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The dawn of food and the relational grammar at the table.
  

 



  

I used to eat on my own. Except on Sundays. I was left the prepared
meal on the corner of the table near the window. The bottle with
water before the circular emptiness of the glass. The crumbs on the
tablecloth in the manner of a metaphysical sowing of bread. The
others of the family had already left the table, the grownup males
lying down for a nap, the women in the kitchen doing the washing
up, drying, putting away the leftovers in the fridge. On Sundays,
all together, in front of a lot of food, they would talk about
clients, work and the do. I would stay silent.



  


    


  

  
My family processed food. They have always taken extreme care of
its quality, either selling or eating it.

 


  
According to me, eating alone doesn’t generate a lack or
sensation of non-wholeness. The climax of my thought is how we eat
when we get together. What is the consistency of communication
around the table. What words. What intention, tension, expectation
are there behind words and behind silence. How far is it possible
to preserve the ceremonial energy of sharing and the awareness of
the preciousness of food. How much do we signify food as a
fundamental communicative generative ring between our small ego and
our big we, meant as an ecosystem.

 


  
Living the daily practice of food, when it is easily reachable,
when there is a sufficient economic ease in buying it, makes us
forget the condition of too much animality, also human, painfully
suffering nourishment for poverty, war reasons, and other  terrible
causes. Routine distracts: our integrated behavioural and cultural
consumer reflex stuns us. Not only. We delete inwardly the power of
our first physical act accomplished while being born: the opening
of our mouth for our 
motherbreast requesting the milk of existence. Our hungry
emptiness filled up when the creation of a nourishment bridge
occurred, a bridge of knowledge and communication.

 


  
I am interested in the concreteness of the primordial start. The
original relational fact between the you, you mother, and the I.
Also a non-biological mother but one of milk and of survival.

 


  
I understand that the human I has always need of you for its
survival/nourishment.

 


  
The earliest communication amid mammals occurs through food.

 


  
Biological and cultural communication at the same time.

 


  
The despair rising from hunger mutilates any possibility of an
interior and social growth. It is a suffered violence that
instinctively forces towards a likewise violence to conquer
survival. 

 


  
Let us sit at the table again, more than thinking about it,
sensing it as a strong relational cornerstone.

 


  
Since I was a child, I have always loved words: stable, warm,
precise, endorsed, concentrated, ready to be informal. Loving them
means to prefer being silent, the reject of others, if they come
out from our mouth as a sonorous vapour without consistency. For
this reason, I prefer staying with myself (I have not willingly
written staying alone) in close contact with odours, with
tactility, with taste, with colours, instead of disappearing in a
company that does not significantly approach words. Mine is not an
aristocratic attitude, but simply a dramatic one. I consider of the
same preciousness both the presence of food and that of words,
their preparation, their biological connection with our body.

 


  
For us who are used to eat every day  without begging  for our
own survival, I think it is urgent the need to experience food and
words inwardly like communicating vessels, not only according to
Stevin’s law, but communicating within a broad relational
ecosystem. The table reflects the
 we. Not its luxury or decoration, but its ceremonial
ability of combining.

 


  
From a table lacking in words coming from the heart, but full of
courses, I was born as a poet. From that laid tablecloth or from a
mute solo of a plate in the corner, I started to think about the
semantic bridge between food and tongue, about their connubial
power and about the dreadful injury within their intimate
conjunctive vocation.

 


  

Food and tongue: the dreadful injury within their intimate
conjunctive vocation. I stop; I stop over and into the
word 
tongue. This nominal cell even before being

 


  

  
the system or shape historically given through which the
members of a community express themselves and communicate amid them
using a certain language that is a set of written (symbols) and/or
spoken (sounds) signs



  

    


  

  
it is 

 


  

  
the organ of the oral cavity of vertebrates, with a taste and
tactile function, which has also an important part in the chewing
and deglutition processes, and for human beings in the language
articulation.



  

    


  

  

First consideration. Dogs drink without bringing
water to their mouth by placing it on the upper part of their
tongue, but using the lower part, quickly scooping like using one’s
hand, folding it and pulling it up towards the oral cavity.
  
Their non-accessibility to having and using hands drives many
animals to make use of their tongue as a tool for an initial
contact and for picking up food. Our humankind has an animality of
provenance in itself.

 


  

Second consideration. New-borns insert in their
mouth the nipple together with some areolar tissue stretching their
tongue beyond the lower gingival fissure. Their lips are curved
outward, sealed on the areolar tissue, getting a firm hold. At an
early stage, sucking is necessary to carry out the grip and to
protract breast and nipple within their mouth as far as the union
point between hard palate and soft palate. If the hold is not
right, repeated sucking is needed. As long as its mouth is sealed
on the breast, the baby can easily get the milk through a
peristaltic-like movement, with muscular waves of pressure carried
out by its tongue that compresses the soft part of the nipple
against its palate. The suckling must compress the areolar tissue
as the maternal milk ducts are beneath this area. Compressing the
area of the milk ducts, the flow of milk through the numerous
openings is facilitated. This movement of peristaltic pressure
carried out by the tongue drives the milk towards the throat where
the baby swallows it getting nourishment.
  
Therefore, tongue is not only the principal means for our
nourishment, but the part of our body that mainly exposes itself to
the world, to the you of survival.

 


  
It is what intimately resides in the darkness of our mouth,
invisible to the world but decisive for our being in the world. It
is exactly for this strong dark intimacy that we (especially we
women) legitimise the kiss as an act of amorous intensity. I
remember that having a thread moving from one woman to the other,
dampen by the saliva from their tongue, it would seal a joint
ceremonial secret of sisterhood.

  [1]


 


  

Third consideration. Crying is the primordial
audibly communication between the world and I. An exhibited vocal
sign of starvation and pain. Among other things, not only human.
Pain has hunger in itself: the hunger that derives from lack of
wealth.

 


  
When the I (adolescent or adult), suffers terribly without
having or finding an appropriate verbal communicative tissue to
reveal itself, without having the capability of staying apart, of
getting  away, finding ways, levers of 
re-equilibrium or of way out, it shifts from the world, it
draws away inwardly.

 


  
Every time that in my writing, poetic or essayistic researches
I’ve mentioned the word 
interiority I’ve always meant its emotional, spiritual
value as well as its organic one in its biological inner side.

 


  
The body of a suffering person, its tongue (which is obviously
part of its body) carry out a social lack, more or less
consciously. They are present to the world, but internally
distanced. Injured. The gradual withdrawal arises exactly in the
connection between food and tongue, in a ritual activity of
abstinence, of refusal of contact: eying and observing with a
defensive and self-protective tension.

 


  
Not only there exists the dynamics of a de-creation of ourselves
in the sign of a loss, a disembodiment, a leave from the real I
towards a drastic sublimated otherness, but also a strict growing
process of the will to accomplish this passage. Rather than
fighting against our own body, it is a strong action to reach
something else and beyond.

 


  
  


  
Hypersensitivity and one’s sensation of excess for
responsibility dramatically generate existential crushing because
of the burden of expectations actually suffered, or perceived as
real. The sense of guilt intensifies this harm.
  
Separating inwardly ourselves from the world includes a
willpower ability and it expresses a strong identity mark, despite
everything and everyone. A direction toward the invisible that
totally engages human beings.

 


  
Fasting intended also as a controlled medium of knowledge and of
an earthly parting towards the joining with divinity, which is the
all-embracing harmonious perfection.

 


  

Mystics and mystic. It is impossible not to think
and not to establish a connection between some processes of eating
disorder and mystical people. I recall, amid extraordinary
personalities, Caterina da Siena, Angela da Foligno, Chiara
d’Assisi, Gemma Galgani, Teresa Neumann, Veronica Giuliani,
Margherita da Cortona, Teresa d’Avila... Simone Weil.

 


  
In a considerable and unfathomable complexity, humans share some
cultural keystones, which are spread throughout the Earth
geography: the burial of the dead, the cult of objects, waters and
water symbolism, behavioural rules concerning food such as its
abstention, its choice, up to its dictated fasting. In every
religion, there is a sort of purifying or atonement fasting, as
well as the conception of abundance in chorus celebrations.
  
The control on nourishment, on preparing food by women is a
transcultural fact. Interrupting this bond, in its most broadly and
deepest meaning may become a political matter in the broadest and
deepest sense of the word.

 


  
According to some studies relating to ethno psychiatry, fasting
is absent in primitive societies.

 


  
The sight of a body, its image, its appearance, the perception
we get, the adaptation to beauty criterions that convert it in a
real object, conformed to cultural and market regulations, open to
enormous complexities of meaning and interpretation.

 


  

The intentions and tensions of this work: the wheel.
About two years ago, I was given Sara Fruet’s evidence as
a present, which is here in this work, in order that I could bring
it to light openly. Her experience offers consideration and
confidence to the solution of the problems due to eating disorders.
This autobiographical  entrusting of Sara Fruet was and is
motivated by her social and spiritual generosity, directed to give
a positive contribution.

 


  
From here, from this seed, this work was born.

 


  
The roots of my project have immediately been clear: no clinical
setting up. I have conceived this work as a wheel.

 


  
The travelling circularity of the wheel shape immediately
dictates the absence of hierarchy amid those who participate
it.

 



 From the point of view of this work, none of the guests who are
offering has a greater significance with respect to others. I
particularly care about this circular horizontality, just as being
at the round table, for motivations referable to Capitini

[2], of a mutual complementarity and of a sharing planning,
that does not allow a top-down layout and therefore a hierarchical
one. The central eye, the hub of the wheel, around which everything
and everyone turn, is the theme of behavioural eating disorders. 
Ten tie-rods are connected to the central empty space. Each spoke
has a name and a surname, each of them in their own art offer their
connection with these disorders. Eleven artists, included me,
converge with their differences in identity and of expressive
research: they assert their artistic and existential evidence. Art
makes the wheel turn at the same time in a plural journey as well
as in a unitary one, and it enters into the behavioural eating
disorders.

 


  
  


  
In order of presentation:

 


  

Paola Bianchini, philosopher, psychologist,  
psychotherapist, puts together filaments of wisdom which I chose,
not only for an acute significance, for a balance between essential
nature and wealth, applicable to the theme but also because they
are expandable to any existential I. While having dinner together,
we had talked about a joint energy between the two of us: and this
is what happens in this book.

 


  

Marco Bellini, poet, brings into poetry a
vibrating sensitivity, he keeps for himself the emotion while
getting closer and closer to an other creature in pain. In his
canto, he lyrically tunes his compassion.

 


  

Gianfranco Palombini, in his philosophical
academic course, specified in the research field of
ethnomusicology, teaching it and carrying on his stern and
passionate survey amid the roots of popular tradition. Here, he has
selected a song whose diffusion spreads geographically with its
changing variations and it socially and culturally sinks into the
bulimic female figure through a provoked violence. Palombini lets
us follow the body of the song in an outright essay that would have
deserved a specific issue. I took the liberty of reading it giving
some personal interpretations.

 


  

Sara Fruet, painter, dietary coaching and
biodynamic craniosacral professional, tells about her rising and
generating approach to painting, seen as a different way of
redemption from any seriousness and sick oppressiveness. In the
second part of this work, she gives her direct evidence.

 


  

Marco Pozzi, film director, throws the door wide
open to both his art and research,  not only taking us into his
film through perspective verticals, but also through
contextualisation, enlightening and unmissable contributions in the
way of a diary for those who love cinema.

 


  

Mariafrancesca Garritano, ballerina, takes us into
the world of ballet, into the difficult contrasts of a discipline
that imposes inevitably the exercise of an oriented agility on
bodies. Also the perceivable risks, which are difficult to avoid.
Her obstinate energy pivots on her love for this art, combining it
with ethics on bodies.

 


  

Pietro Marchese, sculptor and teacher, speaks
through the powerful and shocking figures he has modelled. Each of
them turns back to our thematic eye with an instantaneous
visualisation of distortions induced by a social cultural system at
times disfigured.

 


  

Alberto Terrile, photographer, brings to our round
table the portrait of a mother nailed by the grief for her own
daughter suffering from anorexia. It is an extraordinary
photographic storytelling, careful, intense, silent, dramatically
communicating, that lands on the girl’s autobiographical ink.
Having her mother as a guest is a respectful act towards those who
take care of that farewell I was mentioning, without having the
means to carry out an embrace of salvation, of hold. A gesture that
houses the indefensible guilt for those who love without having the
possibility of taking the place of their beloved creature’s
destiny. 

 


  

Ludovic Debeurme, cartoonist, painter and
illustrator, writes from the depth of his graphic novel, from one
of his works, which has extraordinarily marked this theme for its
quality but also for its resonance, its endless connections and
suspensions in the anxiety of the teenage world.

 


  

Elvira Aglini, storyteller; words were directly
born from the hairlines of her life. Hers is a straight to the
point, plain, aware evidence focused on a necessary and ethical
openness.

 


  

The double work. Besides the paper-wheel that will
turn in our hands, I have concurrently thought about another one
and with a multimedia in-depth analysis. Sounds, images, voices
will weave the stitches in threads and knots. It will be a way to
signify really this project with all the artistic ingredients it is
made of. In this book, a small mark that is a kind of maze and
which is called QR code, together with its link will represent the
entrance door. 

 


  

  
 

  

  
 

  

  
 

  

  
 

  

  
 

  

  
 

  

  
 

  

  
 

  

  
 

  

  
 

  

  
 

  

  
 

  

  
The song line. The utility



  

    


  

  

  
 

  

  
diary of a daughter poet

  
At the age of thirteen I left my home
  
because my father
  
did not want me to write poems.
  
I should have been normal practical submissive
  
  


  
Since then while walking I asked myself
  
about the utility    if there really exists an atomic mystic
mandorla 
  
nourishing in poetry.
  
And if my internal orchard 
  
an only verse wrought up for years and years
  
can be bartered for the intimate expression 
  
of any other creature.
  
That it really be a benefit    a sacred journey    a lung.
  
For this reason I have well studied the writings of beings
  
not only human     illiteracy
  
also that of the female lifers at san vittore

[3]
  
the ear labyrinth and the tactile energies of the blind
  
the sign language and the deep
  
receiving of the deaf
  
the night in the phosphoric temples of the lunatics.
  
  


  
This creature poem is organic. I would say so to my father.
 

It has a joining and irremediable nature.
  
It intensifies and implodes. At times it splatters golds.
  
I would tell him to love me
  
with tenderness appeased already:
  
I can liquefy an axe in assimilating the river.
  
With the humility of creating nothing.

 


  
  


  
from  
Abse, 
“Il ponte del sale” 2013

 


  
  


  
The sixth line of this poem of mine has a word, a nominal cell
that was and still is one of the existential, spiritual, poetic,
political plexuses of my life: 
utility. In a family of traders as mine, in a high school
as the “Istituto Tecnico Commerciale” I attended, where the so
called double-entry represented the unit of measure for a correct
business accounting (and also socio-cultural), in a Department , as
the Revenue Agency where I work whose foundations lay in an
economic bilateral agreement, in a consumerist androcentric system
as ours, it is clear that 
utility is what threw me very far away, in deep scrap, in
a disharmonic discomfort, in an internal exile where I found and
partially recreated another habitable earth. Within this recreation
I had worked for decades, through absolute essential verticals and
powerful experiences of humanity, always in an umbilical like
accord with poetry, I have inwardly reconstructed the semantics of 
utility. Not only. The orientation lighthouse redefined in
me. The poem, more properly the song, the poetic approach to life
and to all its connections, every distracting superstructure
removed, can inwardly touch other creatures, mainly when they find
themselves in a difficult, dramatic or tragic existential
condition. Threatened, become lethargic by pain and solitude, in a
consuming swirl of a progressive undermining. From my experience,
the song often reaches it unexpectedly, it reopens the body
sensorially, it slowly restores the meaning of language and,
through this, the spark to revitalise the confidence among the I,
the you, the we.

 


  
My 
yous, thanks to which I overturned the canonical word 
utility, have been creatures in pain for behavioural
eating disorders, individuals with serious psychic disabilities and
drug addiction, deaf, blind, elderly with physical and  
psychological pathologies, male and female lifers, women who have,
or were suffering from tumour diseases.

 


  
My work with them, very much studied, prepared, pondered,
naturally organized where each meeting had its own identity, has
brought to a shared light the strong meaning of 
barter. Not concerning a double match, nor about a
didactic or scientific attitude of mine. Barter seen as a tension
open to others, for a condition of attention toward the unique
experience we are living together, in a growing process, in which
only the mutual involvement can bring to its flowering.

 


  

  
 

  

  
 

  

  
My experience.



  

    


  

  
From the 5th March to the 3rd July 2016, every fortnight: on
Saturday mornings from 10 till about 12.30 I met up with the guests
of “Il Pellicano” a Non-Profit Association located in Perugia that
deals with eating disorders (anorexia, bulimia and BED

[4]) and weight disorders. Doctor Maria Assunta Pierotti, who
attended each meeting open also to public, called me.

 


  
For this project, I entered, with some pauses, detailed studies,
fissures, into one of my works: 
Dentro la O, Kammer edizioni, 2016. Here, my conception of
an organic poetry is wide open
. I understand the poem as a song, for its corporeality
and for its power in transmitting.

 


  
The central axis of 
Dentro la O passes through the vowels of the Italian
language, one by one, culminating into the O. I consider them as
phonetic, graphic, symbolic cruxes. I narrate their body, their
resonances, meditating on their sign and on our existential
connection with it. I refer to the work itself for further
development.
  
I introduced myself in this way: the one who dwells in poetry 
lacks judgment on the guest encountered. I am
concentrated on the relational connection between the song and me
and the resonance it creates. With the other creatures, I am
horizontal.  No superiority.

 


  
I have never read one of my poems, only a couple of others’,
very short.  Therefore, I do not work directly on texts.

 


  
I was interested in moving with empathic 
voice in those studied rhythms typical of the
poetry identity, keeping a temperate tonal tension level, never
arched in chromatic excesses but intensified with a modulation of
stops and pauses and slowdowns. Paying attention at working on the
voice has always been fundamental for me, because the voice has a
corporeality that touches other creatures; it expands its own body
building bridges between itself and other creatures. A voice of
verbal weaving that opens to spaces and time of warm silence,
offering ease for conversation, encouragement to participate and to
express even slightly one’s own emotionality. 
  
The carpet of words that my voice pronounced was studied so that
I could be as clear and engaging as possible, centring a 
naming that corresponded to things, objects that I
myself would bring each time. Those objects that I pulled out from
my holdalls, each well wrapped in a concealment cloth, and put them
alternately, specifically on the table before me, slowly revealed
and narrated. I had chosen those 
objects with relevance to the topic of our meeting
and shown according to time and sequences. I would accurately
narrate each object, with special care to details, pointing at them
as if they were bodies. I would let these objects pass one by one
to the guests’ hands, to those who were willing to accept them, to
feel them in a touched sensorial slowness. I would never force the
guests. 

 


  
It was fundamental for me at this step of work, to raise a 
state of epiphany of the guest even for a few
seconds: the surprise to see the unveiling of a strange object,
perhaps never known or seen for the first time, with a new
perspective, reversed. Concentrating on an object, on what is other
than yourself, brings to an instinctive exit from ourselves:
apparently it distracts. My worked tension intended to raise, from
a slight curiosity, a little magnetic at traction, an attenuation
of the defence of the self, a possibility of protrusion, of
approach, of involvement, directing one’s concentration on 
an objective correlative.


  

    


  

  
While our meetings advanced, the girls would show up with
interest, restrained, but participating, often silently, at times
subdued, but involved and concentrated among the words, the
objects, the table and me. The passing of the objects from
hand-to-hand would occur very slowly or very fast, probably
according to the feelings they raised in them. Feelings that often
they narrated aloud, co-sharing and in comparison. 

 


  
Among the objects I brought them, I remember two main ones: a
huge nest I had found and a heap of flour. The body of the nest,
besides from suggesting a tactile sensation of extreme fragility,
besides from stimulating the maximum attention needed to protect it
while passing it from hand to hand, led indirectly to consider its
weight and its lightness and its protective intent. The meaning of
vulnerability and of creation. The body of the nest and the body of
the she bird have both in common the flight. Every flight needs a
nest; they both are part of the daily creative process. It’s
perceivable how in my narration some correspondences turned on in
existential repercussions also using 
percussive instruments with particular
sonorities.
  
The inviting soft and scenting whiteness of the flour encouraged
a contact game, by meeting one of the most important foodstuffs in
its symbolic intensity.

 


  
My approach took into account the differences of age, culture,
being of each guest, looking for a communicative and expressive
transversality. At every meeting at “Il Pellicano”, there was 
among us a little girl, the daughter of a woman
coming from outside and participating to the meetings. The first
time, her mother had asked her to accompany her to the workshop not
knowing to whom entrust her while she was away. In the following
meeting, it was the little girl to remind her mother our
appointment. For me, her joyful, merry, very attentive delicacy was
always very important. In a certain way, she turned on a lively and
minimizing harmony, without ever causing confusion and never
interrupting. Her participating presence comforted me about the
quality of my cross-expressive register.
  
  


  
I brought with me some herbal infusions to drink at the end of
our meetings, while talking about the experience we had lived,
exchanging points of view, thoughts, traces, intuitions,
questions.
  
  


  
Elvira Aglini, whose evidence is in this book, has always
participated to the meetings, 

taking notes and documenting each of my transitions.

 


  
 After many years, I still am in touch with some of the
participants.

 


  
My work with the guests of “The Pellicano”, in particular with
the people suffering from problems caused by behavioural eating
disorders such as anorexia and bulimia, pinpointed the tongue into
a lever of relational confidence between the deep I and the you, by
opening it organically, tempering it as a support to enter, to 
re discover the strong biological sense of our
corporality, of our own creativity, in a relational confidence
stimulus between our deep I and you. 

 


  
I have thought of involving some artists in this work because
their expression keys can disclose other ways from the usual
clinical ones.

 


  

  
 

  

  
Three poems.



  

    


  

  

Rap about anorexia and bulimia whatever it is by Elio
Pagliarani (Viserba 1927 – Roma 2012). This poem is part of the
short poem 
“La Ballata di Rudi”, whose final edition was printed in
1995 and in the same year, it received the Premio Viareggio. The
poet, now forgotten, was looking for a long verse, cadenced within
a tension where different pieces taken from newspaper articles
concerning work, economy, and everyday life of the less well-off
classes could weave together. Pagliarani suggested to break away
from our self-referential lyrical I. The problem of the behavioural
eating disorders, at that time not as glaring as today, was one of
his openings to the world.

 


  
Drug was not enough; there is also this anorexia, or bulimia
whatever it is. 

No, isn’t it the same thing? Or rather, is it opposite? One
kills himself/herself and the other one gets fat
  
Anorexia does not mean to be hungry, but saying not to be
hungry
  
being very underneath the belly, and thrills of pride for not
being
  
like the others, but just as the nibelungs, or better as the
female nibelungs because it affects particularly 
  
the girls and those who have learnt with diligence from the
gluttons of ancient Roma
  
the art of vomiting to demolish themselves: at this point it is
like drug, the rich ones 

with expenses and strain more often can get away with it, the
poor ones all end badly.
  
(In brackets?: at the beginning of this report if there was a
weird girl, 

without an apparent reason, it regarded survivors mainly from
concentration camps, 

which camps are they returning from now?)

 


  
The other two poems are by Veronica Fallini (Erba 1974/2017),
teacher, journalist, and poet. A victim of this 
volo bianco. I remember her while we were working together
beside some very good friends, sitting at a table full of papers,
books, screens around and inside the yolk of poetry. I fondly
recall her very delicate voice, her slim figure, attentive. I’m
opening her life out with these two shiny announcing lyric poems
wonders.

 


  
MIRABILIA BELLIS I

 


  
Natural order of things changes
  
with the changing of light – the plates
  
of the earth’s crust grind the DNA
  
primal – the ferocity of opposites 
  
remakes the galaxy inside the shell –
  
by the same principle, at the drying up 
  
of the day your expectation will move 
  
to dig a nail of glare
  
and to root into the shell dropped dead
  
of a superstition

 


  
in the shade it will be made credible the flow
  
of the rows of trees extended to excess
  
along the otherworldly wakes  

 


  
MIRABILIA BELLIS II

 


  
when I was dead at night
  
I would sing in broad daylight and the lamps
  
remained lit – when I was dead
  
I would abandon the stubborn
  
wriggling of the opposite versions
  
definitively leaving the
  
forked path of
  
amputation – when I was dead
  
I would visit the colonies, the starry lands
  
preceding also larks
  
on stamps – when I was dead
  
I had a soul now I have a sky
  
to look at
  
  


  

  


  


  

    


  

  

    


  



                    
                

                
            

            

    
	1 
                     It was a sort of ritual to seal girls’
friendship
                    

 
    





    
	2 
                    

 Capitini: Aldo Capitini was an Italian philosopher and religious
thinker between the 1930s and the 1960s who advocated an open
dialectic between theory and practice
                    

 
    





    
	3 
                    

 San Vittore: a state prison in Milan
                    

 
    





    
	4 
                    

 Binge Eating Disorder 
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