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Hill Town / Sea Town 2009

Introduction

“l think it’s been 11 years that we’ve been doing this.” | said to Rosa on the bus. | came back and checked. The first Sicily class was in
the Spring of 1998. We’ve seen and learned and done so much since then. We’ve been tubing down a crater on Mt. Etna and we’ve
eaten gourmet food in a 12th century abby in the Madonie Mountains (Gangivecchio). We’ve witnessed the cacophony and chaos of the
Friday produce market in Catania and we’ve been startled and awed by the mummies in the Catacombe del Cappuccini in Palermo.

We've stood in Greek Temples and eaten the best blood oranges on the planet. We seem to never get tired of the stunning landscapes
and the warmth of the Sicilian people. For the last three years, we’ve stayed off the bus for most of a day to try to capture the character of
Sicily more thoroughly than we can by jumping from place to place. This year’s project was entitled Hill Town/Sea Town. The class spent
the morning in the town of Castelbuono where they use donkey carts to collect the trash (very cool, very green) The rest of the day we
explored Cefall, a fishing village on the northern coast of the island. This book is the fruition of that day. Inside you will find a collection
of beautiful images by our 7 photographers and 16 “vignettes” by our 8 writers. Enjoy - and then call your travel agent. Spring is the
best time to be there.

For many of the eleven years I’'ve had the help of two incredibly talented women - Rosa Rizza, our dear friend and guide in Sicily, and
Karen Skolfield, who has taught the writing portion of the class since 2002. (With a couple of exceptions that involved babies or
whatever.) | can’t imagine running this program without either of them but, alas, Karen has declared 2009 to be her last year. (This might
also have something to do with the above mentioned babies but, who knows.) She will be missed dearly and perhaps she’ll reconsider
when she realizes that | will refuse to bring back any Sicilian olive oil for her. | hope that Rosa and | will continue to do this until we are
gray. My only concern is that I’'m the only one of the two of us who actually seems to be graying. Rosa, appears to be getting younger.
Hmmmmm.

Rick Newton
May 1, 2009
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Lisa Linsley

AT Familiar, Al Unknowro

Sfie has a sneaking suspicion that she is o1t frer own as
her feet dance along the cobblestones uniformeof in green
mossY dresses. Her eyes Jofay games with the strange

dimensions she’s never Befom seet.

Fach road could be a Joatﬁway; cach staircasée, @

r-mountain.

Who fives fhere? she silently onders. No answer: doesn’t ulrimately define communicatio™, she decides, and
~writes this down.

Her footsteps make patterns of sound. No gmf of averues

assists with her navigation, and for the first time this week, Carrying onward, fher SEP3 yam[fef the rays of the

or camera attracts more attention dham her flip flops. sunshine. At fiome, she realizes, fe'd never stop admire

the way @ wvougﬁt iron fence Jofays mother to collapsing

Two men stand on the stoop of & yasﬁccﬁeﬁa _ she doesn’t (eafless vines. \
~understand their languageé put manages © uiter the only ]
! Here, it 1 f d ire di i |
string of sounds she fnows. Posso yrendere una foo, per ore, it is alt ©0° easy 0 Sper an entire day Wor ing one \
favore” cloud drift along the lane [ines of the horizon.

\
They smile, she smiles. She takes a picture they give fer a \
cannoli. She waves gooc[ﬁye and so-do they. Syeaﬁing Caroline Mos3

0 :
pposite page: Kana Sakai
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Joy Mahoney

Kilie \Te//ey L

Vince PaCeS £rom one epnd oFf his pole 2o the SCher in bis gold Nige
Shoes. Khee///g down 2o bu Als hook, he CUPs fHandfids op

majﬂoz‘s Fronrr Plastic Aaj and 2hroiss 2herr onto Zhe raSz‘/lg pPort.
s Smal! Zanned f;/gers SiAY Z‘/7/~oé(5/7 ZAe wl&g/:/zﬁ 75, 5&d/~c/7/)§
For Zhe ,\/Z{/'C/‘e\sz‘ Bat.

Nicola Strides a/org Che dock with bis 752 Gun Sur, Poje over
Als Shott/der. A Zat/ darf s, clothed is @rty greens, 5&(129/62\5565

‘ 4z‘z‘enzzzzz/one, "Vince dec/ares, CaSTing Ais line out ¢4 break ¢he
Bott/e Green waters. San/{g/lz' Flecks ofp Che coaves apel cocter
Sloshes ag@‘n\sz‘ [ limestone Shores of Cefe/ue.

Nicold s ree/ clicks; he stands wlh his pole ip betiveen fi's legs
Preparing £or pis FIrst cate b, e cuts the line, ties o a £ouer
CUNCe Sinfer and buy. Nicolq /s adorned coith €109/ go/d Zo catc s

Vince's hapds Slowly work the ree/, Zhe #15hing line listening.
anaz‘/lenz‘/y, Ae reels aster, ¢hen vells /s Ledlian, " Pap/, ¢he £ish
we o1y Lt ufis Lot hrer apd brother are settled o, Some charcoa/
bott/ders «with 2he tack/e box and 4 Srec ket of baby sardines.

E's Titesday. Vipeo ;s 7t in schoo!.

Nico/q castes hi's pole in Zhe wer; ther lines Cross. Vince

SCours “p & fup, packs wup fis pole and Aeads 2o s Sike.

A feeo hovrs lcder, ¢he oy sits Sletrmped YGanst a stuccos ,on)

ON A narrow side SCreet cth bis Frend 5»70,(’:/29 c{gdrez‘fe\s . Yo

Srtifes, revealing a mocdt 14 of braces.

*\w%\——-\\k
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of absence f
Hades and Aeolus celebrates by sending a
through the anorexXic alleyways of Cefalu pefore
the black wire fence of a playground...

persephoneé has taken aleave

en think a5 they sit on
But they 5it and they

d fingers on their
look out over

And nobody know.
their benche, except, mayve:
' d warpe

stare and they rest their
_ They fill two

dark pants.
the street. Across, @ playground looks

pack.

onless, poarded up.

er sits emoti
tue, and a wimpy

A whité prick radio tow
d, a dark 514

overlooking a tattooed playgroun

fountain.
The white prick radio tower has beeh poarded up with blué
int chips. ome of the

pieced of plywaod. In some places the pal
windows are laced with blue painted pars — but only some.

A red spra y—palntod hammer—and—oicklo is tucked in the
A scarlet pirthmark.

ner of the puilding.

lower cor
g out a hand,

stal reachin
ground pelow him.

stands on a pede
lies on the

Nicola Botta
her. A gun

g 4 pamphlet in the ot

clutchin
etal and 50 i Nicola

Botta.

The gun i M
The old men still it there, perhaps thinking,
still look alive-

perhaps not. All 5iX of them

The playground has been
Crude bold words pleed into the wood
the slide or rocks back and fort
comfortable silence, smiling. Hig
her back to @ small orangé tree — she hu

silence, smiling.

mother sito on
rses a paby in

On red wood, whité ink — you are the most
ver happened O me.

peautiful thing that has €

Cisco Covino

Emily Grund



Catalind
ves Rosario and

wirs of Sicil, Castelonono,
0 Mountains. Rosario 18 016 of

famed “go-greet " 10
yestied M7 the illside of the Madon!
nicd by Caraline, yis donkey. THeY aid in the

o, Who 18 accomp
sheir bond...]

Prefuce. [In 01 of the

Cataling. Castelonono 8
8

the garvage men in P
clean wp OF the YoWH. This 18 the S0 of

Naravor.
cataling.

red lipstick would poas?t.
188, She 18

£ like oS¢ ofa

Jark hair and bright,
['m no¥t Kidding, she's an

+ stand stockStraigh
per tail I8 her

those hov, summer

woman With long,

Catalinas an 283, No,

and has cars tha

fuzzY, black
s in handy during

excepvionally hairy

Germart Sheppard. The
swatter; 0n¢ that co

tuft ar ohe end of

penso;m/ v

day3.
ch that he makes

er, He l0veS her S0 MH

Her boyfriend loves 1
10 have hat PIPe

her pick W trash. A I would l0ve
sakes oUt e ush. Good fuck.

have 4 g/ﬂfr/'eﬂd or wife Who
ol inSight onvo the stor).-]

[The Nartd?o! dds her perso

of relationSHY.

wRoSaro, please Do
ve her a blood orange.”
'

you for nother garvage wan?! H1ere,

leave
2 rod. Juicy, Aelicions rod: MSCioHS

Rachel Morandi

She loved 1%,
and lava-like red.
Rosario couldn’ 1oKE yis eyes Off her: he Was beaming: Cataling Was eantiful.

“Amncia osa’ had done %,

Samantha Podhurst
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A Mechanical Symphony

Luciano and Mario Sit thete, undisturbed, gazing ont across
Hhe cernlean blue giass. Caps Shade their tan faces, their bodies clothed
i1 Suit jackets, the Shades of a ramy day. The beating Sin 18 broken by
e cool, Sea breeze, The men Sit Sl

Small fishing boats recline off the horizon; their pareems of
Color dance acroSS the Sandy beach. The Sl vessels are broken by e
Sound of conrageons Vestas, echoing ofy Sandstone buildings. tiars
Squeeze through Streets Hov built for their Size. The Serenity of the Sea
breaks the grow'th of moder’sy.

The sun plays games across the horizon, dropping cryStals
into the deep, Sappaire warers,

Luciano and Mario Sit there, Somesimes i Silence, awvays im

harmony. THeir eyeS 1ouch vhe panorans, and their minds dance away,

The waters ebb away from the SHoreline, taking and giving with

1£3 every motion, 4 piece of ieself.

The two old men have their backs turmed away [rom the
mechanical Symphony. Instead, they Sit still, like children Sleaping,

dreaming this Scene anway.

Samantha Podhurst

Threatening

Shodows give color to seaside rocks that point upward like

decdly knives. Blue amd purple waves slam agaimst the iagged

boulders. Clear skies dye the horizon dusty white,

Cors whip down wide alleys like every rood is a drag roce.
They pass an alley full of cats: o small ebony feline licks its poow
while sitting atop a station-wagon. A scruffy old man points to the
cats, then holds our a hand in expectation of payment. No one

obliges bis request: he goes for the couples walking out through the

alley from a terrace overlooking the sea.  The scene of far-

stretching oceom glittering in the afternoon sun is perhaps sharded

for them when faced with the aggressive beggar.

Mok, o boy from Palermo, hunts the Duomo Piozzn
for a female.

When one smiles cnd looks him in the eye, he
speaks in quick Italian.  She smiles again to show that not a
word has gotten through to her. She is alone. It is siesto.  His
short black hair is greagy, the jacker he wears nice, but on closer

indpection, not clean.  His smile cocky, his aftitude sure,

Artemia Scvory
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cane. ALl wear saaLLg caps. Most wear

As the town climbs, roads become
Beyond the Exterior narrow—hilly, evew. Toward the top there are

Three older wen sit on a bench wewer homes. Some have gated driveways ano
outside of a warket. Two lean against a | fresh wew paint. The busy atwosphere

conerete building. Oone holds himself up by a | vanishes. A contrast between new and old.

Jill ward

sweaters, browwn shoes, though owne outlier

wears black.

cars and mopeds jet every which way.
There are wo pedestrian rules in Castelbuono.
People scurry betweew markets, as wowen beat
rugs over their balconies conversimg with
friends three stories below. Vvimes have
slithered their way up buildings and taken
over. Moss has outgrown its welcome. Colors
have faded. Trees have withered. Cobblestone
streets remain Lntact.

Surrounding the town is a fortress of

green hills and snow covered mountains.

A dark gray cloud shadows one of the hills.

The sun is trapped. A contrast of Llight

emerges.

Amonqg the Stand , Keflection in Time
) )

Pools of water 3az(/73r n crevices of rock. 7Their
preSehc‘e here 15 ﬁeei/nﬂ-‘ a Mfclc/ay z‘/7ezy are victim
o sun s ray/s. Ye? Aere Z‘/?ey liey remnants of ocean
Cide, withess o majesty that surrounds them, an
1Sland of their owon perspective.

Endless blue £ills their view. Deep, p/erc/rg water
clear, ///aminaz‘/ng SKy. They meet, never PUNING, hAly
and tar?a01‘5e hetes creat/n3 an infimte line-
horizon. Grey, J499ed rocks rise from the coater:
raqged in gppearance, corroded Ay Cime. 7 heir
Severe conlour exguisite in natire.

Neardy, stone walls stard. Cement slabs Forst the
exterior- once Vibrant yellow paint faded, a pale
¢int lef? in its wa,é//g On the cdlls, pipes appear
n varying directions: like veins 2hey cweave,
Seem/lg/y connected- no 533//7/7//73, no end. Kust
Seeps Zhrough crevices— dark blood brown
contrasting with the Ffur hue. Tarn'shed grades
shield cindos. With no visible entryeoay, it
appears deserted, aged é/ Cirme, a Flao appdst

This building remains, wedthered by storms, water
and eornd /7@///39 lef? their mark. T has witrnessed
Serentdy, endired Zurmoil, Forever an‘//'\//ng its
reflection in the pools.

Alanna Goddard

Opposite page: Hunter Amabile
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Kaco \S//r/p/ ic I'Z‘y

From #irst 5//»7/95e Zhe city Sleeps. Z.aanc/ry /mngé de//cate/y in 2he
breeze above a coindows's stee/ rals.

A man calks Sloewly, Ais eyes foﬂgy layers of brown and blue. Ye
doesn'? Srile. s hands are rinfled, clean and sofy cith /org
ﬂtvgerna//s . 5/7@(/?29, he Zakes owt his éarjaha’y eoalle? Sme///‘ng of neeo
lec@her, apens it 2o reveal a hardsome Phcto of a young man; a relic
o s past. Preetto Carmelo. Born in 1919. Neowo nnety years of age.

Deeper into wfna///g Caste/buono, a/onéey\s ' hooves bnock aganst the
Stone, while men in electric orange jumpsetts coalf Steadily beside
2hent, p/‘cé/nj uUp Crash. Pigeons soar in and out of holes in Zhe stone
walls and groups of old men flock Z‘ojez‘/mr in 2he piazza.

The smell of /’res/l/y baked Croissants //‘njel\S Z‘/Vo/,(g/z Che streets
wrti! noon, and grocers £/ Zheir stands coith organc produce.

7o doors dewn a chicken /1&/735 limp in a window of 2he Carne
Macellaa Fresca. T¢ looks coldy the color of Vory with goose
bumps, veins renning docon i2s neck. Stard light illeerinates ¢he meat
inside q glass coffin and glints aGanst its metal Frame. Tn 2he Back
of the store a 79 /7&/735 5}/ 75 hooves Ffromr a /arge metal hook, pink
curly 2ail sEill in place.

Kopes of Sausage dangle overhead, interdioined with 2he Zear drop
Shaped Caciocavallo hanging by a 2hin red SCring. The butc ber,
Stephan, a young man with dark Featiures and a whize Smock, stands
Silent. The énite PINING it h diligence, his hands covered in blood.
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Two girls and four tired feet stand at a staircase. The steps,

made of stones, suggest that nature was the architect for this
7Jaru'cu[ar wa[léway.

They look pensive, they ook at each otfer, they look afiead of

“them.

A sign, reaa(ing “No T1 respassing” in Ttalian, ﬁangs [im}a from
its intended spot on a nearby rock wall. The girls, /énowing
What it means, choose to ignore its cfemam[, and make their

May C[OWH tﬁe Si'eJ:JS anc[tﬁmugﬁ a maze cfjaggec[rocﬁs. TWO

’TOCQS, carvecfso SﬂlOOfﬁ[y overtime 6y tﬁe 6[611161’11'5, [bOé ﬁé@

beds. A }Jface to sit and rest, a }aface to let the senses take over,

An infinite Jetty spoons the blue outline of the sea. Houses have
settled on the other side of the rocks, their pale pink coforing
compﬁ’menn’ng the sféy, their [auncfry lines ﬂaﬂping tablecloths

~that match the water. There is a mesh in the color pa[ate of the

eartﬁ.

Tven what is c[éar[y unnatural still ﬁ'ts in.

Canolime Mooaa

Opposite page: Rick Newton
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Dionysus and Apollo sit side by side, saddled on the edge of
heaven looking down over a small hill town, their voices lost over
the light moan of a spring breeze....

The air is cool and the sun is warm and the wind carries
with it the scent of the mountains. At the roundabout, the
fountain shoots water in the air, cars park around it — some
parallel, some perpendicular — it doesn’t matter. Four men in dark
coats and flannel caps sit on a bench next to the butcher’s shop.
The four begin to laugh, tip the corners of their mouths and tap
their canes as a man in an orange reflector suit walks by, waving,
with a donkey following close behind. The four old all life their
heads in salutations, their bodies sinking back into the bench and
they make sure to hide their smiles as the orange man grabs a bag
of garbage from the butcher and tosses it into the basket on the
donkey's back.

The young man trots away, the donkey follows in step,
lazy and careless. The two pass the tobacco shop. A child hugs
his mother’s leg, digging his face into her dress, shutting out the
world and the mother coos in Italian.

Birds look down from the bell tower of an old castle.

The man and the donkey walk uphill away from the castle,
towards the monastery. Clips and clops bounce off the
cobblestones with each step. A man of the church, dressed in a
thick, dark robe, greets the man and the donkey before hushing his
voice and continuing a conversation on his cell phone.

The two keep walking uphill and yellow birds swoop into the
trees before them.

Cisco Covino

Br/z‘z‘any Bell Dal, \phond
Castel. Aaono

e stands proud on this Aill /oo(/ing doeon.

Golden, perhaps From the morning sun, he Seems Zo glow. ¥is
Streets wind up, dowon, left, right and back agan. Curving like spriles and
Frowns, each road with the ability to choose a mood.

The term “go straight " takes on new meaning here, for there is
rarely a’ straig/t street. But, turn enough times, and déja vu. All roads
lead o Kome. Eventually the old man leads you back to where you came.

Up above, a woman hangs laurdry. thite sheets and lace curtans
drip drop down two stories; the sweetl, Fresh scent of her Fabric
Softener flooding the area. From there She can See across the Street
and down onto a rooftop where a group of men are repairing the old clay
tiles that are worn and grey from the sun. No one Flinches o the
beeping of Loy-like cars that bump Lhrough Steep and skinny Streets.

Cracked peach stucco walls rise wup +rom cobblestone pathways.
bach Fissure a wrinfle of time like laugh lines, or worry lines. tooden
doors are worn. They stand demanding reverence, Zheir wisdom groeing
with each grain of wood revealed by chipping pant.

Castelbuono has seen much. Like a wise old Sicilian man.
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"Truth"

Because | can.



