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A bit of everybody, a bit of everything

The camp of Corteolona is a camp for everybody, and a camp of 

everything… This year, once again, the farmhouses of the lowland 

of Pavia were invaded by volunteers from Cernusco, Sondrio and 

Pavia, armed with adverts to put on walls, poles, gates and doors 

to announce our arrival and the customary iron collection… Here 

they are, they’re there once again, the Amici del Sidamo, those 

yung people from God-knows-where, on board of cars and vans, 

from all corners of Lombardia and Emilia, to meet a little village 

that nowadays knows them and recognises them by seeing them 

coming punctually every year. The group of Castellanza

nice evening activity on the topic of “The Language

organised the camp, the management of the iron related activities 

and the stands of Ethiopic products, Vime and Arese

of the kitchen, Reggio and Varese of the Mass, and then

Oggiono, the guys from Milan… but why should we divide 

everything by group? It doesn’t make sense

exactly what’s best about the camp. Nobody probably would 

expect that, but many groups of Sidamo actually offer their help in 

their own way, they show interest, they become more aware of 

themselves in the process, in their way of being Sidamo, and we 

can’t but be glad that all this happens exactly in this place. The 

parish of don Roberto welcomes us, the grandparents remember 

when, a few years ago, we organised the parish recreation centre’s 

activities for their grandchildren, the ladies prepare us a fridge full 

of mozzarellas and fresh products, they come to the church and 

wait for the Mass celebrated by the Salesians. The people in their 

homes are surprised seeing us going from door to door, ring bells, 

get the iron, run… It’s like an event, a little sign that repeats itself 

every year… They smile, they tell us that they’ve already given us 

everything they had last year, or two or three years ago, ‘b

please, try again next year, I’ll find some more for you’…

that… even if I might not have anything again, still do come back! 

Because I’ll be here waiting for you, just for you

Cernusco,  Castellanza, Reggio, of…all the Amici del Sidamo)

A Sensational Zway 
We arrived in 

early morning and the very 

first impression I got was 

that it was as if I had never 

left… it seems to me as  if 

these 15 months

mesi had never been… 

at home over there... 

of the women I had met are 

now successfully out of the 

microcredit project so it 

wasn’t possible for me to 

see them again with their 

kids…but somehow this is a positive thing for them and my egoistic 

sadness notwithstanding, I’m happy because thsi mea

are changing and going in the right direction.. 

slowly.. This year I assisted the women in new embroidery projects, 

we studied new combinations of colours for the scarves and with a 

lady of the Tokuma and a girl of the Egiserà project I made an 

inventory of their store... We tried to find a checking method and 

an order that they might keep autonomously in the future...

had done last time with Chiara, when we had taught 

Miserat how to make a pizza. A great challenge, both because of 

the language barrier and because the Oromo women often have 

low counting skills; the satisfaction that eventually we feel, 
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get the iron, run… It’s like an event, a little sign that repeats itself 

every year… They smile, they tell us that they’ve already given us 
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please, try again next year, I’ll find some more for you’… meaning 

that… even if I might not have anything again, still do come back! 

just for you.  (The friends of 
Amici del Sidamo) 

 
We arrived in Zway Sunday 

early morning and the very 

first impression I got was 

that it was as if I had never 

left… it seems to me as  if 

these 15 months questi 15 

had never been… I feel 

at home over there... Many 

of the women I had met are 

now successfully out of the 

microcredit project so it 

wasn’t possible for me to 

see them again with their 

kids…but somehow this is a positive thing for them and my egoistic 

sadness notwithstanding, I’m happy because thsi means that things 

are changing and going in the right direction.. although quite 

slowly.. This year I assisted the women in new embroidery projects, 

we studied new combinations of colours for the scarves and with a 

project I made an 

We tried to find a checking method and 

an order that they might keep autonomously in the future... as we 

had done last time with Chiara, when we had taught Elleni and 

enge, both because of 

the language barrier and because the Oromo women often have 

the satisfaction that eventually we feel, 

however, is priceless, and once again 

learning from them. I believe that the most impor

their capability for being happy with what they have

during the Baptism of Federico but also in the everyday life with 

the children, some having such thin legs and such swollen bellies... 

they have no shoes and after bathing them, having to dress them 

again with those torn rags is heartbreaking

smile on their faces and are so happy! That’s just the much we 

need to be happy! There won’t be photos or videos that might give 

you the slightest idea of the emotions that all this triggered inside 

me: joy and serenity for their happiness, 

pride for having the chance of being there

injustice of this world, envy because, after all, we, instead, we’re 

not able to be happy with such littleness, we’re always in need for 

something more although most often we don’t even know what.

They reminded me again of what really matters in life. When, 

afterwards, you get to see again the 

course of the Po, and you realise that you’re

of tears and you’d just want to be still there, and you feel sad for 

the way those waiting for you at the airport will see you, those 

who’ve been waiting for you since the very last minute you entered 

the check in 30 days before. They can’t understand, however, my 

thoughts, console my tears and 

there can’t understand. While you’re already thinking about when 

to leave again.   

Grandma...full time!

enthusiasm of Emanuele and Federico made a light burden of al

these inconveniences. Emanuele

made me feel young again: how long have we played together! And 

how much I miss his way of calling me:

(“grandma come!” in amharic). I was with him all the tim

discover "his life". Federico grew up a lot during this month, we 

really got to know each other – 

so so small!!! He conquered me (as if I wasn’t already) with his 

marvellous smiles and with his shrewd character

child called Johannes regularly came to play with Ema

had worked for the Tokuma project. 

so so sad (as his life has been) in his look and behaviour

speak, didn’t play, he was always afraid and extremely careful. 

Ema, with Giacomo, tried to lively him up with al

but nothing seemed to awaken him from his apathic state of 

sadness. Little by little, however, he started to get 

presence and he started to play, to speak

make himself understood – until one day he took my hand and 

looked at me with trust. I didn’t expect it and it moved me: I 

hugged him, kissed him and in that moment I "so so" 

also his grandma. On 17 March
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however, is priceless, and once again I am the one who’s been 

I believe that the most important lesson is 

capability for being happy with what they have. I realised it 

during the Baptism of Federico but also in the everyday life with 

the children, some having such thin legs and such swollen bellies... 

they have no shoes and after bathing them, having to dress them 

again with those torn rags is heartbreaking, but they always have a 

smile on their faces and are so happy! That’s just the much we 

There won’t be photos or videos that might give 

the emotions that all this triggered inside 

appiness, respect  for their dignity, 

for having the chance of being there, a lot of anger for the 

because, after all, we, instead, we’re 

not able to be happy with such littleness, we’re always in need for 

although most often we don’t even know what. 

They reminded me again of what really matters in life. When, 

afterwards, you get to see again the valley and the unmistakable 

course of the Po, and you realise that you’re back, the eyes get full 

ou’d just want to be still there, and you feel sad for 

the way those waiting for you at the airport will see you, those 

who’ve been waiting for you since the very last minute you entered 

the check in 30 days before. They can’t understand, however, my 

and read in my eyes. Who hasn’t been 

While you’re already thinking about when 

     (Erica) 

Grandma...full time! 

Exactly one month ago I was 

coming back from Zway. I 

always miss Zway, my 

daughter Alessandra and 

especially my nephews. I 

think of them every single 

day. Passing by a photograph 

- and our house is covered by 

photos of Zway – is enough to 

trigger feelings of nostalgia. It 

wasn’t an easy month – the 

suffocating heath, the dust, 

the typical health problems of 

‘the tourist’ and a terrible 

sore throat; but the joy and 

enthusiasm of Emanuele and Federico made a light burden of all 

. Emanuele, with his curiosity and liveliness 

made me feel young again: how long have we played together! And 

how much I miss his way of calling me: "Nonna nei, nonna nei!" 

I was with him all the time, eager to 

grew up a lot during this month, we 

 when he left in December he was 

so so small!!! He conquered me (as if I wasn’t already) with his 

shrewd character. For some time, a 

child called Johannes regularly came to play with Ema. His mother 

had worked for the Tokuma project. He is such a cute little boy, but 

in his look and behaviour: he didn’t 

speak, didn’t play, he was always afraid and extremely careful. 

tried to lively him up with all his "activities", 

but nothing seemed to awaken him from his apathic state of 

Little by little, however, he started to get used to our 

presence and he started to play, to speak – just a little, enough to 

until one day he took my hand and 

looked at me with trust. I didn’t expect it and it moved me: I 

hugged him, kissed him and in that moment I "so so" felt that I was 

March we celebrated the Baptism of 
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Federico Tariku: the ceremony in the church was really moving. 

Everybody was there, the volunteers with their families, the 

collaboratori Iesci and Cialo with their children, Sciumi, the cooks 

and the Salesian community: we filled Ale, Giacomo and the 

children with all our love.  And that wasn’t all... in the afternoon all 

the women came with their children and all the girls of the Tokuma 

and Egiserà, to celebrate the event. We shared the food, coffee, 

dances and games, with a lot of laugh. A really wonderful party. It 

was moving to see the smiling faces of these women and their 

children. That day we also celebrated the arrival, in the family of 

Franco and Barbara, of the little Mekdes, a sweet baby girl with the 

big big eyes. I’m already considering when I could go back to Zway 

to hug everybody again, I mean really everybody, with no 

exceptions! (I envy a bit the Rondelli grandpa and grandma who 

are next to travel to Zway). (Tiziana mother of Ale) 

 

 

At the retreat of the group of Vime 

A tough topic: “Here’s what matters in life: let the Word of God carry 

you away, let the Holy Spirit guide you, follow your heart when it’s 

burning with passion!” (Abba Elio). 

We wanted to talk, debate, share in depth our ideas, inspired by a 

challenging remark found in an advert on the buses of Genoa a few 

years ago: “The bad news is that God doesn’t exist, the good news is 

that you can do without… by UAAR”. In a world which keeping more 

and more the distance from God, are we going against the tide? 

Let’s try to understand if we’re really letting the Lord accompany us 

in our journey with Sidamo, if He is the real motive of our service to 

the poor! Many times we feel alone, discouraged... we feel that the 

Lord is far, distant, but exactly in that moment He comes close to us 

and walks with us. Indeed! We really need a good, demanding 

friend, that may let us reflect, that may give us life and let us find 

that love that will make us go on with determination,  putting us 

back onto the right path of a completely free service to the poor. 

That’s when the help of Elio was once again extremely precious. 

“With our friends we can make our best dreams, the most unexpected 

ones, come true. A friend won’t let you sit down and feel that you’ve 

given enough, that you’re right as you are: with his/her example, s/he 

shows you where to aim and s/he tells you that you can make it, and 

that it’s nice, it’s worth it. A friend is a person that makes you do 

“crazy things” and makes you abandon, once and for all, your 

calculations, your safe havens, comfortable thoughts, fears, inner 

conditioning. A true friend, however, doesn’t force you and doesn’t 

keep you close to him/her in a suffocating way. S/he loves you as you 

are, with your unique and original traits. It’ s not a matter of trying to 

imitate each other or invent a friend as we would like hom/her, but 

it’s all about helping each other to find our true self, realise who we 

are and how we are, accept ourselves and donate ourselves, 

together, to our brothers while there’s still time. Nowadays making 

friends is difficult because you have to be ready to abandon your 

certitudes. A friend ties you, demanding you to commit to the word 

given. Make sure you always have next to you somebody who’s 

different than you, helping you to find out your defects and 

problems. Get together to go more in depth with your friendship, ban 

gossip, let us say what we have to say looking in each other’s eyes. 

When moving we can’t correct each other much, because we want to 

remain safe into our shell”. The painting of the Emmaus disciples that 

Elio wanted to be painted and then put on the altar of the church of 

Zway has guided us. Open the book “Fellow travellers” and read 

what’s in the chapter about this painting… I won’t add anything more 

as I’d like you to be driven by curiosity and take a break from your 

work, or anything that you’re doing, to enjoy this nice comment and 

go back to Jerusalem (to do what you were doing) with your heart 

full of joy, to announce that Christ is truly risen. In our everyday life 

with must rise again, we must believe that love is stronger, that our 

“being” Sidamo is like being on the road with our Fellow Traveller. 

And then we’ll really be able to work miracles. (Don Paolo Caiani) 

What’s nextWhat’s nextWhat’s nextWhat’s next    

 

• 14 May: coordinamento in Milano 

• 18 May: Mass for Abba Elio in Sarezzo (BS) 

• 19 May: Fam. Armellini leave for Ethiopia! from 

Malpensa 

• 19-20 May: Campo Respo-Dispo in Bologna 

• 26-27 May: campo in Oggiono (LC) 
 

Aspettiamo notizie dai gruppi… 

e-mail a cui inviare: 

vinci.patr1@gmail.com e/o ipatracci@gmail.com 

alle stesse e-mail è possibile richiedere i numeri del 

SidamoNews in formato elettronico (e gratis, come sempre) 
 

Visitate il sito: www.amicidelsidamo.org 
 

Trust in Mary Auxiliatrix and you’ll see what miracles are (Don Bosco) 

Bamboo, books and football 
Under the light of a streetlamp, he was in a cold sweat. It was the first time for Chombe to be out with the volunteers. In those 30 street 

children that were sticking to him he could see himself four or five years before. Eventually he found the courage to show them three 

pictures. The first was taken the day he got his diploma in Metal Working, with a black cap on his head and a bunch of flowers on his hands. 

The second, with a football, a yellow shirt and his smiling team mates. The third one with his grandma and a crowd of nephews. “If you feel 

that you miss it – he said – Don Bosco will bring you back home”. Chombe was born and grew up in the streets of Mekanissa, where, in the 

new council houses, rents are too high and the poor can’t afford them. The volunteers of the Don Bosco Centre, all of them Ethiopians, don’t 

give the kids anything nor do they promise them anything. “The idea – father Dino Viviani says – is to aim at giving them a choice other than 

violence: let’s show them something nice to encourage them to leave the street and get a diploma, a job and dignity”. Vocational training is 

the third step of a process that starts with the evening meetings in the slum. After three or four months, whoever feels like it chooses a 

nickname and comes for breakfast at 8.30, he studies and work and, if he’s doing well, he gets a full meal that will help him go through the 

rest of the day. In the evening, after taking a shower, everybody go back without shoes and with their own dirty clothes. Only those who have 

learnt to believe in themselves have a place in the bedrooms and in the weekend outings. This is the conclusion of a process that doesn’t 

necessarily spread light on the uncertainties of life, but offers a future to whoever has fled a drunken father, or has been kicked out of home 

because of a quarrel or theft. “When they gain their first salary, the kids become a resource even for their families: forgiving and making up is 

less difficult”.   (V. Giardina www.misna.org) 

The last word to... 


