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One of the poorest, most corrupt areas of Sicily, and there he has build an experiment in community development that has attracted worldwide interest. Gradually he has succeeded in persuading the local population to stand for ordinary human rights against governmental insensitivity and the violence of the Mafia . The results so far fall short of his aim, but just possibly, at age of 44, he has already done more for the cause of human happiness and dignity in Sicily than any single man has ever done before. Nor is his message adrdressed only to Sicilians. A number of countries now have committees to help with his work.

His latest book has two themes. Chiefly it deals with the difficulties of cooperation and group activity in this primitive environment where people are dominated by suspicion and fear.

In Siciliy every man plays alone, and no one is to be trusted who is not a close relative. To out-smart someone else or make him admit inferiority is the great test of success, with results that are appartent at every level af activity. Political parties lack coherence; trade union organization is feeble; it is even hard to start a football team, let alone a cooperative for irrigating land or selling oranges. The man who plays alone, so says the Sicilian proverb, can never lose; but the moral of this book is that Sicilain who accept this proverb as true can never win.

The point emerges clearly from a splendid series of interviews with many different kinds of people, from the cardinal archbishop to the Protestant pastor, from slum-dwellers to industrialists. “People here are very rarely friends, “ says a lawyer; “suspiciousness is innate in us. Any kindof grouping is only momentary”. According to the prison governor, democracy cannot work in such an environment: “What we need is a dictatorship, a dictatorship of the  right or of the left”. A university teacher expllains how joint work in science is almost impossible for fear that members of the group will steal each others” findings . The secretary of the Liberal party shows how the same attitude is also manifest in quite ordinrary events of every day behavior: for istance, if Sicilians find it hard to arrive on time for a meeting, the reasons is that the more important persons must arrive later than the less important, and punctuality would therefore betoken self depreciation.

Best of all of these interviews is one with the illiterate laborer, Gaspare Cassarà, whose humor and common sense cut like a knife through the pretentiousness of intellectual argument. The Duchess of Sermoneta is poignant on the irresistible rise of the lower orders: “I only wish they could do it rather more slowly”; she explains with honesty and resignation. Even though the aristocracy had to accept the way the world was going , they could not like it: “You must be understanding and try to forgive us”: Or consider this casual remark by a church worker:

“If it wasn’t for the festivals, the Cristian Democrat party wouldn’t exists: everybody, would be Communist. Take my wife, now: she votes Cristian Democrat for the sake of the festivals. What she doesn’t realize, though, is that if the Communists were in power they’s have even better festivals. There’d be more fire works, more games, and competitions, and sack races, and so on.

They only think the Cristian Democrats have better games because they don’t know any better. I think we ought to give the Communists a try – I’m sure they’d have more games”.

The second theme of the book is the Sicilian Mafia and the political involvements that are still protecting it. Here names are named without reticence, and a number af unsavory scandals are dragged into the open. Perhaps it was unwise of Dolci to provoke some of the leading politicians of western Sicily to the point where they took him to law; for he lost the case, and it was probably too much to expect that enough witnesses would commit themselves in public on such an  issue where their jobs were at stake. Everyone knows in Sicily (whatever they may admit in public) that collusion with the mala vita is widespread; but even Dolci is only just beginning to persuade ordinary citizens to rebel against this terrible fact. 

