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My cousin Peter has a preposterous theory all his own. According to him the planet is no longer
balanced, in the literal sense of the word, that is, it is no longer the correct weight. The proof is that
on the one hand more and more material is removed from its internals, which is moved and
consumed elsewhere, rendering the Earth no longer a perfect sphere as it originally was from the
time of creation, as a result it creates abnormal waves of energy, as if you were doing the hula hoop,
unsteady on your feet, generating cyclones, tidal waves, earthquakes and all the imbalances in the
world. He suspects, something similar is happening also in people. They have unbalanced minds.
At first I laughed, more so because my cousin, being Australian by birth but of Northern Italian origin,
was speaking to me mixing his English antipodes with the Veneto dialect of his father and it was
coming out as something hilarious. “Il mondo va fora di balanza!” he repeated often, fusing together
the terms bilancia and balance in an almost untranslatable manner. He meant to say
melancholically, Il mondo va fuori di bilancia, (The world is out of balance). But even if the concept
was clear, the true significance wasn’t truly clear deep down. Balance and Equilibrium, in fact, are
not the exactly the same thing.

The thing I remember the most of that last trip with Sylvie was her swimming naked in the ocean of
an Australian winter. We were at Bell’s Beach, one of the most beautiful beaches in the world,
between Torquay and Anglesea. The sun was setting on the cliffs and the headlands of the Great
Ocean Road, but to our surprise it was not at all cold. We had booked a flight for the next day to the
Gold Coast, just to stay for a week where it’s warm at Surfer’s Paradise and Sylvie could not wait.
“There is only the sea here….And you can get bored with that…I think that next year I will leave”, we
were told by young Italian waiter at a restaurant the night before. I can understand him: I know how
young people are annoyed with noise and chaos. To me, however, that beach at sunset, as yellow
as gold, recalled to mind the moment of Creation, at the precise moment that the Earth was released
from the hands of God. Sylvie ran towards the water and threw herself in, while offshore on the crest
of a wave a surfer stood up on his white board. She was young, Sylvie, too young for me. What could
I give her? Yet, that day, at sunset, she seemed happy. I certainly was.

The old banker in Ballarat, showing off his beautiful light grey double breasted jacket, as was
fashionable in the nineteenth century, as he explained to us most accurately about the buying and
selling of gold that the poor rag wearing seekers of specs and nuggets, brought to the bank of
Australasia. The town of Ballarat, once an abundant gold mining town, in the early 1900’s, sank
under its own weight. The tunnels, dug for a whole century, under the river that carried the gold from
the mountains to the valley gave way and sank. A large amount of people died. Very few miners
were rescued, while others, some very young, were trapped under ground. I saw their faces. Sylvie
did not want to come down there with me....
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