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was painted to commemorate the anniversary of
the massacre at the Central American University
(ucA) in San Salvador on November 16, 1989, in
which six Jesuits and two women were killed by
aright-wing paramilitary group. Wewould liketo
thank Mayrafor alowing us to reprint them.

Thisreview exigtsthrough the voicesit givesex-
pression to, in their variety. All contributions are
welcome. Pleasewriteto Her e-notesfrom the
present, via Bastia 11, 20139 Milano, Italy,
phone-fax 0039-02-57406574, email: massmo
parizzi@alice.it.

“Here-notes from the present” is written so that
it can beread “asanove”: from the beginning to
theend in sequence. Thisisan invitation and an
exhortation to thereader: many diary pagesmake
little sense if not read immediately after the pre-
vious ones and before those that follow.
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Diary: September [RAGES
to December 2006

notes from the present

San Salvador, September 1 Mayra Barraza

Thisisaproject | am starting today, 1 September
2006. “One hundred days in the Republic of
Death” will be an account of people who have
suffered violent deaths (not of natural causes nor
of accidents, but directly at someone else’ shand)
in El Savador in one hundred days. | will get
information exclusively from the two main writ-
ten media in the country: “La Prensa Gréfica’
(LPG) and “El Diario de Hoy” (EDH).[...] | am
gtarting this project in the hope of remembering dl
thedead, and to arouse at |east important questions
about what is happening, such as: why?and, how
long for?

As | dart, | fed I'm doing something which is
againgt common sense. Ordinary people do not
pursue death. They shun it. If anything, they
pursue life. So do I. But | can't go on like this.
Every day | read the newspaper. From the end
to the beginning. “Why?’, my nine-year-old son
asks me. | prefer to start from the nicest news, |
reply, cultural news. As| get closer to the news
items, day after day, | am shocked by what | see:
the crimesthat are committed, the squalor in what
happens, and the flippancy with which everything
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piles up into oblivion. As we were talking about
what | was going to do, a friend made an inter-
esting remark: “We don't see the dead, they’'re
not out in the streets, they'reinthe news’. | had
my doubts, asif | were about to enter aworld of
shadows, where one can't tell redity from illu-
son. So beit, I'll run therisk. | want to know...

1. A man’'s corpse found in an inn with a cold
steel wound in the neck.

2. Two corpsesin amini-bus: José RenéMerazo
Campos, 30, and Guillermo Martinez, 20. They
had been shot from the street and then from in-
side the mini-bus. “A large number of 9mm car-
tridges’ were found.

3. Killed “by firearm shots’: Oscar Salazar, 30.
The murder took place in the street near a bus
station.

4. Two men killed by firearm shotsin the head:
Edgar Lovato, 18, and Ivan Garcia, 19.

5. Two “characters’ enter ascrap iron shop and
fire several shots. One dead: Herry HoresCastro,
aged 22.

6. Four haf-buried corpses: two men and two
women. One of the men had a rope round his
neck and one of the women fractures all over
her body.

7. Mario Alfredo Argueta and Rosario Argueta
were killed by gunshotsfired by agroup of men.
8. “The suspect’ ssister declared her brother shot
Carloswhile hewashugging her, snce hewas her
fiancé.” Dead: Anamin Azael Carlos.

9. Four dead peoplein LaLibertad: Juan Antonio
GarciaMendoza, aged 20: “ A pandillero[amem:
ber of a pandilla, a manly-juvenile town gang]
shot him; Francisco Ernesto Lopez Linares, 26,
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“shot dead”; Miguel Angel MolinaL 6pez, 28, “hit
by several bullets’; and Francisco Flores Mgia,
45, shot dead too.

Karkur, Israel, September 4

Givenal of thedressthat I’ ve beenfeding lately,
| keep fantasizing about getting away from it al,
evenif it'sonly for afew days. Time away from
the palitics, the belligerence, the day-to-day re-
gponghilities... My brainis fried and my nerves
arecloseto the edge, and ther€’ sno better remedy
| can think of than some time away with a good
friend.

What a crazy coincidence! In just over a week,
I'm flying to Amsterdam, meeting up for what
promises to be a marvelous girly weekend with
my eternal partner in crime and all things silly—
the fabulous NRG. [ ...] Friends since high school
(despite having gone to different schools), we
have ssm eech ather through thidk and thin (some-
timesthicker and sometimesthinner), good times
and bad. | would never have made it through the
dark dayswithout her, and | amin awe of al that
she has given me over the years. When we are
together, | am the“me” that I'd liketo be all the
time—more confident, [...] and more outgoing.
Despitethefact that we haven’t lived on the same
continent in more than 15 years, we have re-
mained closer than ever, communicating on an
amost daily basis and away's keeping each other
in the loop of our lives. No one knows me better
than she does—sheisone of theonly peopleinthe
world who has ever seen me cry. [...] What
started at amutual friend’ s Halloween party when
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started at amutual friend’ s Halloween party when

small fraction of them

we were teenagers, continued through scorpion Americans—indiais

bowling in Boston' s Chinatown (which was often
followed by raucous dl-night backgammon ses-
sionson thefloor outside my dorm room), worked
itsway through the myriad problems of youth and
young adulthood, and findly taking us to where
we are today, not seeing nearly as often aswe' d
like, but using modern technology to stay in doser
touch than ever before, while preparing our sons
(bornjust 2 ¥2weeks gpart, thank you very much)

to carry on the tradition. [...]

We will probably spend some time discussing

palitics and rdigion—two of the only subjects
on which we are not more or less in synch with
our opinions. [...] We will discuss our lives, our
families, our jobs. We will try to figure out what
directions we'd like to see our lives take (and |

may monopolize this one, given that I've been

feeling at a crossroads for some time now), and
what we need to do to realize our dreams[...]

San Salvador, September 4

Amongst the newspaper articles concerning the
number of murders in August (380), the parlia-
mentary debate on the need to resume “the dis-
armament of society” and the cabinet’s concern
about intensifying detention sentences for the
under age, here is a list of names of victimsin
today’ s newspapers.

1. Migud Angdl Gonzdez, 17, “shot to desth
with afirearm”.
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2. Three people murdered by gunshotsfired from
acar: Rigoberto ZavalaTorres, 17; Nahan Adak-
berto Pineda Lopez, 27; and Julio Méndez, 50.
3. Migud Algandro Chicas Ramirez, 20, “killed
by four bullets: two in the head, one in the neck
and another in the shoulder”.

4. José Martin Hernandez Carranza, 23, “shot
dead”. “Over thirty 9mm cartriges and bullets
were found on the scene of the crime”.

5. Carlos Mauricio Ayaa Rodriguez, 21, “as-
saulted in the street”.

6. Miguel Algandro Chicas, 20, “shot dead”.

7. Martin N., “the target of gunshots fired by
hooded men”.

8. Pablo Villatoro, 45, “ murdered with three gun-
shots by two men”.

9. “A pandillero has died from injuries caused
by firearm wounds.”

10. “An unidentified man pumped full of bullets.”
11. Oscar Armando Campos, 36, killed by “fire-
arm shots”.

Shots, guns, bullets. The number of guns in our
everyday life is astounding. At the entrances to

the supermarket, the bank, the parking area, the
kids schoal, the chemist’s, the museum...

A few brief scattered notes:

1. Juan Rulfo. While working on a small water-

colour of a head severed from its neck, Juan

Rufo's vace keeps me company on the ¢D player.
In the middle of the story he's reading, he asks:

and if we leave, who will look dter our deed ones?
And we, | think, do we look after our dead? This
reminds me of a phrase used by José Osorio [a
Guatemaan artist known aso for hissocial com-
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mitment] at a recent conference of hisin Costa
Rica. He said: “We stand on the shoulders of gi-
ants’. Thegiantsaredl those that have comebe-
fore us, they enable usto lift our hand and touch
the stars.

2. The Maya. In a TV programme, Someone is
speaking about the Maya srelationship with their
dead. The dead were their vita link with their
gods. Their gods spoke through the dead. If we
listened to our dead, what would they tell us?|...]

Milan, Italy, September 6

Luckily today | found Ada sdiary again; | could
not have forgiven mysdlf for having, not logt it,
but buried it in some inaccessible place. | had
long wanted to look for it. Today | Started tidy-
ing books, records, cassettes, cbs and, as | was
handling books and moving them from one shelf
to another, my eye rested on an envelope stick-
ing out. | had done the right thing when | put
Ada's diary into an envelope on which | had
written “ADA’S DIARY” in big letters. | knew
| would eventually have looked for it to copy it,
and perhaps make it known. That diary has great
dignity and value; it contains a life-history cov-
ering eighty years and more, maybe up to the sec-
ondto last day in Ada slife. Adawas extraord-
nary; shewasan artist. And she was my mother-
in-law. That day five years ago, as she said good
bye to her daughter on entering a hospital ward
for some tests, having felt suddenly unwell, she
said: I'mdying. Afterwards, Tito brought me her
diaries and some things of hers he knew | would
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be pleased to keep, and that's when | saw the
diary withitsflowery cover dated 1984 and started
reading it from Monday, 23 January:“I'vemede
up my mind! | want to write about my life, be-
cause it's been long and wonderful, even if sad
towards the end. Well... | wasbornin the first
two years of the century in Genoa in that small

ViaCaffaro where Grandad Borgo had built some
houses and the beautiful Paganini theatre, now
wrecked...”. Ninety-nineyears old and shewas
ayoung girl. | can dmost see her again, smiling,
tiny and eegantly dressed in her modest clothes,
with her pale eyes, affectionate and lively; she
was aways busy doing something, whether it was
painting, embroidery or writing (she kept up a
correspondencewith her closest relativesand aso
with themore distant ones—overseas—upto her
last days). She used to say that from her mother
she had learnt a life's lesson which, as far as |

could understand, she considered the most beauti-
ful and useful: that of always being busy through-
out the day, of never remainingidle. | don't know
whether she started her diary exactly that day or
that year: she used to keep copy-books and dia-
ries she hadn’t used in due time, and she might
have used that Agenda di Grazia now beforemy
eyesonly after 1984. In any case, her hand-witing
changes, dthough not markedly, asthediary pro-
gresses. Itisonly indiaries she kept in other copy-
bookswhich cover the last weeks, daysand hours
in her life, that her handwriting is significantly

very different. That morning | was very busy at
homein Milan when, suddenly, there was a power
cut in asection of the electrical system: thewash
ing-machine stopped working and a sort of short
circuit fused the eectrica switch of the gas
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cooker, that is the one which is used to light the
burners. That's when | got that phone call from
Sestri Levante: Mother Ada had passed away,
after having said goodbyeto her daughter fromthe
stretcher, asthey weretaking her into aroom for
an X-ray. “I'mdying”...

Beldp, May 7-21, 1999

This afternoon | got a call from Emilia, the
daughter of the old man in the mountains who
rents methelittle apartment in Belalp over the
winter. “ My father’ sdead,” shesaidthrough her
tears. | ask how. You alwaysask how. They found
him this morning, stone dead, hishead slumped
on thetable where breakfast waslaid out. “ I'll

get in the car and beright over!” | said.

“ Do youwant to seehim?”’ they asked assoon as
| got there (eleven-thirty at night). Thedear old
man was lying on the bed, dressed to thenines,
afolded handkerchief stuck into thecollar of his
hirt, pale, cald, his ears already purple He would
have been turning ninety soon. [ ...] Downstairs,
the townspeople arewaiting in lineto see him.

Thismorning hewasstill alive, now he’ salready
wrapped away in the skin of an ancient drum. |

touched him. Hereally wascold. You never quite
believeit. Whereisthe old man now? Sharpened
by the chill, he makes hisway like a tight-rope
walker on the thread of what he thinks he can
remember. [..]

Therearealwaysintangible consequenceswhen
[..] youexperienceirreversibleeventsthat mark
off abeforeand an after. | haveto cometo terms
with the subdued climate of a house wherel’ ve
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been coming to stay since’ 92. There was a dif-
ferent girlfriend withmeback then, andthe place
was almost picturesque, it was so ugly. In any
case, thebenign circle of mountainswas perfectly
immobile. We knew the slow path of Venus, the
first star of the dusk, slanting down towardsthe
northwestern glaciers. | knewevery meter of the
bristlingridgesof fir treesthat Venuswould leave
behind as shevanished into her own setting place.
But the next evening it would start all over again.
We never stay the same, but we imagine, God
knows why, that things very far away do.
Distanceisa comfort. Even loversoften feel the
urgeto moveapart. Eachtotheir ownimpercepti-
ble combustion. The old man was part of this
recurrent immobility, and | feel hisabsence. For
eighty-nineyears, hewasamanwho sood guard.
He would always say the samethings. “ How' sit
going?” “ Eh! Sowly but surely...” It wasthis
patient lack of haste that gave the impression of
slowing lifedown. Theway Venus seemed to be
thesameplanet | gazed at asaboy. [ ...] | open
the window. In front of the old man’ shousean
ugly striped cat iswatching me, stock till, then
changesitsmind and movesoff at aleisurely pace
along the usual cobbled road that leadsto the
rest home for the “ Poveri Vecchi” .
Thisevening we can keep theradio onfull volume,
Nooneelseishere. There stheingtinct toturnit
down, but then welet out a nervouslaugh: no one
islistening; fromthefloor below (wheretheold
man lived) there’ snolonger any sign of life. The
sky isblack and moonless. In the meadows, the
first gentians. Through a small rent inthe clouds
twinkles an anonymous star; the green of the
newborn beechesispale, astender aslettuce. This
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is, | think, the 56th day of the war [ NATO againg
Serbia).[...] | call Emiliatolet her know I’ Il be
there on thelate side. She’' sthe landlady now.
“How's it going?” | ask. “ Eh. Sowly... but
surely!” Thesky isclear, the half-moonpolished
toashine. [..]

Casablanca, September 8

King Mohamed VI had just gone past adong
boulevard Zerktouni going | don’'t know where.
Weadl rushed to the window to see him go by, or
rather, to see hiscar drive past at full speed. Be-
fore the procession arrived, there was ayoung
man shouting from awhite Mercedes a the corner
of the boulevard. The policeman was kindly ig-
noring him, when al of asudden awoman got out
of the Mercedes holding alittle boy by the hand
and shouting that the boy was going to die, that he
hed to be taken to hogaitd. The policeman blodked
the road: the procession was about to pass. The
husband couldn’'t stand it any longer: hiswifewas
screaming, and the boy was crying. He got out of
the car and attacked the policeman who did noth
ing, but straightened up his gloves. People were
trying to cam the young man down. The mother
wasbeside herself. Motorbikes preceding the pro-
cession darted past, and the husband, realizing his
ordeal was about to end, calmed down and urged
his wife back into the car. The boy had stopped
crying. Wewatched big cars go past, and seeing
a hand making gestures, we all screamed, while
peopleadong the street responded to that hand with
the same gesture. A second later everything was
forgotten and was replaced by amoment of great
emotion, wonder, dmost magic. Oncethe proces:
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sion had gone, the traffic lights started working
again. The policeman camly took down number
of the car while passers-by were begging himto
understand those two peoples bemaviour, certainly
aggressive, but understandable: they had been
thinking of nothing but saving their child. [...]

San Salvador, September 9

Mayra, [...] | truly appreciate your work as an
artist and as a human being who is engaged by
life, and it seems logical and fitting that you are
also so engaged by death. | think that as anatural
, dedth can be a vay mgedic process
but thereis something that troublesmein all these
tragic and anti-human episodes and outrages, and
it isthat deeth has been done violence, which is
something inconceivable. | don't usually express
mysaf in writing or in concrete form when it
comesto violence, because | don't liketo evokeit,
and | have been the victim of three muggings at
gunpoint, though oddly enough, not here in El
Salvador; in Mexico, which has only reconfirmed
my fedling that the world is not a safe place, and
that to survive such hogtility, you must work daily
to protect yoursalf with cregtive energy. For me,
living life every day at this pace, in this state of
constant aert, is not an easy thing; | aways feel
exposed, and | think of myself asapersonwhois
not well adapted to such an aggressive daily exis-
tence; theonly thing | can do at timesto surviveis
to reaffirm myself symbolicaly, likewhen | gave
my first child the name Ahimsa, which means
“non-violence”. They say that al human fears, at-
tachments, defense mechanisms, etc. arise from
the fear of death. | think that’s true. Otherwise,
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why do you think that so many people who have
no home, no food, affection, clothing, medicine,
education, job, and so on, walk the streets like
zombies, with their consciousness warped and
violated, in an atered dtate. [ ...] These“tortured
souls’ devote themsalves to inflicting pain and
suffering on other innocent people. | have no
words to express my sorrow over the death of
innocents, nor have | wordsto expressthe repul-
sion| fed for heartless crestureswho cause harm,
and deliberately, of their own free will, decide to
take the lives of other human beings. But | don't
know where to go with these conflicting feelings
of pain and repulsion. What can | do with them?
What can | do publicly, aside from keeping up the
courageto go onliving, to go out in the streetsand
decideto wak dong camly, done, though dways
with thisred signa of dert we live with flashing
to remind you not to go that way, not to get caught
after dark over there, not to roll thewindow down
too far around here, to make sure no one is fol-
lowing or approaching you. But nowadays you
can’t even venture any favoursat your own front
doar, if someone showsup asking to meke a phone
cal or drink aglass of water. We' ve been condi-
tioned to live with this paranoia, and | say “ condi-
tioned” becausethey’ ve conditioned us, by dint of
socid structures without form or content, to be-
lieve in the cosmetic doss of progress, burying
our headsin the sand and swalowing the bitter pill
of everyday redlity. [...] | dream of asafe home-
land for mysdlf, for my children, and every crea
ture on earth, but we would haveto put almost the
entire population into therapy, to free people from
their neurosis and help them rediscover the life
they have before their very eyes. [...]
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A Prince

by Michele Zaffarano

1

don't act like wolves

don’'t act like snakes

don’t cry over onions

let yourselves be cuddled by the fog

by many mountains

by scorpions

bathe in your own tears

travel by ship

take short walks

draw giraffes

do the breaststroke

stretch out naked on the grass in the woods
running naked on the grass

play when they cuddle you

be dirty

sing

climb up through the grass through the green
chase sguirrels

lions tigers made of porcelain

2

take hot showers

give ahundred kisses on the lips
climb up trees

go to sardinia
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cut the cake

eat the cake with whipped cream
don’t be more partial to mint

don't let dying nature die

on saturday and sunday

mess up your house

have awarm bed

fool around with flowers

with death and its awful taste
anticipate bad weather

fed like they're laughing at you
go to bed early

sail aboat

egt your spinach full of iron

play by yoursalves

cans should be thrown on the ground
take the plane

pull out the grass the dassy violets
pull the problems out of your psyche
take the boat

go up to saturn

3

gt tight on your words

watch the sea

watch plants die

go to the pool

day in your bed

sweat cause it's good for you
try to out-devil the devil

eat bananas not fishbones
stop pollution

replant trees that are cut down
play with dolls
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watch the sun and the moon

then take baked apples cooked carrots

the music of benedetto marcello

then listen to propellers too

go to the seato look at the view

get gifts from your friends or from your dead friends
buy records by tyrannosaurus rex

be careful of earthworms of birds

make flowers rot

waste hothing of the hog

don't dirty the snow and al those dirty things
don't play at murder

4

look at the trees the butterflies the thorngrassthe yellow flowers
enjoy chocolate go dedding be sick

obtain war overnight cream the sky

arm yoursalves blow up balloons nature is going to pot

go to the zoo the museum go to the airport

take the train work very little stay out of the wind

ride your motorcycle don’'t take the highway put off dying
aslong as you can let loose the dogs the monsters the witches

spail the winter the cat al aone swim

go up high hills come down on aded

pass through the fire pass through the countryside
the chirping of birds the trees in bloom

argue divvy up al the cheese you have

look at the skis the stars the bathroom the cherry treesin bloom
be sad get a thrashing eat your vegetables

travel with dollswith skirtsride a bike

al the animals you have the adventures you have
make faces like snakes the whitetip sharks
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act like brickfish take the catfish
the television’s on the burglars are in the house

make al the noise you want listen to the spring
act like monkeys cut the fish with scissors

make holes make holes in rafts and other stuff be moles
scream in your language go skiing stay around the house al day

San Salvador, September 10

Do writersand artists have anything to say about
the socia violence that is plaguing Salvadoran

society? Very little, or quite a bit, depending on

your point of view. Very little, probably, if you

ask artiststo work out programsor policiesaimed
a preventing or fighting it. Quite a bit, if artists
apply their talents to enrich these initiatives with
art, if they can make horrid everyday reality pass
through the needl€' seye of art; avisua or written
image, crafted with patience and passion, concert
trates a power that overcomes the boundaries of
the sayable and the visible. Quite a hit, if the art-
ig’s investigation is built around concrete facts
and impelsusto consider everyday redity froman
aesthetic standpoint, that isto say, onethat moves
us We have livedwith violence, aime theft, coups
déa, injustice for over thirty years It would seam
that, by living with it so often, death has become
our sister. We nead to promaote a mourning attitude,
becausethere are deathsevery day. The mourning
the artist suggests, asin the“ Republic of Death”,
consigtsinthinking about desth in adifferent way,
by lending new meaning to the deteriorated lan-

guage of mass-media; alanguage which perhaps,
as many of us suspect, is contributing towards
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450,000 people and
driven more than 2
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fuelling this violent ecosystem. To fueling it and
often to masking it. What a newspaper headline
such as*“Violence producesfifteen deaths every
day” doesisto blame “violence” for red crimes
caused by narco-trafficking, thewar for the con-
trol over territory, jealousy, hatred, desperation or
bad luck. We see the daily occurrence of death
passby infront of usjust asTv newsitemsor the
pages of anewspaper do. Perhaps Art may suc-
ceed in moving us more than the disembodied
redity of our dead. In this sense, the initiative
“One hundred days in the Republic of Death” is
an effort the artist is making towards memory. We
all keep abox of keegpsakes, an album, a trunk,
some copy books, and cherish them as part of our
personal memory. What isdone hereisto cherish
eventsand degths. It is not denunciation, because
denunciation in itsdf does not add anything to
what we aready know. It meansdoing alot with
very little: trying to ensure that facts scattered
between TV news and crime news—siructuredas
just one part of the entertainment offer among
many others—open up acrack in our conscience
that burns and poses questions.

San Salvador, September 11

The crack that burns: from my window | can see
a woman shopping; behind her are two menin
khaki wai stcoats and one hand hidden under them.
Their eyes betray them. They have thelook of a
dog that feels threatened and is ready to attack.
The woman iswaking and they form her double
shadow as they exchange looks filling the void
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withthreats. [...] | apologizeto all thosewho ask
for suggestions and action: | declare mysdf in-
capable and ignorant. My life is full of duties
(some of which | carry out happily, while some
others| smply have to face), | live on my wage
(or rather my childrenliveonit, sncel do not care
much for it), and until recently | did not know
much about the violence overrunning our country.
| identify myself as an artist and a mother, a
daughter and asister, afriend (of few friends, un-
fortunately) and, dthough | refuseto admitit most
of thetime, asaSavadoran. | do not believeeither
in politica parties or in organized reigions, and
least of dl in advertisng campaigns. To tell the
truth, sometimes | find it really hard to take any-
thing serioudy: | can dways seethejoker laugh-
ing inthe shade of any form of commitment. [...]

Karkur, Israel, September 12

The more | hear about Isragl’ s actionsin there-
cent conflict in Lebanon, the more horrified and
disgusted | become. How must theworld perceive
us? How arrogant are our politiciansand our mili-
tary? Our leaders claim to want peace, but some-
times | wonder. Actions spesak louder than words,
and when we say that our war was not with the
people of Lebanon, but it isthen revealed that our

military may have dropped upwards of 1,800 clus-
ter bombs (which apparently works out to go-

proximetdy 1.2 million cluster bomdets), it mekes
me more inclined than ever to question my gov-
ernment’ s intentions. | cannot imagine any pos-
sible scenario in this conflict that could justify
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such action, and it destroys any legitimacy there
might be in Igad’s desre to demdish the Hizbo-
lahinfrastructure.

The arrogance of the upper military and political
echelonsin this country is driving us deeper and
deeper into the mire, and while we certainly have
alegitimateright to defend ourselves, we seem to
have a talent for disproportionate response that
simply bogglesthe mind, whether it be our actions
in Gazaor in Lebanon. Whilethe Lebanese people
are busy picking up the pieces of their ruined
country, they are surely laughing bitterly at our
audacity to claim that our conflict was not with
Lebanon itsdlf, and only with the Hizbollah. If |
were a Lebanese citizen, | can’'t imagine that |
would believe lsrad either. Theway thisgovern-
ment is handling things, it is dowly but surely
destroying itsdlf, rotting away from the top down.
Clearly, a serious shake-up is in order, and ur
fortunately, there doesn’t seem to be anyone ca-
pable of guiding us towards a better path.

A friend told me the other day that he was done
dabbling in local poalitics in the areain which he
lives. His undoing has to do with the fact that he
is a good person, one who became involved be-
cause he truly wanted to make a difference, one
who wanted to improve the quality of his com-
munity. Heis not sy or underhanded, but rather
mora and ethica, and found himself unable to
stomach the dirty world of Isragli politics. | can
hardly blame him, though | do think that it's a
shame. Clearly, we do not have enough politicians
in this country who truly care about people, no
matter on what side of the border they may be.
Instead, we are left with large egos and bank ac-
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counts, amorally bereft elitewho believethat they
are above dl others and responsible to no one,
doing as they please while running the country
into the ground, taking the citizens down with
them.

I love my country, but | am sorely ashamed of
its leaders, and cannot help but wonder where
we will go from here, dternately drifting and
careening towards an abysswith no safety net in
sight. We have no choice but to change asana-
tion. Our leaders cannot go around making shady
real estate deals, sexually harassing employees
and cluster bombing the citizens of other coun-
tries. We cannot expect the world to continue
tolerating our actions (and indeed, many people
do not). If we do not change coursg, if we do not
ater our moral rudder, our Situation will only get
worse, and it will be no on€' s fault but our own.

San Salvador, September 14

[...] A nice comment on my blog, today. Anony-
mous. “Only the dead have seen an end to war
(Plato)”.

San Salvador, September 15

1. Juan José Martinez, aged 20, and Oscar Ovidio
Cruz, 61, “assassnated with afirearm”.

2. “The disfigured corpse of a man was found
yesterday. [...] Theremainswereinsidetwo rub-
bish bags.”

3. “A stranger’ s corpse was found...”
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Shocking: dismembered corpsesin rubbish bags.
What disregard for human life!

At the same time, “freedom to buy” reads an

advert in the newspaper today, independence day,
and another onein the street announces: “Freedom
to phonethe United States at just x cents’. One of

the serious mistakes mede by “entrgpreneurid” de-
mocracies. we live in freedom because we enjoy
avaidy of purchasing options | am free to dhoose
between a Ford and a Toyota, with a minimum

wage, of course, whichisjust enough for thebasic
basket. Do you know what “ basic basket” stands
for?Moreor lessGandhi’ sdiet a the height of his
activism. However, better not to crossthisthresh
old; it is maze with no way out.

When Your
Child isin Pieces

by Claudia Hernandez

Reconstructing the body of a young person (24-
25 years old) who left home in one piece, two to
six days earlier, is a particularly emotiona ex-
perience. For thisreason, we advise you to keep
apackage of tissues on hand and avoid smoking
during the procedure, so asnot to get the delicate
pieces damp or damage them with fire and ash.
Before you start, we aso recommend checking
whether all of the componentsthat have been de-
livered match up with the distinguishing features
of your son or daughter and fit together as they
should. Visud identification is often sufficient, but
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it would not hurt to compare the corpse' s teeth
with the x-rays kept on file by thefamily dentist.

NOTE: THESE PRECAUTIONARY MEASURESWILL
HELP AVOID UNNECESSARY WEAR AND TEARIN
THE EVENT THAT THE PARTSDELIVERED ARE OF
THE WRONG LOVED ONE. MAKE SURE YOU DO
NOT SIGN THE RECEIPT UNTIL YOU ARE COM -
PLETELY CERTAIN THAT THE ENTIRE CONTENTS OF
THE PACKAGE BELONG TO YOU. NO RETURNS
ACCEPTED.

After taking the above precautions, arrange the
parts in their origina layout® and sew them to-
gether, keeping the seam at least two centimeters
from the edges, so that the pieces do not tear gpart
when being transported or embraced in aburst of
grief.

In large families, the dining room tableis usualy
an ideal place for this procedure; howvever, in tams
of thefinal effect, the corpse will undoubtedly be
shown dff to its bes advantege in the bedroom your
son or daughter had when alive.

TIP.IFYOU LAY OUT THE BODY ON THEBED INA
SUPINE POSITION ON ITS BACK, WITH ONE LEG
BENT, AND IN UNWRINKLED CLOTHING, THIS
ALWAYS CREATES THE IMPRESSION OF HAVING
YOUR CHILD BACK AGAIN, NOT ONLY IN PERFECT
CONDITION, BUT ALIVE.

Make surethat the outfit the corpse will be wear-
ing from now on goes together well, because the
excessive handling involved in repeated changes
of clothing could cause wear and tear to theform
thet hes been dbtaned, and rady is there any quar-
antee that the pieces will fit together again.

Pay particular attention to the hands and feet; to
the carefu dosarve, they could evdke visors of the
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pre-death suffering undergone by theloved onen
quesion To avad succumbing to the temptation of
speculating about such cluesand trying to find the
quilty paties it is bes to cover tham up with goves
and dark cotton’ socks. We recommend against
shoes, since the weight could put too much of a
strain on the ligaments of the legs.

Apply athick layer of makeup—choosing colours
that match the skin tone—to hide any bruisesthat
may be on the face. Finally, sprinkle afew drops
of water on the face, to simulate the perspiration
caused by the heat from the candles around the
room.

Show your child to friends and family. Pass
around photos of when he or shewas dive. Cry
every time that name is mentioned.

San Salvador, September 18

[...] Sometimes life isironical. Yesterday my
younger son asked mefor permission to buy him-
sdf arifle. “It'satoy one’, he said. | replied |
didn’t want any guns at home, not even toy ones. |
tried to explain that guns are madeto kill people or
animals, and that thisis not right. He justified him-
self by stressing that the rifle he wanted did not
shoat, it only made a noise, and that it only cost
onedollar and 32 cents. | do not want to be exces-
sively radica or srict, and | think that if he un-
derstands the difference between ared gunand a
toy one, it is better than nothing. | allowed himto
have one, not without fedling the contradiction
pull my heart apart. Later on, with ahandkerchief
covering his face and the rifle in his hand, he
explained to me that now he was a bad guy, but
later he would betray them and become a good
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one. | looked at him, not knowing what to say. He
pulled the trigger, and shot acork that hang down
on astring from the mouth of therifle. The scene
was something between funny and sad. Itisjusta
game, | told myself once again.

San Salvador, September 21

1. Orlando Adonay Hernandez, 27, “pumped full
of 9mm-calibrebullets. [...] Some unknown pec
ple approached the back of the bus on which he
was travelling and, without a word, shot him re-
peatedly”.

2. José Douglas Renderos Cabrera, aged 37, has
been nated. “ The victim was supposedly
killed in his bed with cold stedl; his body was
then set on fire.”

For the first time since | started my project, the
photo of avictim appearsin the newspaper. Hav-
ing been killed a home, maybe some personal

photographs were found. It is a contrite hatchet
face, with adightly frowning expression and tight
lips. He seems to be looking at the camerain an
annoyed way, amost asif he had been forced to.
He has indigenous features: a dark complexion,
along crooked nose, high cheekbones, danting
eyes, few facia hairs. Hishair iscasudly dishev-
eled and longer than iscustomary. | can seeheis
wearing aT-shirt and maybe a sweat-shirt over it.
Animageisreflected next to him; onewould say
he was photographed in front of someone's por-
trait. The newspaper said he “used to cdlect
empty cans near theriver”, since helived by the
riverside. His name was Douglas. “Only names
die’, | read somewhere the other day.
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Bedp, March 27, 1999

[...] What isstriking about media expressions
like* tragicexodus’ , “ biblical disaster” , isthat
they refer to something we are already supposed
to know. Journalisminthe Balkans, sinceit can
seevery little, refersto an earlier journalism,
which saw eventsfirst-hand. It doesn’t matter
when, how, or why. Thisreheated journalism
focuses more on the generic than theindividual.
It nudges and winks, referring to other things.
After all, you can always count on the reader
having seen a few disaster movies. But theindi-
vidual? What doesit meanfor anindividual Koso-
var to fleethrough a beechwood, slipping on wet
snow, a militiaman behind himwith a machine
gun? How doeshe breathe? How doterrified legs
work? What doesit mean for a single component
of the* tragic exodus’ tolook, for thelast time,
perhaps, at the crest of the hill, idyllic even under
thebrutal grey of thisfor bidding sky? | missBeppe
Fenoglio. “ Precision” impliesan enduring con-
nection between soma and psyche, between emo-
tionand action. “ Generic” isopposedto“ ethi-
cal”, which is always an encounter with the
“face” of the Other.

Pushcha Vodytsya, September 30

Weare dtill in Pushcha Vodytsya; the view from
one of our windows, the onefacing the children’s
playground, is gtill ugly—mountains of sand and
clay, kids playing war on top of them, and afew
guys gill working down in the pits, fixing some-
thing, speaking in Ukrainian, cursng in Russian
(cursing morethan speaking). But we do have hot
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water now, and life is beautiful. Marta's best

friend—Artyom, a 10-year-old boy from the September 26. Japan.
apartment next door—told me that their make- Nationalist Shinzo Abe,
shift football field down in the forest by the lake 2 Proonent 0[1 a tlghted
would soon have the real goals—made from 2anoewith the ni
those old pipes they are extracting and replacing  aseertive military, won
right now. Artyom’sredly happy—and I’ m very election as Japan’s new
happy for him and the rest of the boys, too: al primeminister.

they do hereis play footbal and talk about it.

Here

Médissa: games 1-5

by Claudia Herndndez
notes from the present

Game 1. Four years old. Flowers in her hair.
Melissa arrives held by the hand of her father,
who's annoyed: he made her stand up in the gar-
den, where she had been waiting for him very
serioudly, lying on the grass, covered in flowers
and with her arms crossed over her chest. Shewas
pretending she was dead, just like her granny a
few days earlier. Shewasn't in a coffin because
she hadn’t found abox her size. Daddy didn't like
that game. He told her it wasn't funny. Mummy
started crying: her mother’ sdeath is till very re-
cent. Game 2. Lying prone on the corridor floor
undressed, with her tongue between her teeth and
one of her father’ s belts sticking out at the top of
her legs where she hastied it. She'sacat that's
been run over by acar. All around her are broken
purple leaves mixed with crumpled-up green
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leaves. She wants people to imagine they’ re the
cat’ sguts. If they want to get by, they haveto pass
over the cat’ s corpse, which sheis, or walk on her
body, tread on her... Anyway, shecan't fed any-
thing: the cat, which is her, is dead. They may

even pick her up with a broom and a spade, put
her into arubbish bag and throw her into the near-
et bin, astheir neighbour did with the cat that had
been run over in front of his house. Her mummy
tells her to sland up immediately, clean up and get
dressed. Game 3. On theterrace. At lunch time.
All of asudden shefallsto her daddy’ sfeet with
her eyes wide open fixing him, who is aive and
looks at her without understanding. She hasto ex-
plain to him: she's a pigeon, though not one of

thosethat fly and sing scared; rather one of those
that fall to the ground with their neck broken by
akid's stone. Daddy doesn’t like that game. He
doesn't like to see her on the floor with her neck
hanging asif it were boneless. Hetellsher to Sit at
thetable and eat. Shedoesn’t listento him. So he
asksher toat least close her eyes, soastolook less
dead. She doesn’t obey: dead pigeonsdon’t close
their eye-lids. Daddy stands up and leaves. He
doesn't agree with mourning. Game 4. She'sin
her bedroom surrounded by thirty naked dolls.

Their faces and bodies are al covered with that
talcum powder her mother usualy puts on her
tummy and feet. It's a mortuary. Ten dalls, the
smallest ones, are in drawers. Seven are on the
dressing-table, lying on ashest, waiting for some-
oneto take care of them. The three newest ones
areinlittlebags. they’ rethe onesthat havejust ar-
rived, and she doesn’t yet know what they have
died of. The four dolls lying on the bed are the
onesready to betaken away by their rlatives. The
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six under the table are dready buried. Mummy
comesin. Shelooksaround. Shecuddiesher. She
says she's sorry for having taken her to collect
granny’ s body. Game 5. Plagticine. Figuresof ani-
mas and things to est.

Casablanca, October 3

Our generation, born after theMar che Verte[the
march of 350,000 Moroccans, led by King Hassan
11, to Western Saharain 1975, under thegreenflag
of Idam, to clam Moroccan sovereignty over the
region and demand the withdrawa of Spanish

troops] is often charged with “criticizing anything
and everything”. For being too exigent, without
doing our fair share. We are thought of as schizo-
phrenics, halfway between a poorly applied pro-
gressivism and areligion that completely escapes
usat times. And yes, it'sall true... But the prob-
lem isthat as a Moroccan citizen, the ingtitutions
don’t speak to me, don't communicate with me.
What little communication does exist is smply

dsdrous My own faling? | don't kegp up, | don't
read the papers, | don’t watch the Moroccan tele-
vision channels... I've tried to question my own
attitude, and here' s the upshot.

1. Every time I’ ve read a Moroccan paper, I've
had the impression that the journalist didn’t know
what he was taking about, or if he did, that he
took mefor an idiot. Or both. Which has dways
compledy disgusted me It'stoo bed, but I'd rather
make my daily round of the blogs. 2. Every time
I’ ve watched the news on 2Mm, the second Maroc-
can TV channel (I don’t even venture onto RTM),
I’ve been treated either to ahalf-drunk commen-
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tator who couldn’t read the prompter, or avery
brisk female anchor whose only job seemed to be
to dole out a dry piece of information. So even
now, | couldn’t tell you what time the news pro-
gramison 2M. And just between us, keeping up
with the activities of the king and his ministers
isn't exactly my cup of tea. 3. The only source of
information to which | have astrong, daily, dmost
vital attachment isthe radio, specifically Medi 1.
In fifteen minutes | can find out what's happen-
ing in the world. This morning, for example, |

even learned that they’ve just discovered that
Mona Lisawas actualy pregnant, and this must
have been the reason for her legendary smile.
How do they know? 1t seemsthe garment she has
onwasworn only by pregnant womenin that era
Try getting that kind of informationon2m ... 4.1n
thelast eections, only one party bothered to come
talk to me: the Gsu [Gauche socialiste unifiée,
United Socidist Left]. They explained the voting
system. Not that | understood, but at least they
took the trouble to do it. [...] Our leaders don’t
bother to look at the country. From up there in
their offices, they think of usall asmorons, asthey
pass out invitations to cultura events. | wish that
netiond tdevison represanted Moroooo s a whole
That it represented me, and a so the housewife out
in the middle of nowhere. [...]

Thinking again about Moroccan poalitics. If | had
to judge in terms of a party’s familiarity to me,

first place would have to go to thepJD [Parti dela
justice et du dével oppement, Justice and Devel-
opment Party; Idamist]. Can you believeit? And
just because this* accursed” party iseverywhere.
The P> knows how to get its message across
whenever they have the chance. [...] For every
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problem brought up by the media, there they are
in the spotlight; they’ re everywhere, they’refor-
midable. That doneisenough reasonfor meto go
vote. Inthe’ 90s, when theFis[Frontidamiquedu
salut, Idamic Savation Front] won the eections
in Algaia—which meat the beginning o the awvil
war—my father said something I’ Il never forget.
“Theldamigtsal went to theurns. Everyone else
was so dsgusted with the corruption in politics
that they stayed home. So now you know what to
do when it comes time for yaou to vate’. Snce then,
I’ve dways voted, even if | don’t believe in one
party more than another... though with acertain
leaning towardsthe left, given thelack of choice.
But aboveal, out of fear of leaving thefield open
for the PID, which, there's no doubt about it,

would trample al over my freedom. | refuse to
help them out through passivity.

Durham, North Carolina, October 3

[...] ’'m happy to report I'll be returning to Gaza
for afew monthsin November (assuming the bor-
der is open by then). [...] I’ ve been working on
updating the Gaza section dof a (fabulous) travel
guide published by the Bethlehem-based Alterme:
tive Tourism Group. It' sone of those kafkaesque-
type experiences, an exerciseintheabsurd. | write
about al of the wonderful experiencesin Gaza,
whereto stay, what to do, and of course, anupdate
on the humanitarian and politica situation; yet as
| writel redizein the back of my mind no one can
get in to Gazain thefirst place, unlessthey havea
Gazan, |sradli-issued Palestinian ID or are UN
staff or diplomats. And if you try and get apermit
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through | srael, you are taken on awild goosechase
where, asin Alice’ sWonderland, no one can pro-
videyou with clear answersand nothingiswhat it
seems. we aren't responsible for Gaza, and there-
fore don'tissue permitsto travel there; yet wedill
occupy it and control its border—including what
andwho pass through there. Yet | continue to wite
ayway, and with convidion a thet; Y assine thirks
itsan exercise in ddfiance to the oooupetion, to the
political statusquo. I think | agree. [...] I thinkit's
part of trying to psychologicaly create aredity
other than the one imposed upon us. So in anut-
shell, that’swhat I’'ve been up to. [...]

Karkur, Israel, October 4

[...] Blogging about Israel can betricky. It isn't
always easy to write about acountry whose very
existenceis often questioned, and I’ ve discovered
that | must carefully study nearly every word |
write in order to ensure that my intended point
iscoming across. Even so, I’ ve found that in the
end, peoplewill seewhat they want to see, and it
may indeed be afar cry from the origina mear+
ing. [...] Thereis clearly something about Israel
that brings people to the very brink of insanity,
where pass ons become enflamed to the point of
combustion. It doesn’t matter where on the spec-
trum you are, there will aways be someone to
your right or to your left who will find fault
with your words, and thus find it imperative to
knock you down. It's astonishing to witness the
reaction when the subject of Israel isbrought up,
and it amazes me to see how many people have
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chosen the Arab-Isradli conflict as their cause
célebre. For Jews and Arabs, | can see the at-
traction, but what is it about Isradl that makes
Irish academics fedl the need to boycott Isragli
universities? What have they to do with me and
the country in which | live? Why do people fed
this burning need to single out Israel asthe focus
of their scorn, when there are so many equaly if
not moretragic Stuations occurring in many parts
of theworld?1’m not trying to minimizethe grav-
ity of the Situation here, but surely, there must be
universities to boycott in other countries. [...]
And where does this leave me, an Isragli leftist
blogger, as | wrestle with my convictions on a
daily basis, asmy unwavering lovefor my country
issorely tested by adysfunctiona government and
its questionable policies? Ultimately, asablogger
| write for mysdlf, exercisng my mind and my
skills, at times working through my frustrations,
and often capturing my mood of the moment,
whether it be happy or sad, angry or contempla-
tive. Ultimately, | am responsible only to myself
and my ability to look mysdf in the mirror each
morning. Unfortunately, the situation is not so
black and white, given the speed a which n-
formation moves around the world these days,
and one must consider the greater implications of
one' swords. [...]

One cannot foresee in advance where words will
go, or which words will make it to which reader.
It is this point that leads me to the crux of the
matter. What factors must | take into account
when writing an entry? If | am being critical of
Israel, must | take care to be balanced or less
critical, for fear that the piece will end up in the
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“wrong” hands, soto speak? Should | beworried
about people who might use my words against
my people and my country, twisting the meaning
to suit their own needs, usng my writings as
ammunition against Israel or the Jews? Quite
frankly, I just don’'t know. I am not comfortable
with the thought of drawing aline for myself in
the sand, a line thet | will nat dlow mysdf to coss
especialy when | believeinwhat | write. | do not
write for those who hate, and do not relish the
thought of having to consider their intentions.
They will do asthey wish, and | cannot contrd the
tools that they use to further their hatred. [...]

Pushcha Vodytsya, October 8

Anna Politkovskayawas shot dead Saturday, and
it' ssad and shocking, and it’ shard to think of any-
thing to say now. Rest in peace, Anna.

Pushcha Vodytsya, October 10

Thereisan incredible stench on the other side of
the Russian blogosphere: guys with tiny dicks
are celebrating AnnaPolitkovskaya s murder. X
posts pictures of fireworks; “Happy victory day,
Russia,” hewrites. Y calsPolitkovskaya“theen
emy of my people” and writes that although “the
death of any person is an irreparable tragedy,”
when “there’s one enemy less, it always makes
one happy.” [...] A Kyiv acquaintance now liv-
ing in Canadasaid over beer afew yearsago that
Politkovskayawas “ anutcase, a pre-menopause
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Veronica Khokhlova

Anna Politkovskaya was
famed for her unsparing
ocoveragedf abusesagaing
civiliansin Chechnya.

Veronica Khokhlova

October 8. “ New York
Times’, “ quotation of
theday’: “I can't go
outside, | can't goto
college. If I'mkilled, it
doesn’t even matter
because I'mdead right
now.” Noor, a 19-year-
old Baghdad resident.

October 9. North Korea
conducted its first-ever
nuclear weapons test.



Valeriya Novodvorskaya [former leader of the
Democratic Union and member of the Transna-
tional Radical Party].” He' sprobably ceebrating
now, too.

San Salvador, October 13

1 Rall Antonio Mdga, 59, hes ben assassinated.
“Yesterday a 17-year-old girl stabbed to death a
manwho wastryingtorapeher. [...] Melga|...]
stopped and attacked her, the girl reacted and
stabbed him. The man died ashewas being taken
to hospital.”

2. "Eduardo Alexander Rogue Ldpez, 20, hes bemn
pumped full of bullets.”

3. “DouglasW. Cagtaneda, 18, waskilled at 11.36
am on Tuesky & the Arenerg, ner Rio H Mdlino.
Hewasriding hismototaxi m/51314 when hewas
attacked by some men. Acoording to the PNC [Gvil
National Police] heabandoned thevehicleand ran
away, but the murderers shot him in the head and
the back.”

4. The corpse of Nelson Ulises Rodriguez Morén,
28, wasfound in a“cemetery grave’, “ The body
had suffered 46 machete wounds. [...] The de-
caying state of the corpse led police doctors to
the conclusion that Rodriguez Moran had been
dead for at least 72 hours.”

5. René Mauricio Caderén Hernandez, 33, has
been killed. “He wasdriving in the neighbourhood
when three strangers approached the car he was
driving, pulled out their guns and shot threetimes.
Calderon died outright.”

6. Ricardo Antonio Leiva Sanchez, 19, and José
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Bangladeshi economist
Muhammad Yunus and
the Grameen Bank he
created won the Nobel
Peace Prize for
pioneering work in
giving tiny loansto
millions of poor people.

Odobe 16. Igadi Pdice
have asked Attorney
Gagad MashemMaarz
to charge Isradli
President Moshe Katsav
with rape and other
crimes against several
women.

October 18. President
Bush has signed a new
National Space Policy
that rejects future arms-
control agreements that
might limit us flexibility
in space and asserts a
right to deny accessto
gecetoanyone “ hostile
tousingests” (‘The
Weshington Pogt”)



Nod Vésguez Sanchez “ about 20, shot dead with
a9mm-calibre gun and an AK-47 riflewhilethey
were having dinner.”

7. Rubén Rudi Hernandez Ramirez, aged 18,
“pumped full of bullets’. “ Attacked by rifle-armed
men, he was shot with 26 bullets.” “Several AK-
47 rifle cartridges were found on the scene of the
murder.” [...]

Y esterday’ s scenario was an atrocious one:

11 received a message from my children's schodl:
“Faced with the dramatic increase in street vio-
lence, the School is concerned about students

safety and hastaken the following measures...”;
then anumber of safety measures are listed.

2. | received a group e-mail with the copy of an
informative message from San Vicente's Civil

Nationa Police, dated September 2006: “Y ou are
instructed to watch over the movements of indi-
viduds travelling by car with the intention of

depriving underage kids of their liberty in order to
subject them to the remova of Organs...” (like
that, with a capital “O”).

San Salvador, October 16

[...] For my birthday afew days ago, | got the
book My Name is Red by Orhan Pamuk, winner
of this year’s Nobel Prize in Literature. | open
the first page and the first chapter is entitled: |
Am a Corpse.

“Degth Pursues M€’ wasthetitle of an ingtdlation
| did afew years ago in Antigua, Guatemala. |
never imagined it would be asort of omen. At the
end of the“Hundred Davs’ . | haveto burv death

p. 39

October 19. The number
of “ dead zones’ inthe
world’ s oceans may
haveincreased by athird
injust two years, the un
Environment Program
said.

Mayra Barraza

October 22. The Isradli
government has admitted
for thefirst time that it
used phosphorous
bombsin Lebanon to
attack “ militarytarges’.
Previody, lgad hadsaid
the bombs had onlybem
used to mark out targets.



end of the“Hundred Days’, | haveto bury death
and look in a different direction, otherwise I'm
afraid I'll stay trapped here, in this dark place.

Milan, Italy, October 17

Tomarrow | have to teke my aunt, or rather, whet's
left of her—ahandful of ashesin place of abeauti-
ful woman—to her last resting place, one of those
little temples some families choose to rig up for
the sake of appearances, trying to grant acertain
formal dignity or elegant facade or what have you
totheredity of thedark lady... My stomach knots
up at the thought that 1 will have alittle urn next
to me dl through the long drive, and when | ook
a it, I'll imagine how it was before, the thing
inside that wooden box. From the time we begin
to reason, to become aware of oursalves, we spend
our lives suppressing the idea of death, shooing it
further and further from our minds, and yet there
is nothing more natural in existence than the end
of existence. We are taught not to think about
death, about our own desath; it shouldn’'t concern
us. And yet it would be hedthier, | think, if we
were taught to think of it asthe most redl reality
of al that isrea around us. This constant syppres:
sion, encouraged by our Western culture, so they
say, makes our dismay al the greater when we
find it close to us, close to us or next to us. Like
tomorrow. And yet | thought | knew al this. Or
perhapsit isthis reduction to dust, in such anim-
mediate way, that is so terribly explicit, to the
point that it magnifies the anguish?
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Germana Pisa

On the official web site
of Boeing, the world's
largest aerospace
company, thereisa
section devoted to a
subsidiary named
Jeppesen International
Trip Planning. The
write-up mentions that
the division “ offers
everything needed for
efficient, hassle-free,
international flight
operations.” Boeing
does not mention that
Jeppesen’ s clients
include the cia, and
that among the
international trips that
the company plans for
the agency are secret

“ extraordinary
rendition” flights for
terrorism suspects.

(“ The New Yorker™)



Baghdad, October 18

[...] Thelatest horror isthe study published inthe
“Lancet Journal” concluding that over 600,000
Iragis have been killed since the war. Reading
about it left me with mixed feglings. On the one
hand, it sounded like areasonablefigure. It wasn't
at al surprising. Onthe other hand, | so wanted it
to be wrong. But... who to believe? Who to be-
lieve...? American politicians... or highly repu-
table scientists using a reliable scientific survey
technique?

The responses were typical—war supporterssad
the number was nonsense because, of course; who
would want to admit that an action they so heart-
ily supported led to the deaths of 600,000 people
(evenif they werejust crazy Iragis...)? Admiting
anumber like that would be the equivaent of ad-
mitting they had endorsed, say, a tsunami, or an
earthquake with a magnitude of 9 on the Richter
scale, or the occupation of a devel oping country
by a ruthless supapowe... oh wat—tha one adu-
ally happened. Is the number really that prepos-
terous? Thousands of Iragis are dying every
month—thet is undeniable. And yes they ae dying
asadirect result of the war and occupation. [ ...]
The chaosand lack of proper facilitiesisresulting
in peode being buried without a trip to the morgue
or the hospital. During American military attacks
on citieslike Samarraand Fallujah, victims were
buried in their gardens or in mass gravesin foot-
ball fields. Or has that been forgotten already?
Weliterally do not know asingle Iragi family that
has not seen the violent death of afirst or second-
degreerdativetheselast three years. Abductions,
militias, sectarian violence, revenge killings, as-
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A team of American and
Iragi epidemiologists
estimates that 655,000
more people havedied in
IragSncecodliionforoes
arrived in March 2003
than would have died if
the invasion had not
occurred. Itismorethan
20 times the estimate of
30,000 civilian deaths
that President Bush gave
in a gpeech in December.
The survey was done by
Iragi physicians and
overseen by
epidemiologists at Johns
Hopkins University's
Bloomberg School of
Public Health. The
findings are being
published online by the
British medical journal
the“ Lancet” . Thisstudy
isthreanly onetoedtirrete
mortality in Iraq using
scientific methods. The
tedmioue called” duger
sampling,” is used to
estimate mortality in
faminesand after natural
disasters. (“ The
Washington Post” )

October 25. President
Bush declared today
that the United States is
winnhing the war in Irag.
(“ TheWashington Post”)



sassi nations, car-bombs, suicide bombers, Ameri-
can military drikes, Iragi military raids, deeth

squads, extremists, armed robberies, executions,
detentions, secret prisons, torture, mysterious

weapons—with so many different waysto die, is
the number so far-fetched?

There are Iragi women who have not shed their
black mourning robes since 2003 because each
timethe end of the proper mourning period comes
around, some other relative dies and the count-
down begins once again. [...]

And what about American military deaths? When
will someone do a study on the actual number of
those? If the Bush administration is lying so ve-
hemently about the number of dead Iragis, one
can only imagine the extent of lying about dead
Americans...

Milan, Italy, October 19

Last night Bruno died. Bruno De Maria. A friend.

He had collaborated with this review from the
first issue. More than half of the first issue con-
sisted of pagesfrom adiary of hisabout thewarin
and for Kosovo. That wasback in 1999. A strange
diary. Or maybe an ordinary one. Strange only

because what was (and is) regarded as ordinary
seemed monstrous to him. War. Thelanguage of

politics. Expert analyses. Explanations.

He was apain in the neck. He made mefeel un-
easy both when he criticized and when he praised
thisreview. Sometimes, when | lifted the handset
and heard his voice, | groaned within myself. |

knew what he was going to tell me. To leave poli-
ticsand newspapers alone, but to pursueand prac-
tise idiocy, ashecaledit. Thelook that does not
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Massimo Parizzi

October 26. A report
compiled by wwr UK,
the World Conservation
Union and
representatives from
the federal ministry of
Abuja and the Nigeria
Conservation
Foundation has revealed
today that upto 1.5
million tons of 0il—50
times the pollution
unleashed in the Exxon
Valdez tanker

disaster —have been
spilledinthe Niger Delta
over the past 50 years.
(* The Independent” )



understand the rules, rituals and the conventions
of thisworld. The look which is alien to it. That
look isthe most palitical, he added. And hewould
probably have offered me an article which, |
knew, would have made me feel even more un-
easy. Sometimes| would publish it and sometimes
I wouldn’t. | did not (and do not) want to sever dl
tieswith my fellow creatures, and with everyone's
languege. | feared the aristocracy of idiocy, its if-
aufidency, ad its presumption. However: “l wish
there were ever more idiots’, | ended up telling
him. I was (and am) thinking about aradica 100k,
sengitivity and thought. Radically “other”.
Sometimes it seemed to me | found them: in the
inhabitants of Gazawho, as Lailatold usinissue
no. 14 of “Here’, “ see beauty” among bombsand
povaty. Or in Nigo who, travdling through Europe
crossed by masses of refugees, at the end of the
Second World War, looks at the black and white
cows, likethose back home, and says. “ Beautiful
country” (inissueno. 13). So| told Bruno. And he
replied: “There. That's it. How wonderful...”.

For areturn
to “idiocy”

by Bruno De Maria

[...] There exist unnoticed, invisble—although
absolutdly visble—everyday events, to which at-
tentionisrarely paid. Tothisend, itisnecessary to
find innocence again through the constant practice
of oblivion. Dostoevskij might have described it as
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October 26. President
George Bush has signed
a bill authorizing 700
miles of fencing along
the us-Mexican border.

October 29. “ New York
Times',“ quotation ofthe
day”: “| don't likeit
here” Mark Kwadwo, a
6-year-old in Ghana
forced towork on a
fishing boat seven daysa
week.

October 29. Russia
surpassed the United
Satesin 2005 asthe
leader in weapons deals
with the developing
world. (* The New York
Times”)

Here

notes from the present

Fom Una letera, in “Qui
- gppunti del presente’, 1,
Autumn 1999.



a“returntoidiocy”. Etymologicaly “idiotés’ does
not mean smply “being out of touch with redlity”,
but being able to re-discover it. If onetrainshim-
sdlf tooblivion, or rather “insanity”, one can open
any newspaper and read aheadlinesuch as“Boss
isProdi’saceup hisdeeve’, and seeit asif it were
written in Sanskrit, i.e. restoreits absol ute incom-
prehensibility. Of course herel am not referring to
being unable to understand Government intrigues,
but not even that worldly, lexicd, etc., language,
which we are asked to agree with. Thereisafa-
mous precedent, Wittgenstein, who managed to
empy of dl meaning even the mod dovious propo-
stions. [...] Atthispoint, | havethe dmost para
noid impression that observation determines the
observed phenomenon. [...] Professiondly [asa
psychoanaydt] | have become aware of abizarre
subversion: that reality is much more incompre-
hensiblethan theunconscious. Thisleadsto anes-
capeinto the personal sphere, whichisdictated by
panic. But the persona sphere is the most colo-
nized place, so that it isnot easy to discipline one-
sdf into idiocy. Mind you: when | say that one
ought to read anewspaper asif it were Sanskrit, |

am not preaching any escape into an unstructured
language. Schizophrenics aready do this, tolittle
purpose On the contrary, | an searching for avary
precise language which pays maximum attention
to the unnoticed, the amost invisible. | leave the
rest to journalists, to the psycho-socio-something.
And | am saying thiswithout expressing any vaue
judgement.

[...] Can anything be done to found a new gen-
eration of idiots? Certainly not. Thiswould entall
programmes, ideologies, counting-frames, new
forms of discrimination, cadastral maps, danger-
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Fom Diario d una guer-
ra invghile in “Qui - gp-
punti dal presente’, 1,
Autumn 1999.



ous humanitarians such as Pol Pot. Let everyone
become an idiot by himsdlf, through severe as-
cesis. Thenwe can talk about it again. Individual
changesare dso actsof regeneration of history, a
firg dep towards liberation from a collective mood
which aready produces more worms then a corpse
Can we makeit?[...]

The Address Here
Book

by Marina Massenz

notes from the presnt

This address book isfalling to pieces and
| can't bring myself to buy another.

I’ll have to mend it, keep

from copying dl

the numbers except yours.

The telephone is ringing but the house
doesn't answer. | ill find your books
left open, the ashtray full, sunrise

and sunset just like ways, amid brawls
of dirty glasses.

You'd think that you just left.

Even your medicine

dtill on the kitchen table

and on the wall, like trophies,

your rejection notes from publishers.
They gave you a bitter pride.

But the music has fallen silent, in the house
that grows dimmer and dimmer, and the phone keeps on.

p. 45



Can't even think that it's coincidence

if we haven't talked in quite awhile.

The street will be turning grey and vague,
al potholes and rubble. But the tram

will il go by, with its ordinary

clatter. Maybe thousands

of handwritten pages are already
fluttering through the room,

bewildered birds that in time

no one will know how to sort out.

Drifting pages and gyrating jolts
and eddies amid amillion words
mixed till they blur together,

with years and lives in the chaotic
somewhat sarcastic hecatomb

of this taut writing of the heart

and mind, leaving just traces, ink
isnot inddible, it fades, and as

the phone keeps ringing the house
disappears, then hit by bit, the way.

San Salvador, November 2

1. “Nelson Amilcar GarciaMancia, 33, waskilled
yesterday by unknown persons, receiving two bul-
letstothechedt. [ ...] Thevictim wasattacked near
the Gloria River, on hisway to go fishing.”

2. “Police haveidentified the body of Carlos A+
tonio Amaya, 42, whowaskilled Tuesday [...] on
the banks of the Sensunapan.”

Today isthe Day of the Dead. The day weaways
used to take flowersto my father, who died twelve
years ago of a heart attack, and to my paternal
grandfather, who lies behind awhite marble dab
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October 29. Brazilian
President Luiz Inacio
Lula da Slvawins
second term.

October 31. “ New York
Times’, “ quotation of
theday” : “ Please
ddiver thismessage This
city has suffered a lot.
These are poor people.”
Haidar Said, a police
officer in Baghdad.



in the church of San José delaMontafia. | enjoy
this vidt, the cheerful sight of so many people
gathered together in memory of their loved ones,
with colourful flowers everywhere—rea ones,
peper ones ad lady even pladic. One year, when
| wasliving in Antigua, Guatemala, we went to a
nearby village where they were celebrating the
holiday with huge round kites—they must have
been 4 or 5 meters across—made out of dl dif-
ferent colours of tissue paper; it took 15 to 20 peo-
pleto get them up into the air, above the crowded
cemetery full of stands. A beautiful sight, amid the
columnsof smokerising up fromthelittleincense
burners. Another time, | had to go to Mexico, and
mademy trip fal over November 2so 1 could see
Mexico City with Day of the Dead in full. It was
truy somehing d= The catrd plaza was packed
with gtdls, with thingsto eat, of course, but aso
with miniature recreated scenes—cities, land-
scapes—Tfull of grinning calaveras. Every con
ceivable category of person was parodied there, dl
dressed up but with the faces and bodies of skele-
tons: officeworkers, housawives, politicians, bar-
bers, secretaries, doctors, artists, chubby people,
scrawny people, children, and even animals. It
was, in short, ajovia celebration of life, arecog-
nition of how ephemera it can be, aninvitation to
liveit to the fullest, here and now.

Milan, Italy, undatec

[...] Isn't Life Wonderful ? [thetitle of afilm by
D.W. Griffith] Toadmit that itismeansdisorder,
anarchy, becoming “ idiots” again. Where, as

smrsobviousto me, idiocy isa solitary quality,
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October 31. Exxon
Mobil should stop
funding groupsthat have
spread the idea that
goa warmingisamyth
and that try to influence
policymakers to adopt
that view, us senators
Olympia Showe,
Republican, and Jay
Rockefeller, Democrat,
said today in a letter to
the oil company. (“ ABC
News")

November 3. Bush has
named Le=Raynond, the
retired chief of Exxon
Mohbil, to head a key
study to help America
dhertadesna coursefor
its energy needs.

BrunoDeMaria

From Un intervento, in
“Qui - appunti dal pre-
sentée’, 1, Autumn 1999.



amild refusal of theincomprehensible. Melville's
Billy Budd, an innocent newly-born Adamnot by
chance stutters. He cannot explain himself, and
renouncesthe practice of abstract dialectics heis
an“infans’ (lackinglanguage), and compensates
for suchagapwith apunchthat killsa bureaucrat
boatswain (was Claggarth hisname?), who hates
hisinnocent beauty. Innocence isunbearable,
since it questions every “ rationality” .

Here

A Red Apple

by Michele Zaffarano

notes from the present

1

to have a horse

to belittle again

for it aways to be summer

for life to be kinder

for al the animasin the world

to be arock

to go back and forth in time to see primitive man
to have a house made of olive trees
to ride a horse

to seep on a bed made of spruce
to go to the sea

to go away

to go live in america

to play blindman's bluff

for meteorites not to fall on earth
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for life to be made up just of beds
to be friends with al her friends
to live in a huge house with a poal
to live on agaleon

to be a peach tree

afox

tofly

to learn every language

to beasquirrel

ahorse

to go up to the sun

2

to be an eagle

to never go to work

to look at the mountains from afar

to be atour guide

to look at castles

to look at the houses of being a millionaire
tolook in my cagtle

to be the headless ghost that comes out of the grave
to be the headless ghost that comes out to frighten people
astar to be

to have a magic wand and cast al kinds of spells
to go into outer space

to know German

to have a crocodile around the house

to see people what objects they used for eating
to see people what objects they used for cutting
to see the objects

to be an acrobat

aplane

to live outsde with the flowers

and live at the very bottom of the sea

to livein los angeles but also in san francisco
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3

to see tarzan naked

supid

to come home at seven

the waterfalls

an adventure

for it dways to be spring

to stay at home

for kids not to hurt other kids

for nature not to be polluted

to go down awaterfall

amagic horse

to go to mexico

to run around with my friends al night long
to ride adog

to go on the rainbow

to have a garden full of flowers

a saber-toothed tiger

to be a snake in the jungle

and know how to tell stories

to be an archeologist

amummy

to swim with the dolphins

to play with dolls

for books to be just pictures

to live in ahouse in the woods

if shewasn't blond with blue eyes
or she had green hair and red eyes
to have adog

to go on the high-speed train

to be kidnapped by pirates

to have the sphinx as my house

to go in atime machine and go back to the jurassic era
and i’ll take afew of those dinosaurs that are so scary
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4

to jump off a bridge

to beking

toliveonafarm

to have atarantula or a haf scorpion
to have a haf scorpion half tarantula
to have astable

to jump down from a castle

to earn five million ayear

to beabird

to goon acruise

dog horse fairy sun

mouse squirrel

cat afish

the mama bear

inbed

on the beach

afish

you me and the sun

play doctor

be a rocket

for it to aways be summer

to be with my cat

for spring to stay my whole life long
to bein the circus

and for there to still be dinosaurs
to help animals

to have a telescope

to go to egypt

to visit my sgter in munich

to bein the jungle

to climb trees without getting hurt
for everyone to be dive

a bed made of cedar
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5

to go to china

to be named mohammad
hero

to fly aplane

to sail a boat

amap from the seventeenth century
an ice-cream cone

to do my best job

to belittle again

to belittle

to be even littler

Baghdad, November 5

Execute the dictator. It's that simple. When
American troops are being killed by the dozen,
when the country you are occupying is threat-
ening to break up into smaller countries, when
you have militias and death squads roaming the
streets and you've put a group of Mullahs in
power—execute the dictator. [...] Thetiming is
ridiculous—immediately before the congressiona
elections? How very convenient for Bush. Iraq,
today, is at its very worgst since the invasion and
the beginning of the occupation. [ ...] Recondruc-
tionisan aspiration from another lifetime: | swear
we no longer want buildings and bridges; secu-
rity and an undivided Irag are more than enough.
Things must be deteriorating beyond imagination
if Bush needs to use the * Execute the Dictator”
card. Irag has not been this bad in decades. [...]
It' s not about the man—presidents come and go,
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Saddam Hussein
sentenced to death.

November 7. Midterm
electionsin the United
Sates. Democrats take
control of the House of
Representatives, the
Senate, and the magjority
of governorships.

November 8. us Defense
Secretary Donald
Rurddd, ardited of the
war in Irag, isresigning.
President Bush's
nominee to lead the
Pentagon is Robert
Gates, former director
dtheaa Hemay bebest
known for playing a
rolein arming Saddam



governments come and go. It' sthe frustration of
feding like the whole country and every single
Iragi insde and outside of Iraq isat the mercy of
American politics. It is the rage of fedling like a
mere chess piece to be moved back and forth at
will. [...] I just read somewhere that some of the
families of dead American soldiersarevisting the
Iragi north to see “what their sons and daughters
dedfor”. If that’sthegoa of thevist, then, “La-
dies and gentlemen—to your right is the Iragi

Ministry of Qil, to your left is the Dawry refin-
ery... Eachof you get this, agift bag containing a
3 by 3 color poster of Al Sayid Mugtada Al Sadr
(Long May He Live And Prosper), an Ayatollah
Sidtani t-shirt and amap of Iran, to scale, redrawn
with the Ilamic Republic of South Irag. Also...

Hey you! Y ou—the female in the back—is that
alock of hair | see? Cover it up or stay home.”

And that is what they died for.

Durham, North Carolina, November 8

“Withdrawing” implies, in whatever vague and
euphemistic sense, an end, or at least, awaning
of hogtilities. But today | woke to discover that
thelsraeli Army has perpetrated amassacreon a
scale unseen in Gaza for along time: so far, 22
dead. Eight children; seven women. All mem+-
bers of the samefamily. Pleaseimagine 22 mem:
bers of your family, dead, in onefel swoop, and
that the deaths are brushed aside as unfortunate
mistakes from an otherwise moraly superior,
well-intentioned army. There can be no goodin-
tentions deriving from an Army ordered to fire
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Hussein with American
made weapons in the
Iraq’swar against Iran
in the 1980s, and for
advocating a bombing
campaign against
Nicaragua in 1984 in
order to “ bring down”
the leftist government of
Daniel Ortega.

Novermber 8. Nicaragua.
Daniel Ortega won
presidential election.

Laila El -Haddad



heavy-grade artillery shells within 100 metres of
civilian areas. None. And | am sick to my stom-
ach. | am sick of hearing the “we regrets’ and
“sorries’ and the empty promises of investiga-
tions that never materialize and whose only pur-
poseisto exonerate the accused. | am sick of the
wdl-intentioned “mora” Army of “defence” rou-
tine, that only attemptsto attack “militants’, asif
to imply the entire occupation is justified if sus-
tained by this absurdist rhetoric. I'm just sick of
it al. Sick sick sick. We want an end to the oc-
cupation. Period. To quote Peace Now, instead of
gpologizing, stop your war against us. So much
energy and enthusiasm devoted to death and de-
gruction and dehilitation and asphyxiation and
occupation—so little devoted to ending it al. If
you areinlsrael, gojoin Peace Now' sdemondra:
tiontoday (Wednesday) at 17:00hrs oppositethe
Defence Ministry on Kaplan &, Tel Aviv. If you
are not, make some noise. Contact your govern-
ment. Tell them you won’t stand for the daughter
of innocents—don’t recoil in the comfort of your
couch, assured that such tragedy is distant and
does not affect you. It affects all of uswhen hu-
mans become less human, when their blood be-
comesworth lessthan ours. And remember Mar-
tin Niemoeller' swords. “They camefirgt for the
Communists, and | didn’t speak up because |
waan't a Communist. Thenthey came for the Jews
and | didn’t speak up because | wasn't a Jew.
When they came for me, there was no oneleft to
speak out.” Let usadd to thefamous poem: “Then
they camefor the Palestinians, but | remained s-
lent, for | was not Palestinian”.
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A Cry Against Here
| ndifference

by Maria Ofelia Zuniga

notes from the present

Which at times can be as mur derous as someone
who picks a weapon and kills his neighbour.

Some may say that thisisjust afact of life; don't
| wish it weren't something that touches us di-
rectly, forcing us to open our eyes and maybe
even think we have a responsibility to do some-
thing. | hope you have the time and inclination
to read this. If you don’t, the world won't come
to an end, and if you do, it won't change in any
fundamental way. | smply found | had to writeit
down. [...]

In the name of Cecy, and all the victims of the
brutality we areall allowing totakeplace. [ .. ]

This story is about Cecilia, a young woman just
over twenty, who once had been allittle girl like
any other.[...] Now she’sdead. [...] Thismorn
ing, before seven, my mother went out to the store,
and while shewaswaiting in line, some men hold-
ing guns brushed past her. The other women who
were a so there buying things for breakfast pan-
icked and tried to run away. Asthey werelooking
for somewhereto hide, they heard aviolent burst
of gunfire, and the shopkeeper opened the door of
her house o thet dl of them, induding my maother,
oould teke hdter, but before they were even indde
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the men came running back. Without aword, with
the coolness that istypical of such crimes nowa

days, they had just shot Cecilia, point-blank, se-

rioudy wounding her niece, who is seven or eight
but l1ooks only five because of manutrition. My

mother came home (as best she could after sucha
fright), and with trembling legs, said: “Did you

hear those shots? They say that Rosa’ s daughter
hasbeenkilled”. That’ swhat people were saying
asthey began to come out of their houses after the
shooting. Rosais Cecilia ssister, and her daugh-
ter’ snameisDaysd. | met Ceciliaand Rosawhen
they were little, very little, in 1986. | was aso a
child at the time, when her parents came to live
in a shack built by a neighbour on the sidewalk

across the street from us, afew houses down. It
was a two-meter-square cardboard shack at the
entrance to the house. We found out about them,
or a least | did, when the earthquake came and
everyone in the neighbourhood (like amost
everyone in El Salvador) had to deep in the

street because of the aftershocks. T here, every-
one wasequa, sncedl wehad wasamattresson
the street and the solidarity between neighbours
that emergesin thiskind of situation. That’s how
I met the new family who was living “ther€’, in
those conditions. Time went by, the quakes
stopped, we returned to our homes, and they

obtained a smal plot of land two houses further
up, in a place that used to be the neighbourhood
dump, but had been cleaned up and had at least
three houses on it. With a bit of help they built a
shack there, out of tin instead of cardboard, and
becamejust another neighbourhood family. Every
day the mother and father went to work and the
girls stayed home by themselves, taking care of
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each other, | think, even though neither was even
old enough to tie her own shoes... But of course
that wasn't a problem, because they didn’'t have
any, and it didn’t really matter, they werefine on
their own. After afew years, their mother died; her
job, which was an open secret to everyonein the
neighbourhood, led to a premature but predictable
death. She died of AIDS, and thefamily, now only
three people, was l€eft in the care of afather who
died himsdf afew yearslater of throat cancer. So
thelittle girls, now preteens, were left to fend for
themselves. The older one found aboyfriend and
soon became the mother of Daysi; now there are
four little brothersand sistersin dl. Ceciliastarted
working, running errandsfor people, though there
were aso rumours that she'd followed in her

mother’s footsteps and that some neighbours

would leave their doors open for her at night. |

also know that—a victim of the ignorance, illit-
eracy, structura violence, hunger, londliness, and
lack of guidance to which shewas condemned for
having been born and raised where she was—
she started saying a few years ago that she had
joined a mara (gang) and had been brincada
(initiation rite that consists in having sex with a
number of gang membersat the sametime). Any-
way, Snce such things aren't gooken of, because we
livein an erawhereyou' re better off not knowing,
no one knew what else this girl did to get by; no
one saw her going anywhere in particular, there
were no other sgnsthat shewasinvolved withthe
mara. She was just another impoverished girl.

People called her a*public woman”, of course;

talk and criticism are cheap, wherever you arein

theworld. I’ d chat with her sometimes when we
ran into each other, since she wastaking care of
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her nieces and nephews and would be up and
down the street with them al the time. When |

met her she’ d show them off with acertain pride,
the way anyone would show off their nieces and
nephews, eager for everyone to see how beautiful
they are. She had a baby hersalf, but since she
knew she couldn’t bring him up, she decided to
give him away at birth. Many peaoplecriticized her
for this, but compared with al the crazy things a
fifteen-year-old girl can do, | think that in the end
it was wie (Yes | know, in more devdoped coun
triesthey talk about “ putting a baby up for adop-
tion” as part of a teen assistance program, but
here, in this underworld, you say “give a baby

away”.) Onetimel raninto her and she wasfill-
ing me in on what she was doing, she said she
woud have liked to work as a mad in some house
hold and learn a trade so she could earn more
money, athough sometimes she thought she'd

haveliked to be ahairdresser. | don’t know what
she did—though she certainly wasn’t a hair-
dresser—and | don't care if her choices were
lousy ones; in the end, she never had anyone to
help her out, for better or for worse. So my ques-
tion, ladies and gentlemen, is: who killed Cecilia?
Who'sfaultisit that Days isnow at desth’ sdoor,
and her mother Rosa—who works in some far-

off place, no oneknowswhere, and can only come
every so often to see her kidsand leave her sister
alittle money—has yet to find out, today or next
time she comes back, what we aready know?
When | came out of the house today, the police
had cordoned off the entire neighbourhood, as

they have severa times in recent months, the

ambulance wes there to take Days away, and

reporters had come running after the story, which

p. 58



will undoubtedly be in the news laer. In my

house, where we' d awoken to the shooting and

then my mother’ sterrified face, we talked about
what happened... Someone said “they should dl

be killed” (who?), that it takes an iron fist, but

now, when there’ smore of aniron fist than ever,
my neighbourhood cries out against the injustice.
But seeing that family hungry, seeing the mother
die from AiDsand spend awhole day on the dlab
a the town morgue because there wasn't enough
money for a coffin, what's that called? Believe
me, today | just don’'t know what to think... I'm
not writing these things because | think that other
people, somebody, | don’t know who, but some-
body hasto do something, but rather becausethis
morning | was overcome by the doubt, the ques-
tion: what ought | to do? | admit that I’'m over-
come by fear, because hearing shots and then

finding out that they meant the death of someone
who lived dose by, whom you dways saw around,
is painful but aso very frightening. Of course, |

wasn't responsible... but then who was? Thisday
hes dheken me and touched me to the core Hunger,
socid injustice, and a poverty that grows deeper
every day are carrying off our young people All
these people who die, every day, for money, or
for being the friends, acquaintances, boyfriends,

girlfriends, or relatives of someone who “messed
w’, o smply found themsdves in the wrong place
a thewrong time, are our people.[...] Twoques
tions come to me. One at a genera level [...]:

would Cecilia, and thousands of other people, be
dead today if there werereal programsfor deve-
opment and prevention, instead of the voracious
policies that strangle the poor and weak among

80% percent of the world’ s population?If instead

p. 59



of the goddamn walls like the one [...] a the
US-Mexico border, [ ...] whichisusdessanyway
because it won't get rid of the root causes of im-
migration, which will only stop when people are
no longer hungry, when countries likethe United
States are no longer the last resort because they
offer “opportunities’ in exchangefor cleaning the
crap that by birthright their inhabitants are too
good to clean, or any other kind of work that yes,
will mean a living, hedthcare, food, shdlter, and
clothes for emigrants and their families, because
every hour of work represents aincome that im-
proves (andisfair), as opposed to what happensin
our countries, wherework, for most people, isjust
ameans of survival, not gratification or advance-
ment. The other questionisat apersond leve, but
to me is more important: what is it our responsi-
bility to do, each and every one of us? Would
Cecilia and so many others be dead today if in-
stead of just thinking about our own safety, fenc-
ing off our own little worlds, we had at |east tried
to helpin someway? How? That’ sthe next ques-
tion, of course, and answering it is everybody’s
job. I should say right off that haven’t found an
answer yet. Butin casel should, | want to say that
my hands are ready and willing; today they are
trembling with fear (I have to admit), aswell as
rage and impotence, but who knows, perhapseven
so they could make themselves useful... | don't
know, perhaps together we can find a way to
change, if not the world, at least thelittle world
around us, can’t we? It doesn’t matter whether we
livein El Sadvador or somewhere g, it doesn't
matter whether welivein the devel oped or unda-
deveoped world. Is it or ign't it evayones regport
shility? To make a clean break with violence, to
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assuage hunger, to make sure that children have
somekind of opportunity, now and in thefuture. If
the present doesn't change, what future will there
be? There are thousands of waysto do something,
because there are millions of needs. I’ mjust ask-
ing you to open your eyes and ask the Father and
Mother of life for illumination, so that love will
meke us credtive [...] | refuse to bdieve that when
life has given us so much, these gifts are just for
us. Don't you agree?

San Salvador, November 8

P.S.: Ceciliadidn’'t even get a“decent” buria; her
Sster didn’t have enough money, so she signed at
the forensics department for her to be buried as
“unidentified”. The poorest of the poor...

Rome, November 10

| read and re-read the diary page by Marc Ellis
last June 4, in part because | noticed a certain
thematic parallel with what | had written the very
next day, on June5. | read it severd times, but I'm
not sure | fully understand what hewas getting &t.
Moreover (unless| misunderstood), whenhetaks
about charity and justice, | don't totally agree.
Ellis says that Christianity’s mistake was to put
charity over justice, but it doesn’t seem that way
to me @though if you reed chapter 13 of . Pau’s
first letter to the Corinthians, it isindeed difficult
not to put charity over al things). In the Sermon
onthe Mount, Jesus says. “ Blessed arethey which
do hunger and thirst after righteousness: for they
shall be filled”, a beatitude that also happens to
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shall befilled”, a besatitude that also happens to

come before the one saying “ blessed arethe mer-
ciful: for they shal obtain mercy” ; the concept of

justiceistherefore fundamenta in the message of

the Gospel s, because thirsting after justice means
deeply fedling the need to fulfill al your duties
towards others. We know how little justice is
achieved in this world (dthough it is so often

invoked: everyone who has been avictim of vio-
lence, abuse, and crime ask for jugtice), and thisis
certainly not Chrigtianity’ s fault; actudly, | think
that Chrigtians, aware of just how little disposed
human beings are to justice, try to make up for it
through charity. But careful here, one shouldn’t
take charity to mean mere alms-giving, but rather,
love; embracing love, supportive love, love that
listens, love committed to concretely helping those
in need, creating the right conditionsto foster the
autonomous devel opment of work and resources.
Of coursethere are peoplein thisworld who have
astake in making surethat the poor stay poor (all

the various multinationa corporations that have
been repeatedly denounced), but not so that they
cando charity and save their sould It does't seam
plausible to me that “persona salvation may be
dependent on socid injustice”’, asElliswrites. Nor
do | redly understand what he isimplying when
just afterwards he asks. “How €else can charity

be digtributed as a sign of God's love?’ | don't
understand what charity he' sreferring to here, be-
cause hegpsof charity can bedistributed every day
eveninour afluent cities. | am being charitable—
and just—when | offer support to those who are
suffering, when | knock on my sick neighbour’s
door to ask if she needs anything, when | stop to
chat with the old lady upstairs who is al done,
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when | give up my seat on the bus, when | pick
up after my dog, when avoid parking on the pe-
destrian crossing or the sdewak and making it
hard for other peopleto get past. One might object
thet this is “mady” avilized behaviour... Sue but
take alook around and tell meif we can consider
ourselvescivilized people... What isit welack?1
think that every act which demonstrates|ove and
respect for othersleadstowardsjustice; love and
justice go hand in hand, although at times love
may get there first, reaching out where justice
cannot reach. The subject of charity and personal
sdvation aso cdls to mind a lady who told me
shewas busy doing volunteer work for her asso-
ciation because, she added, it did her good. | was
a bit puzzled by this and thought to mysalf sar-
donicaly, “So in the end you' re doing volunteer
work for yourself!” Will this woman, who does
volunteer work to save her soul inthisworld, save
it in the next as well? (When you think about it,
aren’'t volunteer associations, both secular and
religious, a sort of “charity” because they try to
compensate for thefailingsof publicinditutions?).
And wheat differenceisthere between thiswoman,
who doesit for her own good, and those who do
it for other peopl€ swelfare? On the surface, none.
| mean, not in terms of concrete, visible results.
And yet thereisadifference. A mgjor difference,
a fundamental difference that merits reflection.
| love the last lines of Marc Ellis's diary entry,
when he calls Jesus “the great cloak shielding
us—through his sacrifice—from God's judge-
ment.” Isit the love that flowed out of His sac-
rifice, out of His death and resurrection, that re-
deems us before God and somehow puts us be-
yond judgment?
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| remember one day in

classwhen | first started
teaching in Waco, | was
speaking about justice.

The dass was teken abadk,
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judgmat of God averted—
accomplished; our sdva
tion accomplished.”



Casablanca, November 20

She's discovering the world of work: staying
overtime, dealing with demands from one side
and criticism from another... She turns to me,
asksmefor advice and then followsit reigioudly,
[...] and | fed terribly old, even though we're
thesameage. [...] | started working when | was
twenty-one. | understand why some peopledidn’t
take me serioudly. | think | would have done the
same. [...] And now, when | compare mysdlf with
this girl who's just set foot in the professiona
world, | fed sad for her. Affectionately sad. She's
entering a world that will alow her to become
more responsible, more resilient, more mature,
more intelligent, more ambitious... but a what
cost? That's the question that saddens me so
much. [...] When | spend 70 percent of my wak-
ing hours daving away at projects that could get
done with me or without me, | tell myself there's
something wrong with the equation... [...] And
yet the ambition is ill there, | want to stick
with it, | want to succeed. But | think back to
the same phrase: at what cost?[...] I'm tired of
being what | am. Tired.

Milan, Italy, February 17, 2002

[...] Personally, I havenothing but sympathy for
whoever ishesitant, scared, for whoever realizes
towhat degree change meansfacingupto* dis-
aster” , thedisaster of what you used to be. But
actually, wefind ourselvesfaced with“ disaster”
whichever path we decideto take. Aswegoalong,
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we leave familiar things behind us, coming out
of the selfhood we know all too well, and we enact
asort of betrayal. What isfamiliar to usbecomes
foreign, and thisturnsreality, asit hasbeen es-
tablished by thelessonsof our cultural framework,
into theoriginal experienceof selfinrelationto
theworld. Thisisan experiencethat transforms
meaning, creating wordsof one’ sown, which, as
such, expose usto the experience of mourning.
Thereisa obscurefeeling of death, here, tinged
with feelings of guilt, of possible recrimination.
As a rule, what to us is the experience of an
emerging subjectivity, apromiseof life, isin other
waysa crippling event, crippling the power of our
former colonizers. The* door” isthedoor of death,
theplace of ultimate surrender. And dying, tome,
means getting beyond oneself, beyond one’ sown
rusty substantialities. | think that dreams of death
should be seen as an experience of looking over
thethreshold to glimpsethe other-than-sdf, which
isinconceivable, staggering. Of course, youcan
turn back, close the door behind you and give
yourself back over, speechless, perhaps, to the
past and to the laws that have already colonized
us. In my opinion, thisabout-faceisyet another
disaster. But a disaster evenworsethanthefirst,
becauseit hasno movement or narrative. It has
no future. Thereisno such thing asa futurethat
does not involve the agony of coming to terms
with an unexplored region. Thisbringsto mind
anold story by Cortazar. A man stickshishead
into a sweater he wants to put on and can no
longer get it back out, losing it in a thousand
nooksand crannieswithout ever finding theone
that fits. Which reminds me of what Nietzsche
said: “ To have a head, you first must loseit” .
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Here

From a prison

by Chiara Maffioletti

notes from the present

From Detention Centre Il in Milano-Bollate.

A roar breaks the silence. It bounces off walls,
through rooms and aong corridors, insde slent
courtyardsand in great open spaces. amore pow -
erful and profound roar than the one heard afew
weeks ago, when Italy won the world cup. It is
July 27. With more than two thirds of votesinfa-
vour, the Chamber of Deputies has approved the
Pardon Act that reduces by three years al sen
tencesfor offencescommitted before2 May 2006
with few exceptions. Itisahistorical day inthose
individua histories with alower-case“h”, asitis
redly going to change the lives of lots of people
in here.

Small radios tuned in to Radio Radicale broad-
cagting the Parliament debate live have been reso-
nating evalywhere for days now. Ove the ladt three
endless days, tension has been sky-high, andmery
have not even left their cells. Maklouf told methat
“if it does’t pass this time ether, someone will

hang himself”. Predictions are being made, but
most convictsaresilent. In here, silence befitsredl
tension up until that relieving moment: scenes of

joy, jubilation and emotion which one can hardly
help being overcome by. | can see peoplergoicing
and embracing one another; those who can are
running, shaking hands with their mates, and
thanking heaven, the Virgin Mary and palitics;
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someone is even swearing that from now on he
will give his vote to the Communists. Then they
al recover their composure and remember that the
act has not been passed by the Senate yet. But
there's optimism. Convicts are usually uncon-
cerned and detached from politics, but aways
seem to know what’ swhat when something cor+
cernsthem, and old connections between politics
and the underworld are echoed. Without saying it
too loudly, many have long been feding they had
release under their belt. Though better to keep a
low profile: before the order of release arrives, or
rather before one has crossed the last gate, there
IS no certainty; moving to larger premises brings
rough luck. Aswas predictable, everything goes
smoothly on Saturday 29 July, and the find vote
arrives during the day. Onceit ispublished in the
Gazzetta Ufficiale [Officia Journal], the three-
year remission will take immediate effect. Publi-
cation appears on Monday 31 July and releases
begin on Tuesday morning.

Many have asked me: why not postpone the en-
forcement of the act, so asto allow people being
released to get themselves organized, as well as
allowing socia services to arrange appropriate
support, and familiesto get ready? In other words,
to alow that whole universe of relationships and
organizations thet revolve around and togather with
the enforcement o aimind pendlties, to rearange
themselves according to this new perspective? |
immediately understood it myself, from thosefirst
less tight-lipped “fuck you” addressed towards
penitentiary policeofficers. After fina gpprovd, a
group of convictsin one of the arms here at Bol-
late smashed up windows, sinks, furniture and
various furnishings, in a mixture of celebration,
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inault and revenge Apat from the extrandy scarce
sympathy shown towardsthe convictsremaining
behind, a balance was broken, and role masks,

which even the most experienced prison workers
tand to forget about, were thvown off. Those work-
ersareindeed convinced that jail shouldtry tore-
Ouce damege by guaranteeing pegples dignity ad
committing itself to the utmogt to the gpplication
of the congtitutional didtete about the re-educationd
value of jail sentences; in other words, they be-

lievethiskind of jail can, to some extent, produce
afedling of sharing though maintaining and adher-
ing to opposing roles. Perhaps this does happen

sometimes, and someone does acknowledge com-
mitment, but thisis not enough to make up for the
suffering and the feeling that, by being in the

clutches of a penitentiary system that does not
work, one hasturned into being avictim. In short,
theideaisthat once release has been obtained, a
prison can no longer be under contral, itsrulesand
disciplinefail, and that delicate balance between
prizesand punishments, which isanimplicaionof

penitentiary law, is baffled. Many convictsleave
their job a once or do not work well, those re-
sponsible for the cleaning do not clean any more,
officers swallow insults and surly looks, and the
risk isthat small underworld feuds are triggered.

So: everyone out as soon as possible. Though

releasing about 15,000 people dl in one go is not
aseasly done as said. Thishas not happened for
sxteen years, sincethe 1990 amnesty. Therefore,
delirium is set off, aswell asarace against time
on the part of the Director and the workers who
carefor many convicts ongoing projects, in order
not to thwart everything and at the sametime to
somehow solve the most desperate situations for
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thosewho are released without ahome, money or

afamily. But very few, hardly anyoneinfact, are
complaining about having no time to get argan-

ized. Thejoy for their regained freedom prevails
over everything, at least for thetime being. Many,

with the usual good amount of recklessness and

fatalism, are quite happy about escaping thetoils
of the variegated network of socia support. Some
of them don’t: they remain hooked, and look for
help, tired of their old life and having redlly caught
aglimpse of adifferent prospect. Once outside,

most of them disappear, some because they want
to, some others because they need to. Foreign con-
victsdo, becausethey need to. It isthem who will

bendfit en messe from the pardon. Mogt foragners
whose percentage exceeds 50% in many prisons,
have been sentenced to less than three years for
mild drug pushing, thefts or robberies. But this
time foreign convicts are not released with the
usual paper asking them to show up at the Police
Station. They aretaken to the Police Station where
ther position is checked and pradicdly dl of them
arenotified an expulsion warrant. Then, they may
aswell leave on foot and by their own means. An
excellent prelude to future mass arrests.

On Tuetey 1 Augud the fird orders of rdesse dat
coming from the various procure. The prison’s
regder dffice daks ae in fighting tim. During the
first week’ s rel eases they work eighteen hoursa
day, some of them swearing, because “these peo-
ple don't deserve anything and you can under-

stand that from the racket they’ remaking”. A re-
lease is not something you do in aminute; it re-
quires paper-filling, returning documents and per-
sonal effects, closing bank accounts and handing
back money, as well as calculating possible rec-
ompenses (wages againg work doneiniail) till to
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ompenses (wagesagainst work doneinjail) dill to
be paid. Little by little they al get out, al those
with residual sentences under threeyears, unless
sentenced for excepted offences (terrorism and

subversion, mafia, sexua crimes, pushing of sub-

stantia quantities of drugsand afew others). But
after getting intoxicated with ceebrationsandjoy,
every minute spent waiting insde the prisonisan
endless hell, an intolerable abuse. And it doesn’t
help to remember the months and yearsin one's
life jus won & the lottery: what difference may one
more hour, one or two more days make? These
gurus of waiting, these models of patience when
they know they have to put their hearts at rest,

have now turned into childish importunate beggars
of all of it at once. Therefore, on seeing thefirst
ones leave, instead of cheering up for their own
like near fate, those till waiting get worked up,

they protest and want to know why their procura
isnot taking steps, why the register’ sofficeisnot
carrying on, or who is plotting against their free-
dom. Someore threatens radiaion, hunger drikes,
or saf-infliction of wounds. And there we are,

calming things down, dissolving the fumes of con-
spiracy with obvious common-sense arguments.
Now and then names are heard dong the coridors
together with the longed-for word. ... “liberanteee’;
it is & the same time a triumph and aknot in the
stomach for those who have not heard their names
yet. Although | know prison life and those who are
convicted there, | redly find it hard to understand
thsangy impatience, which makes one forget that
Fortunés whed hes 0 shamelesdy tumed in ones
favour. But thismay provide an idea of the extent
to which detention becomes intolerable. Waiting
for impending freedom turnsinto waking up after
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anightmarethat leavesyou trapped on the edge of
it, caught up in its of fshoots.

Fabrizio, his whole life spent in Milan’s under-
world, at fourteen acted as lookout outside gamt
bling clubs. He attempted suicide a few weeks
ago, when there was no talking about pardon yet,
though his sentence was drawing to an end; one
more year to go: nothing compared with al the
time he has already spent in prison. Heis seperat-
ing from his wife, who has been waiting for him
for years and is now fed up and throws just any-
thing back at him. How can anyone manage all

this from inside a prison, during a ten-minute-
phone call, or during those six hours mesting a
month? Now heisabout to get out and every extra
second injail istorture; he ploughs aong the cor-
ridor, with his head down and a cigarette between
histeeth. Zin Y u hasbeeninfor 6 yearsfor extor-
tion and al his family are in Italy. His sentence
endson 9 August. Almost atwist of Fate. | watch
Antonio leave with black sacks on hisback; heis
one of lag men left of the Vdlanzasca gang (Which
carried out so many robberies, murders and kid-
nappings in the seventies to become “the gang”

par excellence): he has been in prison non-stop
since 1976. Unthinkable: | wasjust beginning pri-
mary school and hewas already in prison. There
aretearsin hiseyes. He had ashort timelefttodo,
too. Gjita, a crafty wise Albanian with a refined
sense of humour, had little lessthan three yearsto
do and thisis net gain for him: three years of his
life to fill up. When he arrived in Italy he could

work, as he had friends and relatives well under
way here, but he chose robbery, because making
easy big money, “bellavita” ashecdlsit, wasan
irresistible prospect. Also Simone, who will have
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just under three years to do at the beginning of
September, isleaving three years earlier than ex-
pected. He is shocked by this He killed hiswoman
before ther daughter’s eyes | wonder how the vic-
tim’'s parentsfedl, what they think about pardon,
ad as | ak mysf this quesion, | can't hdp think-
ing about the debate over the non-exclusion of
financia crimesand crimes againgt the public ad
ministration. Each of us may, for individua—
though shared by many—reasons, find themsalves
in a podition to judge one particular crime more
hateful and less deserving clemency than another;
should therefore law indulge in every persona

point of view?1 don’t think so. Surely, revenge or
some moraigtic “ making someone pay for it” will
not solve the problem of corruptionin Italy. After
al, that would be the same logic asthe one lying
behind the laws ad per sonampromoted by Ber-
lusconi, when in power, to savethisor the other of
his devotees (or himsdlf) from court; and such
logic is emerging now that the government has
changed, when alaw contra per sonamispleeded,
0 tha soadsos jud them, will nat axad jal. Al
the othersmay aswell leave. | found this hard-hat
vigour, as well as certain left-wing damegogy about
“letting out the poor devils and not the others’,

unbearable. As if all the perpetrators of non-
financid crimes were poor devils.

Snce | work in a prison, many have asked me wha
| think about pardon. On afirst, purely emotional
level | believewhat has prevailed in meisthe ob-
vious basic sharing of joy with peoplecloseto me
whom | know well, whom | have spent days and
established meaningful relationshipswith (though
on the other side, dso a hardly noble pleasurein
getting rid of some unbearable mugs). There has

p. 72



also been asense of relief from the hard work in
jal, and an avareness that this decongesion means
al prison workers, directors, agents and socia

workers will be enabled to work better. Besides
these more persona considerations, | regard par-
don as not having much senseinitsalf, but ashav-
ing been anecessary measure for many reasons,
aso, it will gain more senseif it isfollowed by ac-
tionsand measures on astructural level, athough
| think it isabasically unfair measure towardsdl
those who have not benefited and will not benefit
from it dueto apurely accidentd factor, i.e. time.
However, it will help decongest aclogged system,
thus allowing it to function better and making it
feasible to carry out reforms. The so-caled
mildness of the measure has in fact a compen-
sating value and one of restoration of the law,

because any detention sentence, which should
congst only in the deprivation of liberty, is made
heavier by accessory punishments, whichinsome
prisons are close to torture and more generaly

deeply harmful to individuas dignity. No oneis
sentenced to living with other eight or ten people
in three-by-four square metres. Just as our Peni-
tentiary System does not contemplate that a con-
vict should wait three years before the centre
where he is can provide the giudice di sorveglianza
[survallance judgd with a report dbout him, or thet
he should wait ayear before he can get areply to
his application for leave. How can an ingtitution
representing thelaw be credibleif it exercisesille-
gdity inthefirst place? That ingtitution putsitself

in the wrong, thus rendering null its aready poor
re-educational capabilities, becauseit completely
loses proportionaity—in itself already extremely
hard to be found—between the damage caused by
the offence and the damege the offender isinflicted.
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Pogscript, three months later. Tha the debate over
pardon would have raged for along time had im-
mediately been clear, right from the days falow-
ing the firg rdeasss when newspepars hed revdled
inthe pleasure of being able to write about the so-
and-so who had stolen acar one minute after step-
ping into freedom, or that other one who had run
hometo kill hiswife, or yet another one who had
got the old gang together and picked up hislife-
long habits again. But what was hardly imaginable
wasthat, just few monthsl|ater, the resurgence of
organized crimein Naples, aswell asthe problem
of Courts' shortcomings, if not so increased air
pollution, in other words everything, would have
been blamed on the pardon, and that the very poli-
ticians who had passed it would amost have
thought they had to say sorry and some of them
would even have abjured.

Insidejail, the pardon has aready become areal-
ity, and thejoy of thosewho are dtill in hasaready
been watered, drowned in the difficult everyday
routine, athough it still emerges upon receiving
the miice from the procura thet confirms the bene-
fit Oudde disnformation is widesoreed, as usd.
Pardon isunpopular, so better to distance oneself
fromit. What matterswhich newsitemsor argu-
ments ae pushed fowad in order to jain the queue
o those who opt au? May pdiitidans vie with ane
another to see who said more insistently that, to-
gether with apardon, an amnesty was necessary,
too otherwisetrials are done for nothing. How bi-
zare tha the assessment of reponghlity (the most
ggnificant result of atrial, | would say) should be
regarded as* nothing”. Thereal problem—butthis
isknown only to experts—liesin thefact that am+
nesty isaready thereand cregping: thevery courts
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carry it out by putting off or not fixing hearingsfor
those prosscutions for which a santence under three
years is contemplated.

Figuresaredwaysapartial representation of rea-
ity, but in the deluge of wordsthat have accampe:
nied the whole matter, perhaps afew figures may
partly restore truth. Data concerning the pardon
updated on October 25 2006: 24,256 rel eased con-
victs in total (of which 21,641 with fina judge-
ments and 2,615 released thanks to repeal of de-
tation). Besdes these, about anather 5000 peqde
benefited from pardon while they were spending
their sentence outside. Of al the people released,
1,336 are back in prison, i.e. 5.5% (4.6% if we
cal culate al so those spending a sentence outsde).

Karkur, Israel, November 30

[...] For the past few months, my writing has
overwhemingly taken aturn towardsthe personal
and away from the political. There' sapart of me
that’s disgppointed in that [...] but to be honest,
lately, | seem to have lost my passion for current
eventsissues. Thewar thispast summer sapped a
lot of my energy, and | think | haven’t completely
recovered. It took a huge emotional tdl in 0 mary
different ways. It affected my relationships, often
forcing meto accept certain, difficult, truthsabout
peoplein my life. Someriftswere reparable while
otherswerenot. It affected my fedlingsabout this
country, especidly those in power. Fedlings of
great anger intermingled with feelings of frustra-
tion, fear and disappointment, al directed in so
many different directions. | felt weak on so many
levels, weak and disenchanted. Since the end of
the war, we' ve been forced to deal not only with
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our failures vis-a-vis Lebanon, but aso the gross
dysfunctiondlity (isthat even aword?1 don't care—
it warks for me) of our govammat ad our oady.
Between the many politiciansin various stages of
invedigation (Whether it be fraud, acogpting bribes
shady real estate deals, sex-rdated charges €c), to
military and political leaders failing to take re-
sponghility for thar actions, D escgped vident sex
offenders [Benny Sela, sentenced in 1999 to 35
yearsin jail for the rape of 14 women, escaped
from two police officers a the Tel Aviv Magis-
trate's Court], to public-sector drikes life is jug too
depressing, and quite frankly, | smply don’t have
the energy to write about it. Our beloved country
isdowly but surely falling apart on so many dif-
ferent levels; it isrotting from the top down, and |

often find mysdf utterly astonished by just how
badly thingsare going for uslately. Thepeoplein
power seem to be more concerned with saving

their own asses than with saving the country, and
like many other people! know, I’ mtired of watch-
ing their pathetic games and power plays. What is
perhaps even sadder than being witnessto these
political antics is having to admit that as disllu-
soned aswe ae by our current leedars there is &
solutely no one out there who can replace them,

no onewho can set usback on theright track. We
ae in a sne duck with what weve gat, and here
areno viable dternatives. Judging by how quickly
our society is unraveling, | have very little hope
for our future. Life goesfrom bad to worse on a
daily bagis, and when you think it can't get any

worse, somehow, we manage to go even further
downhill, sort of like a snowball that goes faster
and faster, gathering speed and size asit hurlsto-
wards the bottom, only to crash and fall apart.
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Zimbabwe has found
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(“ The Independent™ )
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thefirst case was
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These days, | don't redly have anything good to
say about what' s happening in my country, which
iswhy, | suppose, | have chosen to say ailmost
nothing about it at dl. I’ m burned out, and cannot
be bothered to tackle 0 much negativity. [...] Why
would | conscioudy decide to take mysdlf to a
mentally bad place?|...]

Milan, Italy, December 10

The “Hundred Days in the Republic of Degth”,
duing which Mayra recorded—with teneaty, rage
pity, and at timesfaling slent—the names of eve-
ryonewho died from violencein El Salvador, are
over as of today. We have reprinted only afew
pages from this“diary” of hers. In one that was
left out, dated September 9, she wrote, among
other things, “Personaly, | am reluctant to look at
the dead asnumbers; | prefer to hold onto amore
human standpoint that concentrates on their faces,
their names, their ages, their clothes, the colour of
their hair.” So do we, so do I. Sometimes, how-
ever, numbers can be telling. The violent deaths
listed in the two Salvadoran papers that Mayra
consulted from September 1 to today, December
10, came to atota of 576. In one hundred days.
The deaths of American soldiersin Irag sincethe
beginning of the war, that is, snce March 20,

2003, have numbered almost 3000. In proportion,
less then hdlf. And on Novamba 16, Mayrds diay
reeds “The pdice have reported 33 aimes over 48
hours, writes* LaPrensaGréfica . [...] Referring
to those that took place from Monday to Tuesday.

But from Monday to Tuesday, the papers only

report 13 murders. Turning victimsinto numbers
doesn’t seem ethica to me, but | am troubled by
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For many Iragi women,
life has become
unbearable. AsIsamic
fundamentalism seeps
into society and
sectarian warfare
exalates moreandmore
women livein fear of
being kidnapped or
raped Theyrecavedesth
threats because of their
religious sects and
careers. They are
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scarves or for driving
cars. (“ The Washington
Post” )
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protest aimed at bringing
down the Western-
backed government.



such ahuge difference between what actualy hag-
pened and what was reported by themedia; inthis
oecific case, thereported crimesamount to barely
40% of the actual crimes...”.

Why isn't El Salvador ranked near the top of the
list of the world's problems, why isn't it on the
front pages of every newspaper? The people dying
there, inthewordsof MariaOfelia(p. 59), aredso
“our peopl€’, “our young people’.

Inthe Italian paper | read every day, “LaRepub-
blica’, | don’t think I’ ve ever seeniit cited over the
last few months. Inthe“New Y ork Times’, whose
archives can eadly be consulted online, it hasbeen
cited six times since September 1 four timesjust
in passing (on September 10, in an article about a
shopin Los Angdesthat sellsdrinksfrom around
the world, including “a cream soda from El Sal-
vador” called Kolashampan; on October 27, when
informing us that Nicaragua has diminated ex-
ceptions permitting abortion in cases of rape or
when the mother’ slifeisin danger, becoming the
“third country in the Western hemisphere, after
El Salvador and Chile, to ban abortion without ex-
ception”; on November 19, in aletter to the editor
from a reeder who says thet to complain about beg
gage ddivery problemswith an American airline,
he had called their “ representative (at acall center
in El Salvador)”; finaly, on December 9, in an
obituary for Jeane Kirkpatrick, “the Reagan ad-
mindration's fird United Nations ambassador ad
abeacon of neoconservative thought”, the“New
York Times’ noted how, among other things, she
had “ argued for El Salvador’ sright-wingjunta’).
Only twice over the same period did El Salvador
attract the“Times™’ attention on its own account
rather than in relation to something else: on No-
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vember 30, in reporting that “the Millennium
Challenge Corporation, an American foreign aid
agency, sad it would provide $461 million to El

Salvador over five years for projects across the
country’ s poor northern region”; and on Septem-
ber 18, in an article entitled “Oh, The Places
You'll Go!”, which sid, “Tiny El Sdvador is
puling out dl the gops to I itdf as the busness:
meeting hub for Centra America. It ispitching it-
sdf asan dternativeto popular meeting spotslike
Cancun, Mexico”. “Businesstravelers,” continues
the article, “will find it helpful that the country
uses the United States dollar and has one of the
best highway networksin Central America. The
United States State Department, however, warns
that violent crimeiswidespread and that the homi-
cide rate is among the highest in the world. The
police have set up aspecia forcefor tourist aress,
and hotel managers say that has helped curb street
crime”.

The comparison between American casudtiesin
Iraq and murder victimsin El Salvador isan inap-
propriate one, | know. Thereareimportant reesons
why thewar in Iragisnear thetop of thelist of the
world’ s problems and on the front pages of every
newspaper, and El Salvador isn't. What is going
oninlragisawar; itisfought by theworld'sonly
superpower; it is taking place in the center of a
world, the Idamic world, that is run through by
tensions which have spread to involve the entire
planet, and so on, and so forth. Everyone' s fate
may be riding on it. In contrast, the increase or
decrease of violent crimein El Salvador wouldn't
affect anything elsewhere.

But even more important is the reason why El

Salvador isn’t near thetop of thelist of theworld's
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problems or on the front pages of every newspa-
per: becausewhat’' sat thetop of thelist and onthe
front pages is not the preservation, defense, and
improvement of the lives of everyone on this
planet. It's as smple as that, and we al know it.
But are our thoughts and actions in line with this
“awareness’?

Gaza, December 11

It began at about 7 am: continuous machine gun
banter, dozens of rounds in arow, and only one
street down from our house. Moreinfighting, we
aumed, or maybe dsgruntled security foroes But
it didn’'t stop. We turned on the local radio and
learned that three children had been killed—sons
of anintelligence official, Colonel BahaBaousha,
loyd to Mahmoud Abbess Faah paty. They wee
shot dead in acar outside their school in Gazaon
Monday, spilling pools of blood aong the street.
Bdousha, aong with Mohammad Dahdan, is
known as one of the figures involved in a then

Faahrun Pdedinan Authoaity aadkdown agand
and torture of Hamas members adecade ago, and
he has been at odds with Hamas for some time.
Hamas denied responsibility and called the crime
gruesome. Fatah supporters blocked off main

roads in the city with burning tyres, and others
caled for agenera strike, shooting at storeswho
rfusad to dose hop. They domed the padiament
and called for the Hamas-run government’s im-
mediate resignation, shooting wildly into the air
throughout the city and making scathing insults
against Hamas leaders. Tensions were running

very high and threatened to spill over into the
streets—everybody wanted someoneto blameand
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for Fatah, that someonewas Hamas. Hamaswith-
drew itsforcesto avoid confrontation, and later at
night in ashow of solidarity, representativesof al
the factions, including Hameas, joined forces with
Fatah in a candielight vigil against violence and
crimindity infront of thefather’ shouse. Everyone
is mourning and searching for answers and of
coursefor the lants. No one can comprehend
who would commit such abruta act—whichpeo-
ple seem to think wasintentional (the targeting of
the children) given the time and location. Others
say theintended target wasthefather. But mostly,
everybody wants a solution. Today’s sad events
have triggered widespread fear and uncertainty.
Thetensionis palpablein theair and threatensto
boil over at any time. Astheflorist down the street
told me, “I used to say before | wasafraid of what
iscoming. But now, | am really afraid. Nobody
knows what’ s going to happen next.”

Karkur, Israel, December 18

Ove the pedt two days I've been atending vaious
sessions of aconference disturbingly entitled The
Mediaasa Theater of War, the Blogosphere, and
the Global Battle for Civil Society. Whenl arived
yesterday after work, | joined agroup of bloggers
stting in the back including Lisa (http://ontheface.
bogwaecomblog), Yad (hip/dehgr.com), R
nat (hitps/belagenbloggpotcom), and Allison (hitp:
/ldlisonkaplansommer.blogmosis.com). Having
communicated with Lisaseveral timesduring the
course of theday, | had agenera ideaof what to
expect. Nevertheless, | was dill shodked—shocked
by the bleak outlook being forecasted by the
speakers and the negative atitudesthey projected.
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Journdistswere described by one spesker asbeing
craven creatures, and | srael was consistently por-
trayed as the innocent victim. It was all deeply
unsettling, but nothing compared to the session |
attended before lunch today, entitled “ Paradigm
Shifts: Radical Reorientations’. Thewhole* |sragl
astheinnocent victim” theme continued to play a
largerole, but what really made me bang my head
repeatedly on the table (not literdly, obvioudy)
[...] werethewords of panelist Manfred Gergen
fdd, the crairmen of the deaing committee for the
Jerusalem Center for Public Affairs. Dr. Gerden
feld kept referring to the Palestinians as “ the en
emy”, and made statements such as“incitement to
murder is an integra part of Palestinian society”
and “fighting a society permeated with genocidal
intentions’ . He suggested that we must “turn the
accusers into the accused”, and that we should
“stop being verba vegetarians’. It wasatruly hor-
rifying expaience [...] All | know is the it's words
ad idess like his that have contributed to the over-
whdmingy negative waild qpnion visavis |gad,
and presentations like histhat damage our credi-
hility when we ae foroed to hem and haw our way
out of yet another debacle, while at thesametime
attempting to dam mord Lpaiarity. | came avay
from this conferencefeding rather frustrated. Per-
hepsthe sessions thet | missed were more belanced
(though my sourcestell methat they weren't), but
| was given the impression that these speakers
essentialy felt that thereis no hopefor peace, and
that we would be repeatedly locked in conflict
with our ‘enemies’ until the end of ime. As | ment
tioned earlier, arecurring themewasthat of | sragl
asthe victim. No one seemed to think that ashift
inlsragl’ spoliciesregarding itsneighborswasre-
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quired, and instead focused on the need to some-
how put apositive spin onthese policiesand try to
convince the warld that we are the party in the right.
| found this concept to be utterly maddening and
ignorant. It means that there is no hope for the
futre, and thet our attempts to bregk down baries
and try to achieve astate of normal cy and mutual
respect arefutile, which issomething that | smply
refuseto accept. The one shining light in the con-
ferencewasthe session entitled “ Cyberspaceasa
Media Revolution: Implications for Isragli Public
Diplomacy”, which featured presentations given
by anumber of prominent local and foreign blog-
gers. Lisaand Charles spoke of friendshipsforged
across borders and theimportance of these specid,
fragile connections, and Michael Totten (http://w
ww.michagltotten.com) touched on thissubject as
well. Charles challenged the audience to start tak-
ing alook around the Arab blogosphere, leaving
comments and starting dialogs, and part of me
hopes that he made these people uncomfortable
enough to gtart thinking outside of their narrow
littleboxes. [...] Initidly, | wasn't surethat | was
gaing to atend ay of this conference, but I'm glad
| did. Despite the direction taken by many of the
pandlists, | fed like I've recharged my beteries re-
awakened a long dormant excitement for socid

causss taking me back to my sudent days I'm sure
that must sound terribly cliched, and I’ m dsorda-
tively certain that I'll come back down to earth

with tomorrow morning’ s battle of thetrain com-
muters, but for now, I’'m feeling good. | attended
aninteresting, controversia conferencewith inter-
eding, conroversd people and | dd it jus for me
And for the free sushi they served at the blogger
reception...
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Gaza, December 23

Thereisatense calm holding in Gaza. But tense
or not, people couldn’t care less, so long as they
feel safe walking the streets now. Over the past
week, street battles were waged with automatic
weapons, rocket-propelled grenades and even

mortars between members supportive of both fac-
tions, and often, plainclothesresidentswith ascore
to settle, like the Dogmosh family, leaving most
resdents holed inside their homes or fleeing for
safety. Even making it to the corner convenience
store became achallenge. Universities cancelled
their classes and most stores closed shop. Many
parents even stopped sending their children to

school. But dmost overnight, dl thischanged, as
members of the Hamas Executive Forceand Ab-
bes's countless security forces that were previoudy
deployed throughout the city were withdrawn. The
question most peaple on the outside keep asking
is whoisfighting whom and why? It’ sa question
whose answer even locasare unsure of. Oftenthe
“cards’ asit were, are mixed, and those actually
dong the fighing are ambedded in gangimdfialdan
warfare, with members operating under factiona
cover, as with the most recent spate of violence.
[...] None of this surprises me. We are afailed
state, beforewe can even becameastate. Can any-
thing €l se be expected given the severe conditions
under which the society has been placed?|...]

Karkur, Israel, December 24

Growing up Jewish in the US, come holiday sea
son, itishard to missal of the pre-Christmasfes:
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tivities. Asachild, | sat on Santa slap quiteafew
times. I’ ve watched the Christmas specias (in-
cluding the Christmas episodes of all my favorite
shows) attended Christmas parties, hel ped frieds
decoratetheir Christmastrees, and even attended
Christmas Midnight Mass once with NRG, just to
see what it was like (very nice!). [...] And of

course, who could escape the veritabl e plethora of
Christmas songs, given that they were played any-
where and everywhere. Like any other American
kid, | knew the words to Rudol ph, Jingle Bells
(“Jingle Bels, Baiman amells, Robin laid an
€gg...”), and Mama Got Run Over by a Reindeer.
I”'m not surewhy, but for some reason, now that |

livein acountry where Christmasisn’t anational
holiday (and thisis, of course, despitethefact that
Isradl iswhereit dl Sarted), | fed rather nostalgic
for dl that pre-holiday excitement. Not so much
the piped-in muzak at the malls, but more the
Christmassy feding in the ar, the dl-encompessng
Chrigtmas spirit. It happensevery year. Toremind
mysalf that other parts of theworld are currently
inthethroes of the holiday season, | keep aselec-
tion of Christmas songs on my computer, songs
ranging from the Bing Crosby and David Bowie
duet of Little Drummer Boy—Peace on Earth,to
Snoopy’ s Christmas by the Royd Guardsmen, to
The Pogues singing Fairytale of New York, and
many more. My non-Jewish friendsare very im-
pressd, while a number of my Igadi friends thirk
it' sactualy abit strange (but | anused tothat...).
When it cometoit, though, I'm gtill an’ 80sgirl at
heart. [...]

| just want to take a moment to wish a Merry

Christmasto all of my readerswho celebrate, and
to those of you who don’t but till livein countries
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whereit’ sjust another day off fromwork (unlike
Israel, whereit’ sjust another regular work day),
have agreat day [...]

Moscow, December 25 Veronica K hokhlova

The first thing | heard as we stepped out of the December 26. Nigeria.
train in Moscow was an anti-terrorist warning: a A gasoline pipeline
recording of arather melodious woman's voice, fuptured by thieves
saying that as a precaution against terrorism, we ?é%ﬁ%i%g;pﬁﬁ y g
should not accept rides from strangers. They’ve 4t jeast 260 people.
had thisrecording for along time, but after ayear

in Kyiv, it did sound crazy. [...]

The cab driver said Kyiv was beautiful, we said

there were too many carsthere now, and then he

asked this “Whet do khokhly cdl thoewe cdl ‘the

new Russans?’ (For those who don't kow, khok-

hly is a somewhat derogatory term for Ukraini-

ans—I chokeonit but also believeit isoften used

not to offend, but to avoid sounding too politicaly

coredt; “the new Russans'—noviye ruskiye—are

the nouveaux riches.) Welaughed and Mishah at

first said that there was no special term, but then

clarified: “We, too, call them noviyerusskiye.” As

we were unloading, the cab driver asked how life

was in Kyiv. “It's dkay,” we reglied. “dud like any-

wheredse” “Good,” hesaid. “ Because from what

they'retelling uson Tv, you'd think it ssometota

nightmare over there.” [...]

Moscow, December 28 Veronica K hokhlova
Attempted to go buy somefood at the market by December 28. Somalia.

Universitet subway station, but got impatient wait- Ethiopian-backed troops
ing for thetrolley, crossed the Street and went the Moved into Mogadishu.
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other way, to the center. I'm so happy we've
moved. | used to love Moscow’ s center, and | till
do, but to live there with Martawould' ve been a
nightmare. Kyiv, o matter how much it's changed
for theworseinthe past year, till feelslikeacosy
village compared to Moscow’ s center. But walk-
ing there on my own, without the stroller, | felt
that the city was till its usud sdf: crazy, dirty,
noisy—and energizing in away that Kyiv isnot.
It feels good to be back, though | know this nice
feelingwon'’t last long. Also, there’ sanew diment
sion to the fear of getting stuck in a traffic jam
now: the image of Marta, hungry and furious back
home, and poor Mishah not knowing what to do
with he. Like mog of tham, this fear is imaiond—
because Martaand Mishah are getting aong won-
dafully, and thereig't much towarry ebout here
Trolley drivers, both males and females, are
dressed as Santa Clauses now. One was smoking
acigarette as he drove.

At Ostozhenka, some inner devil pushed me in-
side an organic food store. | had no ideaiit wasa
fancy-schmancy, expensive place, but oncel was
there, | couldn’t resist buying something: abox of
Duchy Originals Orange Biscuitsandatiny gess
can of MasdlaChai spices. Cost medightly more
than $20 (around 600 rubles)—outrageous. [ ...]

Baghdad, December 29

Y ou know your country isin trouble when:

The UN hasto open aspecia branch just to keep
track of the chaos and bloodshed, UNAMI.
Abovementioned branch cannot be run from your
country.
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The paliticianswho worked to put your country in
this sorry state can no longer be found inside of,
or anywhere near, its borders.

The only thing theusand Iran can agree about is
the deteriorating state of your nation.

An eight-year war and thirteen-year blockadeare
looking like the country’s “Golden Years'.

Y our country is purportedly “sdlling” two million
barrels of oil aday, but you are standing in line
for four hours for black market gasoline for the
generator.

For every five hours of no eectricity, you get one
hour of public dectricity and then the government
announcesit’ sgoing to cut back on providing that
hour.

Poaliticians who supported thewar spend TV time
debating whether it is “sectarian bloodshed” or
“civil war”.

People consder themselveslucky if they can actu-
dly identify the corpse of therelative that’ s been
missing for two weeks.

A day in the life of the average Iragi has been
reduced to identifying copsss avaiding car bombs
and attempting to keep track of which family
members have been detained, which ones have
been exiled and which ones have been abducted.
2006 has been, decidedly, theworst year yet. [ ...]
What has me most puzzled right now is. why add
fud to the fire? Qumis and modarate Shia are baing
chased out of thelarger citiesin the south and the
capital. Baghdad is being torn apart with Shia
leaving Sunni areas and Sunnis leaving Shia ar-
eas—some under threat and some in fear of at-
tacks. People are being openly shot at checkpoints
or in drive-by killings... Many colleges have
stopped classes. Thousands of Iragis no longer
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resulted in Saddam
Hussein’sriseto
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the deaths of a million
and a half souls? And
who sold himthe
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(“ The Independent”)
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powerful car bomb
exploded in a parking
lot at Madrid's
international airport.
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blamed the Basque
group ETA and
suspended plans for
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send their children to school—it’ s just not safe.
Why makethingsworse by ingsting on Saddam’s
execution now?Who gainsif they hang Saddam?
Iran, naturally, but who else? Thereisareal fear
that this execution will be the final blow that will
shatter Irag. Some Sunni and Shia tribes have
threatened to am thar membears egand the Amat-
cans if Saddam is executed. Iragisin general are
watching closely to see what happens next, and
quietly preparing for the worst. This is because
now, Saddam no longer represents himself or his
regime. Through the constant insistence of Ameri-
canwar propaganda, Saddam is now representa:
tive of al Sunni Arabs (never mind most of his
government were Shia). The Americans, through
their speeches and newsarticlesand Iragi Puppets,
have made it very clear that they consider himto
personify Sunni Arab resistance to the occupation.
Basicdly, with thisexecution, what the Americans
are saying is “Look—Sunni Arabs—thisis your
man, we al know this. We re hanging him—he
symbolizes you.”

And meke no midske about it, this id and vedd
and execution are 100% American. Some of the
adors wee Ireg enough, but the produdion, direc-
tion and montage was pure Hollywood (though
low-budget, if youask me). [...] A few nightsago,
ome American news program intleviewed Mdiki's
bureau chief, Basim Al-Hassani who was speak-
ing in accented American English about the up-
coming execution like it was a carnival he'd be
attending. He sat, looking deazy and not a littlehit
ridiculous, hisdiaogue interspersed with “gonnd’,
“gottd’ and “wamd’... Which hgppens | Supposg
when the only people you mix with are American
soldiers. [...]
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Here we come to the end of 2006 and | am sad.
Not simply sad for the state of the country, but for
the state of our humanity, aslragis. We' veadl lost
some of the compassion and civility that | felt
made us specid four yearsago. | takemyself asan
example. Nearly four years ago, | cringed every
time | heard about the death of an American sol-
dier. They were occupiers, but they were humans
aso and the knowledge that they were being killed
in my country gave me deepless nights. Never
mind they crossed oceansto attack the country, |
actudly felt for them.

Had | not chronicled those fedingsof agitationin
thisvery blog, | wouldn’t believe them now. To-
day, they smply represent numbers. Three thou-
sand Americans dead over nearly four years?
Really? That's the number of dead Iragisin less
than amonth. The Americans had families? Too
bad. So dowe. So dothe corpsesinthe streetsand
the ones waiting for identification in the morgue.
Isthe American soldier that died today in Anbar
moreimportant than acousin | have who was shot
last month on the night of his engagement to a
women héswarted to marry for the lagt Sx years?
| don’t think so. Just because Americans diein
smaller numbers, it doesn’t make them moresig-
nificant, does it?

Milan, Italy, December 31
Happy 2007, my friends. And for the occasion,
hereisabaance sheet in verse by Widawa Szym-

borska. It applies just as well to the year that is
coming to an end.
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Here

From a poem

by Widawa Szymborska
notes from the present
[...] From “The Century’s De
Too many things have happened dire’, in View with a Grain
that weren’t supposed to happen, gunsaéd Nel"ég\émc ng:
and what was supposed to come about 148 M’?aed by’ggﬁa,v
has not. Baranzek and Clae Cava
nagh.
Happiness and spring, among other things,
were supposed to be getting closer.
Fear was expected to leave the mountains and the valleys.
Truth was supposed to hit home
beforealie.

A couple of problems weren't going
to come up anymore:

hunger, for example,

and war, and so forth.

There was going to be respect
for helpless peopl€' s hel plessness,
trust, that kind of stuff.

Anyone who planned to enjoy the world
is now faced with a hopeless task.

Stupidity isn’t funny.
Wisdom isn't gay.

Hope
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isn't that young girl anymore
et cetera, das.

God was findly going to believe
in aman both good and strong,
but good and strong

are still two different men.

“How should we live?’ someone asked me in a letter.
I had meant to ask him
the same question.

Again, and asever,

as may be seen above,

the most pressing questions
are naive ones.
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Contributors Here
and trandators

notes from the present

Lucianna Argentinowasbornin 1962 in Rome,
where shelives. She has published severa poetry
collections. Her text was trandated by Johanna
Bishop. p. 61

Mayra Barraza, born in 1966 in San Salvador,

where she lives, has been working in the visua

arts for 14 years with her drawings, paintings,
ingallationsand interventions. Besidesmany other

reviews, she collaborates permanently with Sava-

dor’s art and literature e-zine “El ojo de Adrian”

(http/Amww dgodeedrianbloggpotcom).  Her  diary

pages were taken from the blog “100 dias en la
RepublicadelaMuerte” (http:/repblicade amuer
te.blogspot.com). Wethank her for dlowing usto

publish them. They weretrand ated by Brigitte Ci-

aramdla (1, 4, 11, 15, 18, 21 September, and 13

October), and JohannaBishop (14 September, 13 pp. 5, 8, 21, 24, 27,
October, and 2 November). 28, 38, 39, 46

Johanna Bishop (icchiojo@tiscali.it) wasbornin
Chicago in 1974, and lived in Pennsylvania and
New Y ork before moving to Tuscany in 1998. She
trandates from Itdian into English. In thisissue
she hastrandated thetextsby MayraBarraza (14
September, 13 October, and 2 November), Jihane
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Bouziane (3 October, 20 November), Bruno De
Maria (7-21 May 1999), AlexiaMiranda, Michele
Zaffarano, Germana Pisa (17 October), Marina
Massenz, Maria OfdliaZuniga, LuciannaArgern-
tino, Massmo Parizzi (10 December), Giorgio
Morae, and When Your Child isin Pieces, by
Claudia Hernandez.

Jihane Bouziane wasbornin 1982in Tangier and
livesin Casablanca. She works for a market re-
search company. Her diary pages come fromthe
blog Jihane (http://jihaneducaire.over-blog.com).
We thark her for dlowing us to pubdish them. They
were translated by Brigtte Gaardla (8 Sqteber,
and Johanna Bishop (3 Octaber, 20 Novermber).

Sebastiano Buonamico livesin Milan, Italy. A
graphic designer and a photographer, his photo-
graphs have been shown in severa exhibitions. He
is the author of the covers of this magazine.

Brigitte Ciaramella (brigitte ciarardla@fasweb
net.it) was bornin 1966 and was brought up bilin-
gual Italian/English. Sheis afreelance translator
with a specia interest in literary works. She has
translatedthetextsby MayraBarraza(1, 4, 11, 15,
18, 21 September, and 13 October), Bruno De
Maia (27 March 1999, 17 February 2002, undated,
and For areturnto” idiocy”), GermanaPisa(6
September), Jihane Bouziane (8 September), Mi-
guel Huezo Mixco, Massmo Parizzi (19 October),
Chiara Maffioletti, and Melissa: Games 1-5 by
Claudia Hernandez.

Bruno De Maria, bornin 1933 in Turin, died in
2006 in Milan, where he lived for severd years.
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A psychoanaly4t, he collaborated with severa re-
views, and with this one from its first issue. He
aso published the novel Un’ aria d’ ombre, Copo
10, Milano 1990. His texts were trandated by

Brigitte Ciaramella (27 March 1999, 17 February
2002, undated, and For areturnto“ idiocy” ),ad
Johanna Bishop (7-21 May 1999).

Laila El-Haddad, born in 1978, is a journdist
and divides her time between Gazaand the United
States, where her husband Y assine, aPalestinian
refugee denied hisright of return to Palestine, re-
sides. They have ason, Y ousuf. Her diary pages
comefromtheblog Raising Yousuf: adiary of a
mother under occupation (http://a-mother-from-
gaza.blogspot.com). We theark her for dlowing us
to publish them.

ClaudiaHer nandezwasbornin 1975in San Sa+
vador, where she lives and teaches creative writ-
ing. She has published three collections of short
stories. When Your Childisin Pieceswastrans-
lated by JohannaBishop, Melissa: Games 1-5by
Brigitte Ciaramella.

Miguel Huezo Mixcowas bomnin194inE Sa
vador. He sapoet and essayig, and participated in
the Sdvadaran avil war (1981-1992). His text was
trandated by Brigitte Ciaramella, and comesfrom
Mayra Barazas blog “100 dies en la Replblica de
la Muerte” (http://repblicadelamuerte.blogspot.
com). Wethank him for alowing usto publishiit.

VeronicaKhokhlovawasbornin1974inKyiv,
and moved from there to Moscow in December.
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pp. 34, 53, 80, 84

pp. 25, 30
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Her diary pages come from Neeka’ sbacklog (http:
/ivkhokhl.blogspot.com). Wethank her for allow-
ing us to publish them.

Chiara M affioletti was born in 1969 in Milan,
Itay, whereshelives. A Philosophy graduate, she
has been asocia co-operative partner and worker
dedling with prisons and sociad excluson since
1999. Her text was trandated by Brigitte Ciara-
mella.

Marina M assenz wasbornin 1955 in Milan, It-
aly, where shelives. She' sapsychomotor thera-
pist and teaches at the University of Milan. She
has published a poetry collection. Her poem was
translated by Johanna Bishop.

Alexia Miranda, bornin 1975 in San Sdvador,
where she dill lives, is a poet and visua artist
whose work includes ingalations, videos, per-
formances, and paintings. She hasworked witha
project to combat juvenile delinquency in rura

areas of El Salvador, and holds art workshopsfor
children and adults. Her letter to Mayra Barraza
was tranglated by Johanna Bishop, and comes from
the blog “ 100 dias en la Republicade laMuerte”

(http://repblicadel amuerte.blogspot.com; 9 Sep-
tember). Wethaenk her for dlowing usto reprint it.

Giorgio Morale wasbornin Avola (near Syra
cuse, Sicily) in 1954 and since 1972 has lived in
Milan, where he hasworked in thefields of journ-
alism, theatre, and cultural promotion. Since 1989
he has been teaching high schoal literature. Heis
the author of a novel, Paulu Piulu. His diary
page was trand ated by Johanna Bishop.

p. 96

pp. 29, 37, 86

p. 66

p. 45

p. 15



Masimo Parizz was bom in 1950 in Milen, lidy,
wherehelives. A trandator, heisthefounder and
editor of thismagazine. Histextsweretrand ated
by Brigitte Ciaramella (19 October) and Johanna
Bishop (10 December).

Germana Pisawas born in 1941 in Milan, Itay,
where she lives. She is actively involved in the
peace and environmentalist movements. Hertexts
weretrandated by Brigitte Ciaramella (6 Sepem:
ber) and Johanna Bishop (17 October).

R. “l am 27 yearsold, I'm awoman who livesin
Baghdad. | have adegreein computer sciences but
| currently work from the house becauseit is not
very safein other places. Beforethewar, | worked
for aprivate computer company.” Her diary pages
come from the blog Baghdad bur ning (riverbend
blog.blogspot.com). Wethank her for alowing us
to publish them.

Liza Rosenberg, 38-years-old, was raised in
Schenectady, NY, and hasbeenlivingin Isradl for
15 years. She lives in Karkur with her husband
and their son, and works asatechnical writerina
hi-tech firm. Her email addressis mashehu_mashe
hu@yahoo.com. Her diary pages come from the
blog something something (somethingsomething.

pp. 42, 77

pp. 10, 40

pp. 41, 52, 87

blogspot.com). We thank her for dlowing usto pp. 7, 22, 35,75, 81,

publish them.

Michele Zaffarano was born in Milan in 1970.
Heisthe editor of http://gammm.blogsome.com.
Helives, trandates, and writesin Rome. Thetexts
published here are from the unpublished collection
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Bianca come neve (“Whiteas Snow”). They are
translated by Johanna Bishop.

Maria Ofelia Zuniga Platerowasbornin 1973
in San Salvador, where she dill lives. Sherecently
had the experience of working as a volunteer on
socid programs aimed at helping children in poor
Peruvian and Bolivian communities. Now back in
El Salvador, whilewaiting for other opportunities
in social service, she manages a shop. Her “Cry
Against Indifference” comes from Mayra Bar-
razas blog “100 diss en la Repdhlica de la Muate’
(http://repblicadelamuerte.blogspot.com; 8 No-
vember). Wethank her for alowing usto publish
it. It was trandated by Johanna Bishop.
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Here

Subscription

notes from the present

The cost of asubscription to 3issues, either the
Italian or English edition, is 25 Eurosin Itdy, 30

in Europe and the Mediterranean area, 35 in the
rest of theworld. However, sincethesepricesare
too high for maeny countries, you may ask for a
reduced-price subscription. You can subscribe
by credit card providing us via fax or phone
(000-02-57406674), or email (messmopaiza@di
ce.it), with its number, expiry date, and security
code (or cvv2: the three-digit number printed in
the signature space on theback of thecard; or, in
the case of American Express, the four-dgtnum-
ber printed, nat embossed, on the front of the card);
or you can send the money through a postd money
order to “Qui-appunti dal presente”, via Bastia
11, 20139 Milano, Itay; or pay by bank transfer
on the following bank account registered in the
name of “ Qui-gppunti dal presente’: nationd bank
code (BBAN) V 05584 01624 000000025101,

international bank code (BAN) IT 03 V 05584
01624 000000025101 Please, remember to indi-
cate your name, address, the object of payment
and which edition you wish to receive.
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L ast issues

Number 13, “ordinary life”, February 2006 - 3-5 September: diary pages fromthe
United States (Marc Ellis), France (Maddalena Chataignier), and Italy (Mariela De
Marchi) - The Crack -Up. Francis Scott Fitzgerald and the ‘Jazz Age’,by Bruno
De Maria - 11 September-3 October: from Irag (R.), the United States (M. Ellis,
Mazin Qumsiyeh), and Italy (M. De Marchi, MarinaMassenz, Gianni Meazza) - The
Cucumber and the Cactus. A Palestinian Christian story, by M. Qumsiyeh -7
October-11 November: from the United States (M. Ellis), Italy (Maria Granati,
Daniela Di Falco, Germana Pisa, Liliana Ugolini, Massmo Parizzi), and France
(Andrealnglese) - | was Eighteen YearsOld. | got my Call-up Noticeand at the
Beginning of September 1943..., by Dionigi Serra, alias Nisio - 11-14 November:
from Italy (M. De Marchi and Paola Turroni), and France (A. Inglese) - The Davy
Crockett Cap, by M. Massenz - 14 November-30 December: from the United
States (M. Ellis), Italy (Lucianna Argentino and G. Pisa), and Irag (R.)

Number 14, “happy birthday, Yousuf”, June 2005 - 2 January-14 February:
diary pages from Gaza (Laila El-Haddad), and Irag (R.) - The Praise of I diocy, by
Bruno De Maria - 23-27 February: from Iraq (R.) - One Night (or a Thousand),
by Roberto Giannoni - 27 February-22 April: from Gaza (Laila El-Haddad), Israel
(Marc Ellis), and Irag (R.) - From an Old Man, by Giorgio De Maria- 22 April:
from Gaza (Laila El-Haddad)

Number 15, “away from home”, October 2006 - 2-21 M ay: diary pagesfrom Ukraine
(Veronica Khokhlova), Isragl (Liza Rosenberg), the United States (Marc Ellis), and
Italy (Germana Pisa) - From Slovakia. No Tramps, by Giorgio Mascitdlli - 31May:
from Iraq (R.) - Football and the ‘dream of something’, by Franco Toscani -Warld
(Cup), by Giusi Busceti - 4-10 June: from the United States (Marc Ellis), Italy
(Lucianna Argentino), Ukraine (Veronica Khokhlova), and Morocco (Jihane
Bouziane) - From Vietnam. Speechless glances for glimpsed wor ds, by Antonio
Maconi - 14-19 June: from Ukraine (Veronica Khokhlova), and the United States
(Marc Ellis) - From Thailand. A Couple of Daysin Mer Awng, by KenKlein -
22 June-13 August: from Ukraine (Veronica Khokhlova), Isragl (Liza Rosenberg),
Morocco (Jihane Bouziane), the United States (Laila El-Haddad and Marc Ellis),
and Iraq (R.)
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