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JAMES (GIACOMO)

 

 

 

In my long wanderings on foot through the countryside from Friuli I have the habit of accompanying myself to those I meet and talk to provoke confidences. I am called a chatterbox but still it seems that my word is not such as to prevent the speech of others because from every trip I bring home communications important ones that illuminate the landscape with a vivid light step. The little houses in the landscape reveal themselves to me better and in the green fertile countryside I see as well as beautiful indifference which has every manifestation of a law, even passion and lo effort of men whose law is not so evident. I came from Torlano and was walking towards Udine when I ran into Giacomo, a dressed farmer in his thirties even more miserably than the usual peasants. The jacket was frayed and the shirt underneath too. The skin leaking from it there was something modest about it too, almost as if it had been a other dress so sunburnt. To walk better he carried his shoes in his hand and did not seem to avoid his bare feet the stones. He needed a match for his little one pipe and the conversation was started. I don't know what's wrong with him learned from me but here's what I heard from him. I prefer to tell the story in my words first of all to do it shorter and then for the very simple reason that I don't know do otherwise. His lasted until Udine and even beyond because it ended over a glass of wine which I paid for. I don't find that the story cost me too much. Giacomo, in his village, was known as the lazy man. Very soon, already in his early youth he was known to all owners for two quality: That of not working and that of preventing work to others too. We understand how to not work; more it is difficult to understand how one man alone can prevent the I work for as many as 40 others. It is true that in forty it is possible to find allies when you advocate not working. But yes they also find adversaries because there are more people than there are believe that he has the work sickness and that he is preparing for it with the foaming at the mouth seeing only one goal in front of him: That of finish, to finish everything, to finish well. Damn! Humanity works for so many years that some little of such although unnatural trend must have entered our blood. But in there was no trace of Giacomo's blood. He knows his flaw well. He must have noticed it in his poor, emaciated body mistreated and believes that his lack of desire to work is due to him a disease. I had another idea of ​​his tendency and I think he should look like me who works a lot but someone else What. There is an affinity between me and him and that is why the trip is worthwhile Torlano in Udine and beyond was very pleasant for me. To prevent others from working, James carried out an activity of incredible thought. He began by criticizing the provisions taken for work. It involved lowering wine into a cellar. Only he and the owner worked there. How to stop working to the master himself? The first tub had traveled with a certain slowness passing from the wagon onto the road, through a corridor of the house and down into the cellar. Giacomo, all sweaty, he reflected. “You want to come?" the owner asked threateningly. "I was thinking,” said Giacomo, “that the wine is brought first there and then this way; the corridor goes there and the staircase takes you back under the street. Why not make an opening from the street to the cellar and lower the wine directly to the tub?”. The proposal was certainly not too stupid and the master started to discuss it. First of all the cellar was not located directly under the road where it was located the wagon but through an opening it could only be accessed from a side field. Giacomo replied that with certain cautions the the wagon could easily pass over the field. And they went to see. The difference in altitude was not large and could be bridged. And the master said no and Giacomo said yes. And they both had the pipette turned on. And then the master, running out of arguments, declared who believed that a cellar with an opening onto the street would be been damaged in the cold. And Giacomo mentioned the cellars of the surrounding towns which had an opening onto the road. All he mentioned, not forgetting one! Meanwhile the sun was warming the street the wine and the owner ended up getting angry. And Giacomo too. Not much afterwards he went to the tavern with a quarter's worth of money in his pocket day while the master called the women of the house for help and passers-by to save his wine. Giacomo didn't rest at the tavern! He kept on discuss the need to give direct communication with the way to every cellar. And such was his propaganda that now in there was no cellar in the village that did not have this opening. Now who has achieved something actively dedicates himself to something else propaganda. He wants there to be a crane in front of every opening to lower and extract all sorts of heavy goods. He wanted convince me too but, thank God, I have no cellars. One day Giacomo made a golden deal. About forty of them including him had contracted to mow a vast field. There was supposed to be work for a fortnight. They had elected leaders but their powers were not good defined. Giacomo did not lack punctuality and at four o’clock morning he was on site. He began by protesting against the choice of the part from which one had to begin. It had to be done in the morning turn your back to the sun. He was right but the forty men so they had to walk for a good quarter of an hour move to the opposite side which was the furthest from the village. Then he began to refuse the scythe that had been attributed to him. In he generally preferred single handled ones and carried out propaganda so that others would also prefer them. Then, soon, too soon, he felt the need to sharpen his scythe. He proposed several institutes of the everything new on those fields. Two were to be used whole day sharpening the scythes. When he wasn't working he was angry that his neighbors on the right and left continued the Work. Irregularities arose that could not be useful to the good progress of the work. That was notoriously a job what we had to do together or not do it. Otherwise the poor devil who remained behind, through no fault of his own, could mow down the legs of his overzealous companion. The leaders watched Giacomo's thin, never-shaven face was astonished, reddened by the sun and by sincere indignation. It was a man he was in good faith and there was no way to get angry with him! The they offered his entire stake, ready, in cash, if he agreed not to appear the next day. Because if he there was, there was no doubt that the mowing would never end. When they would have reached the end the other side would already have reproduced all the mowed alfalfa and the harvesters would starving, condemned as they were to the contractual wages of 15 days. James hesitated! He had often collected wages without working but had never been paid for not working. “AND if I came every day for a couple of hours to give you some good advise?". So in addition to the pay he had the threat that if in the the following 15 days he passed through there and would have been stoned. He adapted but his fame was destroyed and no one wanted him anymore. The contract from which he had been removed had ended badly; the mowing had taken a full 30 days. The leaders said that a day of living with Giacomo was enough for create among those 40 reapers a dozen Giacomi, quibblers like him and in the end it seemed like a legislative assembly there were many the new proposals that were swarming to regulate the mowing of a field. Giacomo became a nomad. Only under this condition could he find work. He had his pockets full of certificates because everyone they gave it to him just to get rid of him as soon as possible. So it passed all of Friuli, Carnia, Veneto, always dreaming of finding a well organized work. However, he was so specialized in the criticism that did not know how to remain silent even when he did not had something to do with it. So not a car went by without him criticizing the way how it was loaded. He was sent to hell and he he continued his wanderings without paying too much attention. Self but he believed he was right then he was capable of getting himself done two but he had to tell her his reasons. He had to pass next to a wagon loaded as high as he would have could have been crushed by it. Then he raised his voice and his sonorous Celtic dialect took on epic gaits. He was capable to also appeal to the police. And he only needed it as a pretext danger he faced. The intimate reason that animated him was hatred for poorly organized work. And he told me: «When we are born unfortunate! I never hurt anyone or everyone they hate me because I want to put things in order and because I can’t suffer a job that started badly!». It wasn't the first time he came to Udine; it was the second. He came there for the first time look for some rest: Udine was quite a city populous and he could have rested before everyone they had hated him. It was the offer of an extraordinary position that came to him hometown for which he left Udine for the first time. «It was about a job" he confessed candidly to me "in which there was nothing to do. Now I like the job but I thought if I found a work for which it was not necessary to work certainly had to be a well organized job and therefore I accepted it with enthusiasm.” He left Udine and with ten hours of good walking reached his destination native country. He loved walking. “Others may believe,” he said «that moving on wheels is an improvement in comparison when moving on one's legs. I do not! I think it's a way to rest that of moving." It took him three days to do those ten hours of walking. He remembered that in Chiavris a large stone thrown by someone hidden behind a wall it passed to him in front of the nose. If it had hit his head though hard would have fallen apart. «And yet I don’t have it in Chiavris never worked. There are a lot of bad people in this world. Perhaps they didn't know me. Yet I have a suspicion. I worked one once with a worker who should live in Chiavris. But not I think it was him... because I did it for his good. He was employed permanently to a grocer and they took me as adventitious because instead of a windmill that usually worked to grind paint you had to work for a few days two. My God! It was a job that sucked! Use a human soul to spin, turn a wheel to produce a thread of poorly mixed paint. It wasn't easy to get a electric scooter now that electric power costs almost nothing. Nothing? I stayed at that mill for a day and a half and that was it I had such contempt for my work that it couldn’t proceed. My partner listened to me ecstatically. He too was beginning to understand what a moped would do shot, shot without thinking much about it. They sent me away when I called the owner to explain my idea to him. Me he found me smoking in front of my rickety wheel. I had my arm was in pain and I was waiting for the owner and the scooter. Who he might have guessed that the master was very busy which would have taken two hours to match mine call? As soon as he came he immediately sent me away shouting also because everyone in this world has a mania for defame poor people. He said that the value of the goods ground did not cover my wages. It must be stuff that it's cheap then I said. Now in that grocery store they have the scooter but I had no benefit from my good idea nor my companion because he was sent away for a few days after me". So poor Giacomo also had to suffer a attack. "Like a king," he said with some complacency. «Yet the king», I said, «does not refuse to supervise works poorly organized”. In short, Giacomo returned to his native country blessed there they had called back because they had a lot of time to think about it up, he sometimes suffered from nostalgia. He wasn't called to one too splendid location. He would have had no salary only a bed and enough to eat. That sufficiently meant only polenta or almost. But love of patriotism and the curiosity to learn about a job where you don’t there was a need to work they induced poor Giacomo to long walk. A stone's throw from his hometown, on a hill, the highest after Udine towards Carnia, there was the house of Mr. Vais a small elegant villa where the old gentleman lived, his wife and some maidservants. The son was studying in Padua. Shortly thereafter hidden from the sight of anyone passing by on the street master there were the vast stables and further still, in the middle in the fields a vast farmhouse, old decrepit that one.
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