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			Once upon a time 

			It’s said that, sometime in the latter part of the second millennium B.C., a restorer cherished the idea and wish that the world, then in a very sad state, was badly in need of restoration: following the disciplines of his craft, first of all, he had a look at its state of decay (advancing at an ever increasing rate), then looked for its cause and then set about finding a possible remedy.

			The world appeared to him as an enormous, ancient and wonderfully worked plate that had been broken into a thousand fragments and thrown on the rubbish heap. 

			It was the long and arduous task of thousands of workers who rummaged bent-backed everywhere in the Earth for fragments of the precious object, gluing them together, for each piece to find its proper place. 

		


		
			Bubano 2075

			Long ago, my father once gave me some manuscript papers. He’d found them in one of those old books still printed on paper that have become some precious and so little in circulation: they were loose leaves; they looked like story tales written as a fable meant for anyone to read. I have taken them up again and have tried to put them in an order that makes sense. They tell of that time in the world’s history when it was dominated by enormous iron and concrete monsters, whose ruins you come across here and there in many different locations, kept as memorials to a crucial period in the history of Humanity. To my mind, they are a historical fable, or perhaps a parable, a dream or, why not? - a reminder … Some even suggested they might be horror stories.

		


		
			Fable of a died-out race

			For almost ten thousand years, the Earth was inhabited by two human races, very like each other, so much so that they were easily confused. To tell them apart, you had to know them very well, and for this, it was useful if you could look into their wallets. One of the two was our race: they were prolific, more than seven billion, but counted for nothing, so little, in fact, that they were called the powerless, or else slaves or servants. Us, the powerless, were almost always the better-natured of the two but, still, we had many faults. For a long time, we tried to imitate the ruling race, we were endowed with an disproportionate capacity for putting up with things and being patient, we accepted all the tyrannies inflicted on us by the powerful, but then we’d been trained to squabble amongst ourselves over the most trivial thing, such as the outcome of a football match, the colour of someone’s skin, whether such and such came from the north or from the south, whether he was an adept of this religion or the other. Things which today, thankfully, we’ve put behind us. We ignored many of the things that concerned our race, but above all we were terribly scared by the ruling race, and any boo they would say would make us scatter away.

			The other race counted no more than a few thousand people, possessing all the power and riches of the Earth: the ruling race. 

			They worshipped the God Money and every year made great sacrifices to him, offering up millions of us powerless ones. Some of them were such fervent worshippers of their god that, back in 2016, eighty-three of them alone possessed as much wealth as three and a half billion of the powerless.

			At that time many people – many of us included – considered killing a living creature as an ordinary thing, a standard behaviour of the human species, so that hunting was even considered a sport and many animal species were at risk of extinction. Yet, what was really awful and abhorrent to any thinking person, were the monstrosities generated from the minds of those who retained power. Their nightmares took shape in the thousand ways to kill a living creature, up to putting the human species at stake, in the total contempt they showed for their own kind and consequently for themselves. Being powerful, they could have turned everyone’s future different. So everyone was wondering ‘Are they really powerful? If so, why don’t they try and change things? We are all in the same boat!? … ‘Of course they are powerful, however, they do not lead their lives the same way as we do, they are acquainted with the immoral processes of accumulation, the intrinsic poison of ruling other people’s lives and the sophisticated artifices of the interpersonal relationships connected to being wealthy: but above all, they have weird projects concerning us!
They lived in terror of death and payed scientists and doctors handsomely for ways to prolong their existence, in the hope of becoming immortal. They turned to genetics as a way of putting off the moment of death. When one of their organs did not work properly, they would have it replaced with a new one, taken from a young person from a poor country. They had plastic surgeons stretch the skin here and there on their bodies so they’d look a bit younger, using botox, fat, stem cells, while the majority of us couldn’t afford the primary care. Some maintained that they were, in fact, creatures that had escaped from the laboratory of a depraved and clownish scientist of the name of Frankenstein.

			The ruling race sent children out to fight wars, while others were given toy-bombs that blew up in their hands and made them blind! In order for good to triumph, as they put it, the ruling race had invented and used weapons capable of destroying all life on Earth a hundred times over. They left the task of eliminating the radioactive waste they produced, to the next generations. They were not even able to eliminate famine in the world, though they’d often promised to do this: at the height of their power, every three seconds a child died of hunger and poverty before they were a year old.

			The ruling race had a forked tongue and was so used to telling lies that some of its members ended up believing the lies told by their own kind. Always and only lies. They said they longed for peace and made war and we were the only ones affected by it; they said they were working on a solution to the planet overheating and yet, year after year, the temperatures rose and we all suffered the consequences of hurricanes, flooding, drought; they said that a certain economic crisis had been put behind us and yet we still lost our jobs and the cost of living rose all the time. Unhappily, there were even a lot of us, powerless ones who also swallowed these lies, to the point of convincing themselves that this was the only possible way of living on Earth and justifying and defending the most dangerous dominance.

			The ruling race burnt petrol. They really loved to burn petrol: day and night, millions of aeroplanes tore their way through the skies, leaving behind chem-trails that dissolved into milky fog that made the skies that bit less blue … transporting what? Kiwis! 22,000 kilometres of kerosene burnt just to bring the indispensable kiwi from Sydney to Paris. In a few decades they had burnt up almost all the petrol and, when it began to grow scarce, they laid waste enormous tracts of green land to squeeze out the last drops of it. Because of this, the air, the seas and the land began to overheat. Rains and hurricanes of a violence never before seen began to be recurrent: people were often drowned in many parts of the world, birds suddenly changed the paths of their migration, whales went aground in acts of suicide, scared by such sudden and brutal changes, suffocated by all the trash thrown into the sea and disoriented by the sonars of extractive drilling. Great islands appeared, floating on the face of the oceans, as big as countries but being nothing more than bits of plastic. On the other side of the world, meanwhile, the land was burnt up with drought, it had no more green grass to cover it and tens of millions of people fled their lands because they had nothing more to eat or drink: with no one wanting to offer them succour, they died in droves.

			In its final years of domination, the ruling race had mastery over the whole world.
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