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Case di Ringhiera
were -maybe still
are- a distinctive
tract of the old
Milan. My grandma
lives in one of those
in the northwestern
Milanese
neighborhood,
known as Bicocca.
Once used to be low-
income tenements, they're nowadays renovated to
become apartments for wealthy buyers; a destiny
similar to the one of New York lofts.

Reading the nice novel by E. Olmi, Ragazzo della
Bovisa, the memory of light and smell is constantly
coming up. A memory so rooted with the childhood
and a city so far away-- it's not nostalgia, not
entirely. I miss Milan - the city, the people and the
constant cluttering noise - even though every time
I'm back it feels different.

The city is changing. At an incredible rate. The people
walking in the streets are different. I remember that
when I was a kid a different accent would mean a non-
Milanese accent, not an entirely different language.
Not only, the city itself is transforming, changing
towards something new. Pushing outward.
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Houses of our area

LA CASA DI RINGHIERA

House with balconies surrouding an inner cowrtvard

The "casa di ringhiera” is a typical old house in Lombardia.

It has many apartaments with two rooms. One of them was to cook, to
eat, to read, to discuss, to wash. The second one was to sleep; in that
room sometime could sleep even five, six, seven people.

It was not water, people warmed up with coal.

The toilet was not inside, but on the platform outside.

In the courtyard children played, people in summer was chatting each

other or singing and dancing.

In 1960 - 1970 people left the “case di ringhiera” and the immigrants

took possession of them.

Now the architects save them to keep the history, the memory of our
country.
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Non han vita segreta
Le case di ringhiera.

Si spengon nel cortile
Odi, speranze e amor:i
Al giungere della sera,
nella nebbia che intride
le vecchie pietre.

Ma nell'aria viola

Lento aleggia un passato
Di poveri ricordi

Di grigi freddi inverni,
di dolci primavere.

Maria Mazza Palchetti

Has not secret life

The case di ringhiera.

Go out in the curtyard
hate, hope, love

when the evening is coming
in the fog, which soaks
The old stones.

But in the violet air
slow flaps a past

of poor memoirs

of grey cold winters,
Of sweet springs.
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