one may fedl. It's been like a kad Whjtjla, Pope Jom
deep feding of oppression, somewhere around Paul 11, dies.
the heart, akind of tiredness. It' slasted dl day and
was persistent. | thought that’ swhat it may belike.
And | got scared. Asit usualy happensto mein
such situations, | went on as if nothing was the
matter, | didn’t rest: I’ ve dwaysthought that the
awareness of death must be fought with life. But
the warning has come and now | know what it's
like. It had aready happened beforeand I’ d been
scared then, too. At that time, | was breathless,
open-mouthed, for long moments, and couldn’t
catchit again, my breath, | mean. | can remember
thinking that's what it would be like when... It
may be very different, though, and maybe neither
of the two things | mentioned resembles it, and
actudly it will probably not belikethat at al, how
do we know, but what is exceptiona is the fact
that | felt sure about it, that that's what it'll be
like, | mean. You tell yoursalf that death doesn’t
frighten you at al and you aso tdl yoursdf some
o those bdoved dl-ime phrases such as: death is
just one aspect of life, death isjust the other side
of life... And it'safact that that’swhat it’slike
and that rationally, therefore, it is accepted. But
then, when your breath just comesto a halt and
becomesahiccup, it al cracks up, dl your certain
ties go to pieces, and you immediately imagine
that you won't have time to do al the things
you'd like to do, and you won't have time to
make up for things, and that’s the worst thing,
maybe even worse than suspended breathing. It's
been likethat, al day long, asense of heavinesson
my heart which would not leave and which | can
il feel now, at intervals, and | gtrive to smile
and tell mysdlf these are just fantasies.
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New York, April 2™

It is pouring with rain today and a strong wind is
blowing. There is a sort of storm. Everything is
grey, maybe because of the constant smog and the
presat weether conditions A drange sene of s
ness hes kept me company snce this moming, even
though it is the weekend and | am not working. |
am ddintdy a Meditaraneen sod ad | nesd od-
ous demn ar and andhine | am anoking a dgarette
on my bdoony, on the twdfth floor. | am watching
the perennial traffic, | can hear theroar of the city,
the thousands ydlow taxis dlidng avay bdow me
the sirens of these super-zealous American fire
fighters. Suddenly, | am taken by surprise by a
small white balloon softly flying with its string
gill hanging from it. It enters my visua field dl
of a sudden from the right and | can seeit asit
fliesover thetraffic. It is poetic. | smileand find
mysf tdking to mysf ad therking | don't know
who for this instant of delicate grace.

Paris, April 2™

Spring is coming back. At about five in the
morning the chattering of the sparrowswelcomes
daybreak, it tones down as a car goes by and be-
gins again even louder immediately after. At

seventhe birds are quiet and the workers arrive,
those who areworking in the nearby building ste.
They aredl Arabs, dways perfectly ontime: they
enter a prefab, then come out wearing the regu-
lation helmet, and their guttura voices resonate
loudly in the street. Work gets organized as a
dance, and will lagt till the evening, its rhythm

marked by orders shouted by the foremen froma
kind of platform. The building is ill a a base-
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ment stage, two floors below road level. From
my window | can see the small men in the dis-
tance, liketiny and interchangeable ants. If they
lift their heads they must see passers-by in the
sameway, too, asif they were on another planet.
During their midday break, they eat in smal
groups, with their helmets lying on the ground

next to them. At exactly one o'clock the con+
crete mixer starts humming again and the hustle
and bustle starts again, too. When daylight starts
dimming and voices reach me closer through

my open window, | know that the workers are
in the street again and they will soon leave. The
day isending. It isthetimewhen swifts, just back
from Africawhere they spent winter, start clea-
ing the sky before darkness comes.

Kabul, Afghanistan, April 6

Peshawar, Pakistan. It's seven o’'clock in the
morning and Rashid, our Pekistani driver, is
waiting for us in front of the guesthouse to take
usto the Torkham border between Pakistan and
Afghanistan. We need to arrive in Kabul by this
evening; it'sonly 160 kilometers from Peshawar,
but the journey is very long. Simona and Jody,
my companions, are wondering why we have to
get up at dawn to travel such a short way. From
their point of view they're right; looking at the
map you wouldn't think so, but it takes about ten
hours to drive those 160 kilometers. | remember
theroad well, eventhough | travelled it only once,
last year.

The air is dill cool at this time of the morning,
and Peshawar, usually swetering hot, noisy, full
of traffic, dust, voices, honking horns, and street
markets, is just beginning to stir; the roads are

p. 83

Laura Quagliolo

After sixty years, the bus
link between the side un-
der Padgan conrd and
that under Indian control
in Kashmir has ben re
dored. For mary inhabi-
tats of that regionitisa
chanceto seefriendsand
relatives again. Four Is-
lamic separatist groups
hae threstened “We will
tunthebusssino oofing’.



almost deserted, apart from afew carsand afew
donkeys pulling carts.

We stop off at the officefor thetribal areas, asort
of embassy, to get our permit stamped and to pick
up our bodyguard.

Thetribal areas (the so-called Agencies) are cer-
tain borderlands between Pakistan and Afghani-
stan which are not under the control of any nation,
and answer only to the laws of the tribes inhab-
iting them. All foreigners who want to travel
through these territories must pay a bodyguard
who serves as a safe conduct, vouching for their
safety solong asthey do not get out of the car or
move away from it.

The city of Peshawar seems never to end, andup
to the Khyber Passthereisan unbroken string of
dusty, crowded markets, mud houses, refugee
camps, and long rows of freight containers in
which all kinds of business and trade are carried
on. The Khyber is a 53-kilometer mountain pass
through the Hindukush mountains which sepa-
rates Pakistan from Afghanistan; merchandise,
traffic, and armies have travelled over it for
centuries.

Our bodyguard isaboy of around nineteen; heis
pleasant and curious, spesks a little English and
asks what our names are, wants to know what
wedoin Italy, how old we are, why we're going
to Afghanistan. “ Afghanistan is a country full of
danger, it's not a safe place,” he tells us.

| think of everything I've read about the tribal
areas - members of the Taliban and a-Qaeda
militants fleeing the American war find refuge
inthese regions, thereisaflourishing drug traffic,
and enormous quantities of weapons are manufac-
tured (all more or lessin broad daylight) - and |
smileto myself. | notice the uneasiness hiswords
provoke in my travelling companions, both of
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them new to this experience.

In the tribal areas you don’'t see many women,

and all of them are strictly covered by burgas or
draped in heavy velils; the villages are enclosed by
mud walls pierced by loopholes. Here and there
afew children appear, squatting at the side of the
road, or shepherds with their flocks.

At ten o’ clock we arrive at the Torkham border
where we have an appointment with Abdul, the
Afghan driver who will accompany usto Kabul.

The Torkham border looks like a circle out of

Dante' sInferno, anddidtsintensefedingsof rage
mixed with asense of powerlessness. The border
isarusty blue gate, each side of it swarming with
busy humanity. People changing money on the
black market, cooking bread and food in black,
greasy pots, selling beverages, and then there are
the dives mecdhants mechenics cutoms offices
military border stations, even a crumbling motel,

and dozens of ragged, barefoot childrenwho for a
few rupeeswill carry the bags of peoplewho mugt
crossthe border, and crowd around you begging,
old women with hunched backs who stretch out
their hand beneath a ragged burga, asking for

spare change, soldiers who lash the children for
nothing, children scuffling, linesof trucks carrying
ubdievable loeds families with countless dhildren
in tow, children dragging sacks heavier than they
are, and then, covering everything and everyone,
clouds and clouds of yellow dust.

Gazes linger on us, as Westerners, as outsiders;

the soft, shrewd eyes of the children make me
want to stay for hours to listen to their stories.

Where does it find shelter in the evening, this
crowd of suffering humanity that swarmsaround
the border during the day? | feel a redoubled

anguish and rage that the world reserves such a
harsh fate for these people.
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Abdul, our Afghan driver, hasn't arrived yet,
and this is making me a hit anxious. the worgt
stretch of the road is still ahead of us, and it's
amost eeven.

We passthetimein acorner, surrounded by chil-
dren. The boy we ‘engaged’ to carry our baggage
over the border isn’t about to let go of us, and is
fighting with the others; a Pakistani policeman
arrives and scatters them, lashing out with astrap.
After afew secondsthey crowd around usagain,
shouting, asif nothing had happened.

Finaly Abdul arrives, ayoung Hazara man who
shakes my hand, smilesat me, and apologizesfor
being late; he' singtantly forgiven. With himishis
cousin, who will drive the car for the entire jour-
ney. | understand why they’ re late: they got aflat
tire. “Not surprising on aroad like that,” | think.
Before setting out again, Abdul and hiscousin are
gtill tinkering around with the wheels of the car,
and | can see that they’re worried. And indeed,
after not more than twenty kilometersof dirt road
and potholes we are stopped again with another
flat tire. “ Psssssssssss...” . Another changeof tire
and we start off once more in the heat and dust.
Abdul, perhapstrying to do us afavor, opensthe
sunroof and a dense cloud of dust blows into the
car, covering us and everything else. “Close it,
Abdul, closeiit,” we beg, “we can ded with the
heat, but not the dust!”

Now we have to get to Jalaabad at dmost a
walking pace and try to find replacement inner
tubes for two tires, and it won't be easy; nothing
iseasy in Afghanistan. The shopsfor spare parts
are black, dusty freight containers, like almost all
the other shops; only a few items are on sale,
never new, and looking like they got there by
chance. Some have an inner tube, some a few
tires, some a sparkplug, some arearview mirror.
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“Abdul, do you think we can make it to Kabul by
this evening?’ | ask. “Inshalah” (God willing),
he answers. What does he mean, inshallah?And
where will we stay the night if we don't get to
Kabul?1 decideto stifle my very Western anxiety
and trust in fate.

Finally, after another hour has gone by, and we' ve
made the rounds of all the shopsin Jalalabad that
sd| spare parts, finding everything we need in the
event of another puncture, we set off again.
Jolting over the potholes in the road, we focus
on the landscape: gorgeous, deep green valleys
crossed by the Kabul river, which is dmost in
flood, evay 0 often a srdl village of mud housss
and everywhere caravans of Kuchi, Afghan no-
mads, who are headed kack up the mountains
with their dromedaries, flocks, and household
possessions. The Kuchi women wear brightly
coloured clothing, their arms and neck adorned
with heavy silver jewelry; they wear no burgas,
only a veil; they’ve never worn burgas and no
one' s ever raised any objections. Even Afghani-
stan has its contradictions.

| notice that the fields of opium poppies that
bordered the entire road last year have disap-
peared, undoubtedly moved somewhere else
nearby. In the last three years Afghanistan has
once again become the world’ s largest producer
of opium (and the opium trade generates 80 per-
cent of the country’s GNP), despite the fact that
the Constitution passed in 2004 forbids its culti-
vation and sale.

| aso notice that most of the mined areas aong
the road, easily recognized due to rocks painted
red, have been cleared to alow the road to be
paved; now the red rocks have been replaced by
white ones. Who knows whether in a year or
two it will be possible to travel to Kabul on a
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paved road. It's hard to believe, given the condi-
tions of ingtability and insecurity the country is
experiencing, but the hope remains.

We move on, over potholes and through dusty
tunnels. It's amost evening, and we're about to
approach the last stretch of steep turns leading
to Kabul, which is 1800 meters above sea levdl,
surrounded by mountains. We' Il betherein about
an hour. It's starting to get dark, and in the dark-
ness the gorges we are crossing have a sinister
look to them. We're tired, dusty, famished, and
our driversare much worse off than we are, since
they’ ve driven this road both ways.

WEe re happy to bein Kabul again; tomorrow we
can embrace our Afghan friends, and seeing them
isworth any effort.

Harrisburg, Pennsylvania, April 8"

Beforeleaving Palestine, after working with 1ISM
[International Solidarity Movement], | predicted
that the hardest work would begin upon my re-
turn home [see: “Here”, no. 10, p. 110] - sharing
my experience, exposing the ugliness of occu-
pation, providing an dternative Jewish voice to
that of mainstream American Jewish mythmaking
and denidl. | aso had promises to keep - prom-
ises to the Pdedinians ad to fdlow-1ISVie's whom
| left behind - that | would tell their stories; that
| would send others to take my place.

Back in Harrisburg, PA, my first dose of redlity
came when my local newspaper said that they
would only do a story about my 1SM experience
aslong asit wasnot ‘paliticd’. | wasstunned. As
long asit was not politica ? Everything is paliticdl,
even breghing, and | didn't sse them avaiding thet.
Thereason they gave wasthat they took too much
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flak from members of “the community” when-
ever they published anything that was*“ perceived”

as pro-Paedtinian. | knew exactly which com
munity they werereferring to and | find it shame-
ful that within my Jewish community there are
such ideologica bullies and thugs.

| came away from Palestine with afedling of full-
ness, aswell asasense of emptiness. Thefullness
came from all the graciousness and kindness |

experienced from the Palestinians. Arab hospi-
tality is no misnomer. | was also deeply inspired
by their resilience and their ability to maintain

hope and dignity in the presence of daily humilia-
tions and gross injustice.

| spent much of the winter hibernating, reflect-
ing, reading, and trying to pinpoint the source of
my fedling of loss. | finally redlized that it was
my hopefor ajust peacefor the Palestinian people
that had perished - and | was grieving. | see so
many parallds between what Isradl is doing to

the Palegtinians and what we, the US, did to our
Native American population. My fear isthat un-
less|srael does acomplete about-face, and soon,

those Pal estinians who are not murdered or eth-
nically cleansed (42% of Israelis openly advo-
cate transfer) will end up on Bantustan-likeres-
ervations, broken and beholden for their mere
existence to any meager scrapsthat Isragl might
throw to them.

Amazingly, the loss of hope has only made me
more committed to activism for the Palestinian

people. In addition to its long-standing tradition
of socid justice and ethics, Judaismisaso are-
ligion of obligation. | think the ancient rabbis must
have known that there would be timeswhen hope
would be hidden andlar gpesr to be log, ad thet's
where obligation comesin. How onefeel s about
agtuation or issueisirrelevant - oneisobligated
to do what isright - in this case, to stand in soli-
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darity with, and for, the Paestinians. In the ab-
sence of hope there is dbligation.

Recently, I’'ve been speaking to a number of

groups, primarily collegesand universities, aswell

as churches and peace groups, about my experi-
ence in Pdedine I've devdoped a vary good Power-
Point presentation, complete with maps and pic-
tures, and I’ m giving a copy of the documentary,
Peace and Propaganda in the Promised Land,
to every group that brings meto spesk - it’ ssuch
an important and powerful film about the media
biasin the USregarding the | srag-Pal estine con
flict. Most of the people in my audiences have
little or no clue as to what istaking place in Pa-
estine, financed by their tax dollars- their source
of newsis the corporate media, which isterribly
danted and biased. But, I’m finding that students
ask the most probing questions - they have such
a hunger to know and understand the world
around them.

| make it a point in my presentations to say, at
least twice, that | in no way condone suicide
bombings, that | am a pacifist, and that the rea-
son | chose to work with 1ISM was because they
are anon-violent action & resistance group. De-
gte my adamat dsavowds of videncg the ques
tion invariably comes up, “So, do you judtify
suicide bombers?’. At the suggestion of afriend
who is a professonal storyteller, | have taken to
writing a statement on the board at the very be-
ginning of my presentations: | DO NOT CON-
DONE SUICIDE BOMBINGS! | call attention
to it and it remains there, as my backdrop, dur-
ing the presentation. I’ m finding that people hear
sdlectively and I'm also convinced that there are
those who simply do not want to hear - mainte-
nance of their myths is more important than any
fact that threatens to dispel those myths. | have
to admit that | can muster little patiencefor those
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whose minds and hearts are closed by choice -
especialy when there are countless others out
there who, despite being ill informed about the
| srael-Palestine issue, desire to understand and
learn - those are the people | want to reach.

Finaly, my thoughts keep returning to my Paes-
tinian coordinators - how they risk their security
and ther lives on a daily bass to work non-
violently with |SM becausethey “have ahopefor
peace’. ItisMohamed, and Qusai, and Sami, who
inspire me. Maybe through the continued efforts
of the codition of Hope and Obligation, a just
peace will be realized. The hard work continues.

April 9". On Deir Yassin
and the Jewish Future.
Rememberingand resging

by Marc Ellis

Remembering is a complex act of association,
highlighting, forgetting, recalling and most of al
reconfiguring areality that existswithin us but no
longer outside of us. That iswhy meeting anold
friend or vigiting a neighbourhood familiar to our
childhood is strange and invigorating. And some-
times disorienting. Memory transports us back to
times that were more innocent, when possibility
was the redlity, and when the world as we know
it in adulthood or old age was still far away.
Thisistrueif we are lucky. If our world was not
filled with vidence ad arodty. If proteive wals
and the comfarting ams of mather and father were
experienced rather than sounds of war and there-
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dity of didocation and death at an early age.
Oncethe cycle of violence and atrocity isforced
upon us, it comesinside of us, likeathief who has
entered ahomeand remains. Violenceand atrocity
are shedows tha never leave even when a pason is
rdeased from its daily ondaught, the shadow
remans egpeddly if the person hes log a loved
one, becomes a refuges, loses her land and plece and
the smells of the flowers and the countryside that
enters into our being and make us who we are.
People have memoriesthat are so intimate, multi-
layered and deeply buried that often it takes a
trained psychologist to pry them free. What we
remember and how we remember is personal,
sometimes without rhyme or reason, eclectic, ur
predictable, random. Sometimes we remember
beauty when dl around us wes udliness ad some-
times our memories are bitter when, in compari-
son with others, our lives were blessed.

Bad times can be remembered as good and the
best of times can carry a sadness that is unre-
lenting. Often our memories carry so much fedl-
ing and they come to us at the oddest, most in-
appropriate of times. When the present demands
our full attention, memory can leave us unfo-
cused, likeadream in deep or thefeeling of fore-
boding when we awake.

Memory is not smply individua, for a commu-
nity, too, carries memory. Like the individud,
collective memory is made up of imagesthat are
reflective, that beseeches redlities that no longer
exist or are now in an dtered state. Individuas
have contours to their lives, landscapes of birth
and family and childhood. Communities have
contours as well, landscapes that are geography
and adture ad rdigion. In catan times and places
acommunal sense becomes accentuated ininter
sty and duration, heralding the arrival of a sense
of people-hood.
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Memory is persona and collective: a people re-
membersitsliberations and its defests, itstimein
the land ad its exile from the land. In that memory
are villages and towns and cities, the lay of the
land, the call of religion and even the smells so
particular to and varied in different lands.
Especidly in exile.

So much of theworldisin exile. And yet our own
exileisthe memory welive with. We may witness
other exiles, we may note them as terrible and
tragic, but they are someone d8s expaiance they
are not our memory. What does memory mean?
For what reason do we recollect? s our memory
only our own? What is the difference between
individua and collective memory? What should
we do with our memories? Should we speak of
them or hide them? Caress or distance ourselves
from them? Arethey for family or friends? Should
they be used publicly for peace or for war? Should
memory pacify or militarize us? Is memory a
bridge to ourselves and to others?

So often memory becomes a blunt instrument
used to avenge a hurt remembered. Can it also
be a way of embrace, a way of overcoming, a
way of receiving and extending the possibility
of hope, even, and especialy, when the path for-
ward is clouded with the continuing cycle of vio-
lence and atrocity? Can memory become a path
of forgiveness, aforgivenessthat doesnot forget,
does not excuse and does not bury the memory
of hurt and violation, but one which ingsts on a
justice that is compassionate and discerning?

It isherethat forgiveness may leaveits piety and
become revolutionary. Justice is not al of life
ad it does nat dimrete the pain of vidaion Js
tice moves the tainted memory to another level,
beyond revenge and hate and beyond a spoken
forgivenessthat isnot lived out intheworld. Like
memory, the experience of revolutionary forgive-
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ness is persona and collective. It represents a
hedling of the interior, of the landscape of indi-
viduds and a people. It is a caling out that vio-
lation is wrong and that a world without viola-
tion is possible, and that even with the difficulty
of achieving thisinapersona and collectiveway,
it is our only hope. As much as language and
thought, the possibility of revolutionary forgive-
ness distinguishes us from the anima kingdom.
It is the substructure of beauty and compassion.
It isapath that we all recognize. It may be con-
nected to the millennia quest for God.

For without revolutionary forgiveness, how can
we meke ssne of our inteior lives where pedt ad
presat, love ad hut, despar and hope inteminge
asamulti-layered redity that seeks oneness? How
can we meke sne of our joumeys as communities
ad peopes without this sashility, somehow rec-
andling the disparities found in any ancient jour-
ney that is at the same time contemporary?
What keeps us from this revolutionary forgive-
ness? What blocksthat longing of the human heart
ad the adledive imeginetion? Why do we twm our
back on the reconciliation that offers healing and
pesce, the redoration of the ardinary thet within the
cycleof violence and atrocity is so extraordinary?
A psychologist might say denial, especially when
the traumahas been so stark. But denid isnot only
thetraumaasit wasthen, but asit isremembered
now. Thetraumathen and now isalso contextual,
depending on what has been done and what is
being done with that trauma. As a Jew and part
of the first generation raised after the mass
daughter, the generation that hel ped to namethe
suffering of European Jewry as the Holocaust,
that traumais obvious. Asachild, and even now
as an adult, the memory of that sufferingiswithin
and aound me But why, then, the difficlity anong
Jews, adifficulty that hasincreased over theyears,
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in recognizing the suffering of Palestinians?
Today Pdegtinian and Isradli scholars dike ac-
knowledge that something terrible happened to
the Palestinians in 1948. And more than a few
Jews recognize that something terrible is hap-
pening to Palestinianstoday. Why then isthisthe
province of thefew rather than acollective awak-
ening? And why does thisvanguard of Jews, Jews
of conscience, many of them who relate to Pal-
estinians as brothers and sistersin struggle, exist
in exile from the Jewish community rather than
fom its core, its founddtiondl outreech to the world,
asawitnessto our history of traumaand our own
desireto be healed and live in justice and peace?
Why do we as a people not recognize Deir Y as-
sn as foundationa to Jewish life? For without
this recognition our future will be consigned to
the category of empires that once persecuted us
as Jews. Why is Jewish leadership in the poaliti-
ca, religious and academic worlds so complicit
in this cycle of violence and atrocity against the
Paestinian people, by slencing Jewish dissent,
by lobbying for policies of power and might, and
by denigrating those Palestinians who are strug-
gling for freedom and justice? Why is this com-
plicity rewarded in American and British soci-
ety with status and honors and why is rabbinic
employment and career advancement often de-
pendert on the slence of the rabldis on this isue? Is
this complicity out of fear or ignorance or sim-
ply the desire for power? Does it come from a
memory of traumaand therefusal to ever again be
vulnerable to the ‘other’ ? Is this ‘other’, in this
casethe Paledtinian, now atwin, carrying atrauma
that is too similar to our own, one that we are
causing? Do we fed that recognizing our twin
somehow diminishes or implicates us? Perhaps
this non-recognition is a form of protection that
has become paradoxicaly a safe haven for the
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Jewish people. Our own suffering and innocence,
which continues even in empowerment, isaplace
where accountability is absent, where Jews are
above the law and beyond the reach of even our
own conscience.

That isthereason for thewall of denia in memory
and the wall of separation being built today in

Isradl. Itisawall that ultimately is self-protection
from the haunting images of a suffering which

we are causing. It isaspiritua and physica wall

that guards us against our own indictment. Itisa
wall that seeks to partition the memory of Deir
Y assin asamemory apart from us, amemory that
informs us, at inconvenient times and places, of
the trauma we have caused and the need for our
confession as we have sought the confession of
those who transgressed against us. Would our
confession set usfree? A confessionisadealing
with memory just as the wall is. A memoria at
Deir Yassin would be for Palestinians what the
Holocaust museum isfor Jews. But it would so
be for Jews. Would any Jew think that the Holo-
caust memorials around the world are just for

Jews? Arethey not also for the perpetrators and
bystanders as a permanent memory of injustice
and its cost to future generations? A formative
event of suffering is not only formative for the
victim; it is formative for the perpetrator aswell.

Deir Yassinisto beremembered by Paestinians
in light of Palestinian history and the future. It
also needsto be remembered by Jewsfor Jewish
history and a future.

For can there be a Jewish future within empire?
Can we speak of what it meansto be Jawishinthe
context of conguering another people? Jewish

articulation has aways contested empire, evenin
the Biblicd period, and contemporary Jewish
life is built around struggles for justice and in-
cluson in so many fields and movements. Even
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the violence againgt Palestinians is argued less
in terms of empire than self-defense and terror.

But as those who are known for critical thought,

itisdifficult to believethat Jawsdon't seethrough
this rhetoric.

| have often wondered how Jewsjustify themem-
ory lapsethat equatesthe Paestinian struggle with
Israel and the Nazi assault against the Jewish

people. And how Jews, even many in the peace
movement, speak of the need for Palestinians to
guarantee Jewish security. Have they lost their
ability to think or has their memory entered a
place of denid that limits thought and compas-
sion? Is this deliberate, like a smoke-screen, or
so deeply felt that there seemsto be no other way
to understand theredlity asit istoday than interms
of power and aggresson? And why can some Jews
understand while others cannot?

Recently, severd reflectionshave appeared inthe
Isradli press that remind us of this complexity. |

cite three of these.

First, an article in “Ha aretz” described a group
of Danish educatorswho had traveled to Jerusa-
lem for a two-week seminar at Yad Vashem's
International School of Holocaust Studies. There
they met with the noted Holocaust scholar Ye-
huda Bauer, who commented on the possibility

that the state of Israel might commit genocide
againg the Palegtinian people. “Am | to under-
stand that you think Isragl could commit geno-
cide on the Pl estinian people?’ asked one young
educator, somewhat taken aback. “Yes’ answered
Bauer. “Just two days ago, extremist settlers
passed out flyers to rid Arabs from this land.

Ethnic cleansing results in mass killing.” Bauer
added that Isragli polls showed a high percent-
age of Paledtinianswant to get rid of Jews. Bauer
concluded: “What we have here between Isradlis
and Palestiniansis an armed conflict - if oneside
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becomes stronger there is a chance of genocide.
Fortunately, both sdesare very strong and good at
killing each other so you redlize you can't get rid
of each other and must come to some sort of
political solution”.

Second, a reflection by a Jewish peace activist,
Gila Svirsky, titled The Great Wall of Denial,
addresses the horrors of the recent Israeli ac-
tions in the West Bank and Gaza in some detall
and asks why Israglis do not seem able to u+
derstand what is happening to Palegtinians. She
cites three reasons: the media which report the
facts and figures but does not convey the suffer-
ing behind the ‘iron fist’ policies; the Pdestin-
ian “violence againg Israeli civilians’ that pro-
videsthe cover for Israglisto focus on “our own
pain and fear”; and the politica and rabbinica
leaders who engage in “fear-mongering” and
dehumanization of the other. Overall, Svirsky
thinks it might be the problem of those who
have been abused, abusing others. Svirsky con
dudes with a lameat about the dfficuty of bresk-
ing through the wall of denia. A new campaign
among acoalition of Israeli peace groups hasthe
dogan “Don’t say you didn’'t know...” in refer-
ence to the German claims of ignorance during
the Holocaust. “And yet with al this effort, will
we be able to break through the Great Wall of
Denid?

Finaly, an Og-ed piece by the Isradli politician
Shulamit Aloni, a former Knesset member and
government minister, istitled Murder of aPopula-
tion Under Cover of Righteousness. Aloni isre-
sponding to a previous commentary that claims
the Isradli government cannot commit genocide
against the Palestinians because Isradl is a de-
mocracy and heir to the tradition of Jewish eth-
ics. The term genocide immediately suggests a
comparison with the Holocaust, and Aloni te-
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gins her response with a provocative statement:

“We do not have gas chambers and crematoria,

but there is no fixed method of genocide”. After
citing the brutal nature of recent Isradli military
actions, Aloni writes of Isragli children being
indoctrinated in religious schools with the notion
that Arabs are Amalek and therefore, asin the
Biblical story, need to be destroyed. Aloni cites
a rabbi who wrote in the Bar Ilan University

newspaper that his research showed that the
Palestinians are Amal ek, and therefore genocide
againgt them is a command of God.

These teachings are horrendous;, they have con-
sequences in the political realm. However, the
problem lies at another level. Isradl is not plan-
ning to commit genocide, Aloni surmises, but

Israelis really do not want to know what is hap-
pening in the territories. “The nation is follow-
ing orders given by the legitimate representa-
tives of the regime’. Aloni concludes her article
with aseries of ironic satements. “Of coursewith
our salf-righteousness, with our self-adorationin
our ‘ Jewish ethics we make sureto advertise how
beautifully the doctors take care of Paestinian

victimsin the hospitals. We do not advertise how
many of those are executed in cold blood in their
own homes. So it's not yet genocide of the ter-
rible and unique style of which we were past
victims. And asone of the smart generalstold me,
we do not have crematoriaand gas chambers. Is
anything less than that consistent with Jewish
ethics? Did he ever hear how an entire people
sad that it did not know what was done in its
name?’.

Aloni concludes with a memory that Jews a-
ticulate frequently to theworld. It isamemory of
untold suffering and degradation. It is the Holo-
caust that books and movies can only begin to
describeor visudize. Itisamemory that Y ehuda

p. 99

Amalek. The son of Esau,
cited in Genesis 36,12;
Amalecites are described
in the Bible as Isradl’s
enemies par excellence.



Bauer and GilaSvirsky recall in their own writing
and which surrounds contemporary Jewish life
likethewal - the great wall of denial - now being
built to surround the Palestinianwall. It isnot the
same; it is not completdly different. It is not the
same; there are too many similarities. Weareno
longer the victims; we have created victims. The
memory of the Holocaust remains; the memory
of the Holocaust is tainted by what we are doing
to the Paestinian people. The Germans denied
knowledge of what was being done. Many Jews
in Israel, in the United Kingdom and the United
States deny knowledge of what we are doing.
On Deir Yassin Day 2003, in this season of war
where memory encourages violence and denial
and resgtsit, the memory that resstsislosing, is
receding, and isitself tainted. For when memory
isinvoked with the power of the state, it becomes
an assault from which there is no return. Here
the victim of the powerful and the resister within
the powerful community begin to forge a new
way of remembering, crossing politicd, religious
and cultura boundaries until the possibility of a
revolutionary forgiveness appears on the hori-
zon. At the heart of this forgiveness are a con
fession and a justice that seeks anew the mem+-
ory that hedls. For the memory of injustice can
only become apath of peace when the possibility
of justiceisembraced by ‘enemies’ now joinedin
an enterprise that gives life rather than death.
Today that revolutionary forgivenessfor Jewsand
Pdedtiniansisvery far avay, dmost impossibleto
envision, becoming even more difficult to articu-
late, carrying with it an amost ludicrous quality.
It istherefore moreimportant than ever to hold out
thishope against hope, to cry out for it, to struggle
to attain it, to be faithful to thisvision for thelong
haul. At least for this moment, in this theater, on
this day of remembrance, let us hold this revolu-
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tionary forgiveness close to our heart and extend
it toward one another. Perhaps this new memory,
arevolutionary forgiveness experienced by Jews
and Paledtinians, even if just for the moment to-
night, may call other memories away from the
violence they too often become, toward the peace
and judtice they are called to be.

Here

It took alongtime

di Tommy Tabermann
notes from the present

It took along time

to understand that it's easy to put the world right:

that there are some things we remember and others we forget,
that we smile like children,

and that we aren’t afraid to love.

Back to Here
thediaries

notes from the present

Varese, Italy, undated Paola Turroni

A few years ago in Monterrey, in the north of April 9". Inthevillage of
Mexico, where the summit on development fund-  Huankantou, inthe east
ing took place, awall was built oppositethe area. &y oaed ey
that hosted the United Nations conferenceto hide hundred elderly women
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ashanty-town that had been fighting for itslegai-
zation for over twenty years. The Town Council
confined street children and beggarsinside organt
ized shdlters, and camouflaged those bidonvilles
that could not be hidden by painting them.
Mexico can be considered a place where ‘pro-
tective’ walls are being experimented: it is here,
on the border with the Unite States, that the first
prototype of ‘transparent’ wall has been achieved
American builders had received ingtructions to
build an insuperable, though a the sametime ‘ lu-
minous and friendly’, barrier. The result was a
samon-coloured wall, with huge windows with
blue edges and smdl holes to alow people to
speak to one another through the barrier. The
prototypeisgoing to be erected in other patches of
that border along about two thousand miles.
There have been suggestions for this kind of ar-
chitecturd spiral in Europe, too: afew yearsago,
one of the area councils within the municipality
of Usti nad Labem, in the Czech Republic, re-
quested the construction of an over six and half-
feet-high stone wall to protect ‘ respectable citi-
zens who were disturbed by the view of bro-
ken-down buildings where the city gipsy fami-
lieslived. Even the protests of the then president
Havel were useless.

Walls are built in order not to lead men of good-
will into temptation. Walls are rigid eye-patches
to avoid dirtying on€'s sght. Since it is looking
that givesriseto therest: disgust, rebellion, fear,
guestions. And while the world is expanding, on
derdlict shipsand inside TV screens, small town
digtrictsin smal countries around the small world
arm themsealves with bricksto fight the provoca-
tion of confrontation. Sometimesthey paint them
because they played with Lego as children, so that
no one may say that they have no sense of aes-
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thetics, but dl they are able to do is to shut their
eyes, and therefore their stomach, heart, brains.
Thesewalls are imperatives not to look, they are
ingtitutional, political choices. It is a matter of

nourishing from the top the hypocrisy of what
can be seen. That's how voyeurism isfed, both
the virtua kind and the televison kind; it is

through televison that we want to look inside
the house in Cogne or inside war prisons, asif it
all were aBig Brother reality show. Voyeurism
has nothing to do with the stink of a bidonville,
the blood of amurder, or the darkness of abunker.
We have got used to thinking that everything can
be packed inside a medium placed on a wooden
chest of drawers or aplastic trolley.

In the United States videos of the Gulf War are
sold under the category of action films, Play Sta-
tions smulate blood sguirts on the screen. This
protectorate on sight has an aesthetical value, not
amord one. A surface placatory aesthetics, which
isin fact atelevison-voyeurigtic one: gipseshin-
der our view over a tree-lined avenue, shanty-
towns clash with the limousines of Heads of

State, pink and blue border walls match the sky
and the cactus flowers. At such alevel, erecting
walsisjust like switching channel.

Work is il in progress to build the wall that will
separate |srael from the Paletinian territories. Its
look will vary among cultivated fidds or insde
urban areas, to make the obstacle topographically
insuperable each time. Reinforced concrete and
barbed wire are hate made physical, our ook be-
comes bodily and requires a distance, a monu-
ment to an impossible proximity.

Asaplanetary mafiaritua: aslong as| can‘t see,
| don’'t know; not wanting to see is not wanting
to know, it is guilty ignorance that becomes a
condemnation: every mantchild knows, since
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they are born, the condemnation of not existing
if nobody sees them.

Varese, Italy, April 11"

A Russan proverb goes something likethis: eyes
fear, but hands do.

A few kilometres outside Jerico there's the ar-
chaeologica site of Ayn a Diuk, and every day
six young Paestinians, together with their teacher,
OsamaHamdan, reach it after passing an Isradli
block: they are restoring the mosaics in a syna-
gogue dating back to the 6" century AD. These
young people are entrusted with the task of saving
from ruin atestimony of Jewish history. They are
reconstructing history, they are reassembling the
pieces of the mosaic: slow and accuraemovament
which dlows ore to thirk, and to meke some room
insde for understanding and discrimination. To
take care of something: this is a gesture which
occurs, which starts afresh from art, from young
people with a passion, which begins with pre-
sning a goece our mamay. To rescue something
of the Other, and may each one of us rescue
something of the other: perhapsthisisapossible
way towards peace.

Cologno Monzesg, Italy, April 12"

Thosewho arrivefrom Milan and get to theend of
via Pdmanova notheed, find Cdogno Mozes,
today atown with apopulation of 48,262. Onecan
eadly reachit by underground, too. And, together
with many other towns formerly belonging to the
indudrid bt aound Milen (@l of them stueted in
the open countryside until thefifties), it can hardly
ha didinnniched from tha a thiirhe nf tha fitve a
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A report by the World
Bark, which hes bemn ds
dosdtoday, revealsthat
nongy peiodcdly sat to
their countries in Asia,
Afica and Latin Araica
by workers who eigrated
to weden courtries rgore
1S twice as much as
public aid allocated by
indudridizad  courtries to
the Third Weorld and oo
tributes to the subsistence
of 500 million failies This
figre anong ather things
is praoelly underedtimeted,
because the World Bank
and the Monetary Fund
consider mainly money
transfersthat take place
by tradtiond means uch
as banks or ‘mongy rans-
fa' agencies.

Donato Salzarulo

A Harmes squed which wes
ingrudted, acoordng to a
Pdedinan pdice dffio, to
“aforee Idamic vaues in
the Gaza Srip’ hes asss
snated a young 22-year-
dd Pdedinan woren
she had shown hersdlfin
public with her boyfriend



be distinguished from the suburbs of the city: a
mass of buildings and atangle of roads and lanes,
just here and there interspersed with somesmall
parks. Itstransformation from atown into acity in
thoseyears, and from part of anindustridized area
with small and medium-size factories (engineer-
ing, plastic, paper) until the seventiesinto a cru-
cia point for the service-producing sector (the
Mediaset televison sudios belonging to the
current Italian Prime Minigter, Silvio Berlusconi,
are here), took place in the wake of the history
of immigration from the South of Italy and from
Veneto during the ‘economic boom’. Together
with workers fights and ordinary rebellions.
Which are ill carried on underground today,
though no longer brought to the fore, but forgotten
by those zealous salesmen of post-modern lies.
The City Forumand the* Stella’ district aretwo
of these melting pots of culture and independent
political resistance. Do they haveto do with post-
modanity o with pos-Fordiam? Are they atempts
of a collective want for creating places even
where the squalor of suburban life seems to be
gopdling, for contreging the vorady of those who
want to cancel these places, and replace themwith
non-places or mere ghettos where to shove the
rejects of flexitime work? We do not have an
answer. But wewant to have acloser 1ook at this
changing reality and at these new forms of resis-
tance. The'Sella’ Didtrict, which used to bethe
centre of surely proletarian fightsaroundtheyears
'68-'69, seems to be gill - against al trends -
weaving itsred thread within asocid fabric which
has been transformed by new migrations.
Watch out for the ‘Sella’ Didrict, built in the
early sixties, a thetime of the Great Immigration,
where 1,650 people live today, about 20 per cent
of which are fragments of the New Great Plane-
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What emerged from a
resarch pubished by the
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Great Britain every year
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food for an amount of 30
hillion euros five times as
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America 45% of food is
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tary Immigration.

I’ve come to ameeting with the Stella’ District
Collective. Gilberto, an old friend of mine, is
speaking. In twenty-fiveyearsthey’ vedoneplenty
of things: a nice spacious and comfortable Cen-
tre, where they hold popular school lessons for
the childen o the wokingdass Gilbato is pas
ingin midstream. He is using the word wor king-
class a bit awkwardly, since it has virtudly dis-
appeared from conversational scenarios. Asthey
were called inthe early sixties, heis specifying.
Now their pupils are the children of ‘extra
community’ immigrants. In this Ditrict, in fact,
many Peruvians and Filipinos have settled down.
And not only them.

My friends from the Collective have been clever:
in order to maintain their autonomy, they have
invested part of their savings in premises that
are used to meet, communicate, and get a refill
of socid interactions and identity. We are what
we objectively are, but we also are as we de-
scribe our selves. Gilberto hasread Aristotleand
Wittgenstein. We ar e an avant-garde organiza-
tion...wedo masswork... a cultural intervention
within the wor king-class movement in thisdis
trict. His tongue is still hesitating on words and
notions such asavant-garde, mass, working-dass
movement. He is assuming that they may sound
ghostly to his audience's ears.

When the first young man in the district gradu-
ated, they organized alovely party for him. A god
had been achieved: one of belonging, of social
proud. People at the Collective keep thinking,
quite rightly, that there are mutual relationships
between social conditionsand levels of education:
althoughworkershavedisappeared frompeople’s
conver sations, Gilbertoisadding, they still exist
and have fewer graduated children. Andthereare
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muiud  rdaiondhips beween sodd  condiions and
hedth too: if hospitals and medical examinations
keep being privatized and people will have to

show their insurance card before being taken into
hospitd, those who will pay more than anyone
ese will be poor people. That is, said in a Chris-
tianway, the last ones.

The Collective' s cultureis astabilized compound
of traditions: there’ s Don Milani [see note on page
25] and the socidist and communist history of

the Labour Movement. Gilberto’svoiceisstill un
steady. And yet thisis not a séance. It isacivil,

que meding an undaganding tdk among pegde
who are willingly listening to one another.

We asked to meet them, | mean we from the Fo-
rum did, because we are going to reorganize our
expaience We do nat want thet seed of patidpa
tory democracy experienced in the squares during
the election campaign in 2004 to die. On that
occasion, we supported the candidate for the
mayoralty Vittorio Beretta, a unionized Catholic-
Communist worker who now hopes Cardina
Martini will be elected Pope. | hopein the inspi-
ration of the Holy Spirit. We supported him be-
cause we were tired of and impatient with this
official TV Left, especially the DSl eft-wings[see
note on page 25], who are ready to forget every-
thing: labour, democratic communism, rights
and the social state... up to Fassino, secretary of
the DS party, who deared Craxi [the soadig Ital-
ian Prime Minister from 1983 to 1987, then sen-
tenced for corruption] as areformist and an in-
novator during their latest congress. Reformist,
an awful word. Nowadays more than in thepast.
And innovator? And Centre? The words used
by mass media politics are castor cil. Just im-
possible to be taken.

The Collectiverightly lays claim to its autonomy
from indtitutions too. In favour of confrontation,
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of course. And aso of cc-planningif necessary, as
it happened for the accomplishment of the Cen-
tre, but without any traps. We daily say who we
are through our needs and our actions. We know
who can redlly represent us within ingtitutions.
Surely not those who, right from the beginning,
go against our needs. Here, where the Mediaset
Tower soarsand can be seen by everybody from
the East Bypass, aredly stirring electoral cam-
paign took place. Comunisti Italiani (the Italian
Communists Party), Rifondazione Comunista
(the Communist New Foundation Party), DS po-
litical militantswho would never have ‘ betrayed’
thar paty, peode invadved in adtud esoddions
and voluntary organizations, clergymen, teachers,
whole families, people who are usualy indiffer-
ent or apathetic: a whole cowd of people met and
svung into adion in order to impose thelr right to a
shared and fulfilled democracy, asfar aspossible
right from the beginning. And all thiswas against
those who, due to summit agreamants wart to thrugt
upon the city, and upon al cities, this or that can-
didate, this or that mere programmatic slogan.
Thet was a time of gredt joy. Short-drauits oarks,
illuminations. A collective wind of autonomy, of
another kind of freedom, not the one promised
by liberdist owners, and of authentic solidarity,
blew for Cologno. Creating acommunity, cresting
anew one. Even the Nobel Prize Dario Fo found
some time to come and support our experience.
We did not go beyond the first round of elections
by aninch. At that point we turned to the second
candidate of the Centre-left codition: Mario Sol-
dano, one of the architects of the Genera City
Pan, an dl-involved member of the DS party,
who has matured among the various factions in
the party and... let those who break the balance
of powers be warned. An honest person. Asthe
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Mayor and as the technician who planned theter-
ritory and therefore knows it thoroughly, we'll

see what common interest results he will man-
age to obtain within the impalpable Common
House of the inhabitants of Cologno through sra-
tegc upgadng inavenions which have been es-
timated on a packed territory, aready abundantly
given away to concrete. But here there are peo-
ple who dream of flyovers, tunnels and under-
ground world with shops and shopping centres
attended by inhabitants full of visions. There are
those who dream of Ipercoop, multi-level cyl-
inders, Disneyland, non-places, technologica
wonders.

My friends from the Collective, instead, would

like the interment of that length of the East By-
pass which, from the Centre of Cologno to the
South of Cologno, divides the town in two. An
od-time eyesore which brought to the inhaa-
tants of the* Sella’ Digtrict, and not only to them,
very high pollution thresholds. We are here, in

fact, to organize the next Forum evening gather-
ing. The one tha will kick off ‘district con
tracts', one of the points in our electorad pro-
gramme, which we want to force the local ad-
ministration to carry out anyway. Come here, we
are saying, come and tell us about your experi-
ence. Say what you have done worth knowing
and how, so that other people can do the same.
And then point out what the unsolved problems
are, those to which you will devote yourselves
in the next few months. Gilberto - heisaways
the oneto call the shots- isreading the Sheet that
summarizes contents and deadlines. Ah, those
from the Collective are so precise! They always
prepare each meeting to perfection. When you get
there, they greet you, introduce themselves and
giveyou the letterhead Sheet with thelogo of the
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District and the summary of: A) what was said
during the previous meeting; B) what is being
sad that afternoon; C) the agreements that will
be made... A perfect organizationa machine.
We are morefluid at the Forum. They work and
observe metrics, we follow arhythm. They have
found a place, a niche from where to watch Co-
logno and the world. We would like to grasp the
rhythms of the city and hurl its needs and neces-
sties againgt local (and other) political bureauc-
racy. At least we would like to get a bit more
consideration in a democracy which confines it-
self to piercing and sounding us. And, every five
years, it leaves us to the londliness of the cath-
ode ray tube.

We tak for amost two hours. Camly and do-
serving turns. We are not insgde a TV ditting-
room. Wedo not think that those who speak more
or shout morewill rout their opponents. We agree
on how to organize the next meeting. They will
repeat who they are, what they do and to which
problems they will devote themsalves: from that
of urban blight in the Didtrict to that of the running
of the nearby park, from the use of socia areas
in the Centre to the problem of traffic and of the
interment of the Bypass monster.

At that point, a vist to their jewe, the socia
centre, isa mugt. It is a building of about 200
square metres with a doping roof, built right
oppodte the Didtrict, inside the small park that
used to be adump). On the door thereisthe Don
Milani Co-operative plate with the list of some
subscribers. Upon entering, one finds onesdlf in
the corridor; on your right there is a small d-
fice, then thefirst big classroom and then a sec-
ond one; at the end the toilets. The celling is
high and airy with wooden beams asin some lit-
tle mountain churches. The furniture is suitable
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for the education and social activities that are
held there. On a big blackboard words and dates
for the next meetings.

Abud, Palestine, April 15"

Today the Isradi military authorities paid the
Mayor of the village of Abud a vist to inform
him that, in order to erect the safety barrier, the
Wall, they will seize about 1,500 acres of the
village land, much of which are olive groves.
Moreover, the layout of the wal will deprive
Abud of the ancient church of Saint Barbara, a
place of pilgrimage and a symbol of the Chris-
tian identity within the community, as well as of
the village archaeological area, with Hebrew
tombs dating back to over two thousand yearsago
and important frescoes and low-relieves, and of
abig drinking water tank. The layout of the Wall
will therefore come as close as about two hundred
yards to the village, which is about four miles
away from the Green Line, the border between
the State of Isragl and the Palestinian Occupied
Territories.

Ravenna, Italy, April 28"

“Can | give you my exercise-book to give the
children down there?” | had just finished talking
to an dementary school fifth year classin Italy.
About children who have to walk amost two
miles to go to school escorted by Isragli soldiers,
otherwise settlers may attack them. About the
caves with smoky firesin the middle where they
live. About the sheep and other pets they have
to look after when they come back from school.
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L ogan

In Paris a hotel burns
down in the city centre
where both the state and
the town council have
given accommodation to
a group of immigrants.
Twenty of them die.
Before that they had
been living therein tiny
dirty roors ful of cock-
roaches and flees in the
mattresses, some former
lodgersrdated.

April 17", A car bomb
explodesin Irag, on the
road to Baghdad airport,
against a passing car.
Four people die. One of
tham is Marla Rudda, an
American humanitarian
operator.

Logan

April 19", Joseph Ratz-
inge is dedted pope with
thenamedf Banedidt XV1.

April 23", Theinternal
investigation carried out
by the US armed forces
ino the tortures indde the
Iragj prison of Abu Ghraib
ended with the acquittal
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As| was leaving, alittle boy, down there, about of the military leadership
three feet below me, looking up at the sky tolook Of the American forcein
at me, asked me: “Can | give you my exercise- gw@ngo%’;e ﬁ%;ﬁ
book to givethe children down there?”. BEtween of ‘the photos of those
thosethreefeet below meand hiseyes, afew sec- tortures, the* Wall Sreet
onds of silence, my astonishment, bewilderment, tJoyfnal;’ asked /‘l}m ica
- .. to"“apologize with those
?nd surprise; then | rpan@ge(_j to say sc?,methl NG: s whoes hoaur s
Of courseyou can, I'll giveit tothem.” Thenall - gzined by mass media’
the othersfollowed. They came and each handed In the meanile, on April
me a new exercise-book to write in. Some of 25" the US tribundl of i
them, before giving it to me, erased the names q’lré/, o ‘2059 A”J '?
they had already written down, some othersfor- 5o e o o8 220
got to rub them out. Someone started bringing a gyviees agert Nioola, Cali-
pen, someoneelsean eraser, scissorsor glue. “Can pari at a check point,
| give you this pen | like so much to take them?’ judged thosesoldiersnot
“Of course you can, I'll give it to them.” Then, 'Y
from favourite pens, they turned to key rings,
furry teddy bears. Without me having asked for

anything.
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Contributors Here
an d tr anSI at Or S notes from the present

Lucianna Argentino was born in 1962 in
Rome, where she lives. She has published sev-
eral poetry collections; the latest is Verso Pe-
nuel, Edizioni ddl’Oleandro, Roma-L’Aquila
2004. She works as a cashier in a supermarket. p. 5

Maria Bastanzetti was born in 1967 in Castel-
lanzaand livesin Saronno, Italy. For amost four-
teen years now she has been trandating children’s
books from English, French and Spanish. She
hasa so worked at Linate Airport Duty Free, Mi-
lan, and for a publishing firm. p. 35

Keren Batiyov residesin Harrisburg, Pennsyl-
vania. Sheis a Jew of Conscience, a Jew who
embraces the prophetic Jewish ethical tradition
in opposition to Jewish oppression of others and
the idolatry of nationaism. She spent two weeks
in 2004 with International Solidarity Movement
(ISM) near Nablus, Palestine. Sheis an activist
for human rights and socid justice, a poet and
an avid Zydeco dancer. p. 88

Johanna Bishop (icchiojo@tiscali.it) wasbornin

Chicago in 1974, and lived in Pennsylvania and

New Y ork before moving to Tuscany in 1998. She

trardates from Itdian into English. In this isse de

hastrand ated the essay by Franco Toscani andthe pp. 47, 61, 64, 68,
pages by GrazidllaLongoni and LauraQuagliolo. 70, 75, 83
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Sebastiano Buonamico livesin Sesto San Gio-
vanmni (Milan). A graphic designer and a photog-
rapher, his photographs have been on show in
severd exhibitions. He is the author of the cov-
ers of this magazine.

Maddalena Chataignier was born in Milanin
1942, tut has lived in France since 1967. Sheis
member of an association which assssleukaemia
patients and which is carrying out a campaign to
sengitize hospital staff to the importance of ‘ac-
companying’ termina patientsin their last days.

Brigitte Ciaramella was born in 1966 and was
brought up bilingua Italian/English. SheisaPhi-
losophy graduate and an EFL teacher, aswell as
a freelance trandator with a special interest in
literary works. She can be contacted by email at
bigttedaardla@init. Se tradaed dl the at-
clesin the present issue unless otherwi se specified

Mariela De Marchi, 29, was born in Bolivia
of an Itdian father and a Bolivian mother. She
lives in Camisano Vicentino, near Vicenza, It-
aly. She'strandator and sometimes journalist.

Operation Dove, avil peece cops of the “Asoda-
tion Pope John XXI11”, open to volunteers, both
believers and not. Ther instruments are the
sharing of war victims' every day’s life and co-
operation with non-violent and pacifist reditieson
both sides a war, “trying to be neutral towards
these latter, but not towardsinjustice”. In the past
ten yearsthey have been present in Croatia, Bos:
nia Herzegovina, Kosovo, Chechnya, Timor ES,
Chigpes and Congo. At the moment they ae per-
menatly present in Israel - Palestinian Occupied
territories, and in Kosovo, and are going to start
operating in North Uganda.
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Flemming Dyrman lives in Uldasve, Den
mark. Audiologoped (speech therapist), he's
working with people with aphasia

Marc H. Ellis wasborn in North Miami Beach,
Florida, in 1952. He is University Professor of
American and Jewish Studies and Director of
the Center for American and Jewish Studies at
Baylor Univarsty (Waoo, Texas). He hes authored
fifteen books and edited five others, among them:
Unholy Alliance: Religion and Atrocity in Our
Time, Fortress Press, Minnegpolis, 1999; O Je-
rusalem: The Contested Future of the Jewish
Covenant, Fortress Press, Minneapolis, 1999;
Practicing Exile: The Religious Odyssey of an
American Jew, Fortress Press, Minnegpolis,
2002; Israel and Palestine: Out of the Ashes:
The Search for Jewish Identity in the Twenty-
First Century, Pluto Press, London-Sterling,
Va, 2002; and Toward a Jewish Theology of
Liberation: the Challenge of thethe Twenty-Firg
Century, 3° expanded ed., Baylor University
Press, Waco, Tex., 2004. Ellis many articles
have been publishedin diverse Americanand in-
ternational publications, including “International
Hadd Tribune’, “Eurgpeen Judasm’, “Hdaez’,
“Jorden Times’, “Chrigian Catury”, and “Joumd
of Paegtine Studies’. Heison the editorial board
of the progressive Jewish journal “Tikkun”. In-
fluenced by the Jewish ethica tradition and the
dissonance of Jewish life after the Holocaust,
with other Jews of Conscience Marc Ellis has
sought to rescue the Jewish ethical tradition in
the face of the demands of the 20" and now 21
Century. In his early career he became deeply
interested in Christian Liberation Thedogy.
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Card Faison, an Amaican living in Venicg Itdy,
is the founder (1991) and maneger of “Cae ad
Share”’, a non-profit organization which rescues
children from the streets and ghettosin Vijay-
awada, the third largest city in Andhra
Pradesh, India (www.careshare.org). The Eng-
lish version of her diary pages (except for those
dated February 7" and February 10") is hers.

Maria Granati was born in Potenza Picena
(Macerata) and livesin Modena, Italy. For many
years a politicad militant in the Italian Commu-
nist Party, she has been elected many times in
provincid adminigtrations and in the municipa
administration of the town where she lives, as
well asin Parliament, for three periods of legis-
lature. She is now involved in culturd activities
with associations that deal with adult education.

Silvio Grignaschi was born in 1952 in Milan,
Italy, where he lives. He has been working at
IBM since 1977. Hisdiary pagesweretrandated
by Chris Fogg, whom we tank.

Stefano Guglielmin was born in 1961 in Schio,
Italy, where he lives. He teaches Italian Litera-
ture in an Art High School. He has published a
few poetry collections (the latest isComea beato
confine, Book Editore, Castd Maggiore2003) ad
the essay Scritti nomadi. Spaesamento ed er-
ranza nellaletteratura del Novecento, Anterem,
Verona 2001.

Andrea Inglese was born in 1967 in Turin, It-
ay, and lives in Paris. He has published a few
poetry collections (the latest one is Bilico, D’ If
edizoni, Napoli 2004) and an essay on the the-
ory of thenovd: L’ eroe segreto. |l personaggio

p. 116

85
[E
8L
£R

pp. 6, 15, 45

R 16,19, 2 23 25

0. 76,77,78, 79,90



nella moder nita dalla confessioneal solipgso,
Edizioni ddl’Universitadi Cassino, 2003.

Jouni Inkala was born in Kemi, Finland, in
1966. He is a poet and a writer, and the author
of seven poetry collections. The first one, in
1992, was Tassa sen reuna (“Here its bounda-
ries’). In the following ones, the scene of his
narration moved from the ‘boundaries of the
world' to other areas of the European continent.
His latest collection, Sarveisaikoja (“Times of
horn”) dates back to April this year.

Julie (a pseudonym) was born 34 years ago in
Trento, where she lives. Sheisinvolved in edu-
cation and cultural exchanges. She has been a
volunteer in Operation Dove.

L ogan (a pseudonym) is an Italian volunteer of
“Operation Dove’ in | sragl-Pa estinian Occupied
Teritories.

Graziella L ongoni teaches philosophy and psy-
chology, and is specidized in the rehabilitation
of the mentally ill. Since 1996 she has been a
member of the international movement “\Women
in Black”. She has taken part in numerous dele-
gationsto Pakistan, Israel, Afghanistan, and Ser-
bia. Her diary entries have been trandated by
Johanna Bishop.

Marina Massenz was born in 1955 in Milan,
Italy, where she lives. She's a therapist of psy-
chomotricity, and is the author of severd es-
says on this subject. She has aso published the
poetry collection Nomadi, viandanti, filanti,
Amadeus, Cittadella (Padova) 1995.
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Gery Moyano, bornin 1973in Balivia, now lives
in the United States. He's a psychologist and
works in the Human resources department of a
company. He collaborates with some newspapers
and writes poetry and essays. He is particularly
interested in the Latin-American situation, espe-
adly in his own country, Bolivia, and in immi-
gration from Latin-Americato the United States.

Massimo Parizzi wasbornin 1950 in Milan, It-
ay, where he lives. He's a trandator. His writ-
ings have appeared on some newspapers and in
some magazines. He founded this magazine and
isits editor.

Germana Pisawas born in 1941 in Milan, It-
ay, where she lives. A housewife “with alot of
interests’, asshe describes herslf, sheisactively
involved in the Seattle movements.

Laura Quagliuolo, a “Woman in Black” since
1999, participated in seven del egations between
2001 and 2005, visiting Pakistan and Afghanistan
to meet with the activists of HAWCA, RAWA,
and OPAWC, Afghan women's associations
committed to human rights and women’s rights
which the Women in Black have collaborated
with since 1999. She works in the publishing in-
dustry as an editor. Her diary entries have been
trandated by Johanna Bishop.

Donato Salzar ulo livesand worksin the suburbs
around Milan. He is interested in poetry, peda-
gogy and politics. He has written about Fortini,
Zanzotto, and his poet friends belonging to the
‘verse-writing multitude’ . He has published po-
etry, essaysand variouskinds of writingson local
and national reviews. At present heisworkingin
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the editoria office of the review “Poliscritture’,
and the text we are publishing appeared in its
trial number (May 2005).

Benedetta Scar dovi was born 32 yearsago in
Romagna, Italy. She has been living and working
in New Yok for five years trandaing subtities and
dubbings from English and Spanish into Italian.

Tommy Tabermann, bom in Tammiseai, Hnlad,
in 1947, isthe author of about fifty poetry collec-
tionsand six novels. The subjectsdedt withinhis
poems are mainly nature, interpersonal reation-
ships and, above dl, love in dl its senses. His
poem was trandated by G.R., whom we thank.

Roberto Taioli was born in 1949 in Milan, It-
aly, where he lives. He teaches Philosophy at
two Univergties. In addiction to severd phi-
losophical essays, he has published some -
etry collections (the latest is Acque a Cortot,
Ulivo, Balerna 2003).

Franco Toscani, an essayist and a teacher,
was born in 1955 in Piacenza, Italy, where he
lives. His writings have been published on sev-
eral rewspapers and magazines. He is the co-
author of Vita e verita. Interpretazione del
pensiero di Enzo Paci (“Life and truth. An in-
terpretation of Enzo Paci’s thought™), edited by
S. Zecchi, Bompiani, Milano 1991, and, to-
gether with S. Piazza, he has published Cultura
europea e diritti umani (“ European culture and
human rights’), Cleup, Padova 2003. He has
aso published a collection of poetry, La bene-
dizione del senplice, Blu di Prussia, Piacenza
2003. His essay was trandated by Johanna
Bishop, whom we thank.
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Paola Turroni was born in 1971 in Monza (It-
ay). Sheattended the DAMS (Degree coursein
Arts, Music and Performing Arts) at the Univer-
gty of Bologna and the European School of
Theatre and Cinema in Milan. She holds thea-
tre, cinema and communication workshops for
children, parents and teachers, with aspecia em
phasis on rel ationships among cultures, women's
socid status and youth problems. She collabo-
rates with severd literature and cinema maga-
zines. She has published a volume of short sto-
ries, Due mani di colore, Medusa, Milano 2003
(together with the poet and painter Sabrina Fo-
schini) and the poetry collections animale, Fara
Editore, Santarcangelo di Romagna 2000, and |
vincolo del volo, Raffadlli Editore, Rimini 2003.
Her ‘undated’ piece hasaready been publishedin
“Levoci delaluna’, 22, September 2002, p. 36.
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A mistake and Here
subscription

notes from the present

In the previous issue we made a mistake (on
page 35) by ascribing the words “death is paid
for by living” to Eugenio Montae. They are, in-
stead, verses by Giuseppe Ungaretti. The author,
who is from Argentina and is not specidized in
20th century Italian poetry is pardonable. We
are not. Please excuse us all the same.

The cost of asubscriptionto 3issues, either the
Italian or English edition, is 25 Euro in Italy, 30
($38) in Europe and the Mediterranean area, 35
($46) in the rest of the world. However, since
these prices are too high for many countries, you
may ask for ar educed-price subscription. Sofar,
readers from the United States (for whom we
fixed the cost of a subscription at $38) and from
Argentina ($30) have done so. Y ou can subscribe
by credit card providing uswith its number and
expiry dateviafax or phone (0039-02-57406574);
o you can send the money through a postal money
order t0“Qu - gopunti dd presate’, via Badia 11,
20139 Milano, Itay; or pay by bank transfer on
thefollowing bank account registered inthe name
of “Qui - gppunti dal presente”: nationa bank

code (BBAN) V 05584 01624 000000025101,

international bank code (IBAN) IT 03 V 05584
01624 000000025101 Fese ramamba to indicate
your name, address the djedt of payment and which
edition you wish to receive. For further informa-
tion, please call or send afax to the number 0039-
02-57406574, or write to massimoparizzi @tin.it.
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Last issue

Number 10, “and suddenly it's Beslan”, February 2005 - “Thisissueisadiary garting
from September 2004. It was written by men and women from Croatia, Argenting, Italy,

Palestine, Finland and the United States, all observing what was happening in the wide
world aswell asin the smaller world immediately around them and even within them-
selves, sometimeswith anguish, though not dways, but aso with joy, tenacious reflection,

and impatient desire. The result isa sort of novel, in which diary pages appear together

with an excerpt from anovel, some literary prose, reading notes, a short story and some
brief essays, all belonging to the same times as well asto different ones.” Forenord- 1%
5" September 2004: diary pages from Italy (Massmo Parizzi, Adriano Accattino, Maria
Granati, Marosia Castaldi, Mariela De Marchi, Marina Massenz, Germana Pisa), Croetia
(Drazan Gunjaca), and Finland (Hanna Snellman) - Children of theunderground, by M a
rosia Castaldi - 6™-9" September : from Italy (Lucianna Argentino, Marosia Castaldi, Adri-
ano Accattino, Massimo Parizzi), and Argentina (Gladys Croxatto) - Migrations, by
Hanna Snellman - 10"-25" September : from Argentina (Gladys Croxaito), Italy (Adriano
Accattino, Giorgio Mascitdli, Lucianna Argentino, Maria Granati, Marosa Cagtdldi), and

Palestine (Cris) - An unknown warrior’ s confession, by Drazan Gunjaca- 30" Sparbe -
20" October : from Pdlestine (Cris, Letizia, Logan), Italy (Massimo Parizzi, GermanaPisa,

Marosia Castaldi, Mariela De Marchi, Andrea Arrighi), Argentina (Gladys Croxatto,

Christian Grecco), and Finland (Hanna Snellman) - Power and weakness by Franco To-
scani - Mirror, by Stefano Guglielmin - 20"-22" October : from Pdestine(Letizig) and It-
aly (Marosia Castaldi) - Omnicracy, by Roberto Taioli - Michad Moore soul orthopae:
dics, by Andrea Inglese - 1% November -26™ December : from United States (Svetlana
Broz, LauraZanetti, Keren Batiyov), Italy (MaridlaDe Marchi, Marosia Castaldi, Paola
Turroni, Lucianna Argentino, Massimo Perizzi), Palestine (Brett Cohen), and Finland

(Hanna Snellman)
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di Rienzo 53, 20144 Milano. Registration/registrazione: Court of/Tribunale di Mi-
lano, no. 619, 26 ottobre 2001. Chief editor/direttore responsabile: Masmo Parizzi.



