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Attentive crowd at  
WE’s International Human Rights Day Seminar  

 
St. Petersburg, Russia 
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Praise for Succes d’estime 

 
Dear Tatyana, 
     Sometimes, I can't find words to say how much I'm happy to meet a woman 
like you. You are everything beautiful in this world, you are a living             
inspiration. You give me hope, you give me life. You give me peace, you give 
me light. 
     Few of us have light inside them but you have a lot, enough to spread it all 
around the world. 
Yours forever, 
Abtif, Tunisia  

 

 

To Tatyana Mamonova, 
 While I was going through some papers today I came across an article I had 
written in 1980 when you visited Toronto. Then I looked up your name and 
noticed that you had been seeking information and memorabilia for the 30th 
anniversary of Woman and Russia. This contribution is very late but I decided 
to send it along anyway. 
 In 1980 I also bought one of your art pieces (as I remember, a drawing of a 
coffee plant with opening eyes), but I was a gift for someone else and to my 
regret I have not seen the piece for many years. 
 It is good to see that you are still active. 
 
Cheers, 
Bart Hawkins, Port Hope, Ontario Canada 

 
 

In this issue we commemorate the 35th anniversary of the 
founding of Woman and Earth, fka Woman and Russia  
by including both recent and historical letters. Woman 
and Earth’s mission led by Tatyana Mamonova’s 
courage and promotion of justice and human rights for 
women throughout the world remains as important in 
2014. WE hope you will join Tatyana and WE in this 
important mission which is the best hope for global peace 
and harmony. 
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Dear Tatyana, 
 I just saw your CV on Wikipedia and I remembered your stay, here in Vienna, in 1981, 
when you came out of the Soviet Union with your son and frail     husband. You told me 
that they wanted to send him to Afghanistan and that you had a lot of difficulties     
because of your own activities and his situation. You stayed in a “Pension” in          
Alserstraβe. This house is still there and I see it every day on my way to work. You 
were very quiet and very thin then and you often wore a head scarf. 
   Maybe you remember me: My name is Ulli Stadler (it is Ulrike KRUH now) and I 
bought 2 of your drawings (one of a woman in a medusa and one of a Hermes like   
figure, watercolors, wings on her feet) here in order to provide immediate help to you, 
here after this shock of having to leave your home. One of these drawings is currently 
hanging over my bed. And I wrote a poem for you which was published in a feminist 
journal. How the world has changed! Looking back it seems to me that—at least if I am 
looking at myself—I was terribly naïve in those days. 
   As I saw you became a big fish and you even went to Harvard: Congratulations. The 
Americans always helped those who fled their enemies in a very generous way. How 
come that you went from France to the States? You wanted to live in Paris as far as I 
remember. Your son must be 36 years old now. Where does he live? Do you live in 
New York or St. Petersburg? 
   Anyway, I greet you and I send you a big hug, you are a part of my life, when I was 
young. 
With greetings,  
Ulli Kruh, Vienna, Austria 

 
 

Здравствуй,Тат! 
   Сегодня я получила посылку. Это было так трогательно и приятно! Я перечитала 
всё, что было на русском. Очень много узнала о Тебе, деле всей Твоей жизни, 
немного о семье! Я счастлива, что стечением некоторых стихоруховских 
обстоятельств, я смогла быть знакома с Тобой! Во многом, конечно, благодаря Ля 
Роуз. Благодаря ссылке на её странице я и заглянула на страницу к Тебе! Сейчас в 
моей голове много мыслей. Я очень воодушевлена прочитанным, узнанным! 
Восхищена Тобой! Величием, трепетностью, искренностью, свободой и 
преданностью своему до боли личному и глубокому! Ты, Танюш, удивительный 
человек! Эти журналы прекрасны, доступны и легки—читается - взахлеб и с 
удовольствием! Прекрасные иллюстрации. Твой муж очень чётко чувствует Тебя 
… Восторг переполняет меня! Я безгранично благодарна Тебе за возможность 
лицезреть Твоё творчество, Твою работу! 
   Такая удивительная, насыщенная жизнь, которая досталась потом икровью. Вот 
что значит - быть преданной своим идеалам, не сломиться под гнетом судьбы! Ты 
- супер! мне очень интересно, как сейчас течет Твоя жизнь. Где больше и с кем 
Ты проводишь времени? …Я сейчас надолго где-то зависну наедине со 
своими мыслями и Твоими журналами. 
   Спасибо, дорогая Таточка! Хочу Тебе только самого настоящего! Самого 
женского и земного! и так, чтобы для души оставалось небесное. 
Tinka, Ural, Russia 
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Fine Japanese Dining 
 

NYC 
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   Вы для меня - пример гармоничного сочетания противоположностей: 
необыкновенно женственная, хрупкая - и в то же время, человек, 
обладающий потрясающим внутренним стержнем, спонтанная, 
следующая настроению - с другой стороны, человек, знающий и 
претворяющий высокий уровень самодисциплины, Вы красиво отдыхаете 
- Вы же умеете и работать с полной самоотдачей и у в л е ч е н и е м . . .    
Мне нравится изучать Вас, учиться у Вас, быть рядом с Вами...  
Процветания Вам, вдохновения, любви и радости! 
Обнимаю с любовью, 
Ирина Казанцева/Irina Kazantseva, St. Petersburg, Russia 
 

 

 

Dear Tat, 
 As I was reading your book, Woman and Earth, I came to realize the        
situation of women from which I had been “unaware” for so many years. 
 For instance, it is common that both husband and wife are working. Yet, the 
wife still tends to the family’s needs: children’s … homework, school           
meetings, kids activities, food, uniform, and even her husband’s. In some    
cases, women work as helper, nanny or caregiver, while men stay at home; 
some jobless. 
 Why such tolerance? Love? Maybe. But I guess its got more to do with  
culture. Such culture that men are given more privileges than women. Sad, but 
true. 
 But such should not be if women know how to fight for what is right and 
fair. There’s always a chance … with the help of organizations such as Woman 
and Earth, and people like you. 
Suzette Marfuri, Philippines 
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Press Clipping from Cover Story on WE’s Tatyana Mamonova 
Femmes Artistes Internationale, Paris, France 



Dear Ms. Mamonova, 
   Just recently I finished reading Women and Russia — how excited I was to 
learn through the article in the Harvard Gazette that you are now a Fellow at 
the Bunting Institute! I myself worked at the Bunting just last year, in the 
spring, for the Peace Fellow, researching issues on the nuclear arms race and 
the Freeze movement. (I am also a Radcliffe graduate, class of 1981). 
   Part of my interest in the Soviet Union has arisen from my experience there 
last year. In October 1983, my parents and I arrived in the USSR for a visit of 
one month. My father, Dr. Norman Zabusky, is a well-known applied         
mathematician and physicist, and he was invited to visit as a National        
Academy of Science exchange scientist. As it happened, we were expelled 
from the USSR on November 4 (see enclosed article). We have grieved deeply 
since being forced to leave — for my parents it meant that years of contacts 
after previous visits are finished forever. Of course, I understand full well that 
your own experience with this goes far deeper than our own. 
   I am writing to you now because my father and I would like very much to 
meet with you (he, too, saw the article in the Gazette). My father would like to 
share with you his thoughts on the refusenik and dissident communities. For 
myself, in addition to these topics, I would welcome the opportunity to speak 
about the lives of Soviet women and feminism in Russia. My father will be in 
Cambridge on Wednesday, October 3. We would like to invite you to have 
dinner with us that evening, if at all possible. 
   I understand that you are surely leading a hectic schedule. If this date is not 
convenient for you, I would welcome the opportunity to meet with you myself 
at another time. 
   Finally, let me just say that I found Women and Russia to be beautiful,     
poetic, provocative, disturbing and moving all at once — I both laughed and 
cried. Thank you for bringing it to us women of the West. 
   I will call you at the Bunting Institute next week to see if you will be able to 
come to dinner with us on October 3. Or, if you have the chance, please call 
me ay my office at Tufts University next week (between 9am and 5pm).    
    I look forward to speaking with you. 
Most sincerely, 
Stacia E. Zabusky (historical letter) 
Stacia is now Associate Dean, School of Humanities and Sciences              
at Ithaca College, Ithaca, NY 
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Enjoying nature’s beauty 
 

WE U.S. Tour 



Dear Tatyana, 
   Hello! I was very happy to hear from you. Please forgive me for not        
sending you photos earlier. I often tend to be a bit shy about showing my work 
to  people, particularly those who are the subject of my portraits. 
   I was very pleased with the photo that was published in the Gazette. It was 
about the only one on the whole roll that I liked a lot, except the one of you in 
your International Sisterhood t-shirt. I felt good about the way in which you 
are surrounded by women, which is much the way you have shaped your life. I 
hope you like it, too. 
   I enclose a copy of the Gazette photo, one of you in your t-shirt, and one of 
you with Rochelle. If you need extra copies of these, I can print them up        
easily. I just need about a week’s notice.  
   I am doing a small amount of free-lancing these days. If you would like me 
to take pictures of you at any upcoming events at Radcliffe, or for any reason 
for that matter, please give me a call. I would enjoy it. It’s best for me if we 
can work out a way for me to get paid, since I have to pay for paper,          
chemicals, darkroom rental, etc. And of course, my labor, which is the most 
valuable of all (the women need to keep telling ourselves this!!! 
   I really enjoyed your talk at New Words. I felt so energized by it — I rode 
home on my bike singing and feeling so good. I want to say thank you for the 
sacrifices you have made in order to do what you feel is right, and the courage 
you have shown. It gives me courage. 
   I hope your work at Radcliffe is going well. It is always difficult at first in a 
new country; though I suppose you are accustomed to this since you have   
traveled a lot. My support is with you. 
Yours in sisterhood, 
Wheatley Kennedy, Arlington, MA (historical letter) 
 

 
   We’ve tried to reach you before but now we are finally using a safe way to 
send you this letter. Also, we’re giving you a safer return postal address for 
RLP. 
   Our project is a non-profit free reference library in Pristina with volunteer 
members in Kosovo, etc.  The violence continues here. In one night about 30 
non-Muslims were killed. We lost some members in it. Some others left the 
town and their burned houses. In the last 5 years after NATO bombing us with 
depleted uranium bombs, such violence is not unusual. 
   We’re reading Russian and English freely and would like to find a sponsor  
to be able to receive a set of your publications. 
  Please encourage people you know to help us with the development of our 
library. 
Best to you and thank you, 
R.A. Dogan-Konavi for RLP, Pristina, Kosovo (historical letter) 
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Dear Tat, 
 I cannot begin to thank you for accepting my invitation to be my guest in my 
city, New Orleans. One of the biggest lessons I have learned from you though 
was how to receive. This is very difficult for me because I am used to being the 
giver. 
 I am used to controlling, yet in a short time I have learned to adapt. No one 
has been able to do this to me ever especially in such a short time. 
 I guess I am used to being with weak women in my life and I admire your 
strength. There were moments where I thought you were breaking me and I 
thought you can only be broken if you allow it. I chose to allow you to break 
me a little because I knew it would strengthen my already strong character.   
 Thank you. 
Faithfully yours, 
Nola 
New Orleans, LA 

 

 

   Tengo 43 años, soy estudiante de leyes de la Universidad O & M de Puerta 
Plata. Los motivos que han llevadi a studier leyes son las tantas injusticias en 
la Zonas francas donde yo laboraba. Para estudiar a tenido que luchar contra 
las ofensas que me dirigen de la gente que me catalalogan como “vieja” casi de 
hogar de anciano. Somos mujeres Fuertes, decididas, capas, honestas,          
podemos, transformer la sociedad si todos nos unimos. Sueño con mas         
mujeres en los congresos. “Podemos hacerlo!” 
Gracias, Tatianita. 
Beljica Reyes, law student 
Puerta Plata, Dominican Republic 
 

Woman and Earth Press 
467 Central Park West, Ste. 7F 

New York, NY 10025 
Tel/Fax +1-212-866-8130  

womearth@yahoo.com 
Dekabristov Street 7-12 

St. Petersburg, Russia 190000 
Tel/Fax +7-812-314-5980  
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Озверение ли это? Когда человеки спокойно проходят мимо 
убийцы, который режет на их глазах женщину, они ведут 
себя скорее как бесчувственные механизмы. А когда они 
загоняют три тысячи человек в газовую камеру и пускают 
туда ядовитый газ, с хохотом подглядывая, как люди 
корчатся в смертных муках? Когда они разбивают младенца 
о камни, разрезают и сшивают живых людей (естественно, 
без наркоза)? Озверение – это, конечно, неправильное слово, 
потому что звери на такое неспособны.  Разве что в припадке 
бешенства. Но тех, кто совершал непредставимые злодеяния 
- их обследовали и выяснили, что они абсолютно здоровы. 
Психически нормальны.  

Вчера (27-го января) по австрийскому телевизору после 
документального фильма «Дети Освенцима» (судьбы шести 
детей) показывали дискуссию «Бестия человек – насколько 
прочна корочка цивилизации». В ней участвовало всего три 
человека: психиатр из Линца (Хайде Кастнер), писательница 
– автор книги про выставку «Вермахт» и теолог. Теолог 
объяснял, как велика вина католической церкви в том, что 
при гитлере совершили уничтожение евреев: по его словам, 
гитлер привёл в исполнение то, о чём церковь веками 
твердила.  

Автор книги говорила много интересного, например о том, 
что никто не заставлял солдат немецкой армии расстреливать 
мирных жителей, если кто-то из них отказывался участвовать 
в расстрелах, ему не грозило никакое наказание. Но почти 
никто не отказывался. А г-жа Кастнер сказала, что в 50-м 
году один английский психиатр (точно я не запомнила его 
имя, что-то вроде Декс или Дексер) провёл обследование 
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немецких военнопленных и обнаружил, что отнюдь не все 
одинаково воспринимают содеянное их товарищами по 
оружию и их страной (не все – Кольки! – Н.М.). 15% 
оказались закоренелыми нацистами, полностью 
поддерживали всё, что было сотворено (уже зная в деталях о 
массовых уничтожениях в газовых камерах и пр.), 15% 
полностью отвергали всё это, считали это отвратительным и 
невыносимым. А большинство – 70% - этак увиливало от 
прямого ответа, типа «ну да, было много ошибок, но ведь в 
каких условиях мы жили, безработица, а гитлер дал работу, 
стал строить автобаны» и т.п. Кстати, в 1983 году в Линце 
мать моей австрийской подруги, из очень благополучной 
семьи, муж инженер, шестеро детей, роскошная квартира, 
повторила мне в ответ на мой вопрос о том, как же это могло 
произойти, всё то, что творилось в концлагерях, именно эти 
же самые аргументы. 

Так вот, тот английский психиатр стал обследовать, в чём же 
причина такой разницы в восприятии преступлений против 
человечности. И обнаружил, что разница не в материальном 
уровне и не в уровне образования, не в том, к какому 
социальному слою человек относится, а только и 
единственно в том, какому воспитанию в детстве он 
подвергался. Озверелые нацисты, без стыда и раскаяния, все 
поголовно были из таких семей, в которых царило 
авторитарное воспитание, с отцом, перед которым все 
дрожали. И дети никогда, ни коим образом не могли 
высказать своё мнение вообще ни о чём. Вот они-то и стали – 
не зверьми, а бестиями. 
 
Но ведь и у нас! Было! Такое же! – воскликнет кто-то. И не 
ошибётся.   
 
»Когда в декабре 2010 на занятиях в философском кафе в 
Петербурге на очередном семинаре, посвящённом т еме 
сундука  (из раздела «Как убить Кащея» - сундук – это вторая 
ступень составной смерти Кащея, сундук, в котором томится 
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заяц),  я спросила своих слушателей и слушательниц, есть ли 
среди них хоть один человек, которому в детстве или 
юности не повторяли бы постоянно: 
 

Твои мнения никого не интересуют! - 
 

в аудитории возник гул, как будто деревья в лесу зашумели, 
раскачиваясь из стороны в сторону. Некоторые молчали, 
словно окаменевшие перед воспоминаниями детства, а 
сидевший прямо передо мной Павел проговорил: 
«Ничего другого и слышать не приходилось!» 
Однако: суть не в самом по себе сообщении (о том, что 
мнение не интересует). То же самое сообщение могло бы 
быть произнесено и с другим подтекстом. Для этого 
потребовалась бы другая интонация, другой взгляд того, кто 
это сообщение передаёт. Например: 
 
знаешь, если хочешь поступить в институт, то свои 
мнения и мысли надо умело скрывать. Они не то чтобы так 
уж никого и не интересуют, но интересуют не так, как бы 
тебе того хотелось… по принципу «любят ли тигры 
поросят, а  если любят, то как», и твои мнения кое-кого, не 
указывая двумя пальцами, кого именно, интересуют, но от 
такого сорта интереса надо уметь вовремя укрыться! 
 
Но не так были произнесены эти слова - об отсутствии 
интереса. Вот как я описывала этот момент в своей первой 
повести «Темница без оков» (1964-1976):  
 
«Твои мысли пока никого не интересуют, - раздельно 
произнесла Вера Павловна. - И если ты хочешь когда-нибудь 
поступить в институт, запомни, что твои мысли никому не 
нужны. Поняла? - она взглянула своими тёмными 
тяжёлыми глазами, словно угрожая, будто взглядом 
внедряясь в глаза дочери, чтоб раздавить в них всё лишнее, 
чужое и ещё глубже впечатать свою волю»77.  
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Днище сундука - это основа. Если желания и мнения ребёнка 
никого не интересуют, значит, подготавливается почва для 
уничтожения уникальности, подготавливается эшафот, на 
котором будет совершена казнь». (Из книги «Апология на 
краю: прикладная мифология», стр.220). 
 
Возникло слово МНЕНИЕ. На Западе говорят не о свободе 
слова, как принят о  называт ь эт о право в России, а о 
свободе мнений („Meinungsfreiheit“). Это довольно-таки 
скользкая тема и трудный термин, потому что не всякое 
мнение может оказаться справедливым. Но полный запрет 
высказывать свои мнения о чём бы то ни было (например, о 
том, какой писатель тебе больше нравится и почему, как это 
было в моём детстве) – этот запрет и привёл уже к полной 
ампутации всего того, что было в человеке когда-то 
Главным. И в Германии даже есть сказка («Под деревом 
можжевельника»), где символически показывается, каким 
образом эта ампутация совершается: в этой сказке мачеха 
использует именно крышку сундука, чтобы отбить ребёнку 
голову. Превратившийся после этой «операции» в птичку 
мальчик щебечет в ветвях можжевельника, распевая песенку 
со словами «Мать, что меня зарезала, отец, что съел меня...»  
 
Это был ответ на вопрос почему.  А о том, как это 
происходило, сообщил Примо Леви, попавший в Освенцим в 
возрасте 16-ти лет: он писал о том, что безграничная 
жестокость распространялась по лагерю  почти мгновенно, 
как заразная болезнь. Не ответ ли это на вопрос о том, как же 
может совершиться всё то, что совершалось – и совершается 
снова? Не заразная ли это болезнь – тот беспредел 
жестокости, то превращение в оголтелых бестий, что гуляет 
по миру? 
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Стыд 

И ещё цитата из книги Примо Леви: «27-го января к лагерю 
приблизились молодые красноармейцы. Их было четверо, на 
конях. Они рассматривали горы трупов, забор из колючей 
проволоки и нас. Но никто из них не поздоровался с нами, не 
произнёс ни одного слова. На их лицах был написан стыд. 
Такой же стыд, какой испытывали и мы, впервые попав в этот 
лагерь и увидев всё то, что там происходило. Стыд, на 
который немцы не были способны». 
 
Н. Малаховская 
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La fata delle piume 
 

Il primo a dare l'allarme fu Paxor, il sarto 
del villaggio. Per tutto il giorno s'era      
tormentato nel dubbio sui pericoli corsi 
dalla giovane fata Fabiana, che si mostrava 
sempre più imprudente nelle sue escursioni 
in collina e poteva prima o poi incontrare il 
Gigante. "Non vale la pena di rischiare la 
vita per un po' di erbe o per qualche piuma 
in più," le aveva detto chissà quante volte. 
Intorno al villaggio di Rograd ci sono 
cinque colline. La più alta, e la più verde, è 
anche la dimora del mostro. 
 
Si diceva che la prosperità della              
vegetazione, lassù, fosse semplicemente 
dovuta al fatto che nessuno osava           
avvicinarsi. Forse ci vivevano altre       
creature, ma certo non umane. Del resto 
anche i veloci struzzi dei colli, quando ci 
passavano, non si trattenevano a lungo. 
Quello era il territorio del Gigante e si   
sapeva che non tollerava intrusi. Mai. 
 
Paxor stava aspettando già da due ore,   
ansioso di sentire quegli zoccoli di legno    
battere sul sentiero e vedere, dalla finestra, 
la sagoma prosperosa della giovane fata. 
 
Invece ode un forte boato provenire dalle 
colline, e si precipita subito in  strada. Ben 
presto, la piazzetta del villaggio è affollata: 
l'avevano sentito tutti, ma non hanno idea di 
che cosa sia e si guardano l'un l'altro        
smarriti, chiedendosi a vicenda cosa mai 
fosse accaduto. Il cielo è sereno e non ci 
sono lampi, e non sembra un terremoto. 

Description of  
"La fata delle piume" 

 

+ + + + 
 

Once upon a time, there were a quiet 
village surrounded by verdant hills. The 
only danger was an evil giant, living in 
the greenest of them, but they just left 
him alone.  
 
A fairy and a tailor living there had a 
regular trade: she gave him beautiful 
feathers for his original creations, while 
he supplied her with magic ingredients 
from the plants he grew in his garden. 
The fairy visited the hills, to meet the 
birds she befriended and were happy to 
give her a few of their feathers, and also 
to gather more plants.  
 
Not listening the tailor's cautious     
advice, she also entered the hill            
inhabited by an evil giant, until she 
eventually came across with him. That 
day, a sinister thud coming from that 
hill was heard in the village, and      
nobody understood what was about. 
 
Will the fairy survive this meeting, 
maybe attempting to put the giant at his 
place, or end up eaten alive?  
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Rompendo gli indugi, Paxor s'avvia in 
fretta lungo il sentiero che conduce 
appena fuori da Rograd, diretto alla 
casa di Fabiana, dove la fata vive in 
solitudine, guidato dalla flebile 
speranza di trovarla ancora lì. In quel 
momento, desidera proprio di   essere 
uno struzzo dei colli e coprire in un   
attimo l'intero percorso. Piume o no,  
pensava, devo assolutamente sapere 
che cosa le è successo. 
 
Nel suo orto, Paxor cresce delle piante 
particolari, che forniscono ingredienti 
di cui Fabiana ha bisogno per le sue 
pozioni. In cambio, ella gli porta le 
piume dagli     splendidi colori, con le 
quali il sarto decora gli abiti e i    
copricapi. 
 
Questi uccelli rari vivono soltanto 
sulle colline intorno a Rograd. Molti e 
molti anni prima, dice la leggenda, 
uno scultore aveva scolpito alcuni 
struzzi, usando un materiale di sua 
invenzione. Lo fece in tutta fretta, più 
per capriccio che per creare un'opera 
d'arte, eppure alla fine le figure gli 
sembrarono così reali che chiese loro 
se erano vivi. Non gli risposero, e 
questo non è poi tanto strano. Quella 
notte stessa, fu svegliato da un       
insolito rumore. 
 
Corse al suo laboratorio e vide dei 
grossi uccelli muoversi avanti e     
indietro. Sembravano fatti di pietra, 
ma nel contempo agilissimi, e        
parlavano addirittura tra loro. La 
sorpresa fu ancora maggiore quando 
capì che altro non erano che le sue 
creature, e si avvicinò, ansioso di  
ammirarle e anche di farsi ringraziare 

 
Will a chubby Knight in Un-shining 
Rags have a fat chance to help her out 
with his mysterious golden sword, or 
will he too busy falling from his horse 
and eating walnuts? 
 

Will the tailor be forced to terminate 
his business, or be able to get feathers 
without trading with her? 
 

A good night fairy tale, that will help 

you more than any expensive sleeping 

pills, and with no side effects. 

By Raffaele Scapellato 
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per aver dato loro la vita. Ma alla sua 
vista, tutte insieme si diedero alla  
fuga,  volando fuori da una finestra 
aperta, senza dargli il tempo di 
guardare il loro primo volo nel cielo 
stellato. 
 
Non tornarono mai più. Lo scultore ne 
fu tanto offeso da non voler mai più 
usare quell materiale, e lasciò ciò che 
ne restava a un muratore. Da allora, 
esso viene usato per le costruzioni ed 
è chiamato calcestruzzo. Ma gli     
uccelli      parlanti, dopo aver vagato 
per giorni e giorni, decisero di 1    
stabilirsi su quelle colline.             
Velocissimi e praticamente            
imprendibili, solo Fabiana riesce ad 
avvicinarli. Ormai hanno fatto       
amicizia, e le permettono di strappare 
loro qualche piuma, che tanto 
ricresce. Quasi quasi sono    contenti, 
quando sentono l'inconfondibile    
rumore dei suoi zoccoli di legno. 
 
Anche adesso, alcuni di loro la stanno 
aspettando. E' l'ora del tramonto: se   
tarda ancora, sarà per un'altra volta. 
Da più di due ore si sono accordati su 
chi deve sacrificare due piume e 
offrirgliele. Ma invece  vedono     
arrivare un altro struzzo. E'vecchio, 
ma oggi lo sembra anche più del    
solito. 
 
"Oryx," gli dicono, "hai visto        
Fabiana? E che cos'era quel boato? Tu 
vieni   proprio da quella parte." 
 
Quello si ferma e scuote la testa. 
"L'ho sentito, ma non ho idea. Ho 
invece visto qualcosa." 

 
Dalla pausa, e dalla sua espressione 
così seria, non si attendono buone 
notizie. 
 
"Fabiana ha di nuovo violato il       
territorio del Gigante. Stavolta, però, 
l'ha    incontrato." 
 
Rabbrividendo all'idea, lo invitano 
tutti a continuare. 
 
"Ha cercato di fuggire, e io ero pronto 
a beccarlo per aiutarla, ma sono       
arrivato tardi," dice, guardandosi 
tristemente le piume, che tradiscono 
la sua età. 
 
"E... l'ha presa?" 
 
"Sì," singhiozza Oryx. "L'ha afferrata. 
Se l'è portata alla bocca. E poi... Io 
non ho avuto il coraggio di guardare, 
ma ho sentito un rumore, come di 
ossa   spezzate. 
 
Poco dopo, quando c'è stato il boato, 
ero già lontano." 
 
Il rosso del tramonto si riflette sul suo 
muso, presagio di ciò che né lui né 
altri può evitare. Tutti tacciono,     
afflitti, e si disperdono, tornando   
ciascuno alla sua tana. 
 
"Non tornerà mai più," mormora, 
guardandosi le piume, quello di loro 
già pronto al suo piccolo sacrificio. 
 
Paxor ha già desistito dal suo inutile 
tentativo. Ha provato a bussare, a        
chiamare, a sbirciare ad ogni finestra. 
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Tutto invano. Ora vaga per casa e non 
si dà pace: guarda le sue piante e le 
piume variopinte, pensando ancora 
alle sue parole rimaste inascoltate e 
all'amica perduta per sempre, finché 
s'abbandona esausto sulla sua             
poltrona e s'addormenta. 
 
Al mattino, un'altra sorpresa: la casa 
di Fabiana è circondata non dal suo 
giardinetto, ma da un bosco, cresciuta 
in una notte e così fitto da non            
permettere di guardare oltre, non    
parliamo poi di entrare. I rami contorti 
ne avvolgono il tetto, isolandola anche 
dall'alto. 
 
* * * 
 
Bella la vita degli gnomi in questo 
angolo di mondo, tanto pauroso per gli 
altri 
quanto sicuro per loro. Eh già, perché 
il Gigante non si cura di loro, troppo 
piccoli per attirare la sua attenzione; 
forse neppure sa della loro esistenza.   
Invece tiene alla larga tutti i potenziali 
nemici. Il cibo, poi, è più che           
sufficiente: non c'è che da               
raccoglierlo, anzi a volte gli cade 
addirittura       addosso. 
 
Non hanno né da lavorare né da       
combattere, e dormono quando gli 
pare, qualcuno quasi sempre. Come 
Mobin, che proprio ieri era a letto   
nella sua   casetta, piacevolmente   
illuminata dai raggi del sole, quando si 
ritrovò di colpo in un luogo oscuro e 
s'accorse d'essere finito sottoterra. La 
sua casa non c'era più. Al suo posto, e 

al posto di tutto ciò che la circondava, 
c'era qualcosa di enorme, nella quale 
riconobbe subito il corpo del Gigante, 
lungo disteso.  Attorno, tanti altri   
gnomi erano accorsi e si muovevano 
nervosamente. 
 
Lo davano per morto, forse avvelenato 
nel divorare il corpo della fata. Erano 
tutti preoccupati per la brutta fine 
dell'inconsapevole difensore della loro    
comunità. A Mobin sembrò di        
scorgere un'altra sagoma,              
seminascosta tra gli alberi, troppo 
grande e grossa per essere uno di loro. 
Ma che ci faceva lì? E perché il     
Gigante era caduto morto, e quel che 
era peggio, proprio sopra la sua casa? 
E, soprattutto, chi e quando la           
ricostruirà? Di fronte a tutte le       
questioni, il saggio gnomo decise di      
affidarsi al suo metodo preferito. 
Detto fatto, si voltò, scese nel buco 
dov'era sprofondato il suo letto e vi si 
coricò, pensando, "dormiamoci      
sopra". Gli parve di sentire un 
"finalmente", sussurrato poco        
distante, che accompagnò la sua    
caduta in un sonno profondo. Anche i 
suoi compagni erano già tornati alle 
loro case. 
 
"Finalmente," ripeté la voce femminile 
che aveva parlato poc'anzi. Uscita dal 
suo nascondiglio dietro gli alberi, si 
avvicinò al Gigante, osservandolo        
soddisfatta: sia lui che i suoi rozzi 
abiti si stavano riducendo a vista    
d'occhio. Poco dopo, era molto più 
piccolo di lei. 
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"Ecco cosa succede a mangiare i  
manichini avvelenati," disse       
sogghignando. La sua trappola aveva 
funzionato: un pezzo di legno con 
indosso i suoi abiti e gli inconfondibili 
zoccoli avrebbero tratto in inganno un 
nemico più astuto. "Ora non mi darà 
più fastidio." Non aveva ancora deciso 
che cosa farne, ma non voleva       
ucciderlo. 
 
"Forse me ne pentirò, ma visto così, 
mi sembra davvero innocuo". 
 
Non aveva più nulla di spaventoso, 
ridotto com'era alle dimensioni di una   
bambola. Fabiana lo chiuse in una 
scatola, con tanto di buchi per             
lasciarlo respirare, o quella sarebbe 
stata la sua tomba. 
 
Al suo ritorno, col buio, nessuno   
poteva vederla e neppure sentire i suoi 
passi, perché ora portava le ballerine. 
"Peccato per i miei zoccoli di legno," 
si disse, "ma preferisco queste." 
 
A casa, la Fabiana aprì la scatola sopra 
una gabbietta e vi ficcò dentro il      
contenuto, cioè quel che restava del 
Gigante. Non era morto: aveva smesso 
di rimpicciolire e, finalmente sveglio, 
si guardò intorno e vide sbalordito la 
faccia ridente della fata, ormai molto 
più grande di lui. Gli ci volle un po' di 
tempo  per capirci qualcosa, ma poi 
infilò la mano in tasca e ne estrasse un 
oggetto, una specie di uovo,        
scagliandolo in aria attraverso le 
sbarre. 
 
"Hai fatto male a rimpicciolire anche 
questo," le disse ghignando. 

 
"Tanto mi hai mancata," rise lei, 
facendo spallucce. Ma il lancio non 
era diretto alla sua nemica: il proiettile 
esplose in aria, diffondendo tante  
bollicine verdi, che come guidate da 
una volontà precisa, si diressero in 
massa verso la finestra. Ed ecco che 
diventarono piante e crebbero,       
crebbero, fino a racchiudere l'intera 
casa in un 3 guscio impenetrabile di 
rami e foglie. "Mi   sento più a mio 
agio, ora: non è proprio la mia collina, 
ma c'è una specie di foresta anche 
qui," disse il Gigante. 
 
* * * 
 
Il cavallo del principe Filippo aspetta 
con pazienza che il suo padrone        
risalga in sella; ci vorrà un po' di    
tempo, perché è molto occupato a 
mangiare noci. E' basso di statura e, 
per quanto si nutra, può solo sperare di 
crescere in larghezza. 
 
Dev'essere la terza o quarta volta che 
questo provetto cavaliere cade, come 
al solito. Per non rovinarsi i preziosi 
abiti, è abituato a viaggiare vestito 
quasi come un mendicante. Anche i 
finimenti del cavallo sono in armonia, 
ben    diversi da quelli che il destriero 
di un principe potrebbe portare. A chi 
non lo conosce bene, Filippo dice di 
essere in incognito e tace il vero      
motivo del suo abbigliamento. 
 
Un solo particolare stona e va            
accuratamente nascosto: la magica 
spada d'oro che porta sempre al suo 
fianco; ora è coperta dall'ampio    
mantello scuro, che sarebbe tutto nero 
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se non per alcune toppe qua e là. 
 
Ma è davvero magica? A questo,   
ormai, il principe non crede quasi più. 
Ha sentito dire di altre spade dotate di 
proprietà speciali: quella della Grande   
Accuratezza, che da sola cerca i punti 
deboli dell'avversario e difficilmente 
sbaglia un colpo; quella del Tocco di 
Pietra, che paralizza il nemico per 
pochi attimi, sufficienti per vibrare poi 
il colpo decisivo; altre che ad ogni 
colpo   bruciano o avvelenavano, altre 
ancora che confondono chiunque ne 
venga  colpito. 
 
La sua si chiama Spada delle Due  
Distruzioni, ma non ha mai scoperto 
che cosa significhi quel nome e quali 
siano le sua virtù. 
 
Forse gli hanno raccontato una frottola 
e l'arma, benché preziosa per il    
metallo e per la fattura, non ha proprio 
nulla di magico. Finora l'aveva usata 
solo al posto dello schiaccianoci. 
"Almeno," pensa, "sono sicuro che 
può tagliare il legno." 
 
Ma quando non va a cavallo, gli piace 
vestirsi bene. La fama di Paxor e delle 
sue creazioni decorate da piume    
variopinte è arrivata fino a lui, e ora 
vuole proprio visitare la bottega del 
celebre sarto. Forse Filippo tornerà a 
palazzo portandone qualcuna in     
saccoccia; certo, non addosso. 
 
Fabiana è sempre in casa, prigioniera 
del suo prigioniero, senza alcun modo 
di comunicare con l'esterno. Il Gigante 
è ancora chiuso in gabbia, ma quando 
l'effetto dell'incantesimo sarà svanito, 

egli tornerà grande come prima,        
devastando con la sua crescita 
dirompente non la gabbia soltanto, ma 
la casa intera. E poi... La stessa magia 
che l'aveva reso così piccolo lo 
protegge come una barriera invisibile, 
che Fabiana non sa come superare. E 
portarlo fuori, ormai, è proprio      
impossibile. La fata piange, pensando 
alla situazione senza uscita in cui si è   
messa, e ricorda con amarezza le   
raccomandazioni inascoltate del suo 
buon amico Paxor. Il quale non si è 
ancora rassegnato alla perdita.        
Vorrebbe aprire un varco in quel fitto 
bosco, per raggiungerla. Forse non è 
morta, o forse non è lì, ma non può 
fare a meno di tentare. Ma gli altri non  
l'ascoltano. 
 
"Ci sono ancora preziosi ingredienti in 
quella casa, a disposizione del primo 4 
che li troverà. Tanto meglio, andrò 
solo," dice ad alta voce, fingendo di 
parlare tra sé. 
 
Ben presto quella frase viene ripetuta 
da molti e il sentiero verso la casa di  
Fabiana si riempie di paesani, chi con 
un'ascia, chi con una falce, chi con 
con grosso coltello. 
 
Gli strumenti affilati si abbattono con 
forza sul bosco magico, ora qui, ora lì, 
ma sempre invano. Perfino i rami più 
sottili resistono alla tempesta di colpi 
che li investe da ogni parte, mentre la 
pesante ascia da battaglia del capo 
delle guardie si scheggia senza       
neppure scalfire il bizzarro muro verde 
che le sta di fronte. Tutti si             
accaniscono, cercando di raddoppiare 
le forze e cacciare indietro la 
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stanchezza. 
 
Continuano così fino al tramonto, ma 
non fanno che un gran chiasso, tra il  
rumore dei colpi e le loro grida. Poi, 
uno a uno, abbandonano il campo,       
silenziosi e sfiniti, portando con sé ciò 
che rimane dei loro poveri                 
strumenti. Paxor resta solo, guardando 
con tristezza il manico di ciò che 
poche ore prima era un'accetta nuova. 
 
* * * 
 
Se ieri è stato un giorno di grandi   
delusioni, oggi è cominciato sotto il 
segno dell'ilarità, con l'arrivo del    
cavaliere-straccione: visione          
inconsueta a Rograd, dove di rado 
passano stranieri e comunque mai così 
strani. Una caduta da cavallo, forse la 
quinta dell'intero viaggio di andata, e 
il principe si trova  finalmente di 
fronte alla bottega di Paxor. A        
differenza dagli altri, il sarto capisce 
con chi ha a che fare. Gli racconta 
delle piume e della povera Fabiana, e 
intanto osserva la spada. 
 
"E' un'arma magica," dice Filippo, 
mordendosi troppo tardi la lingua. 
Cede quindi all'insistenza di Paxor e lo 
accompagna di fronte al maledetto 
bosco. 
 
"Ma sei sicuro che sia ancora lì?" 
 
"Non so, ma..." 
 
Un oggetto oblungo oltrepassa la fitta 
barriera e giunge fino a loro, più       
precisamente colpisce sulla testa il 
povero principe. "Una ballerina," 

esclama Paxor. 
 
"La riconosco, è proprio di Fabiana." 
 
"La destra. Chissà dov'è l'altra,"     
osserva Filippo. Qualcosa di simile 
oltrepassa i rami, stavolta colpendo in 
pieno la capoccia del sarto. 
 
"Dev'essere il giorno delle scarpe sulla 
testa, non l'avevo notato sul lunario," 
dice Filippo, contento che sia toccata 
una volta per uno. 
 
"Fabiana è lì e ci chiede aiuto, altezza. 
Oh, volevo dire principe." 
 
"Che possiamo fare se questo dannato 
bosco è impene..." dice questi,       
vibrando la spada con rabbia verso la 
boscaglia. Ma la lama non sembra 
trovare nulla davanti e la punta tocca il 
suolo bruscamente, mentre un       
mucchio di foglie e di rami recisi cade 
subito ai suoi piedi. 
 
Un lampo di luce verde ha intanto 
attraversato la spada: Filippo ha capito 
che una delle sue magie si è attivata. 
"Dev'essere un'arma per farsi strada 
nei boschi". 
 
Poi colpisce ancora, due, tre volte, 
finché nulla li separa dal loro       
obiettivo. Ma proprio in quel          
momento, si apre un nuovo varco, 
stavolta in alto: cresciuto             
all'improvviso, il Gigante ha sfondato 
il tetto e le piante che lo sovrastano. 
La casa crolla, mostrando alla loro 
vista i due occupanti. 
 
"Presto, uccidi il Gigante," dice Paxor 
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al principe, come se fosse una cosa di 
tutti i giorni; il sarto è diviso tra la 
gioia di trovare Fabiana viva e il     
terrore per il pericolo imminente.  
Filippo ci pensa per un attimo, poi 
decide che il Gigante dev'essere quello 
alto e grosso piuttosto che la giovane 
scalza. Con più fede che mai nella sua 
spada d'oro, è pronto a colpirlo. La 
risata cavernosa del mostro si fa    
sentire: che cosa sarà mai per lui 
quella minuscola spada? 
 
Ma quanto lo colpisce, egli vacilla, 
urlando di dolore. E cade. Un lampo di 
luce bruna attraversa la spada. Questo 
è dunque il suo secondo potere:             
ammazza-giganti. Ora l'attaccante 
cerca il cuore del nemico e con tutte le 
sue forze gli affonda l'arma nel petto.  
Fabiana, che ha osservato tutto col 
cuore in gola, ora sospira: l'incubo è 
veramente finito. 
 
* * * 
 
Nulla sarà più come prima. La fata 
non vuole ricostruire la vecchia casa e    
tornare alle sue erbe: questo legge 
Paxor nel suo volto. Lei intanto guarda   
altrove, perdendosi negli occhi del 
principe. Al di là di essi, la giovane        
intravede una nuova vita, tra le luci e 
le musiche della corte. In questo          
momento, la bellezza tranquilla del 
villaggio non ha più nulla da dirle. 
Così, Filippo e Fabiana si sposano e 
vanno a vivere nella reggia. La      
principessa,   prima di abbandonare 
per sempre il luogo dove ha vissuto, 
lascia a Paxor un piccolo regalo. E' 
l'unico oggetto sopravvissuto alla 

rovina della casa, anzi uscito indenne 
dalle macerie. Non è altro che una 
piantina verde, tenuta in un modesto 
vaso di terracotta. Il sarto ringrazia la 
fata, e pone sul davanzale    l'umile 
dono, mostrando di gradirlo e celando 
la delusione per aver perso, con la sua 
amica di lunga data, anche la preziosa 
fornitura, certo non compensata da un 
simile oggetto. Ma sa che così è la 
vita. 
 
Nei giorni seguenti pensa spesso alla 
coppia lontana e alla breve avventura  
appena vissuta. "Ora il villaggio è 
tranquillo e loro sono felici; in fondo, 
solo per me è andata male," dice  
guardando verso la finestra. "Forse 
non darà     neppure fiori," dice; si 
vedrà che aveva ragione. 
 
Ai primi segni della nuova primavera, 
Paxor si meraviglia, vedendo, o            
credendo di vedere, un pavone       
appollaiato sul davanzale. E' invece la 
piantina, che baciata dal sole non ha 
dato fiori, ma piume. Tutti i colori 
dell'arcobaleno, assieme a molti altri, 
sono tutti lì, pronti per essere colti. E 
le penne sono  davvero tante, e sempre 
ne nascono di nuove. Sono molte più 
di quanto gli servano, tanto da       
regalarle agli amici, ai nemici e     
perfino alla gente di passaggio. Una di 
esse è servita per scrivere questa 
storia. 
 
FINE 
 
©  Raffaele Scapellato 
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Запертая сила: экскурсия по 
матриархальным культовым местам 
 

Что означает выражение «Царица Небесная», которое в церкви 
употребляют по отношению к Марии? С полной очевидностью 
это выплывает на свет, когда рассматриваешь то изображение 
этой фигуры, что украшает стену дома возле главной площади 
небольшого немецкого городка Лауфен (Laufen).  Если посреди 
самой площади скульптурное изображение Марии 
представлено в венце из золотых звёзд, то на настенном 
изображении  эта царица небесная представлена во всей своей 
красе: она не только стоит на полумесяце, но и вокруг головы 
солнечные лучи, в руках «цепта», как у епископов.  Ясно, что  
на этом изображении она – космическая Богиня, та самая, о 
которой повествуют исследователи матриархальных культов. 
Все атрибуты на месте. Что это? Откуда такое совпадение?  

 
И на изображениях Богоматери внутри храма этого городка она 
предстаёт в своей полной силе, как будто с её лица сорвана 
маска. А на одном из её скульптурных изображений, 
перенесённых  из самой первой церкви, возведённой на месте 
исконного матриархального святилища, она представлена даже 
с алым яблоком в правой руке, которое она поднимает вполне 
недвусмысленным жестом: вот он, знак её силы и её торжества! 
В общем, только присмотреться: на фоне учения о том, как 
провинилась первая женщина, протянув яблоко своему 
любовнику, тут Богиня прямо с яблоком, торжественным 
жестом, как с символом своей власти!  В одной руке – яблоко, в 
другой – груша, что на меня навело воспоминание о том, как я 
на днях пела моим внукам песню про яблони и груши. Груша, 
как я это почувствовала, лишила и яблоко его связи с 
католическими культовыми объектами и вернула ему его 
исконную фруктовую суть: Мария не как покорная служанка, а 
как царствующая властительница, в пурпурном одеянии, как и 
полагается Великой Матери в её материнской ипостаси, с тем 
самым атрибутом, что и подчёркивает  её аспект Богини 
плодородия, любви и красоты. 
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А на стене слева от входа  в этот собор каменный рельеф 
с тремя женскими фигурами, представляющими все три 
ипостаси Богини: посреди мать с ребёнком, а справа и 
слева от неё фигуры, изображающие первую и третью 
ипостась, со своими, присущими им атрибутами, но при 
этом обе – с длинными, до земли, мечами. А в боковом 
шкафу  за дверцей из неровного стекла (так что не  
сфотографируешь) спрятана такая Богоматерь, что про 
неё уж никак не скажешь, что она кому-то должна 
подчиняться и перед кем-то заискивать: в пурпурном 
одеянии великая царица. Рената Фукс-Хаберл, которая 
проводила эту экскурсию, надеется, что ей удастся 
уговорить  ответственных работников этого собора 
вынуть эту фигуру из её затвора, чтоб дать её 
сфотографировать для книги, которую Рената собирается 
написать. 

 
Почему Лауфен, почему именно в этом месте 
сохранились такие однозначные свидетельства 
религиозных культов, просвечивающих сквозь 
религиозные наваждения более поздней эпохи? Этот 
городок находится как бы на полуострове, в петле, 
образованной рекой Зальцах : по словам Ренаты те места, 
где реки образовывали такие петли, считались особенно 
подходящими для поселения, так как петля считается 
женским символом. В парке, где нам в тот день удалось 
спрятаться в тени от сногсшибательной жары,  Рената 
рассказала, что с двух сторон этой петли, навстречу друг 
другу, были поставлены и стоят изображения распятия, 
которые специально так установлены, чтобы гасить всю 
энергию, что исходит от земли этого полуострова. Когда 
я попыталась представить себе это запирание силы, мне 
вспомнилось указание на  одном медицинском 
электроприборе, которым я часто пользуюсь: «не следует 
располагать виброфоны один навстречу другому, так как 
в этом случае в центре между ними происходит взаимное 
погашение энергии и ослабление лечебного 
эффекта» (инструкция к электроприбору «Витафон»). 
Итак: речь о взаимном погашении энергии. Энергия 
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должна быть уничтожена ещё до того, как начнут 
уничтожать самих людей.  

 
Эти распятия, досконально и во всей отвратительности 
представляющие пытки и мучения, в полный рост – для 
чего они? Чтобы подтолкнуть зрителей делать то же самое 
– пытать и убивать? Руководство к действию? У меня ещё в 
самом начале пребывания в Австрии сложились строчки об 
этого рода «украшениях»: «Недаром, целуя кровавое 
платье На тысячи лет вы продлили распятье» (В 
стихотворении «Романтика церкви» из сборника «Орфей»). 

 
Итак, в чём же цель этих расставленных по святым местам 
пугал: терроризировать? Напоминать: «смотри, не будешь 
слушаться, - и тебя так же»? Приводить в трепет и снимать 
ту торжествующую жизнеутверждающую силу, что 
исходит от Великой Матери с алым яблоком в руке, - по 
словам Ренаты. 

 
Она рассказывала и про восприятие мира в ту эпоху (до 
миссионеров), про то, что для тогдашних людей каждое 
существо  было одушевлённым (анимизм, про который я 
совсем недавно писала в заметке о детях послевоенного 
поколения, упоминая о песнях, которые тогда пели – в них 
всё было одушевлено, даже и у корабля сердце билось, и 
трактора называли родными и призывали их веселее 
петь...). Насколько легче и радостнее жить, когда 
чувствуешь всё вокруг себя живым, отвечающим, не 
посторонним! Вроде бы и депрессий никаких внутри 
такого мировосприятия не понадобится. Я спросила Ренату, 
зачем же было отнимать у людей способность радоваться 
жизни. «А чтобы властвовать над ними: печальными 
людьми легче управлять», - сказала она, и тут как-то всё 
оно для меня сдвинулось с места и поплыло (она 
употребила это ужасное немецкое слово MACHT (Власть), 
которое  как удар хлыстом, как многоэтажный дом, что сел 
тебе на шею). Мне стало ясно, как происходило это 
«перевоспитание» когда-то счастливых людей, родных 
всему живому на земле, и превращение их в печальных и 
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неживых, а значит, послушных  («рабов божиих», как 
говорилось тогда, на самом деле в рабов, но не божиих).. 

 
Я пошла на эту экскурсию за силой, так надо прямо 
признаться, и не нашла её нигде. Несмотря на жару (+35!) я 
вышла в этот поход,  и чего уж греха таить, была 
разочарована. Были изображения торжествующей, прущей 
из земли энергии, но её самой не было нигде. Только в самом 
конце экскурсии, когда мы вышли на «Женский угол» и 
сплели венок и пустили его в реку, вот тогда эта мелодия 
могущества, оживляющей силы промелькнула, как-то она 
прикоснулась к нашим рукам, освещающий венок с алыми 
розами, и от рук поднялась выше, дошла до сердца – тогда 
вдруг и стало хорошо, тогда вот и стало ясно, что на самом 
деле  забрать эту священную энергию никто от нас не может, 
даже если по земле расставлены такие гасилки, чтобы 
потушить эту силу и замять для ясности, кто тут царствовал 
на самом деле, кто и до сих пор, как всегда, дарит нам алые 
плоды неистребимого блаженства. 

 
А на другой день мне пришло в голову, что и надо мной в 
раннем детстве была произведена операция, подобная той, 
что совершили когда-то миссионеры  на полуострове 
Лауфен:  и у меня была отнята и вытоптана моя заветная 
сила. Для этого не понадобилось расставлять пугалки, 
пугалками были те самые громоподобные слова, что 
произнесла в тот день надвинувшаяся на меня чёрная тень – 
воспитательница детского сада: 
 
 -   Трава МЁРТВАЯ! И с мёртвыми предметами 
разговаривают только очень глупые дети! 
 
Эти слова отняли у меня связь с моей самой лучшей 
подругой, с той, что сияла мне в углу каменного двора, 
напоенная солнцем, с той, что утешала меня в этой тюрьме, 
как я тогда воспринимала детсадовское заключение.  
Сколько лет прошло с тех пор, а способность понимать слова 
трав, цветов и деревьев так ко мне и не вернулась. 

  
        Н. Малаховская 



Succès d’estime Volume 12 



59 

Succès d’estime Volume 12 



Succès d’estime Volume 12 

60 



Succès d’estime Volume 12 

61 



62 

Succès d’estime Volume 12 



Succès d’estime Volume 12 

63 



Succès d’estime Volume 12 

64 



Succès d’estime Volume 12 

65 



Succès d’estime Volume 12 

66 



Succès d’estime Volume 12 

67 



Succès d’estime Volume 12 

68 



Succès d’estime Volume 12 

69 



70 

Succès d’estime Volume 12 



Succès d’estime Volume 12 

71 



72 

Succès d’estime Volume 12 



73 

Succès d’estime Volume 12 



Succès d’estime Volume 12 

74 



Succès d’estime Volume 12 

75 



Succès d’estime Volume 12 

76 



Succès d’estime Volume 12 

77 



78 

Succès d’estime Volume 12 



Succès d’estime Volume 12 

79 



Succès d’estime Volume 12 

80 



Succès d’estime Volume 12 

81 



Succès d’estime Volume 12 

82 



Succès d’estime Volume 12 

83 



Succès d’estime Volume 12 

84 



Succès d’estime Volume 12 

85 



Succès d’estime Volume 12 

86 



Succès d’estime Volume 12 

87 



Succès d’estime Volume 12 

88 

My Digital Trip 

 
I tend to avoid bureaucracy in my life as much as possible. I usually 
send Gee in NYC and Elvira in CT to all offices. They have more     
patience in this case than me. 
 
Yesterday my faithful PC stopped functioning and I sent Gee to go to a 
Verizon agency on Broadway, where I had met a while ago an Indian 
employee named Kumar, who was intelligent and helpful regarding  
information on a Verizon tablet that I needed for my travels. 
 
Unfortunately, I soon found out that Kumar was moved to some obscure 
Verizon location outside of Manhattan. Gee as obliged to discuss the 
matter with a new Latino guy who told him that Verizon tablets are still 
available, although they only have 2 gigabytes.  
 
Since Gee already had a cell phone agreement with Boost, where we use 
that cell phone mostly for taking photos, the Latino guy recommended 
that I come personally to this Broadway Verizon location to arrange a 
tablet. 
 
I put myself together, which wasn't easy because we were in the midst 
of a heat wave with temperatures soaring to 95 degrees Fahrenheit. It 
was impossible not to sweat in the humidity. I dressed myself in the 
lightest clothes I could find and soon arrived to the Verizon location 
which had plenty of air conditioning and no customers.  
 
The Latino guy remembered my name by Gee's description and told me 
it would take a few minutes. A half hour later, with a lot of personal  
information demanded for the tablet which I really did not want to give 
was inputted on the tablet, I said I could not wait any longer.  Got my 
tablet and promised to return the next day to finish the job. “Or you can 
talk to my assistant on the phone if you have any problem.” The reaction 
of his assistant was not encouraging, "I don't really know much about 
searching for web pages." All I could say at that point was, “Well, then, 
I will return tomorrow.” 
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At home, I made a few moves, some successful, some not, considering 
that no instructions were given to me. My research for the data was   
unnerving and time consuming. And I was expecting to receive three 
urgent e-mails. A hope that that my PC would resurface the data was 
empty.  My new tablet wasn’t very responsive either, almost hostile. It 
kept asking me questions I couldn’t even guess how to answer.  
 
The next morning, I walked to the Verizon office on Broadway again in 
the 94 degree heat. Upon entering the office I saw two employees     
chatting nonchalantly. They clearly enjoyed the air conditioning and 
absence of customers. And there I was, starting to explain to the Latino 
guy what I had done on the tablet. Suddenly, he looked like he had heat 
shock – he couldn’t focus even for a minute. When I asked him to     
access my account, I heard: 
 
 “I am not even supposed to do that.” 
 
“Why, then have you imposed a two year contract on me, if I am unable 
to use the tablet?” 
 
“You can cancel it.” 
 
“The main purpose for me to come here was to find a solution. Some 
replacement for my ex-PC.” 
 
The employee looked irritated and I left politely with the tablet,         
deciding to stop at another Verizon service. Alas, I didn’t get much    
customer service there either. In a spacious office, I found two          
employees again, sitting on their devices and totally pre-occupied with 
their own business. I greeted them at the entrance: 
 
“Good morning.” The white guy barely shook his head. The black girl 
behind him, asked me lazily what I wanted, texting on her cell phone at 
the same time. It wasn’t a great welcome, even though they didn’t have 
any customers either. Besides that, I was a friendly, well dressed, (got 
two compliments on my outfit en route) educated woman interested in 
Verizon deals. They evidently didn’t want to be bothered. 
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The U.S. reminds me lately more and more of the Soviet Union. How 
much we hated this type of attitude from Soviet employees in most of 
their “kontoras.” Alas, we are back to the same spot a few decades later 
in America.  
 
Did I have any other choice? No. So, I approached the black girl, who 
still didn’t want to put her Android down and continued texting in front 
of me. I said that I knew Patrick from this location, adding, “Maybe I 
can talk to him?” Alas, Patrick, too, had moved to a distant location. 
Probably, Verizon tries to get rid of anyone who is resourceful and   
attentive? A strange policy in many corporations nowadays – as soon as 
employees are able to establish some level of human contact with their 
customers, they are moved somewhere else. I have experienced it not 
only as Verizon but other places. Nadine was an excellent manager at 
Duane Reade. As soon as she became recognized at one of their       
locations, she was transferred to another outside of Manhattan.         
Possibly, not only corporations do that. I see the same process at the 
libraries, post offices, social services. 
 
“Ok,” I tell the girl. Then I began to outline the situation with my new 
Verizon tablet. “Maybe you know better how to solve it,” I add, with a 
faint hope. 
 
“We are all trained in a similar manner,” she pushed herself to            
articulate. 
 
“Good life you have here in this cool place!” 
 
“It is not my life. It is my job,” she answered without interrupting her 
texting. 
 
Not even a concept of responsibility was in her mind. She just wanted 
to be left alone with her toy. Our modern dependency on devices is out 
of control. We all more or less are trapped in their web. On the way 
home I noticed an ad for the show Mr. Robot which read, “Privacy is a 
myth.” This future is already present. Banks own our money, social   
media owns our relationships, corporations own our minds. Existential 
fear leads us to an isolation from each other, to an alienation instead of        
compassion. 
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At home, I called my friends. Got some advice, bit by bit. Nobody could give 
me the complete answer. Sunny suggested I buy the tablet instead of paying 
wifi bills for two years – “They are more respectful the more money you 
spend.” Yoshy told me she would help me to afford the tablet. Heidi         
recommended I continue pushing buttons and maybe something good would 
happen. Lance suggested the same thing in an earlier conversation. Sara was 
distraught because her cell phone had been stolen three days earlier. I didn’t 
call Chandra, Mill, Leishu, Madison – they had enough tech problems with 
videos and publishing. 
 
Thus, I kept on pushing buttons, thinking that nobody really understands 
their devices. Their devices direct them, not the other way around. A hidden 
existential fear creates egotism, separation, a petit bourgeois mentality:     
conformism. Corporations only add to this fear. They own our lives. 
 

After four hours of figuring out dozens of things, I made my Verizon tablet 

work. A big part of my data is still missing: my Youtube videos, my WE 
publications, my collection of Italian music, my meetup correspondence. I 
hope it’s not permanently lost in cyberspace. The worst question I was asked 

by my tablet: what connection do you prefer? Five numbers in seven lines 
followed. I chose the first set and ended up on the ninth floor of my       
apartment building where I live. How was I now able to make my way to the 

7th floor where I am actually situated? Probably all stolen wifi connections 
from neighbors were done that innocently? It took two more hours for me to 
go through several folders before I found the right connection. The password 
didn’t work, however – more tech hours to enjoy tomorrow. 

 
NYC, August 1, 2015 
© By Tatyana Mamonova 
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WE Herstory 
 

Postcards tout le monde 
Part  III 

In celebration of  
Woman and Earth’s  
35th Anniversary,  

WE have pulled out some  
herstoric postcards from our 

archives … 
The first installment can be 

found in  
Woman and Earth Almanac,  

the second installment in  
Fotoalbum: Around the World 
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I had no prior experience   
working with autistic kids. I 
suffered some tough days. I 
didn’t feel like I managed my 
job, and I asked myself again: 
“What am I doing here?” 
 
After a while I got the chance to 
visit the countryside. It was an 
amazing experience, and I             
realized that China is not just 
big cities and crazy traffic.  
China had a breathtaking nature 
that amazed me. And even 
though the people were visited 
were very poor, they showed a 
happiness and generosity I’ve 
never seen before. That was 
when I fell in love with China. 
 
I started work again with a new 
motivation. I got more         
confident and connected with 
the kids. I got to know the    
routines, and everything was      
easier. I decided to show that I 
can handle the kids with just 
pure love. 
 

After spending the first months 
without any friends beside my 
team-mate, I finally got          
someone else to hang out with. 
I started to get to know the    
culture and a little of the       
language. I think it’s really    
interesting. I realized that I 
wasn’t supposed to come to 
China to make a change, but to 
change myself. I came to learn, 
to experience how it is to be a 
foreigner and to get a new point 
of view. And now with under a 
month left, I can’t understand 
how I can ever leave this place. 
 
Excerpt of a volunteer report by 
Marthe Andreassen from Amity 
Outlook, A Quarterly Bulletin, 
No.8, April-June 2014 

When I Fell in Love with  

China 
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Saudi Arabian girls will be officially allowed to practice sports in private 
schools for the first time, according to the education ministry                       
announcement. The new regulations for physical education require that girls 
‘dress modestly’ and have appropriate equipment and facilities, and that    
female Saudi teachers have priority to supervise these activities. 
 
This is the first official government sanction of women's sports in schools, 
but some Saudis say it is not as momentous a decision as it may seem. 
 
“This is not a big deal,” says blogger Eman al-Nafjan, who writes about Saudi 
women’s issues. “Private schools already have a physical education program, 
and the government knows about them. My daughter and niece both go to 
separate well-known private schools, and they both have sports programs.” 
 
Al-Nafjan says that although the announcement will not change anything for 
private school students, the decision itself could be a barometer for the             
introduction of sports into public girls’ schools that do not have physical    
education programs.  
 
“My speculation is that this might be a feeler to see if there’s any backlash 
from society,” al-Nafjan said. “Over the past few years, there have been         
several attempts to incorporate physical education into public schools, but 
they met with a lot of resistance. I think they’re trying to gauge if society is 
more receptive or if there is still resistance.” 
 
WUNRN/CNN 06-05-13 
 
From WLUML Newsheet Vol. XXV, No. 2 & 3  

Saudi Government Sanctions  

Sports  

in Girls’ Private Schools 
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Woman and Earth Russia interns surround 
Tatyana Mamonova following her seminar and  

Ceremony honoring her as 2008 Woman of the Year  
 

St. Petersburg, Russia  
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Celebrating son Phil Mamonova’s birthday  
WE tour of Canada 



 
Dance 
 
 

David Parker and Jeffrey Kazin  
Present 

 
Soaking WET 

September 24-27, 2015 
 

Curated by: David Parker 
Janice Rosario and Company 

 
 

West End Theater 
263 West 86th Street, 2nd Floor 

NY, NY  
 

WE enjoyed the newest edition of 
Soaking WET which was a mixture 
of old and new pieces.  

The program began with New   
Developments created by           
choreographer Rachel Cohen, the 
newest chapter of a two-year        
collaboration with CAVE,          
chashama, Arts in Bushwick, and 
Norte Maar.  
 
Cross Currents, choreographed by 
Deirdre Towers, and Comin’ or 
Goin’ choreographed and          
performed by Marsi Burns and   
Alice Teirstein followed, both   
newer works, followed.  
 
Older works rounded out the     
program with Reperformance: 1993
-1996 It Could Have Been          
Different, choreographed by Karen 
Bernard, Footsteps On The … 
(1993) (Excerpt), performed by 
Stacy Lynn Smith, Work (1994),        
performed by Donna Castello, 
Strange Dear (1995) (Excerpt), 
performed by Mersiha Mesihovic, 
and It Could Have Been Different 
(1996) (Excerpt), performed by 
Lisa Parra and Ryan Migge. Karen 
Bernard/SOLO is a program of 
New Dance Alliance.  
 
It was a wonderful evening.  
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Aaron Atkins Artistic Director/       
Choreographer and  

Edgar L. Peterson III  
Executive Director Present 

 
An Evening with Ballet Inc.  

Vol. II 
November 16, 2014  

 
The Ailey Citigroup Theater  

The Joan Weill Center for Dance 
405 West 55th Street 

NY, NY 10019 
 

 
WE enjoyed this special evening 
which featured four premieres: In 
Nocte (Into the Night), Toccato, Vega 
En Lyra, and When I Am Alone.  
 
Rounding out the evening were     
Somsay, Fallen Angels (Excerpts 1-3), 
Coeur Silencieux and Arena.  
 
Other than Vega En Lyra which was 
choreographed by New Yorker Edgar 
Peterson, all other pieces were         
choreographed by South Carolina   
native Aaron Atkins.   
 
 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

Ballet Tech Foundation, Inc., in         
association with The Joyce Theater 

Foundation, Inc. Presents 
 

Ballet Tech: Kids Dance  
June 11-14, 2015 

 
The Joyce Theater 
175 Eighth Avenue 

NY, NY 
 
WE enjoyed this three movement   
program which opened with Dotty 
Polkas, followed by the premiere of A 
Yankee Doodle, and after a brief     
intermission, closing with Kydzny. 
 
Each of the pieces was                      
choreographed by Ballet Tech Founder 
Eliot Field who formed the company 
in 1974. For more information about 
Ballet Tech visit www.ballettech.org.  
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It’s been almost 70 years since 
the original Limón Dance  
Company first planted foot on 
stage but, recently, the troupe 
revived some of the late        
choreographer’s greatest works 
in a two-week José Limón    
International Dance Festival at 
the Joyce Theater, in New 
York. 
 
Program B was presented at a 
sold out Saturday matinee that 
featured “The Unsung,” “The 
Moor’s Pavane,” and “The 
Winged.” 
 
With several members of the 
Royal Danish Ballet, the     
Company performed a tribute to 
Native American tribal leaders 
in “The Unsung”(1970).  This 
ambitious 30-minute piece was 
choreographed in silence but for 
the sometimes disconcerting 
sounds of the dancers’ breath 
and barefoot feet upon the 
stage.  A visual feast for those 
who love the male form in    
motion, this patrimonial suite 
honored spirit forces throughout 
the cycles of life in a series of 

seemingly weightless tribal   
circles that spun off into athletic 
solos. 
 
The centerpiece of the          
performance was Limón’s    
famous Othello-esque “The 
Moor’s Pavane” (1949), a more 
structured (if not traditional) 20
-minute piece set to an           
arrangement of Henry Purcell. 
This reviewer would tag the 
theme “it’s complicated,” as a 
white handkerchief of transient 
commitment is passed between 
two couples while love,        
jealousy and perhaps same-sex 
desire entwine, twist and finally 
turn tragic. 
 
The best was saved for last in 
“The Winged” (1966), an      
inspired 40-minute suite of 
dances honoring birds in flight.  
Although originally danced in 
silence, this piece was           
accompanied by cheerful       
chirping and flute-as-birdsong 
in a score by Jon Magnussen.  
 
The audience was introduced to 
a variety of winged                

José Limón International Dance Festival  

Celebrates Seven Decades of Dance at the Joyce 
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personalities including the rebel 
loner and the independent       
female, as well as flocks           
preparing for flight, interspecies 
bird love, competitive males, 
bachelorette bands, gathering at 
dawn and flocks in flight -- 
earning the dancers several 
standing ovations. 
 

A crucial figure in the            
development of modern dance, 
José Limón has brought his     
legendary works to stages 
around the world. This          
performance was part of the  
José Limón Dance Foundation’s 
celebration of the lead-up to the 
Company’s 70th Anniversary.  
 
By Chandra Niles Folsom 
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(NOTE: CATEGORIES ARE ONLY 
FOR POINT OF REFERENCE)  
 
BIOGRAPHIES/JOURNALS/  
AUTO-BIOGRAPHIES/MEMOIRS 
 
My Life on the Road, by Gloria  
Steinem. Random House, NY, 2015. 
304 pages. 
 
Sinatra: The Chairman, by James 
Kaplan. Doubleday, NY, 2015. 992 
pages. 
 
Sophia: Princess, Suffragette,     
Revolutionary, by Anita Anand. 
Bloomsbury, NY, 2015 432 pages.  
 
CHILDREN’S/YOUNG ADULT 
 
Alice’s Adventures in Wonderland: 
Panorama Pops, by Lewis Carroll, 
illustrated by Grahame Baker-Smith. 
Candlewick Press, Somerville, MA, 
2015. 28 pages. 
 
Can You Say It Too? Jingle! Jingle!, 
by Nosy Crow, illustrated by         
Sebastien Braun. Candlewick Press, 
Somerville, MA, 2015. 10 pages. 
 
Cody and the Fountain of             
Happiness, by Tricia Springstubb, 
Illustrated by Eliza Wheeler.         
Candlewick Press, Somerville, MA, 
2015. 160 pages. 
 
 
 

Dante of the Maury River, by Gigi 
Amateau. Candlewick Press,            
Somerville, MA, 2015. 306 pages. 
 
Fizzy’s Lunch Lab: Nelly Nitpick 
Kid Food Critic, by Candlewick 
Press. Candlewick Press, Somerville, 
MA, 2015.  48 pages. 
 
France: Panorama Pops, illustrated 
by Tricia Kraus. Candlewick Press, 
Somerville, MA, 2015. 30 pages. 
 
Girls Like Us, by Gail Giles.       
Candlewick Press, Somerville, MA, 
2015. 224 pages.  
 
Hansel and Gretel, by Michael 
Morpurgo, The Brothers Grimm,    
illustrated by Emma Chichester Clark.      
Candlewick Press, Somerville, MA, 
2008. 64 pages. 
 
 
 

116 

Succès d’estime Volume 12 



Happy in Our Skin, by Fran 
Manushkin, illustrated by Lauren  
Tobia. Candlewick Press, Somerville, 
MA, 2015. 32 pages. 
 
If I Had a Triceratops, by George 
O’Connor. Candlewick Press,       
Somerville, MA, 2015. 32 pages.  
 
Japan: Panorama Pops, illustrated 
by Anne Smith. Candlewick Press, 
Somerville, MA, 2015. 30 pages. 
 
Las Fresas Son Rojas, written and 
illustrated by Peter Horacek.               
Candlewick Press, Somerville, MA, 
2014. 16 pages 

 
Lucky Tucker, written and          
illustrated by Leslie McGuirk.              
Candlewick Press, Somerville, MA, 
2008. 24 pages. 
 
Maisy Learns to Swim, written and 
illustrated by Lucy Cousins.          
Candlewick Press, Somerville, MA, 
2015. 32 pages. 
 

Maisy’s Pirate Ship: A Pop and 
Play, written and illustrated by   
Lucy Cousins. Candlewick Press, 
Somerville, MA, 2015. 10 pages. 
 
Mango, Abuela y yo, by Meg       
Medina, illustrated by Angela 
Dominguez. Candlewick Press,     
Somerville, MA, 2015. 32 pages. 
 
Nobody’s Perfect, by David Elliott, 
illustrated by Sam Zuppardi.              
Candlewick Press, Somerville, MA, 
2015. 32 pages. 
 
Peg & Cat, by Jennifer Oxley,     
illustrated by Billy Aronson.         
Candlewick Press, Somerville, MA, 
2015. 32 pages. 
 
The Elephantom, written and       
illustrated by Ross Collins. Templar 
Books/Candlewick Press, Somerville, 
MA, 2015. 40 pages. 
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The Hired Girl, by Laura Amy 
Schlitz. Candlewick Press,          
Somerville, MA, 2015. 400 pages. 
 
The Princess in Black, by Shannon 
Hale and Dean Hale, illustrated by 
LeUyen Pham. Candlewick Press, 
Somerville, MA, 2015. 96 pages. 
 
The Smallest Gift of Christmas, by 
Peter H. Reynolds. Candlewick 
Press, Somerville, MA, 2013. 40 
pages. 
 
The Wonder, written and          
illustrated by Faye Hanson. Templar 
Books/Candlewick Press,           
Somerville, MA, 2015. 40 pages. 
 
Up & Down, by Britta Teckentup. 
Templar Books/Candlewick Press, 
Somerville, MA, 2014. 28 pages. 
 
Utopia, Iowa, by Brian Yansky.            
Candlewick Press, Somerville, MA, 
2015. 336 pages. 
 
Veinte Camiones Grandes en     
Medio de la Calle, by Mark Lee,      
illustrated by Kurt Cyrus.             
Candlewick Press, Somerville, MA, 
2015. 340 pages. 
 
What If …?, by Anthony Browne.  
Candlewick Press, Somerville, MA, 
2014. 32 pages. 
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FICTION/POETRY/STORIES 
 
Luckiest Girl Alive, by Jessica 
Knoll. Simon and Schuster, NY, 
2015. 352 pages.    
 
Trompe L’Oeil, by Nancy         
Reisman. Tin House Books,        
Portland, OR,  2015. 344 pages. 
 

Summer Secrets, by Jane Green. 
St. Martin’s Press, NY, 2015. 320 
pages.   
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The City of Devi, by Manil Suri. 
W.W. Norton & Co., NY, 2013. 384 
pages.  
 
The Match Girl and the Heiress, by 
Seth Koven. Princeton University 
Press, State, Year. 445 pages.  
 
LAW/POLITICS/ECONOMY/
EDUCATION 
 
100 Essential Things You Didn’t 
Know You Didn’t Know About 
Math and the Arts, by John D.    
Barrow. W.W. Norton & Sons, NY, 
2010. 284 pages. 

 
Marissa Mayer and the Fight to 
Save Yahoo!, by Nicholas Car lson. 
Twelve, NY, 2015 368 pages.    
 
Master Thieves: The Boston          
Gangsters Who Pulled Off the 
World’s Greatest Art Heist, by    
Stephen Kurkjian. PublicAffairs, NY,  
2015. 247 pages.   
 
ART/MUSIC/CULTURAL CRITICISM 
 
Destruction Was My Beatrice: Dada 
and the Unmaking of the Twentieth 
Century, by Jed Rasula. Basic 
Books, NY, 2015. 365 pages.  
 
Historium, written by Jo Nelson, 
illustrated by Richard Wilkinson. Big 
Picture Press/Candlewick Press,    
Somerville, MA, 2015. 96 pages.  
 
How to be Parisian Wherever You 
Are, by Anne Berest, Audrey      
Diwan, Caroline De Maigret and    
Sophie Mas. Doubleday, NY 2014. 
272 pages.  
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Woman and Earth 
Almanac 

International collection of 
Art,   Literature, Poetry and 
Music, Contemporary   
Culture, Travel Series,      
Social and Ecological        
Reports and Articles, 
Health, Economics,      
Business and Law,         
Recommended Reading, 
Reviews and much more. 
Beautiful illustrations.         
6 x 9 128 pages. 

Fotoalbum: Around 
the World 

Lectures, Photos,                   
Illustrations,                            
Contemporary Culture, 
and Travel connecting 
Woman and Earth’s                
contributions for 30 years. 
6 x 9 128 pages. 

Succes  
d’estime 

Exciting collection of      
poetry, literature,            
contemporary culture, 
travel writings,                
recommended reading.               
Beautiful illustrations.      
6 x 9 128 pages. 
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WE Salutes its Travel Partners 

Airlines 
British Airways 
Delta Airlines 

Finnair, Official Conference Airline 1997, 1998 
Ghana Airways, Official Conference Airline 1999, 2000 
Lufthansa, Official Conference Airline 2001, 2003 

Qantas Airways, 2002 
Transaero Airways 

WE’s Travel Series Editors’ Choice Select  
Participating Hotels ... Here’s a Sample 

HI 
Halekulani Resort 
Sheraton Keauhou Resort 

CA 

Marriott La Jolla 
Marriott San Diego Hotel & Marina 
Marriott San Diego Mission Valley 
W Los Angeles Hotel 

NY 
W New York 
The Buckingham Hotel 

NJ 
The Berkeley Carteret Oceanfront Hotel 

MA 
Boston Harbor Hotel 

Washington, DC 

The Latham Hotel Georgetown 

FL 

Adam’s Mark Daytona Beach Resort  
Gaylord Palms Resort Orlando 
Hilton Garden Inn Daytona Beach 
Renaissance Orlando Resort  
Sheraton Sand Key Resort  
Saddlebrook Resort Tampa 
The Westin Diplomat Resort & Spa 

GA 
W Atlanta 

Dominican Republic 
Amhsa Marina Casa Marina Reef 
Amhsa Marina Casa Marina Bay 
Amhsa Marina Paraiso Del Sol 
Amhsa Marina Paradise Beach Club  
Melia Santo Domingo Hotel 

Australia 
Lilianfels Blue Mountains Hotel,  
Katoomba, An Orient Express Hotel 

 
Russia 

Corinthia Nevskij Palace Hotel 

Angleterre Hotel 
Rocco Forte Astoria Hotel 
Novotel St. Petersburg Centre 
Renaissance St. Petersburg Baltic Hotel 
Grand Hotel Europe 
Nashotel 

France 

Hotel Sofitel Demeure le Faubourg 
Hotel Scribe, Managed by Sofitel 
Terrass Hotel 
Hilton Paris La Defense 
Sofitel Paris Porte de Sevres 
Sofitel Chateau de Versailles 
Hotel Burdigala 
Chateau de Brindos   
Domaine de la Baronnie 
Radisson Biarritz  
Le Prieuré au Chateau de Biron 
Chateau de Bourdasière   
Chateau de Vollore 
St. James and Albany Hotel 

Italy 
Rocco Forte Hotel de Russie 
Grand Hotel Villa Igiea 
Grand Hotel Quisisana 
Le Sirenuse 

Spain 
Hesperia Madrid 
Gran Melia Don Pepe, Marbella 
Melia Cordoba 
Hesperia Sevilla 

Germany 
Sofitel Mondial Am Dom 
Top Vivaldi Hotel 
Novotel Frankfurt-Eschborn 
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State/Local/Intn’l Tourist Bureaus 
Daytona Beach Convention and Visitor’s Bureau  
The San Diego Convention and Visitors Bureau 

Big Island (Hawaii) CVB 
Helsinki Visitors and Convention Center, Avignon (France) CVB 

WE also Salutes its   
Supporters, Friends and Contributors 

Non-profit, Foundation and Ministry Sponsors 

The Global Fund for Women, USA 
Mama Cash, The Netherlands  
The Swedenborg Foundation, USA 
The Dorsai Embassy, Inc., USA 
The African Peace Network International, Ghana 
Woman and Earth Ghana Chapter  
Woman and Earth Dominican Republic Chapter 
Femmes Mediatrices Sociales et Culturelles, 
Pantin, France 
The Regional Press Instiute, RPI, Russia 
Turkish Ministry of Tourism 
Turkish Ministry of Women 
Finnish Ministry of Health and Environment 
O & M Universidad, Puerto Plata, Dominican 
Republic 
Casa de Cultura, Puerto Plata, Dominican 
Republic 

CEPROSH, An Aids Education and Outreach 
Centre, Puerto Plata, Dominican Republic 
CAPE, Centre Accueil de la Presse Étrangère 
(International Press and Information Center) Paris, 
France 

Sacred Earth Network, USA and Russia 
SWAN — School of Women Artists Network, 
Australia 

The British Council, UK 
Open Society Institute, Russia  
Open Society Institute, Azerbaijan 
DSW, Germany 
WIN News, USA 
Marguerite Durand Library, Mairie de Paris, 
France 
Young Farmers Assocation, Ghana 
Aburi Woodcarvers, Ghana 

Individual Sponsors, Supporters and Performers 

Rebecca Nolo 
Natasha Belik, Michael Verichev, Michael Walsh, 
Maurice Fleskens, Galina Zhushman, Natasha Misik, 
Anastasia, Daria Tyurina, Luba Blinova, Marina 
Maslova, Luba Aprelikova, Kate Glazkova, Sasha, 
Natalia Velikaya, Irina Scherbinina, Margarita 
Izotova, Fyodor          Grigoriev, Galina Grigorieva, 
and all the      wonderful supporters of WE  Russia 
Chapter 
Stuart Bain 
Gary Beck  
Vanessa Keltai, Maria Sanz, Hemilce, Maria, 
Pedro Duarte, Lolita, Lucia Santana, Ludmila 
Lysenko, Beljica Reyes and her daughter Melissa 
Reyes, Dr. Cesar Pena Bonilla, Martin Renuso, 
Danny, Alberto Khoury, Raymunda, and all the 
wonderful supporters of WE’s Dominican Republic 
Chapter 
Cristina Biaggi 
Jean-Luc Binet, Klara Beer, Elisabeth Vial, 
Attorney Philippe Jennepin, Sylvie Marquès, Maggy 
Grabundzija and all our WE France Executives and 
supporters 

Cara Bissell 
 

Emma Ankoman, Mary Ankomah, Oware Braku, 
Dorothy Prempeh and Francis Sey, Kessie, and all 
WE Ghana Executives, & volunteers 
Elinor Burdett 
Jesse Chen 
Kerry and Donna Cramer 
Kim Hardiman 
Lance Harrison 
Fran Hosken 
Barbara Hunt 
Dorothy Jones 
Allen Madsen 
L. and L. Martino 
Elaine Massa 
Noel Murphy, Cork, Ireland  
Leonid and Diana Perlovsky 
Sandra Pollock 
Chris Precht  
Audrey Ross 
Robert Sharaf, Esq. 
Hon. Hope Seeley, Esq. 
Mojisola Sonoiki 



WE would like to thank our  

St. Petersburg Seminar Series 

Venue and Accommodation Sponsors 
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Brief Biography of the Author 
 

Tatyana Mamonova began her professional career in Leningrad as a 
television and a literary journalist and critic for the official press. She 
forged her own path by re-igniting the neofeminist movement in 
Russia and forming the first NGO collective in USSR to promote 
women’s human rights, by editing and publishing the samizdat 
Woman and Russia Almanac. 2010 marked the 30th Anniversary 
that she remains in exile for this act of dignity. She continues to lead 
her NGO and to publish the Almanac, both of which are now called 
Woman and Earth, plus the new literary edition Succés d’estime, 
along with Fotoalbum: Around the World, to reflect the expansion of 
women’s voices to all corners of the planet included in this forum 
which serves as a bridge of understanding and connection with 
Russian speaking women.  
 
Included among the many accolades Tatyana Mamonova has been 
awarded are Woman of the Year 1980 by Femme Magazine Paris, 
Post Doctoral Fellow Officer, Bunting Institute, Harvard                   
University 1984-1985, Diamond Homer Poetry Award 1988,            
Poetry Society of Hollywood California, 100 Heroines Award 1998 by 
the Women’s Committee of Seneca Falls, NY, Human Rights Award, 
African Peace Network, Ghana 1999, Inclusion in Womenkind 
Project, Canada 2000, Inclusion in the Prominent Refugees Directory 
UNHCR 2001, Community Media Award by MNN, NYC 2001, Living 
Legacy Award 2002 by the Women’s International Centre of San 
Diego, California, Inclusion in Prize-winning Portrait of Prominent 
Refugees by Brazilian Artist at Kenya Exhibition 2005, and, most 
recently, she received the prestigious Heart of Danko Award 2006 for 
her artistic and cultural prowess by a St. Petersburg and Moscow 
based organization. Woman of the Year 2008 by the Vishnevskaya 
Association of St. Petersburg, and in 2011 was granted U.S.             
citizenship. 
  
Woman and Earth Press is pleased and proud to present this            
publication in celebration of Tatyana’s courageous vision,            

personal and organizational accomplishments.  
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WELCOME TO 
Woman and Earth’s World Tour 2016 

 
Contact WE for Tour Schedule or to Help WE 

Add Your Community to the Tour Stop 

T h a n k s !  
Our heartfelt gratitude to the generosity of our individual, foundation and organization  

sponsors listed in our Almanac and the following airline, corporate, hotel and media sponsors:  

Hotels 
Russia: 
Corinthia Nevskij Palace Hotel 
Angleterre Hotel 
Rocco Forte Astoria Hotel 
Novotel St. Petersburg Centre 
Renaissance St. Petersburg Baltic Hotel 
Grand Hotel Europe 
Nashotel 
 

Dominican Republic: 
Melia Santo Domingo Hotel  
Amhsa Marina Casa Marina Reef 
Amhsa Marina Casa Marina Bay 
Amhsa Marina Paraiso Del Sol 
Amhsa Marina Paradise Beach Club and Casino 
 

France:      
Terrass Hotel 
Sofitel Chateau de Versailles 
Hotel Burdigala 
Chateau de Brindos    
Domaine de la Baronnie 
Radisson Biarritz  
Le Prieuré au Chateau de Biron 
Chateau de Bourdasière   
Chateau de Vollore 
Hilton La Defense Paris Hotel   
St. James and Albany Hotel 
 

Italy: 
Grand Hotel Quisisana   
Grand Hotel Villa Igiea   
Le Sirenuse 
Rocco Forte Hotel de Russie 
     
USA:  
HI Halekulani Resort 
 Sheraton Keauhou Resort 
CA Marriott La Jolla   
 Marriott San Diego Hotel and Marina 
 Marriott San Diego Mission Valley 
NJ Berkeley Carteret Oceanfront Hotel Asbury Park 
FL Renaissance Orlando Resort 
 Gaylord Palms Resort Orlando  
 Hilton Garden Inn Daytona Beach 

Airlines 
 

Finnair 
Qantas Airways 

Lufthansa 
British 

Airways 
Delta Airlines 

Ghana Airways 

Corporations 
 

  Go to 
Russia Travel 

Fair Wind 
Hawaii Forest and Trail 
Offshore Sailing School 

Hornblower Cruises 
Coca Cola Bottling, Ltd. 

SeaWorld Orlando 
Nur Natur 

Network Computer Systems, Ltd.  
Global 5000 Enterprise, Advanced 

Computer Solutions, LLC Ghabico, Ghana 
Biscuits Co.  

Jiansgu Soho Daily Chemical Co. Ltd. 
Jiansgu Soho Daily Chemical Co. Ltd. 

Media Sponsors  
Regional Press Institute, St. Petersburg  

Radio Gold 90.5 FM; Graphic  
Communications Corporation 

GBC; ABC Radio, Sydney; CAPE, Paris 
 


