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Breathless.  It’s as if I had pulled my head out of the water after who knows for how long, 
immersed as we are in the tasks of daily life.  Constant assesment on what to do.  Money, 
knowing how to find it and how to spend it.  People, how to take care of them.  Time, how 
not to throw it away.  And then work and everything it brings with it. Meanwhile, hair 
turns gray, energy drops and we fade into the background.

Then, a few days ago, while walking along a country road, I asked myself if I could collect 
the wild fennel that grew along a cliff, and how I would have recognized it. After a while, I 
told myself one could make a liqueur from it, as a roommate had once taught me. His name
was Carlo; he studied medicine, and sometimes he studied the whole night—soaked in hard
liquor for a few days—that was his way. And while I was standing there thinking about 
how I could recognize it, I reached out to pick a sprig and sniffed it.  A pungent aroma; yes,
it is fennel.  It was enough to smell it.

 And a little further on, a wheat field, a sea of ears of wheat waving in the wind, wheat ears 
that become flour, flour that becomes bread and pasta, bread and pasta that give 
sustenance to the body.  Returning home we also found the carcass of a snake that had 
slithered a few steps from my daughter’s feet a few days earlier.  There is a snake, I said to 
myself that day, action-reaction, you swiftly scoop up your daughter to take her away from 
danger.  Recognize the smell of fennel, recognize the edibility of grain, avoid a snake bite.

This is what it’s like these days and nights, while I go down to the kitchen to eat a peach at 
night, these days of sultry heat and a pandemic; yes, it is 2020, and only now do I 
understand what it means to make art, being here and listening to the world.  Because one 
thinks that it means expressing how one feels, this beautiful poem, this beautiful painting, 
this beautiful video, and instead it is rather recognizing yourself as an integral part of a 
greater whole, keeping your head above water to identify the smell of  wild grass; zero 
Google, only your nose, built-in software.

I had forgotten it.


