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CLOSE BY MILES, CLOSE BY SEASONS,
THERE'S A WAY AND A PLACE TO
DISCOVER THE BOUNDARY
IS MADE OF AIR AND LIGHT."

Close, CSI.



SUSPICIOUS ANIMALS SNIFFING, LISTE-
| NING, WATCHING EACH OTHERS.

" =

SOMETIMES WE GET CLOSE AND WE
TOUCH EACH OTHER DEEPLY...

RAGHEADS...

| CAN SMELL THEM
EVEN FROM HERE. i






HERE WE
60, EKU!

WERE REALLY
HOME NOW...

NEVER LET ANYONE
SAY OTHERWISE!




THEY ACT
LIKE THEY OWN
THE PLACE...

THERE'S THE STENCH OF CIGARETTES AND OF |
OLD GARBAGE. THERE'S THE SMELL OF STALE ARR|
EVEN WHEN THE WINDOW'S OPEN.

== CMON, DAD. THEY NEED
TO LIVE SOMEWHERE.

* ,‘,;

... THEY ARRIVED TWO DAYS AGO

AND THE BUILDING ALREADY STINKS 1

~ OF THEIR STRANGE FOOD! j

DID YOU EVER
READ THIS?




2. DOWNSTAIRS.

" MY PARENTS ARE ™
BENGALIS BUT | WAS
BORN IN ROME!

~ JUST THE RAGHEAD

08 )
IMNOT A RAGHEAD... ) | o :
“ ‘\
..YOU OLD RACIST! NN
LR =
o ‘ -~
F

COLONIALISTS?

A THAT'S RIGHT.

'D;DNT YOU STUDY ENOUGH
HISTORY IN SCHOOL?

OF COURSE!

KNOW WHERE
BANGLADESH IS.

¥ FOR YOU COLONIALISTS
WERE ALL BLACKS™ _

35 2



"~ ANYWAY, 1 60T
YOU A PRESENT. IT'S
DOWN ON THE STREET 8

THAT YOUUSED TOSIT AT
THE ENTRANCE OF THIS BUILDING...
WAITING FOR YOUR WIFE TO COME

HOME FROM WORK.

* . DAD, SHE'S ONLY

o ALITTLE GIRL...
(@
\®

60 ON LEECH.

A PRESENT? ARE
WE FRIENDS?

| WOULD REALLY
1 LIKE THAT, ATHOS.

AND TAKE THAT

BOOK BACK.

| WILL NEVER
READ(T!

\
WHO TOLD YOu {
MY NAME???

ROSSANA, THE
HAIRDRESSER. ¢

P2

|

WHAT A TATTLER! \
WHAT ELSE DID SHE
TELL YOU, HUH?

s

OK DAD, I'M GOING. THE PILLS
ARE IN THE BATHROOM.

PLEASE, TAKE
YOUR MEDS.



HEY. YOURE
STILL HERE.

| HEARD YOU ARGUED

. OVER ME... .

HE ALWAYS HAD A BAD TEMPER,
BUT SINCE MY MOTHER DIED...

ROME, ITALY.
YOU KNOW?

MY FATHER ISALITTLE

NAH, DONT WORRY!

BIT ECCENTRIC...
HE ISN'T BAD,

' YOUKNOW? JUST
ALITTLE...

ANYWAY, I'M
MARCO...

MUNIRA.
WHERE DID

YOU SAY YOU COME




1 L' 88 W b S
AND THERE'S ANGER. IN ATHOS' APARTMENT . I

C\!\\\ )

| THAT WALL :5 ACTUALLY A MIRROR.










¥ WHY WAS THE MAN ON
THE STAIRS SHOUTING, DAD?

HE WASN'T
WELL...

OH. AND DIDNT
YOU HELP HIM?

| TRIED.
BUT HIS IS NOT

LIKE AN AFRICAN
DISEASE. IT'S AN
EUROPEAN ONE.




+«What a strange word: / 3 , It # y e questi 's still & lot to dols
the little soldier as: : answers the General, / taking up an arsenal.

With phosgene and mustard g
who remains goes to the fi

egal immigration?
d Italian










WELL, YOU KNOW ITALIAN.
- CANT WE USE A THEN...
LANGUAGE WE BOTH KNOW? | WAS SAYING YOU REEK OF ARMPIT.
DO YOUR PEOPLE USE WATER?

WHITE PEOPLE
SMELL OF ROTTEN
EGGS.

IT'S SICKENING.

WHAT A STINK! WE SAY THAT THE
DONT THEY EVER CORPSE DOESN'T SMELL
SHOWER? ITS STENCH...

| THOUGHT IT ONLY AP-
PLIED TO WHITE PEOPLE.




SHOO AWAY THOSE STRAYS! THEYRE
~_ GONNA INFECT YOU WITH SOMETHING!

ROSSANA SAID
YOU'VE ALWAYS LIVED
HERE.

I'M LOOKING FOR ASTORY TO WRITE.

YOURE A STRANGER.

COMING FOR A FARAWAY TIME,
A WORLD I'LL NEVER SEE.

| HAVE SO
MUCH TO LEARN
FROM YOU.

DO YOU LIKE
MY PRESENT?

MINE WAS

| COMFIER- /™ mpF, YOUVE
BEEN SITTING HERE
ALL DAY.

TELL ME THE
STORY OF THE
BUILDING.

Ay

DAMN THAT WOMAN!

WHAT DO YOU
WANT TO KNOW?

I n
COME ON!LET US HEAR WHAT
GETTING OLD IS 600D FOR!



L

| |

| |

"WELL, AS FAR AS | REMEMBER, THIS PLACE WAS BUILT RIGHT AFTER THE WAR, IN ‘46 OR '4%...

..l MOVED HERE WITH MY PARENTS WHEN | WAS 3.

THEY OWNED A DINER ON THE GROUND FLOOR. IT WAS NAMED

AFTER MY MOTHER, "CHEZ MARISA™. MANY BLUE-COLLAR
WORKERS ATE THERE, EVEN SOME LAWYERS...

. WHEN | WAS A TEENAGER MY MOTHER DIED AND | HAD TO HELP
MY FATHER WITH THE DINER. BUT AS SOON AS | COULD, | 60T
A JOB AS A MECHANIC. COULDN'T STAND THAT DINER JOB.

s

e

\

I}

ONE DAY | MET REGINA ON THE STREET. SHE WAS AN
APPRENTICE HAIRDRESSER, WORKED NEARBY... WE GOT
MARRIED IN 'ss. A COUPLE OF YEARS LATER. MARCO WAS BORN.

THE PLACE WAS ALREADY STARTING TO FILL UP WITH
FOREIGNER, MAINLY FROM THE SOUTH: PEOPLE FROM
NAPOLI, FROM PUGLIA... EVEN ONE FROM SICILY"™




“IN 4924 MY FATHER DIED AND | COULD FINALLY SELL THE DINER TO A 6UY FROM CATANIA... w

IT WAS THEN THAT | STARTED TO WAIT FOR REGINA HERE. IF CERRI,
THE "LIGURE", PASSED BY, WE SMOKED A CIGARET TE TOGETHER.

THE DINER BECAME A PIZZERIA OWNED BY A COUPLE FROM SALERNO. FIVE YEARS AGO, IT
BECAME A CHINESE BAR. | THINK THE OWNER'S NAME IS HU BUT HE WANTS TO BE
CALLED MARCO. NONSENSE!

IN THE MEANTIME, ALL THE ITALIAN RESIDENS MOVED AWAY, THEN YOU 6UYS CAME, FROM
AFRICA, FROM EASTERN EUROPE, FROM INDIA. AND THEN..."

THEN REGINA DIED. MR WAS ALREADY
WORKING N \MILAN AND ATHOS WAY WeF T

AVONE. THE \CAST |TAUAN [T THE
BULING /

WE NEED TO CALL THE
POLICE TO BRING THOSE STRAYS
TO THE KENNEL!




J—
. THEYRE ALWAYS DOWN
HERE. SNIFFING OUR BINS.

= l MUNIRA, NO WELL, YOURE LUCKY!

NOTEBOOKS AT YES, MOTHER. YOUVE ALWAYS 60T FOOD

' vﬁ THE TABLE!

| = I'M DONE!

WOW! WHAT A GREAT
SENSE OF HOUMOR YQU
GOT, IN AFRICA!

\

b

YOU CALL THIS

STILL, YOU ATE
EVERYTHING!




: ‘ .
¢
u WHAT'S 6OING
n ON, DAD?

" THEY...ALL OF THEM... a0 . NO. THAT'S NOT TRUE...
THEYRE LIKE ME... LIKE US... “ ; THEYRE NOT LIKE ME. I'M AN
I... BETTER 60 HOME NOW. HORRIBLE PERSON.

o o ™ NG

rTI-b"\NK YOU FOR
THE DINNER. | DIDN'T %
THINK | COULD EVER
EAT THAT STUFF.

AND | EVEN
INDA ENTOY IT!

YES, YES. | TOOK THEM.
NO, NO NEED TO COME, IT'S OK...




7 __BUT NOW | NEED
TO LAY DOWN FOR
ABIT.

2 I'LL BE RIGHT BACK.
ARE YOU OK, ATHOS?,

—_—

" MUNIRA...

| WANT
TOHELP
YOU...

| WANT TO
B GIVE YOU
{ o R SOMETHING.




WOW, THANKS!

HE WAS AN AMERICAN FOLK SINGER,
YOU KNOW? HE FOUGHT FOR THE RIGHTS
OF WOKERS AND IMMIGRANTS...

NO, | DIDNT
KNOW...

LBUTITS

BEAUTIFUL THAT '

GOODNIGHT .




1 |
ATHOS LEFT LIKE THAT, ON THAT
NIGHT, WHILE THE WALL INSIDE HIS HEART
_ STARTED TO CRACK...

WHILE THE FUTURE FLOODED HIM AND
SOME OF HIS FEARS WERE WASHED AWAY...

SOMETIMES, WE PULL OUT OUR TEETH. WE SNARL.

| UNDERSTOOD THAT THIS IS WHO
WE ARE. SUSPICIOUS ANIMALS

_SNIFFING ONE ANOTHER

..WE TOUCH EACH
OTHER DEEPLY.







THANKS TO MATTEO CARBOGNANI OF CIAC
ONLUS AND TO MATTEO CASALI FOR THE
PRECIOUS ADVICE AND SUPPORT.
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