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SPEECH ON MAN
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Yes, boy, I am a tramp. But not always. Do you believe someone is born willing to sleep under a bridge? Life catches you by the wrists and let you where it wants. Rummaging garbage is not so nice.

Why am I here? And who knows it. One day you are journalist, a worker, a manager. The next day you find yourself under a bridge, and you are disgusting. I am disgusting, isn't it? Yes, it is true, and you are right. I am disgusting because I don't work, because I look through the garbage, and I sleep on the benches of the park. Because I remember to the others I am here. But you have not to think, you like people watching TV: you remember them what they are. With those chains, the trimmed head. Even if you kill me, who does care? They will forget us. A nice title on someone of these newspapers I use as a blanket, and we are already yesterday's news. People want to dream, we are the nightmares. It is an old story. Me, you, people of the stadium, we are the same thing. They have not invented the stadiums have invented now at all: there have been there for three thousand years. And a reason to make war, they will always know how to give it to you. 

Who am I? I have seen Troy, and I have destroyed it. I was with Solomon, I have built the Temple: I was with the Roman who set it on fire. I have crucified Jesus Christ. I have built the pyramids, the Colosseum, St.Peter's cathedral. I have besieged Jerusalem with the crusaders and when I entered, the blood licked my ankles. I have sung while Rome burnt. I have exterminated Greek people in the name of Allah. When the Huns passed, I was there. I have built the Great Wall of China. I have known Quetzalcoatl. I have seen the long knives. I have killed Sitting Bull. I have been gladiator, a kamikaze. They spread me to the beasts. I was a rapist Viking. I have exterminated the Celts. I am the one who invented the wheel. I have picked up the fire. I have founded Rome. I have invented the extermination camps. I am the man, boy, I am you. 

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

THE DOGE OF VENICE


[image: ]


Yes, I know I owe my fortune to the sea, but I cannot stand it and I cannot wait to come back home. Yes, it is nice to be seen, when the Sun raises from the lagoon and I lean out the window, I look at it shining on the roofs, sparkling on the water, caressing the marbles of my town. Then I take a breath of air smelling of salt and rotten wood. The problem is that I cannot stay on a boat without feeling bad. I cannot even swim. But after all, what need would I have to swim? At the warehouse, the rare times I have gone there, I have seen only barges, boxes and barrels. It is beautiful to smell the fragrance of the perfume of spice, even if the ginger makes me sneeze. I had not been going to the warehouse for years by now. I am not younger, and I don't even need it in my position. In the morning, when I look at the Sun, I hear the cries of the boatmen: they don't bother me. I always get up very early, because early to rise makes a man healthy, and I have to deal with a lot of practices. But my sorrow is due to those hulls of walnut-tree we call “ships”. I have always suffered seasickness. Going to Torcello is a torture. I hardly bear some brief journey by boat, when my servant ferries me along the channels. I don't bear the sea, it really doesn't suit me. Even now, on this expensive ship, I feel a knot in my stomach, as if one big hand grabbed and held it, it twisted it. It is a fortune that in the building there is all I need: I don't need to go around. I can go calmly to mass, on foot. Yes my father's father sailed on the ships, and he fought. I didn't, I don't like the sight of blood and I gladly leave it to others. I remember when I was a boy, I sometimes ran away along the calles and I mixed myself with the people, in the middle of the merchants and the fishermen selling theirs malodorous load: I liked it, once; the maidservant despaired. Poor Mary! I regret that period just because I was very young, but now I feel at my ease. Here I do what I want and nobody can order me anything. When I sit on that seat, in that enormous living room, I feel better than a king, since the ambassadors have to bow themselves. I am sat and I look at them with benevolence or with indifference, according to that their prince pleases or not to the Serene Highness. I have coldly welcomed the envoy from the Basileus. I have treated with contempt the envoys from the Pope. My benevolent eye looked at the imperial messenger. The day before yesterday, I have inflicted two death sentences; secret, of course. Today it is so, tomorrow everything could change. There are people that, in order to see me, travel for weeks. Me, the longest trip I have done, it was to Chioggia, but I don't like that place, it is not safe. Here, in the lagoon, the hostile ships would strand; who can invade Venice? 

I feel bad. This fool ship is disgusting as well as those rowers over there. By luck I won't get on here this year. The sea is as very beautiful to be seen as ugly to be touched. And I don't want to stay for a long time on this crock. Last year there was a storm; just one year ago. There was a heavy “cloak” above Venice and the washing of the oars could be heard strong: a deaf and obsessive noise, like also the rowers' moans. Too slow. At the end I have gotten soaked of water and I have risked getting sick like my master of ceremonies. 

Look at this idiot on my side, how he feels at his ease. And how he speaks! Just as well it is my turn: those fool men, there on the shore, they adore this useless and expensive ceremony. They are satisfied with so little... Now the idiot has ended and it is my turn. I have to stand up. 

“Oh sea, 

we marry you, 

in sign of real  

and perfect dominion!” 

Here, the ring has gone. Ten gold sequins spread to the fishes. The Bucentaur has given a jolt. I cannot wait to come back home. Listen how they shout happy over there. And think how some of them starve. 

I don't like sea, I cannot wait to come back home. 
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