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  Susanna Berti Franceschi




  [image: Susanna Berti Franceschi]Is Vice-President of the Angiolo and Maria Teresa Berti National Historical Society. As part of her role, she is also the Director of the scientific committee for historical research and is in charge of organising conferences on behalf of the Society. In 2011, she chaired the following two conferences: “Anarchist Attempts to Assassinate Mussolini”, which inluded a paper on the role of Violet Gibson; and “Carlo Pisacane: Action and the Revolutionary Idea”, with a paper on the figure of Enrichetta Di Lorenzo. Her main area of interest is Gender History and the role of women in culture and power, with a particular focus on the Middle Ages.




  Her previous works include:




  On Queens, Saints and Witches (Di regine di sante e di streghe) for Elmi’s Words.




  The Woodpecker (Il picchio) for Manmon and Rupe Mutevoli.




  Ashes (Ceneri) for Aletti.




  Gostanza da Libbrano for Elmi's Words




  Mnamon is an online editor specialising in the publication and distribution of e-books.
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  [image: logo mnamon]MNAMON (with the accent on the A) operates on the premise that e-books will largely come to supplant the distribution of paper editions and is already moving towards such a future.




  Our name comes from the Greek word MNAMON, meaning “he who remembers – who has a great memory – the archivist”. In the past, the primary channel for the dissemination of memories and ideas was language. Today, we champion the only medium that will safeguard and transmit our intellectual wealth in the world of tomorrow: the Internet.




  Author’s Foreword




  Of all the psychological behaviours and of all the emotions that govern our relationship with external reality, fear is, perhaps, and the most adaptive and “corrective”.




  It is through fear that we learn to recognise danger and it is on the basis of this learning – a path which is itself not without risk (I might mention the child who, burning himself, acquires a fear of fire) – we develop strategies of prevention in order to avoid danger.




  It is due to fear that evolution has favoured humans over other species.




  As humans, we relate the emotion of fear first to memory, and then to our own hypothesis of danger. It is in this way that we are able, both as individuals and as a species, to evaluate the risk of a given event.




  The most ancient fears can be traced back to the first bipedal hominids. These fears have entered the collective memory and are common to all human beings. They are fears which are acquired at birth and which do not require direct experience.




  Let us take a simple example: earthquakes.




  All of us, despite having no direct experience of this event, are instinctively afraid of earthquakes. Carl Gustav Jung, the great psychoanalyst and scholar of Transcendentalism and the paranormal, defined these sorts of fear as archetypes.




  There are also individual fears, those that are born and develop on the basis of a traumatic experience or painful event. If you are bitten by a dog, you will necessarily be afraid of any dog which tries to approach you.




  It is necessary at this point to distinguish fear from phobias. Fear stems from a real event which has caused pain or danger. Phobias (the full distinction is too lengthy to explain here) are also born of imagined events. Simply put, fear is a part of reality, while phobias belong to the realm of the symbolic.




  In this brief dissertation on fear we might say, therefore, that there exist both fears as old as man, as well as collective fears relating to more recent events in human history. 




  One such example, which is today both extremely widespread and a source of collective anxiety, is the fear of the end of the world and of the effect on humanity of nuclear and natural disasters. 




  Some might argue that as early as the year 1000, humanity was afflicted by a collective madness heralding catastrophic events which, it was assumed, would bring about the end of the known world. I, in fact, consider such prophecies as a precursor of the fear which we experience today. It should also be said that a fear of the world ending with the first millennium originated in what many saw as God’s inevitable punishment of man for his sins and transgressions. 




  In the wake of this fear there flourished a number of religious movements and mystics, all claiming to be able to redirect the benevolent eye of the Eternal Father back towards to humanity. The fear of the third millennium is more invasive and destructive: it is no longer God who punishes and destroys, but man, through the misuse of science, who will bring about the final catastrophe.




  Such a fear is characterised by depression and a sense of inevitability, in which man is the conscious, but equally helpless spectator of his own destruction. These short stories speak precisely of this: the terrifying hypotheses which one famous film defined as “The Day After Tomorrow”, the next day, or centuries or millennia later.




  But, as the title implies, they also speak of more than just the human condition, something which has and will always remain unchanged throughout man’s collective journey: they tell of love, of memory, of nostalgia, of marginalisation and the sense of being different. For I believe that to truly understand man, one must also know his fears.




  Susanna Berti Franceschi




  THE CREATION OF HEAVEN




  The First Lady arranged the stars




  To help the Moon to shine.




  One by one, she set them in order,




  In the form of shimmering in animals




  hung in the night sky.




  But the Old Coyote broke free in his joy,




  And scattered the stars as you see them today.




  (Cochise, Songs of the American Indians, Algonquian Blackfoot)




  “The most merciful thing in the world, I think, is the inability of the human mind to correlate all its contents. We live on a placid island of ignorance in the midst of black seas of infinity, and it was not meant that we should voyage far. The sciences, each straining in its own direction, have hitherto harmed us little; but some day the piecing together of dissociated knowledge will open up such terrifying vistas of reality, and of our frightful position therein, that we shall either go mad from the revelation or flee from the deadly light into the peace and safety of a new dark age”.




  (H. P. Lovecraft, The Call of Cthulhu)




  SPIDERS




  The little spider moved quickly, barely brushing the tip of her shoe.




  She drew back instinctively, her heart pounding in her chest.




  “Don’t be silly, there’s nothing to worry about, it’s not time, their moment has not yet come”.




  She turned her head to see if the windows and the door were closed and if the wooden boards she had put up to support the old fixtures still held.




  She saw no holes. The tables were fixed in place where she had nailed them down, as she had done every morning for months.




  She moved with experience in the darkened room: she knew every edge, every corner. In the map of her mind she saw every chair and every piece of furniture. The shelf on which the book lay was in the opposite corner to the stove.




  There it was safe from the heat and flames which warmed her food.




  The book was all that was left, as precious as the tin of beans and canned meat, or the few remaining biscuits.




  She was the book, her voice, her thought and memory, now faded and lost.




  She took the book and sat down on the mattress to read as she always did.




  The pages appeared more fragile than usual, the paper creased, as if ready to crumble at anything but the lightest touch.




  She opened the book to page 236. She did not like that page; its words did not match her knowledge.




  What the page described did not adhere to any image so far registered by her mind: a lake. Page 236 did not describe what a lake was supposed to be, but it did speak of the sky. She knew what the sky was, even if it was a different sky to the one she could see.




  It did not matter, she had a task to fulfil: to read and memorise the text, and perhaps, one day, to pass on this memory to someone else.




  If there would ever be someone else.




  The spider had moved to just below the table and stood motionless, without showing the slightest intention of climbing up to confront the clean plate which she had left there.




  It was not time yet, it was too soon, the hour had not yet come. Even so, you could never know if spiders where capable, purely on a whim, of disrupting the precise and long-established sequence of events.




  She immersed herself in her reading, forcing herself, as usual, to turn the words into images: buzzard, what could it be? It was something that moved, or rather, flew. Maybe it was living animal, like spiders; but it was definitely not a spider.




  Spiders she knew well, all of them: their colours, species, habits, the most ferocious, the harmless ones, the males, and the females, which could deposit millions of eggs in a crevice in the wall. After that it was certain death. Buzzards, no, she had no idea what colour they were.




  Many years ago, her father had kept, in a small wooden box, six or seven sticks, each with a beautiful tip.




  Sometimes, only very rarely, he took a sheet of paper, already used, sometimes hundreds of times, and invited her to slide the sticks over its surface and try to imagine things, to bring them to life on the page.




  The sticks left a trace and her father, with the memory of his own father, guided her hand so that sometimes, marks appeared on the paper which could lend a face to the words of the book.




  But her father had died too soon to pass the memory on to her, or perhaps she had been young to learn it for herself.




  Her mother had no memory and did not love her; she considered it unnecessary.




  She was engaged in a methodical war against the spiders and succeeding in killing many. Deep down, she knew she had been right.




  If they had survived it was not because of her father’s memory, but thanks to the constant battles of her mother against the spiders.




  Reading kept her occupied. She read the pages over and over again, systematically and with determination.




  Every single word had to penetrate her mind; understanding and pleasure did not matter. It was an ancient and necessary rite; this was what memory had taught her.
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