
 
 

PROGETTO ERASMUS 
OBIETTIVO: EDUCARE ALLA DIVERSITÀ 

NAPOLI, 3 NOVEMBRE 2020 
CLASSE 4 C DELL’I.C. RISTORI NAPOLI 

“UNA POESIA INVENTATA E UN TESTO PER RIFLETTERE SULLA DIVERSITÀ” 
DOCENTE: Bovino Filomena  

 
• ATTIVITÀ 1: 

TITOLO: POESIA DEDICATA AI DIVERSI DA ME 
Autore: la maestra Mena e gli alunni della classe 4C 
Attività svolte: ricopiare-memorizzare-illustrare la poesia. 
 

• ATTIVITÀ 2: 
TITOLO DEL TESTO: UNO E SETTE 
Autore: Gianni Rodari 
Attività svolte: ascolto e leggo la storia; scrivo cosa mi ha insegnato ed illustro. 
TEMPO: attività svolte in una settimana. 
 

 
 

POESIA DEDICATA AI DIVERSI DA ME 
(inventata dalla maestra Mena e dagli alunni della classe 4 C) 

 
 
Ci sono in classe bambini speciali 
Così diversi eppure uguali.  
Hanno la pelle colorata  
o forse soltanto un po’ abbronzata? 
 
Osadion è di colore cioccolata  
Venuto dalla’ Africa assolata. 
È bello, vivace, 
Allegro e loquace. 
Moiad di Siria, dalla guerra fuggito, 
Chiacchiera, scherza e ha un sorriso infinito. 
Florina, Akexandru e Gratiela  
dalla Romania son venuti  
Con tutta la parentela. 



 
Sono bimbi davvero speciali  
Così da noi diversi eppure uguali. 
Sorridiamo alla stessa maniera  
Volentieri faremmo un viaggio in mongolfiera. 
Verremmo ad abbracciarvi tutti quanti  
Senza paura e senza rimpianti. 
 
Vorremmo sconfiggere: fame, malattie e guerre nel mondo  
E stringerci in un abbraccio a tutto tondo  
Rotondo e grande come questo mondo allontanando l’odio profondo. 
 
Vorremmo portare pace e amore  
Ed entrare in ogni cuore.  
Si, siamo diversi e pure uguali, 
Siamo tutti bambini speciali. 
 

           Autore: maestra Mena Bovino e classe 4C scuola Ristori, Napoli. 
 
 

UNO E SETTE 

 
 
Ho conosciuto un bambino che era sette bambini. 
Abitava a Roma, si chiamava Paolo e suo padre era un tranviere. 
Però abitava anche a Parigi, si chiamava Jean e suo padre lavorava in una fabbrica di automobili. 
Però abitava anche a Berlino, e lassù si chiamava Kurt, e suo padre era un professore di 
violoncello. 
Però abitava anche a Mosca, si chiamava Juri, come Gagarin, e suo padre faceva il muratore e 
studiava matematica. 
Però abitava anche a Nuova Vork, si chiamava Jimmy e suo padre aveva un distributore di benzina. 
Quanti ne ho detti? Cinque. Ne mancano due: 



uno si chiamava Ciù, viveva a Shanghai e suo padre era un pescatore; l’ultimo si chiamava Pablo, 
viveva a Buenos Aires e suo padre faceva l’imbianchino. 
Paolo, lean, Kurt, luri, Jimmy, Ciù e Pablo erano sette, ma erano sempre lo stesso bambino che 
aveva otto anni, sapeva già leggere e scrivere e andava in bicicletta senza appoggiare le mani sul 
manubrio. 
Paolo era bruno, Jean biondo, e Kurt castano, ma erano lo stesso bambino. Juri aveva la pelle 
bianca, Ciù la pelle gialla, ma erano lo stesso bambino. Pablo andava al cinema in spagnolo e 
Jimmy in inglese, ma erano lo stesso bambino, e ridevano nella stessa lingua. Ora sono cresciuti 
tutti e sette, e non potranno più farsi la guerra, perché tutti e sette sono un solo uomo. 
 

Tratto da: Gianni Rodari Favole al telefono — Einaudi Ragazzi 
 
 

ENGLISH TRANSLATION 
 

TARGET: EDUCATING OUR CHILDREN TO DIVERSITY 
NAPLES, the 3rd of November 2020 

CLASS 4 C of I.C. RISTORI NAPOLI 
“UNA POESIA INVENTATA E UN TESTO PER RIFLETTERE SULLA DIVERSITÀ” 

TEACHER: Bovino Filomena 
 

• ACTIVITY  1:  
TITLE: POETRY DEDICATED TO THOSE WHO ARE DIFFERENT FROM ME. 
AUTHORS: Teacher MENA And all the pupils of the class 4 C.  
Activities: Writing , remembering and drawing poetry .  

 
• ACTIVITY  2: 

TITLE: ONE AND SEVEN.  
AUTHOR: G. RODARI 
Activities: Listening and reading this tale. Writing what we learned from this tale.  
TIME: activities are carried out in one week. 
 

Gianni Rodari (1920 – 1980) was a teacher, journalist and author of books and television 
programs for children. Well known in Italy as in many foreign countries, 
he contributed to considerably renew the children’s literature. His books have been 
translated into many languages and have received several awards, including, in 1970, 
the international Hans Christian Andersen Award. 

 

 
 

POETRY DEDICATED TO THOSE WHO ARE DIFFERENT FROM ME 
(by teacher Mena and the children of Classroom 4C) 

                      
 
There are special Children in our classroom who are so different from us and yet equal.  
They have coloured skin or it’ s simply a bronzed skin?  
 



Osadion has chocolate skin.  
He comes from sunny Africa. 
He’s cute, funny and so chatty. 
Moiad comes from the war Of Siria, he is very chatty and funny, too.  
Florina, Akexandru e Gratiela came from Romania to Italy with the whole family.  
They aresuch really special children, so different from us and yet equal. 
 
We are smiling in the same way and we would love to take a ride on the hot-air balloon. 
We would come and hug all of you without fear and regret.  
 
We would like to defeat hunger, desease and wars in the world and hug each other completely. 
We would like to give an hug, big and round like this world. 
We would like to defeat the deepest hatred. 
We would like to bring peace and love and enter every heart. 
 
Yes, we are different and also the same, we are all special children.  
               
 
 

A TALE: ONE AND SEVEN  
by G. Rodari 

 
I met a kid who was 7 kids. 
He lived in Rome, his name was Paolo and his father was a tram driver. 
But he also lived in Paris, his name was Jean and his father worked in an automobile factory. 
But he also lived in Berlin, and up there his name was Kurt, and his father was a cello teacher. 
But he also lived in Moscow, his name was Juri, like Gagarin, and his father was a bricklayer and 
studied mathematics. 
But he also lived in New York, his name was Jimmy and his father had a gas station. 
How many have I said? Five. Two are missing:  
one was called Ciù, he lived in Shangai and his father was a fisherman; the last one was called 
Pablo, he lived in Buenos Aires and his father was an house painter. 
Paolo, Jean, Kurt, Juri, Jimmy, Ciù e Pablo were seven, but they were still the same kid who was 
eight years old, he already knew how to read and write and he rode the bicycle without putting his 
hands on the handlebars. 
Paolo was dark, Jean was blond, and Kurt was brown, but they were the same kid. Juri had white 
skin, Ciù had yellow skin, but they were the same kid. 
Pablo went to watch the movies in Spanish and Jimmy in English, but they were the same kid, and 
they laughed in the same language. 
Now all seven have grown up, and they won’t be able to fight each other anymore, because all 
seven are just one man. 
 







 
ANTONIO, 4 C  



 
 



 



 
EMMANUEL, 4 C 
 
 
 





 



 
ERIKA, 4 C 



 

 



 
 



 
 



 
Le gemelle Anna e Rosaria, 4 C 

 
 



 
Salvatore, 4 C 



 
 



 



 
Yelyzaveta, 4 C 
 



 
 



 
Pasquale, 4 C 



 



 



 
Ilaria, 4 C 
 
 


