I don’t want to convince you of anything.  I am not an apostle, a propagandist or a spokesman for this process. I only want you to understand me, to allow you to look at the motives of my soul (or should I say the soul of the motives) of this old loyal and obstinate friend.  

I want to remind you that as you well know, I have followed—as a north star guide of life—the struggle for truth, justice, and beauty to bring about the comfortable installation of these values within the common, that is, within the universe of human relations and reason in our existence.

If life makes any sense, in my judgment, it lies in the real opportunities of reaching the greatest knowledge, the greatest happiness, the greatest sensibility possible.  I am referring to the life of each one of us submerged in the current world [to create] histories set within histories, all of them valiant, all of them valuable, all worthy of being observed without having to turn ones gaze in shame.

Therefore, you know that I refuse to go along with the indignity cultivated from power, the ignorance that is the unjust product of inequality, the poverty that is the cruel result of injustice.  These bother me under any circumstance, but even more so—to an unendurable point—when the victims of all this are children, the weak, or those who don’t have a possibility of realizing the nature of the pit in which they are submerged.

I understand that all this may seem to be absurd, if not bombastic.  However, who does not suffer his own abstraction, his own particular rhetoric?  Some construct them for their ambition for power, others for the cult of success, from private heathenism, or for whatever.  The majority builds their arguments from what is simply produced by the struggle for survival.  Of course, there are always some who construct them out of more interesting motives.  I try to build my life with underpinnings that are as elemental as I already told you: that truth, justice and beauty may predominate in the world to which                      I contribute my small actions.  Are you therefore thinking that perhaps I’m naïve? It could be, since for me, a certain amount of naïveté is desirable and I even nurture it, without trepidation.  Some might call me stupid and out-of-date.  Well, I’m very sorry, but that is how I see it.  I place myself in this way before that which surrounds me so that I may contemplate the world without being silent.

With these simple principles I have tried to understand the present, drinking from the river of history, which has taken us to this point while looking forward to what is awaiting us attempting to influence the events in some way.

Many of the chapters, absurd chapters, that I have been seeing, that I see, I cannot say please me.

I see much unnecessary unhappiness.  I am not referring to that which comes out of our very existence, with its contradictions and difficulties, but to that, which grows and feeds on the social darkness that is a genuinely human product.  I see much pain, loneliness, abandonment, malevolence, and cruelty combined within that flour of human relationships.  Also, [I see] a deep egotism, that would almost seem ridiculous, even pathetic, if it was not that it has been converted into the foundation of the most prevalent ideas.

This unhappiness, this pain and abandonment are established in a very special way within Venezuelan society, which cannot be observed without causing the soul to shudder.  

Millions of people are living in absolute poverty, with the material and spiritual consequences that it implies.  Millions of people whose rights as human beings are violated from the moment of birth, and not due to luck but by deliberate design of those who care little about what we could call, as they do in battle, collateral damage.  I thus ask myself, “How is it possible that we have come to this?’

What led us to this point? Which governments organized this social and economic disaster?  Which influential groups supported these governments?  Which intellectuals indulged them?  With what luxuries and frivolities did they comfort themselves while the country was sliding down a bottomless incline?  Why did so many well-qualified people look away?  Why did so many refuse to know about the misfortune of the majority to occupy themselves exclusively with their own affairs?  Who were leading the rulers?  Where was the media; why didn’t it warn us about the dishonor and the anonymity? 

Above all, in what fantasy world are we moving for the horror and the indignation not to frighten us all?  In what distant enclosure did we, the people that are supposed to be sensitive, place ourselves? Was it only concealment or was it collective complicity as well?  To what point, to what level of society did this immoral collusion reach? 

Look around yourself, with a clear gaze and you will see the same thing I see and the same thing anyone can see: a damnable inheritance of which we must rid ourselves as quickly as possible.

It is here, with the need for change, that the wish for change, in which I enlist and in which I trust, begins to delineate itself, for on what moral base can one accept what they had been imposing on us, which is absolutely foreign to any dream that is worth having from a position of power?

Well, it so happens, and thank goodness it happens, that in the eyes of the most abandoned, a light has begun to shine.  Don’t you see it?  In what environment do you move?  Surely you would see it if only you tried.  I invite you to come with me to the barrios, the common urbanizations, to travel through the towns in the interior, so that you may see within the eyes of the majority, a light of hope.  Open your eyes because something is happening; something marvelous that is beyond our own selves.

Leave, for a moment the enclosed environment in which you move!  It is not the country, or at least, it is not the whole country.  Turn off the television for a moment; fold the newspaper.  Let’s go out into the street where the people are to try to understand them, to try to interpret them.

That is where the knot of this whole question that has us all in a bind for a few years now, can be found.  What is happening?

What is happening is that there was an important sector of Venezuelan society, a big part of the middle class (although not all, of course) who were living in Venezuela like someone living in a private club, safeguarded within their particular dwelling by impassible, though imaginary walls, with all the conveniences on hand, who refused to admit the reality about the depredation outside those walls.  As an example of that devastation, millions of children did not go to school, (doesn’t that seem to be a sufficiently overwhelming example for you?) nevertheless, within the club, services function superbly.  Poverty, ignorance, desperation and abandonment extended themselves outside the limits of the club but inside this sector of the blind and clueless, the middleclass enjoyed a foolish private paradise; a sized necessity since both environments—environments of a single social system—were not disconnected but were strongly related to each other.  The easy wealth on one side was connected to the poverty on the other.  The supposed civilization of those who managed power, information and the resources were connected to the disaster of the majority.  Two countries were coinciding in time and space, but one did not want to know about the other, one mentally separated its self from the other and pretended it did not exist.

However, the weight of reality finally undoes any ill-conceived illusion.

Then what any intelligent observer knew had to happen, happened: Chavez and the Chavez supporters arrived.  Those among whom I count myself arrived and I tell you: ‘if it had not been Hugo Chavez, it would have been someone else.’  Someone had to arrive to undo so much hypocrisy, so much malignancy and so much perverse selfishness.  And so he arrived!

What was the first thing that he did?  He focused the spotlights that had been kept dark and revealed the terrible scabs on this society of which one part lived comfortably in the shadows of the State’s bargains.

A good portion of the middle class, enclosed within their club of privilege, did not want to see how poverty overflowed the country.  So Chavez came and the first thing he did was put the subject of poverty on the table; he put the problem of the poor, defenseless, those who were sick with isolation, those marginalized from education and from information, those who were forgotten by justice, the hungry, the despised, the mistreated and placed them on the table.  He opened the door, so to speak, for them.  Notice that today their expressions of bitterness, indignation, accusation—even rage, and of course, of dreams, and of hope are noticeable; they have been placed on the front row.  Thus nobody can now ignore them.  They will try to stop them, to manipulate them, to leave them where they are—on the border of the economy—but they can’t ignore them.  

This is what many cannot accept.  The walls of the club have turned transparent and now we can see that the landscape is not as pure and clean as we supposed.  That is how it is, my dear friend.  This is the problem. There is no other.  Everything else is literature, stories, political legend, intellectual gibberish, neurosis and resentment, when they aren’t deviations, that are even worse. 

The fact is that this part of the middle class has been taken from its conservative insulation and confronted with the reality that existed in the shadows; a reality that presents us with problems and challenges that cannot be silenced; dramatic exigencies.

This is very difficult, very difficult; I accept it.  It is very difficult for those who were in their enclosed and protected preserve.

It is for this reason that I, together with others, together with millions, support Chavez.  It is because of this primary and valuable reason: that of having taken the option for the weakest, those which, if it had not been so, if it had not been for Hugo Chavez, would continue without any hope that their rights would be taken into account.  I am not talking about any special political or any other kind of rights, I am talking about the most elemental human right to life itself, to food, to information, to a minimum of personal dignity.

This is a merit of the President, a historic value.

Chavez took this option that nobody, in forty years, has taken.  He made the cause of the great majorities his own.  Traditionally, these were cheap electoral demagoguery; Chavez introduced a genuine preoccupation to change the conditions under which this majority lived. 

Many of the institutional changes are leading to this end.  Many of the themes that orient the actions of the government also head this way.  Doing away with exclusion has become the policy of the state.  The poor have come on the scene and have acquired their voice.

I am with Chavez because since I have been involved in Venezuelan politics, his is the first government that I see has the intention of making deep changes to rebuild the country.  He talks about one decade of silver, to resolve the gravest problems and to bring the country up to date, so to speak, in its infrastructure, in education and culture, in the development of the productive apparatus, in the very basis that guarantee that each Venezuelan that comes into the world, will have at least a minimum of dignified conditions.  He then talks about a decade of gold, in which we will give a great forward leap, which is how I understand it, especially in the humanitarian plane and in making social relations more perfect.

I confess that this idea, stated in this way, makes me enthusiastic.  It is worthwhile to put it all, even ones own life, at its service.  Why else are we here?

Would you say we are moving in the realm of utopia?  I deny it.  This is not utopia.  In different occasions our predecessors have corroborated the possibility of establishing deep changes in a country, in a society—within one single generation.  But if it were indeed a utopia, wouldn’t it be worth trying for a collective sense of pride?

For me, in particular, and you know me, I have always liked to move in an environment of reality, not to accept it with a conservative spirit, but to force and oblige it to be transformed.  Reality, my friend, as you know, is not destiny imposed by the gods; we constructed reality, in part with the thinking that is already modifying it and with the facts.  Resignation, in my judgment, is one of the major sins and one of the most unforgivable.

This is why I like the path we have taken, despite the countless errors that are being committed—how could they not be?  When a society is moving through uncharted areas a price has to be paid.  We aren’t born knowing.  There are no written recipes on how to achieve a deep transformation and there are few references on how to achieve the peace we are trying to achieve.

Since these comments are not intended, much less imagined, to be+ political analysis, I think it is enough to recognize that there are many things we are not doing well, since sailing through a stormy sea is not easy.  It’s even more difficult when one must build with clay and with ones own hands since nothing else has survived the previous construction.  The people cannot be renewed by decree.  Learning is slow and the processes of modification of human relations are very complex.  Old structures sustain the changes: structures of culture, law, and economics, which introduce sand into the gears.

But here we are.

Let’s discern which side holds the deep values.

Let’s try to undo the complicated skein in which the threads of justice and injustice are intermingled to see if we can differentiate them well.

I believe that if the people of good will drink a glass of generosity every morning for a time, if they discarded this mental fog that creates prejudice, then the changes that the country needs and are unstoppable will take place more quickly.  

I hope for nothing more than for these notes to shed a bit of light on the motives of my commitment.  If I have managed to do so, magnificent, if not, we will have to look for a way to continue the conversation another time.

Ferruco Sesto

Venezuelan Minister of Culture

