


In 1999 Ruggero Cane lost his head. That is to say, the statue guarding the
entrance to the Castle of Civitella Ranieri, one arm across his emboldened chest
and the other on his sword hilt, lost his defiance when his already weathered
down head toppled off. The piece, made of local “pietra serena” was too soft to
withstand centuries of atmospheric changes. | It was a sad and eerie sight. |
Soon the first Fellows arrived for their residencies and the noble torso became a
main topic of concern. As it happens in small face-to-face communities and
true acephalous societies, collective murmurs, discussions, an assembly of
all arrive at a consensual goal designed to meet such a crisis. The Fellows
pooled their thoughts and, as usual, came up with some supportive ideas.
One Fellow went beyond the castle’s gate to look for solutions elsewhere.
He found that the traditional skills of the women of Umbria could help us for-
get the loss and provide us with a wider perspective. Another was inspired by
the community effort to collect the grape harvest in a single weekend of long
days and wonderful meals. Shoulder to shoulder, headless or not, the future be-
came clear. | So it was in 1999, a consensus of all and the momentum of the past
combined to secure the future. Ruggero now stands strong and certain and
headless in his declaration that it takes many, together as equals
to build castles and realize dreams. | With thanks to everyone involved, past

and present. | From the Directors, Gordon Knox and Cecilia Galiena



A lace maker, I have noticed her while she was working on the doorstep of a
certain house in Gubbio, the other in the holy city of Assisi, still another on
that mountainous spot called Montone. Each one of them embroidered their
lace, raising it every so often towards the sun to check that cosmic design,

which the job itself probably relied upon.

Now I know that all the women of Umbria have taken up this profession of
the spider, so that one day — all that, which the traveler considers to be early
morning fog — will result in a universal tapestry, an immense exertion of
feminine whim, of which the testament will be a veil over the Italian earth,
the firmament that will substitute all that, which in these regions is taken for

the sky.

Bora Cosic

Una merlettaia, I'ho notata mentre stava lavorando sugli scalini di una certa
casa a Gubbio, Ualtra nella citta santa di Assisi, un’altra ancora in quel posto
montagnoso chiamato Montone. Ognuna di loro lavorava al suo merletto,
sollevandolo ogni tanto verso il sole per controllare quel disegno cosmico, sul

quale probabilmente il lavoro stesso si basava.

Ora so che tutte le donne dell'Umbria si sono date a questa professione del
ragno, cosi che un giorno — tutto quello che il viaggiatore prende per rugiada
mattutina - risulterd in un arazzo universale, uno sforzo immenso del capriccio
femminile, il cui testamento sard un velo sopra la terra d’Italia, il firmamento
che sostituira tutto quello che in queste regioni viene scambiato per

il cielo.

Translated from the English by Cecilia Galiena
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For Amy Sillman

Someone came from Eastern Europe, let’s say, from Russia, someone with bundles
under the board of a ship, someone crossed the stormy Atlantic. Someone fed peo-

ple bread and bore a child who’ll bear the painter.

The painter will feed herself with colors, with open eyes will look at the green of
tender Umbria and on the white will merge the colors of the hills and sunflowers,

on the blue windows will draw the bunch of grapes, desperately will draw

the masculine and the feminine bodies, the interwoven meat, trees and plants. All
of us are frozen objects of history and we laugh, and cough, sneeze, we all talk, eat

salmon, a green salad and lick ice cream, drink wine, stare at bright screens.

All of us are seeking a most sunny refuge or some rest in a forest clearing.We are
coming from wars or nightmares, from family triumphs or shipwrecks. We illumi-

nate dark, untie terrible knots and cheer each other up.

We are coming from all parts of the world and we are looking at everything with
open eyes. We are touching the moist snouts of a dog, cat and nostrils of a white
horse to feel the world, to overcome fear, madness and death giving them forms

and colors.

Translated by the author and Amy Sillman

Milan Djordjevic



UMBRISCHER HIMMEL

Die Stunde kreiste um die Beschreibung des Schwalbenflugs.
Der Himmel am trutzigen Wehrturm der Rocca von Umbertide
War ein Schnittmusterbogen. Schwarze, gefiederte Scheren

Schnitten die Luft auf im Steilflug, entlarvten das Blau als Betrug

In der Dimmerung. Um den grauen Stein der soliden
Bastion wuchs ein Hyperbelraum aus den Kurven und Kehren,
Ein Gespinst, unentwirrbar, wie aus singenden Drihten.

Oder war das ihr Zwitschern, dieser schrille, durchdringende Ton?

Hunderte Schwalben, — und so hort er sich an, der perfide
Arbeitslirm im Textilwerk der Parzen, beim ZerreifSen der Nihte.
Das Ohr, geschirft, der Blick giert, seit sich die Unfille mehren,

Seit der Globus ichzt unterm Leben, — nach feinen Unterschieden.

Etwas Vogelflug reicht, ein Stiick umbrischer Himmel ist ihm genug.
Gut, daR die Arten bestimmt sind, die Dinge beschildert, entgritet.
Auf der Piazza, unbeschwert, promenierten die jiingsten Atriden.

Doch die Stunde war um, die Flugschau beendet, vorbei die Lektion.

Durs Griinbein



UMBRIAN SKY

The hour circled around an account of the swallow’s flight.

From the Rocca, the massive fortress tower of Umbertide,

The sky was a sewing pattern. Scissors feathered in black

Exposed the deceit of the evening blue, their dives

Cutting the air. Around the solid bastion’s gray
Stone grew a hyperbolic space curving forth and back,
As of singing wires, beyond unraveling, gossamer.

Or was that their twittering, that strident, piercing tone?

Hundreds of swallows—the treacherous noise of the work,
When the threads are ripped, in the factory of the Fates.
Since accidents began to increase, and life to rack

The globe, what longs for fine distinctions? The keener ear, the gaze.

The flight of birds is enough, in a bit of Umbrian sky.
It’s good the species have been identified, things tagged, filleted.
The latest Atrides paraded across the piazza, unperturbed.

But the hour had passed, the air show had ended, the lesson was done

Translated from the German by Andrew Shields






Istarted in ‘LIMEHOUSE - LONDON 1926":

EXT. DUSK. THOUSAND SORROWS
OPIUM DEN /JOY HOUSE.

JACKIE MOSES falls out into the night -
drifts in smoky opium dreams as his father
once did. BONMOT laughs — follows on.

BONMOT

Where are you going, Jackie?

JACKIE walks through the square - guided
by something inside - past Chinese bars,
steam—-gushing laundries and offal stalls.
The narrow streets seethe with LASCARS,

MALAYS, MERCHANT SEAMEN, CHI-
NESE, PORTUGUESE, WEST INDIANS,
ENGLISH PAVEMENT PRINCESSES.
Languages cross-fire. Barks, yells, scream-
ing babies, rattling carts. A steam train
crashes across the causeway overhead...
Booming through the night comes the
steady throb of a blues holler. Ahead; a
beacon throbs with music - The Joy House.

INT. NIGHT. JOY HOUSE.

JACKIE comes through. Smoke. Booze.
WORKING MEN, WORKING
GIRLS, SLOANS SLUMMING IT, A BEAU-
TIFUL TRANSVESTITE ORTWO.
BONMOT gets himself a drink- snaps a
Toscani in two - lights up. He looks across
the smoke—filled room and sees
HENRY CHONG in a booth along with a
COUPLE OF OTHER CHINESE.

CHONG
Jacob. Did you find who kill Daniel?

JACKIE

‘Don’t matter, does it, uncle.

CHONG
Welcome home, Jacob, welcome home.

*

Nothing I planned or anticipated for my stay at

Civitella materialized in the way I imagined it
would. I was kidnapped by the journey there-

taken by surprise on the misty road...

I'returned to a story cycle by Leon Garfield -‘The
Apprentices”. These tales of young apprentices
from the 18th Century trying to untangle the

world were at the back of my mind when writing

‘Queen of Hearts’ 10 years ago. 1 am now adapting

all 12 stories- one for each month of the year - and

looking towards writing the 13th. But I wrote the
first in a corner of the vast studio beneath our

apartment at Civitella. Now, when Rosy Starling

or Daniel Nightingale run from their apprenticed
trade to Bartholomew Fair, they're running the

labyrinth of alleys of Perugia too.

EXT. DAY. MAYPOLE ALLEY AND LITTLE
DRURY LANE.

Blind ROSY STARLING tosses her golden
hair and leans lightly on TURTLE’s arm.
Light as a feather. He weaves her in and out
the moving DANCERS - gently into the

current of the maypole dance.

VOICES
Look at that! The blind girl’s dancing!

TURTLE and ROSY dance. She seems in-
sensible to his tethering hand - flies like a
bird.

ROSY
Quicker! T can go quicker! Just

keep hold of me hand!

The COUPLE whirl to the raw music,
ROSY’s smiling face turned to the sky, her
golden hair flying.

ROSY

On me own! On me own! Let me!

Uncertainly, TURTLE lets ROSY go. She
spins, every part of her expresses amaze-

ment and delight.

OTHER DANCERS step back. ROSY dances

in a circle of space around her.

TURTLE lives for her every move - ready to
catch her... Then a familiar voice rasps in
TURTLE’s ear.

MR. DELILAH
Got to have it! Just got to have it, my boy!

TURTLE turns in dismay. His drunk mas-
ter, MR. DELILAH, lurches to the dance,

dangerously waving his scissors.

MR. DELILAH
That hair! Did you ever see a finer mop?

Got to have it!

TURTLE

Leave her, sir. Please!

MR. DELILAH
S’all sentiment, my boy! Just lemme at her!
I'll show you how it’s done! I'll crop her

closer than a nag’s tail!

TURTLE
For pity’s sake, sir!

MR. DELILAH
Pity...?

‘Palermo’ is part of the continuing collaboration
between myself and Brian Catling. Two facing
monitors show video footage of a select few of the
thousands of mummified corpses in the catacombs
in Palermo, Sicily. The dangerous elegance of their
silent conversation is better than any words we
could have put in their mouths. Thanks to the
Civitella Ranieri Foundation, ‘Palermo’ found a
first home at La Rocca, Umbertide. There is a cer-
tain sweet relish in bringing these grinning

Sicilian death-heads north to Umbria.

*

And meanwhile, back at Mr. Delilah’s hair mer-

chant’s shop off Little Drury Lane:

TURTLE stares at the severed plaits in ab-
ject horror. MR. DELILAH eyes his fierce

and trembling apprentice nervously.

MR. DELILAH
She cut them off with her own hands. Right
there in front of me! Said she didn’t want
anything. Said it was a good deal. Said she
knew all the time it was what you really

wanted.

TURTLE carefully lays the hair down on

the counter...

Then... strangely, slowly his face lights into
asmile of realisation. MR. DELILAH

watches him nervously.

MR. DELILAH
Steady, Turtle, my boy...

TURTLE
Of course... Tt grows! It’ll grow

again. Of course it will!

TURTLE backs towards the door, his face
bright with hope.

TURTLE
It’ll be all right! 1’1l grow

again!

TURTLE heads out into the night, leaving
MR. DELILAH alone.

MR. DELILAH takes the candle and pauses

at his own reflection in a corroded mirror.

He delicately touches his ruined face... He
sighs... And blows out the candle.

Tony Grisoni



Brian Catling
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I spent my residency at C ivitella Ranieri Center working on a solo accordion piece for a collaboration with choreographer, Im-maker Victoria Marks. Our idea for the piece was th

would compose a 10-minute concert work, for which Vic would create a video “thought bubble,” which imagined the thoughts going through my mind as I'm performing the piece. W

at Civitella, T was able to complete the entire score for this piece from scratch (working title Inside Score). The results are a moody piece in six short sections, with wild stylistic

trasts, including Caribbean-like rolling rhythms, Eastern-European doina, quasi-improvisations, Stravinskian bi-tonality, Klezmer scales, and neo-Rennaissance court da




Guy Klucevsek



I have just had one of the most satisfying moments of my creative life. Yesterday I was at the famous Konzerthaus in Vienna, with the Wiener Symphoniker, working at

my “White as Jasmine” and performing it twice to packed houses to audiences who gave the work a rapturous reception. This was of course the culmination of the time I

spent at Civitella slowly and peacefully committing the piece to paper in the concentrated atmosphere afforded uniquely by Civitella. Once again, thank you and your

Foundation for making such concentration possible. 1am secking an ecstatic art - one which can only come about through intense silence and inwardness. In the ‘noise’

of life nowadays such aspirations need assistance ... thank you!

Jonathan Harvey
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Patrick Gale



My work Tang-Gong-Gong-An explores the language of gong music in the Philippines
and Southeast Asia. In spite of the physical distance between Europe and Asia,
Civitella has provided such a special world of peace and inner quiet that

one can easily transcend boundaries of sonic discourse.

Ramon Santos
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Excerpt from my writing at Civitella:

Sabina ¢ sull’amaca. Guarda Ia montagna. La montagna ¢ una gigantesca donna sdraiata, col
capo riverso all’indietro, il ginocchio destro appena sollevato, la gamba sinistra scostata dalla
destra, un vasto pube scuro di pini. Al di sopra della pancia si intravedono le curve dei suoi
seni, la piega dell’ascella, I'attaccatura del braccio nascosto dal grande corpo terrestre. Sabina
¢ innamorata della gigantessa ma non sa come raggiungerla. Ha cercato di avvicinarla, ma
ogni volta I'ha persa. Le si avvicina Giuseppe, guarda anche lui la montagna; Da bambino Ia
volevo sposare, racconta Sabina. Mi piacevano i suoi fianchi larghi, 'avvallamento scosceso fra
le gambe, quel corpo gigantesco pill bello e sinuoso di quello di qualsiasi altra donna. Cosi
silenziosa, immobile, soda. Immaginavo la sua voce:

un suono cavernoso, graffiato dai sassi che le franano dentro. Fa notte. La luna piena sorge da
dietro il lago. In casa si sente russare. Sabina sguscia fuori dalla camera. Dentro I'amaca trova
Giuseppe. Sdraiati accanto guardano la Montagna. La luna ne illumina I'intero sterminato
corpo. E’ cosi bella, sussurra Sabina. Ti piacerebbe fare 'amore con Lei> Mi piacerebbe
stringerla, accarezzarla, entrarle dentro, vorrei fosse tutta mia. Anch’io. Mi viene da piangere

quando penso che non potrd mai averla. Anche a me. Mi prende una rabbia.

Sabina is lying in the hammock. She is looking at the mountain. The mountain is a reclining giantess, head rolled back, right
knee just slightly higher, the pubis dark with black pine trees. Above her huge belly the curve of the breast, the fold of the armpit,
the joint of an arm hidden behind her great earthly body. Sabina is in love with the giantess but does not know how to reach her.
She has tried to find her, but each time she has lost her way. Giuseppe approaches her. He too is looking at the mountain. When T
was a child I wanted to marry her, he starts telling Sabina. I loved her wide hips, the steep ravine between her legs, that gigantic
body more sinuous and beautiful than any other woman’s. So silent, still, firm. I imagined her voice: a cavernous sound,
scratched by the rocks crumbling inside.

Night is falling. The full moon is rising behind the lake. You can hear snoring in the house. Sabina sneaks out of her room. She
tfinds Giuseppe in the hammock. Lying next to each other they look at the mountain. The moon bathes in light her entire bound-
less body. She's so beautiful, whispers Sabina. Would you like to make love to her? I would like to hold her in my arms, caress her,
penetrate her, Iwould like her to be mine entirely. Me too. I feel like crying when I think I will never possess her. Me too. I get into

such a rage.

Translated into English by Pia Pera

Pia Pera
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Lee Hyla
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Excerpt from screenplay:

BRUNO: ButI have to concentrate.

They’re doing the penalty kicks now.

FLORA: Ai Lin has to concentrate

too. She’s peeling the grapes for me.

Bruno looks at Ai Lin, and immediately
sees that she is peeling the grapes rather
unwillingly.

BRUNO: OK, I have an idea, Flora.
If you win, I'll peel you the grapes
for Ai Lin. If I win, you’ll eat the
grapes with the skin. How’s that?

FLORA: (curious) What'’s the idea?
BRUNO: You see that man on TV?
Flora looks at the TV and sees Baggio

getting ready to kick the last, decisive
penalty kick for Italy.

Mabel Cheung

FLORA: Yeah, that’s Baggio.

Number one striker of Italy.

BRUNO: Right. Do you think he’ll

score this one?

FLORA: No.

BRUNO: Of course he will. He’s
the best.

FLORA: No, he won’t.

BRUNO: OK, if he scores, you eat the
grapes with the skin; if he doesn’t,
I'll peel them for you. Fair enough?

FLORA: Yeah!

Flora smiles, obviously interested in

the challenge.
AI LIN: But, Bruno...

BRUNO: Don’t worry.



Excerpt from screenplay:

AH MOON: Angel Island, that’s a nice

name.

UNCLE ANG: Well, it’s called Angel, but

it’s actually hell.

AH MOON: We'll make it, Uncle Ang.
We’ll make it. I've seen them both be-

fore, angel or hell.

CUTTO:
5.INT. ANGEL ISLAND: DETENTION
ROOMS --NIGHT

Crummy detention rooms have been built to
house the hundreds of newcomers from all
over the world. Most of them are asleep now,
some are talking in their dreams in their

different native languages.

Through the iron bars, Ah Moon sees a vast
piece of land in the distant sea, where San
Francisco lies silently in the foggy night.
He is awed and bedazzled by the beauty

of it...

FADE OUT:

Alex Law

6.INT. ANGEL ISLAND: CORRIDOR --
MORNING

Ah Moon and Uncle Ang are ushered down a
long corridor. They exchange glances of moral

support as they are led into two separate rooms.

CUT TO:
7.INT. ANGEL ISLAND: INTERVIEW
ROOM #1--CONTINUOUS

Ah Moon sits at one end of a long table, an im-
migration officer sits at the other, and an inter-
preter sits in the middle. The morning sun casts
long shadows of them onto the wall, where a

portrait of President Lincoln is hung.
OFFICER #1; What is you father’s name?

AH MOON: Ang, Uncle Ang they call

him.

OFFICER #1: When is your father’s birth-
day?

AH MOON: Nov 17, 1812.

OFFICER #1: What fruits are grown in

your village?






Thus, I wrote into the small hours. The story was nearing its end.
While T pondered how I might convey the symbolic meaning of the
poet’s death, a death that summoned him one morning, all of a sudden,
as he stood there, reaching for the mailbox to get his newspapers, they
dived in through the open window. At first, I thought moths were
flocking to the lamplight. But in a trice, wings flapping, the birds made
havoc of the room. My God, there were so many of them! One darted at
the lamp, the others at me. I covered my face with my hands to shield
my eyes. Blind birdsf!rfmig]cilni grg fgsnsr[lnirgr?bg g{}lg fg{;hi giik! They flung them-
selves from wall to wall. As they flew about, squawking desperately,
their deep black feathers scattered on the desk. They soared up from the
courtyard of the Hotel de Sens and swooped down upon me, shredding
my brain with sharp beaks. They attacked me ruthlessly. Did they mean
to avenge the unruly words I had tamed or prevent me from telling the
great poet’s story? I tumbled off my seat. Flying from the medieval
labyrinths up to my room, birds by thousands drilled and drilled into
my head while the last sentence of the unfinished story buzzed on

and on: “Bury me in a village graveyard of Anatolia! Bury me there!”

Nedim Giirsel
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Appointments: Professor, University of Paris.

Awards: Prix de la plaquette d’or, Struga-Mecedoine,
1992; Prix de la Radio France Internationale,

Paris, 1991; Prix Abdi Ipekci, Athens, 1987; Prix
Haldun Taner, Istanbul, 1987; Prix du P.E.N.
Club Francais, Paris, 1986; Prix de ’Academie
delalangue turque, Ankara, 1976.
Publications: Le Roman Du Conquerant, 1996; Hotel
du desir, 1995; Journal de Saint-Nazaire, 1995;
Paysage litteraire de la Turquie contemporaine, 1993;
Le Dernier Tramway, 1991; Istanbul, un guide intime,
1989; Nazim Hikmet et la Litterature populaire
turque, 1987; La premiere femme, 1986; Les Lapins
Du Commandant, 198s; Un long ete a Istanbul, 1980.

Pia Pera

B.1956, Lucca, Tuscany, Italy. Lives in Lucca.
Writer and translator.

Publications: Longo mai, forthcoming; Il sogno del
Nonno, 1998; Diario di Lo, 1995; La bellezza dell’
Asino, 1992; I Vecchi Credenti e L'anticristo, 1992;
Among her translations into Italian: Alexander
Pushkin’s Evgeny Onegin, Archpriest’s Ayvakum’s
Life, Mikhail Lermontov’s A Hero of our time,
Nadezhda Durova’s Memoirs of a cavalry maiden.

FELLOWS IN MUSIC

Cindy Cox

B.1961, Houston, Texas. Lives in Alameda,
California. Composer, pianist.

Appointments: Associate Professor, University of
California at Berkeley, 1991 - present.

Selected Awards: American Academy of Arts and
Letters, 1999; Fromm Foundation, 1996; ASCAP/
Nissam, 1996; the International Competition
for Women Composers, 1994; National Endow-
ment for the Arts, 1994; MacDowell Colony
Fellowship, 1994; ALEA IT1, 1992; Tanglewood
Music Center Fellowship, 1992; Aspen Music
Festival Fellowship, 1990; ASCAP Grants and
Grants to Young Composers, 1990-1994.

Selected Compositions: Into the Wild, 1997; Songs on
Texts of Mary Oliver, 1996; Geode, 19965 Primary
Colors, 1995; Columba aspexit, after Hildegarde
von Bingen, 1995; White moths, 1994; Darsana I,
1994; Darsanna I,1993; Cathedral Spires, 1993;
Piece in Two Halves, 1992; A Tree Deep-rooted Yet
Dancing, 1992; Elegy, 1990.



Jonathan Harvey

B. 1939, Sutton Coldfield, Warwickshire. Lives in
Lewes Sussex, England. Composer, Electronic
Music.

Appointments: Composer in association, Sinfoma
21,1996-present; Honorary Professor of Music
at Sussex, England, presently; Professor of
Music, University of Sussex, England, 1980-pre-
sent; Professor of Composition (part-time),
University of Stanford, California, presently;
honorary Fellow of the Royal College of Music,
England, 1994-present.

Awards: Britten Award for composition for Song
Offerings, 1993; Harkness Fellow, Princeton
University, Princeton, New Jersey, 1969-70;
Honorary Director of Music, Southhampton,
England, 1991.

Selected Compositions, Orchestral: Fanfare for
Utopia, 1995; Cello Concerto, 1990; Lightness and
Weight for solo tuba and orchestra, 1987; Timepieces
with two conductors, 1987; Madonna of Winter and
Spring for orchestra, synthesizers and electronics,
1986; Opera: In quest ofLove, tWo acts, 1991-92;
Passion and Resurrection, church opera in 12
scenes, 1981; Chamber: String Quartet No 3,1995;
Hidden Voice, 1995; One Evening, 1993-94; Soleil
noir/Chitra for nine players, one technician and live
electronics, 1994-95; Pastorale for cello and harp,
1994; The Riot for three players, 1993; Scena for vio-
lin and nine players, 1992; You for soprano and cham-
ber ensemble of four players, 1992; Lotuses for flute
quartet, 1992; Serenade in homage to Mozart for wind
ensemble of two players, 1991; Instrumental: Rumi
for double chorus, 19965 Dum transisset sabbatum,
motet for unaccompanied chorus, 19955 Missa Brevis
for unaccompanied chorus,1995; The Angels for unac-
companied choir, 1994; Trombeau de Méssiaen for
piano and DAT tape, 1994; Advaya for solo cello, elec-
tronic keyboard, electronics, 1994; Chant for solo cello,
1992-94; Chant for solo viola, 1992; Fantasia for solo
organ, 1991; Praise Ye The Lord for SATB and organ,
1990; Vocal: One Evening, for soprano, mezzo so-
prano, eight players, two technicians, electron-
ics, 1993-94; You for soprano and chamber ensemble
of four players, 1992; From Silencei for soprano, six

players, tape, 1988.

Lee Hyla

B. Niagara Falls, New York. Lives in Boston. Com-
poser.

Appointments: Co-chairman, Composition
Department, New England Conservatory of
Music, Boston, 1972 — present.

Awards: Lehar Artist-in-Residence, University of
Pittsburgh, 1997; Stoeger Prize from the Cham-
ber Music Society of Lincoln Center, 1992; Rome
Prize Fellowship, 1990; National Endowment
for the Arts Fellowship, 1989, 1986; Goddard
Lieberson Award, American Academy of Arts
and Letters, 1987; Guggenheim Fellowship, 198s.

Compositions: Riff and Transfiguration, 1996; Now
Exclusively Cello, 1996; Trans, 1996; How Was Your
Weekend, 1994; Basic Training, 1994; Howl, 1993;
Quartet, 1993; We Speak Etruscan,1992; Concerrofor
Piano and Chamber Orchestra #2, 1991; Ciao, Man-
hattan,1990.

Recordings: Amnesia Breaks, 1996; Howl, 1996; We
Speak Etruscan, 1996; In Double Light, 1993; The
Dream afInnoteanH, 1989; String Trio, 1984;
Revisable Light, 1983; Pre-Amnesia, 1983.

Guy Klucevsek

B.1947, New York, NY. Lives in Staten Island, N'Y.
Composer and concert accordionist.

Appointments: freelance composer and accordio-
nist; toured as a soloist throughout North and
South America, Europe, Japan and Australia.
Composed scores for solo accordion, chamber
groups, dance, theatre, film and video projects.

Awards: National Endowment for the Arts Solo
Recitalist Fellowship; Meet the Composer:
Composer/Choreographer Fellowship (4);
Rockefeller FoundationInterdisciplinary Grant
(2); Mary Flagler Charitable Trust Music For
Dance Fellowship (3); Publishers Weekly: Listen
Up Award for Best Original Score for Audio Book,
New York Dance and Performance Award (Bessie).

Recordings: Free Range Accordion (Starkland); Altered
Landscapes (Evva); Stolen Memories (Tzedik); Trans-
ylvanian Softwear (Starkland); Accordion Tribe (Intu-
ition); Polka Dots and Laser Beams (Evve); ?Who Stole
the Polka? (Ewe); Manhattan Cascade (CRu1); Scenes
From A Mirage (Review); Citrus, My Love (RecRec/Swiss).

Ramon Santos

B.1941, Pasig, Metro-Manila, Philippines. Lives in
Quezon City, Philippines. Composer, musicolo-
gist, conductor, educator, cultural administrator.

Appointments: Professor, University of the
Philippines Commissioner for the Arts, NCCA;
Past Chairman, Asian Composers League.

Awards: Achievement Award in the Humanities,
National Research Council of the Philippines,
1994; Chevalier del’Ordre des Arts et des
Lettres, French government, 1987; Light of
Wisdom, Outstanding Fulbrighter in Music;
Fellow, Darmstadt 1974; Ferienkurse flier Neue
Musik; Residency, Bellagio Study Center.

Selected Compositions: Pasyon Ritwal for folk
artists, 1998; Nagnit Igak G'Nan Wagnwag Nila for 4
orchestras & 7 choruses, for the Philippine Centen-
nial, 1997; S'Geypo for 16 flutes and drums, 1993.

FELLOWS IN THE VISUAL ARTS

Fernando Alvim

B. 1963, Luanda, Angola. Lives and works in
Brussels, Luanda and Johannesburg.
Installation artist.

Selected Exhibitions: Bonnefantenmuseum, Maas-
tricht, Netherlands, 2000; Kunsthalle Bern, Bern,
Switzerland, 2000; Photo Biennial Rotterdam,
Netherlands, 2000; MUHKA, Antwerpen,
Belgium, 2000; Accra, Ghana, Africa, 1999; SMAK
Museum Project, Gend, Belgium, 1999; Biennial of
Dakkar; Senegal, 1998; Electric Workshop, Johan-
nesburg, South Africa, 1998; Boijmans Van
Beuningen Museum, Rotterdmm, Holland,
1998; Biennial of Sao Paulo, Brazil, 1998; Gate
Foundation, Amsterdam, Holland, 1997;
Biennial of Havana, Cuba, 1997; Limbus Gallery;
Tel Aviv, Israel, 1996; Africus’ 95, Johannesburg,
South Africa, 1995; Installation in Parlement Euro-
péen, Brussels, Belguim, 1995; Centro de Arte
Contemporanea, Calouste Gulbenkian Founda-
tion Lisbon, Portugal, 1993; Expo’ 92- Pabellon
De Angola Plaza De Africa, Sevilla, Spain, 1992;
Espago Cultural Elinga, Luanda, Angola, 1992.



Xu Bing

B. Chongging, China. Lives in New York. Artist.

Awards: the Genius Prize from the MacArthur
Foundation, 1999; Pollack Foundation, 1998;
ArtPace Foundation, 1996.

Selected solo exhibitions: Bates College Museum
of Art, Maine, 1999; New Museum of Contem-
porary Art, New York, 1998; Joan Mirois Foun-
dation (Fundacio Pilari Joan Miro a Mallorca),
Spain, 1997; Institute ofContemporary Art,
London, 1997; Bronx Museum of the Arts, New
York, 1994.

Selected group shows: 4sth Venice Biennial; Museo
Nacional Centro de Arte Reina Sofia, Madrid;
Centro Atlantico de Arte Moderno Museum, Las
Palmas, Spain; Pori Art Museum, Finland;
Taipei Biennial, Taipei Fine Arts Museum; Natio-
nal Museum, Ottawa, Canada; San Francisco
Museum of Modern Art, CA; ICC-Intercom-
munication Center, Tokyo; PS1 Center of Con-
temporary Art, New York.

Brian Catling

B. 1948, London, England. Poet, sculptor, perfor-
mance artist.

Appointments: Sculpture Department Head,
Ruskin School of Drawing, University of
Oxford; Fellow of the Linacre College, Oxford.

Recent Solo Works: Were: The Chamber Works, ICA,
London, 1999; WERE, Matt’s Gallery, London,
1998; Cyclops, Project Gallery, Leipzig, 1997;
Museet For Samtidkunst, Oslo, 1997; South
London Gallery, 1996; Galerie Satellite, Paris,
1995; The Blindings, Serpentine Gallery, London,
1994. With Tony Grisoni: Vanished! A Video Seance:
IESP, Tkon Gallery, Birmingham, England, 1999;
South London Gallery, 1999; LAB Gallery,
Oxford, 1999 (Still touring); Palermo, Umber-
tide,1999.

Selected Publications: The Blindings, Bookworks;
Soundings; A Tractate of Absence, Matt’s Gallery;
The Stumbling Block, Bookworks; various poetry
anthologies including The New British Poety,
Paladin; Conductors Of Chaos, Picador.

Atul Dodiya

B. 1959, Bombay. Lives and works in Bombay.
Painter.

Awards: Sotheby’s Prize, 1999; Sanskriti Award,
1995; French Government Scholarship, 1991-92;
Gold Medal, Government of Maharashtra, 1982.

Solo Exhibitions: Vadehra Art Gallery, New Delhi,
1999; Gallery Chemould, Bombay, 1999; CIMA
Gallery, Calcutta. 1997; Gallery Apunto, Amster-
dam, 1993; Gallery Chemould, Bombay, 1989.

Group Shows: Singapore Art Museum, 1997; oth
Triennale -India, 1997; The Fine Art Resource,
Berlin, 1997; Contemporary Art Museum,
Houston, Texas, 1997; Queens Museum of Art,
New York, 1997; Vadehra Art Gallery, NGMA,
New Delhi, 1997; Lakeeren Gallery, Bombay,
1996; Whiteleys Art Gallery, London, 19965
Jehangir Art Gallery, Bombay, 1995; EXPOSI-
TION COLLECTIVE, Cite International des Arts,
Paris, 1992; World Trade Centre Amsterdam, 1989;
Jehangir Art Gallery, Bombay, 1988; National

Museum, Kuwait, 1988.

Emilio Fantin

B.1954, Bassano del Grappa, Italy. Lives in
Bologna. Artist.

Awards: Stipendiumsaufenthalt in der Villa
Waldberta, 1995

Solo exhibitions: XLV Venice Biennal, Italy, 1993;
Galleria Paolo Vitolo, Italy, 1993; Galleria Paolo
Vitolo Milano, Italy 1995; Magasin, Grenoble,
France, 1999; Galleria Luigi Franco, Torino,
Ttalia, 1999.

Group exhibitions: Paradise Europe, Bizart, Copen-
hagen (Dk),1992 ; Il gioco nell’arte, Neue Galerie,
Graz, (A),1995; Presente Gegenwart, Kiinstler-
werkstatt, Monaco (D),1996; Subway, Milano,
Italy; Spaceship Earth, Art in General, New York

Events : Trekking, Appennino Tosco-Emiliano,
Italy, 1992; Oreste Project, 1998-2000

Video revew: Video 95, Istituto Italiano di cultura,
Parigi (F), 1995; Christian Goegger, Monaco(D);
Museo Revoltelia, Trieste, Italy, 1995; Lc Giardine,
la Memoire, la Ville. Villa Medici, Roma, 1998

Liliana Porter

B. 1941, Buenos Aires, Argentina. Lives in New
York City. Printmaker, Painter, Photographer,
Film and Video Artist.

Appointments: Professor, Art Department, City
University of New York at Queens College.

Awards: New York Foundation for the Arts
Fellowship (Film) 1999; Women’s Studio
Workshop Award, 1999; Premio Leonardo,
Museo Nacional de Bellas Artes, Buenos Aires,
1998; PSC-CUNY Research Award, 94,95,97,99;
First Prize, VII Latin American Print Biennial,
San Juan, Puerto Rico ,1986; Grand Prix, XI
International Print Biennial, Cracow, Poland,
1986; Guggenheim Fellowship, 1980.

Exhibitions: Annina Nosei Gallery, New York,
1999; Projects, ARCO, Madrid, 1999; Conceptu-
alist Art: Points of Origin, Queens Museum of
Art, New York, 1999, (traveling Exhibition); The
Garden of Forking Paths, Kunstforeningen,Copen-
hagen (Traveling Exhibition); Espacio Minimo,
Murcia, Spain, 1998; Galeria Ruth Benzacar,
Buenos Aires, 1997; Monique Knowlton Gallery,
New York,1996; Archer Huntington Art Gallery,
University of Texas at Austin, 1993.

Collections: Museum of Modern Art, New York;
Metropolitan Museum, New York; Museo de
Bellas Artes, Buenos Aires; Clouste Gulbenkian
Foundation, Lisbon, Portugal; Musee D’Art
Contemporaine, Montreal, Canada; METIAC
Museo Extremeho e Iberoamericano de Arte
Contemporaneo, Badajoz, Spain; Museo
Nacional Centro de Arte Reina Sofia, Madrid.

Amy Sillman

B.1955, Detroit, Michigan. Lives in New York City.
Painter.

Awards: Louis Comfort Tiffany Award, 1999; Joan
Mitchell Foundation Grant, 1999; Pollock
Krasner Foundation Fellowship, 1999; NEA
Fellowship in Painting, 1995; NYSCA Project
Residencies Painting Grant, Hillwood Art
Museum, Long Island University, 1994; Art
Matters Inc., Painting Grant 1990; New York
Foundation for the Arts 1985; New Jersey State
Council on the Arts Painting Grant, 1982.



PAsT FELLOWS:
1995

Visual Arts

Andris Bordcz
Amy Hauft
Bohdan Holomicek
Catalina Parra
Regina Silveira
Jeanne Silverthorne
Literature

Andrei Bitov

Duo Duo

Martin Simecka
1996

Visual Arts

Anne Bray

Mark Dion

Anna Esposito
Carmela Gross
William Kentridge
Ilona Lovas
Claudio Mubarac
Dan Perjovschi
Cesare Pietroiusti
Mali Wu

Hiroshi Yoshimizu
Literature

Claribel Alegria
Marie-Claire Blais
Kamau Brathwaite
Bei Dao

Susan Griffin
Yang Lian

Elvira Orphee

1997

Visual Arts

Dennis Del Favero
Carlos Garaicoa
Liselot van der Heijden
Egle Rakauskaite
Rosingela Rennd
Accra Shepp

Film

Atom Egoyan
Literature

Anita Desai
Liliana Heker
‘Gcina Mhlophe
W. S. Rendra

Wera Szther
Tomaz Salamun
Ivan Vladislavic
Music

Marty Ehrlich
José Maceda
Chinary Ung
Chen Yi

1998

Visual Arts

Andries Botha
Elena Elagina
Igor Makarevich
Gintaras Makarevicius
Kerry James Marshall
Marjetica Potrc
Joanna Rajkowska

Sandra Ramos.

Gulammo-
hammed Sheikh
Penny Siopis
Literature

Ldszlo Krasznahorkai
Salman Masalha
Neeltje Maria Min
Leo Vroman

Music

Bobby Bradford
Brenton Broadstock
Stafford James
George E. Lewis
Erica Muhl
Elizabeth

Walton Vercoe
Vladimir Tarasov
PAST JURORS
Visual Arts

Anne Bray

Alan Feltus

Alice Rose George
Geeta Kapur

Benje LaRico
Kerry James Marshall
Antonio Muntadas
Fumio Nanjo
Martin Puryear
Colin Richards
Regina Silveira
Literature

Claribel Alegria
Alberto Manguel

Martin

Mooij

Barbara Richter

Zdenek Urbanek

Luisa Valenzuela

Music

Chou Wen-Chung

Steve Gerber

Wayne Horvitz

Judith Shatin

Archie Shepp

Chen Yi

BOARD OF TRUSTEES
Ursula Corning, Founder
and Trustee Emeritus
Gerald Rupp, Founding
Trustee and Chairman Emeritus
Alexander Crary

John A. Downey

Helen C. Evarts

John B.Roberts, Chairman
The Chase Manhattan Bank
DIRECTORS

Gordon Knox,

Executive Director

Cecilia Galiena,

Program Director

NEW YORK STAFF
Suany Carcamo

Lella Heins

Kathy Hemingway Jones
Tina Summerlin

Andreia Vizeu

ITALY STAFF
MaurizioBastianoni
Patrizia Caini
Romana Ciubini
Giancarlo Giubilaro
Laura Palazzini
Marzia Palazzini
Paola Serpolini

Special Thanks to
Virgilio Avila

Craig Bachellier
Vanessa Katz

Florian Kremb
Isabella Dalla Ragione
Laura Dalla Ragione
David Fulton

Jess Atwood Gibson
Tom Ligamari

Don Myers

Editors

Cecilia Galiena
Gordon Knox

Design

Michael Z6llner
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and the Fellows
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