“Clear, fresh and sweet waters
Upon those the beautiful limbs
The only one who seemed to me to be a woman placed”.
Thus opens a famous poem by Francesco Petrarca, one of the Italian poets who has contributed the most to the formation of our national identity and to the spreading of Italian culture in the world. 
Even the great Dante Alighieri, maybe our greatest poet, ascribes a fundamental role to water: in his Divine Comedy Charon immediately transports the damned souls in the hellish river, whilst the gift destined for those who arrive in Paradise is first to be immersed in the waters of the mythological river Lete, thanks to which bad recollections are forgotten, and then in the waters of the river Eunoé which, on the contrary, revives the most beautiful memories. 
More recently another great Italian poet, Giuseppe Ungaretti, in his poem The Rivers, writes as follows: 
“This morning I laid down 
In a water urn
And like a relic
I rested.”   
In his poem not only the rivers get a redeeming and cathartic capacity, as the place where to find the peace the poet had been longing for for a long time, but in their  nostalgic shelter function they also make allusion to the rivers which witnessed his sorrowful existence, from his ancestral origins – the Serchio – to his birthplace – the Nile – from his poetic maturation – the Seine – to his upsetting war experiences: the Isonzo. 
We are so fond of Salvatore Quasimodo, the Sicilian poet who won the Nobel Prize for literature, that we have dedicated this school plexus to him, who in one of his hermetic poems, he reveals his intimate relationship with the water, on whose surface he projects the flux of his recollections, an experience which does not offer him any consolations:     

“Thus, as on the water my memory
widens its rings, my heart;
it moves from one point to another and then it dies:
thus is your sister deadwater.”    

Today for us who live in this city, the flow of water reminds nostalgically of the Kemonia and the Papireto, now underground. The exotic name of the latter makes reference to the papyrus which used to constitute its vegetation. They are also associated with the river Oreto, although an emblem of neglect and whose presence characterizes our area. 
Maredolce, our school name too, is comprised of an oxymoron – sweet sea – it also reminds of a reality which no longer exists. In fact Maredolce or Favara derives from a lake whose waters touched an Arabian-Norman castle, and its sweet waters were the opposite of the nearby sea waters.   
The lines composed by ’Abd’ar Rahman an Arabian poet of the twelfth century born in Trapani – a small town in Sicily – are very famous:
“How beautiful is the lake with its two palms and the peninsula where the great palace stands.
The transparent water of the two sources is similar to liquid pearls and the bay is similar to the sea. 
It seems the tree branches extend to contemplate the fish in the water to smile at it.
The big fish swim in those clear waves and in those gardens the birds modulate their tweeting.”   
In the centre of the lake there used to be a small artificial island whose red border at times is still visible, and its vegetation of citrus groves and palms was a delightful place for the sovereign.  
The name of our city makes reference to the presence of the water as well: when a group of Carthaginians decided to found the first urban centre on the sea shores, the name with a Greek etymology they gave was “Panormo”, from pan, which means everything, and ormus, harbour.  

So the water is for us not only an emblem of life considering that it constitutes the majority of our own body, but also an essential part of our own identity as members of this country, city and district. 
[bookmark: _GoBack]Nevertheless during the years we, the youth, have been told that polluting nature including the sea and the river waters was something bad but unavoidable. So the rules of profit and a pseudo-development have deprived us of a better and happier world, but not of our dream. The dream of a world in which to take drastic measures against the destruction of nature, the dream that the sea in our district may be clean again, that fishes may live again in the river Oreto and that its vegetation can once again be green and gorgeous.        

