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Apnea. It is as if I had lifted my head out of water after a some time. We are all immersed 
in our everyday tasks, constantly having to give an account of ourselves. Money - knowing 
how to make it and how to spend it; people - how we relate to them; time and how not to 
waste it. Then there’s work and all it brings with it. All this while our hair becomes greyer, 
our energy drains away and we fade into the background. 

Then, a few days ago, while I was walking along a country lane, I found myself asking if I 
could pick some of the wild fennel growing along the bank, and even whether I could 
recognise it. For some time I have been thinking of brewing a liqueur. A neighbour, Carlo, 
had taught me how. He was a medical student, and at times used to study the whole night 
through. He immersed the fennel in pure alcohol for a couple of days  - and there it was! 
While I stood there wondering how I would recognise fennel I stretched out my hand, 
broke off a bunch and sniffed it. A pungent smell: oh yes, this was fennel! Sniffing was 
enough. 

Then a little later in a wheatfield there was a sea of stalks blown by the wind: stalks which 
become flour, flour which becomes bread and pasta, bread and pasta which give nourish-
ment to the body. Turning towards home we found the remains of a snake which a few 
days before had been slithering around near my daughter’s feet. Reacting immediately that 
day, I said to myself ‘It’s a snake! Grab your daughter and get her out of danger!’ 

To recognise the scent of fennel, the nourishing properties of wheat and avoiding a 
snakebite.

This is how it is in these days and nights, when I go down to the kitchen at night to grab a 
peach,  in these these days of sultry heat and the pandemic. Yes, it’s 2020 and it is only now 
that I understand what creating art means:  it means listening to the world. 

It might be thought that to give expression to everything you feel you need this beautiful 
poem, that beautiful picture or this beautiful video. But no, it is to see oneself as part of a 
greater whole, to be with one’s head out of the water so that one can recognise the scent of 
a wild herb: no google, only a nose, our own built-in software. 

I had forgotten this.


