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It is not rich who has so much
but is rich who gives.

                                         Matteo
Giannasso


  





  





  




Warning!

There may be some translation error. We wanted to give
everyone the opportunity to read our book. 
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Since I remember I was
never someone. Someone who counts in this company, I mean. But I
know who I am. I may also be a poor man, or as they often call me,
a bitch, but at least I try to be just, without enriching myself
behind others. Others like me have not always been this way, living
on the street, before they had a life. You can not say the same to
me, it was almost a choice, I would say.


  Closing my eyes again I myself several years earlier. I dare
say I was a nice guy. 
I kept my black hair
always clean and tidy, while now they are long and dirty. 
My face was a bright pink,
while I'm now a deadly white, forced to hide in the shadows. The
best part of me, I think, is the eyes, resembling a clear blue sky.
It is thanks to them that the people when they look at me see
something magnificent, as well as a man reduced to misery and
destroyed in the soul.


  Not that he does not have the strength, but this world is
too bad. And that's why I'm in this situation.

As I said, now I only love my eyes, the only beautiful thing I
am left, inherited by my father. Yeah, my dad.

When I was eighteen, my father told me to look for a job, not
to complete my studies. And I dreamed of becoming a lawyer, and
defending who really deserved it!

  I said good-bye to my dreams and did as he said. I had to do
it, he and my mother both had a job, but they were exploited and
poorly paid by their boss. Bad and greedy people hardly find it
more than him. I'm talking to you about Stuart Ivan Jackson, or how
he was hiding under his breath, "disgusted snout". This is because
of a rebel who, a good day, tired of seeing him open his mouth just
to feel absurd demands, with a knife struck him diagonally on his
ugly nose. From that moment on, Mr. Stuart Ivan Jackson became even
more irascible, and the one who had dared to hit him, besides being
beaten to blood, ended up in prison for the rest of his days, this
because of the contacts he had. And I did not want to call him with
the full name, including Mr., the risk was not to be paid for a
week. Was this one of the many stupid rules he was imposing on, and
I would have to submit to one such ?!

  Yet my parents, like so many others who worked for him,
making sacrifices and keeping their heads low, kept that job. And
the job was to keep the palace in which he lived, clean his immense
garden, or simply to satisfy his most useless demands.

  It was a period of great crisis, and of course the big boss
took advantage of it. Not that he could not afford to get more
money, but he preferred to stay in his pocket, and at the slightest
rebellion he was dismissed at half-word.

I hated this, but what could I do ?!

  The worst thing was when my father asked me to work for him!
I hated that man more than anything else, and I could not bear the
injustices, knowing that the world was full. It was stronger than I
was, I could not do anything.

  Behind my dad, I followed him into the snoozed office. And
here he is, sitting in a comfortable red armchair, making us a sign
of sitting down, showing a laughing smile, making the scar on his
mouth even more grotesque. Being in the evening, his face was
immersed in the light of the candles, resting on golden
candlesticks. She used her to conceal, at least for a while, her
condemnation, preferring it to the normal light of the lamps. She
always looked serious, or worse angry, hardened even more by her
thick black eyebrows and inexpressive gray eyes. Nothing to say
about the few hair left in the head, which made it look older than
it actually was. I looked around the room. Ceremonial strange masks
immediately jumped to the eye. There was a stifling warmth inside
there, thanks to the beautifully finished fireplace, to the right
where the big head was sitting, even though it was almost out of
order.

  "Mr. Stuart Ivan Jackson, he's my son" said my father,
pointing at me with a tone too kind. The ugly muzzle got up and
squatted from head to toe, then made a laughing sound.

  "My dear Jonathan, you know it can be fine if he does what
he has to do without bothering!"

  "Certainly Mr. Stuart Ivan Jackson, and my son knows me
well" my father was stunned, looking at me with a hard look,
imposing on me to be silent and subdue me.

  "Well then, tomorrow will clean the stables. Now go!"

<< Goodnight, Mr. Stuart Ivan Jackson >> the
greeted my father, doing a bow. Muzzle disfigured not beats
eyelash. Then looked at me, expected did the same. Again my father
looked at me with look severe. Faeces the bow, wishing good night.
Then there slammed the door in the face. In the way back to me
imbattei again, as well as when we were entered, in many guards
personal of my new head. In impeccable suit black, they kept all
between the hands a rifle ak-47. Out of tune a bit, immersed in
that luxury, where to master did red. View from outside the huge
abode resembled the version the dramatic and almost horror of the
White House of the President of the United States, as it was
painted r
ed well from outside, and
the ugly stories that circulated on the owner we
lived.



  
 As it was to be so rich
think? Descended from a family of assassins on commission. Larger
crimes of American history have been made from them, starting from
the civil war and ending the generation of Stuart Ivan Jackson. He
doesn't have continued this "career", inheriting the immense
assets, and preferring to make proud of his ancestors in other
ways. I and my father returned silent at home. I felt more down
than ever, was waiting for me a sad future. And here we are in
front of my House. A common palace yellow, among other hundreds.
After all new York was full of buildings, very high buildings.
Sometimes not you could see the end, so they were high. And I loved
new York, the city more alive in the world, and I always thought
that it is the center of it. 
  
Lived near the lung of
this city, the Central Park, a huge green space. And I have heard
that many have lost them inside, no longer able to find the exit
alone. That night slept pure evil, thought to do from servant to
muzzle disfigured made me crazy. 



  
Tomorrow morning, during
breakfast, my father me a beautiful lecture. I i'd figured out that
I had to starmene good and shut up, but was not just do it. However
promised that there I tried. My mother but not he told me anything.
Had a character mild her, often suffered also from my father.
Regarding my father I can't place it on the side of the right, or
vice versa. It was just what the agreed. It was the momeno to work.
I touched really clean the stables. The huge stables. That
moneybags had fifteen horses thoroughbred, that she held only for
them resell priced very high. I don't sorry to do so, I could do
the work more humble on this earth, if the person so I had to work
was good heart. And the other hand, here I am working for a slimy
worm. You will stay asking why mad has so much with him, even if
personally I did not done nothing. Well, now we arrive. Tired out,
after clean for a full day, I sat down two minutes to the ground
for breath, and here is front that ugly face. 



  
<< raised boy,
finished here you switch to clean the pool >> 


<< let me rest only two minutes ... >> replied I,
but I said, just as I was expecting. 

<< careful not to get me angry, boy, row at work!
>> shouted him, looking full hate. I got up and I went to the
pool. I had a terrible back pain, but  continued to work. I
couldn't get out until I finished, and now the sun was dropped from
a piece. James Darwin, a boy african american, finished his turn,
instead of choose to leave at home in stand came to help me. left
me without words. Sometimes the goodness human leaves me so. 

<< Oliver, now you have risked, you must be careful
>> told me looking at me, and I noticed that had an ear
mutilated. 

<< has been him ?! >> I asked him, almost
screaming. 

<< sshh! >> answered him, looking around, <<
if he is not within the vicinity refer guards to him >>. I
looked around with the heart throat, actually two guards there were
looking. We continued to work in silence. other sunrise, other day
of work. And I am this time to collect the fallen leaves. Even an
hour work after that I saw one thing that I sconvolse. My mother,
which at that time was giving to eat fish of small lake, was grip
and accompanied by two guards inside the house, and often was
pushed. 
I turned in my father, who
was working next to me.



  
 << that's going
on?! >> scream


 << continue to work >> is limited to tell me, and
continued his work as if nothing was. << are you kidding?!
>> racing I courses towards the house, but I was stopped by
two guards at the entrance. 

<< where do you think to go, scrawl? >> asked me
laughing the type with teeth wide and bangs painted blonde.

 << why have resulted in my mother to force?! >>
the scream in the face. 

<< most likely the head you wanted to entertain ahahah
>> I answered the other guard, without hair and a mustache
from true french. 

<< that does this mean?! >> I asked desperate.


<< back to work, if you don't want him the face of evil!
dares to try again and you can bet that will! >> then I came
up an old ladies, it was Sean Douglas, a Scottish that worked here
before anyone else. 

<< come on, I need a hand with the equipment >>. I
limited to watch. Had the face dug from wrinkles and beautiful blue
eyes just like my. Told me to help you put some towels above to
cars vintage closed in a huge garage. The head not made miss really
nothing. While the helped I noticed that Sean lacked a finger. Him
if he noticed. << if you you're asking, Yes, it was him. And
in all these years not I never disobeyed! >> << and why
did then?! >> I asked amazed. 

<< after ten years after here he leaves you an indelible
mark, or you removed, as in my case, something ... >> told
Sean voice tired, indicating the space where would have had to be a
ring. 

<< does it for US to understand that belong to him. To
those who do something before had it is because the missed respect
>>. 

<< then also to my parents did something like?! >>
I asked afraid. Sean said nothing, merely to cover the car with
tarpaulin white. << that are doing to my mother, Sean?!
>> I asked angry. He had to know. 

<< is better than you don't know, son ... >>
answered him with item afflicted. 

<< please Sean, tell me! >> he came to me, and I
saw him cry, << you will have noticed that in addition to
Elisabeth here we also work other women. But Mr. Stuart Ivan
Jackson prefer to the other because she is the most beautiful
>>. 

<< and then? >> I asked me, with a mixture of
anger and fear. << be ... the takes against her will ... I
don't know if I did you know ...>>

 << me you're saying that the rapes?!?! >>
bisbigliai me. I realized that I had no voice to scream. I was left
upset. More of the fingers cut and ears mutilated. Sean not worthy
of a response, staying in silence, even if it to me it seemed that
screamed, because the head seemed explode. I had to do just
something. But before I could move Sean I grabbed a arm. 

<< stop! so put only in danger you and your mother! the
minimum action that you do you find yourself full of holes!
>> 

<< but I do I have! >> I insisted. Seemed to be
collapsed in my worst nightmare. 

<< Oliver, it's all useless, listen! and then it is not
Mica the first time that happens! >> in the latter revelation
for little faint. Stagger and Sean I held before I could fall. My
mother, my poor mom, which suffered violence of that pork, not only
mentally, but also to physically! I was feel sick. This time I
cried I, tears I bagnarono the face. There was no way out. The
minimum reaction would cost dear, Sean was right. 

Several hours later, I saw my mother exit from the house and
go to feed to fish in the small lake, just where had broken. When I
felt arrive wiped quickly eyes. He cried. Silent. I realized that
remained just this be done. Taking into my head low to hide the
reddened eyes asked me if I was well. 

<< ask me if i'm well ...>> looking around. A
guard full of tattoos depicting snakes observed every our movement.


<< it's all affixed >> tried to reassure me, with
a smile that I skald the heart.

 << I go back to work ... >> and I went to step
quickly. Tomorrow morning I was the first to get up from the bed. I
dressed and waited that my parents did the same. I saw first my
mother, had the air cut down, but I gave the same a smile, thing I
did my father. 

<< Oliver, yesterday was missing little that there you
put all trouble! >>

 << Jonathan, please ... >> intervened my mother.


<< no Elisabeth, must understand it! we set of rules and
should be respected, for every cost! >> snapped my father. It
was more furious than ever. But now was up to me talk.

 << now just! there we treat as of pieces by a lousy
worm full of money! I could accept as there is and everything else,
but what does the mom! >> I was out of me rage, the worst
thing was that my father would suffer still and yet. I had enough.


<< Oliver, not understand the severity of the situation!
>> growled my father.

 << are you who do not understand! >> I had to
make him change idea, I should not be more back at that place, nor
I nor them, we were all three too young for destroy us so. <<
those money we serve! I understand that not only we lose the house,
having no longer a roof on the head, but we would end in the middle
of the street, and in this period of crisis there are other places
where to go!>> 

<< better without a home and in the middle of the road,
rather than lose the dignity in this way! I don't I will be back
more from muzzle scarred, and even you should you! We will find
something else, there be able!>> hope with all myself to be
able to convince them. 

<< Oliver ... >> thundered my father, then it
seemed to reflect on what to say. Maybe there is still hope, I
thought. << it to you the decision, or you will be with US by
Mr.Stuart Ivan Jackson, or you do you can also go home, since you
prefer to choose the dignity to a roof on the head! You don't
realize how much are important those money! >> my father
couldn't say seriously! How could have reduced that ?! Its same
wife was violated under his own eyes! I looked at my mother, who
returned gaze. 

<< Oliver, please ... >> I begged her. For a
moment I thought to give up, but the memory of what he had suffered
from that ugly face of his head I don't went down!

 << well! >> I cried in my father, 
<< If you prefer to
stay there to be subject to do well, I don't there will be back
ever more, I prefer to live free, who die oppressed! You think only
for the money, how to your damn head! Don't understand that the
money are the poison of life ?! Have reduced your head a fiend and
you are becoming well you! >> 



  
<< how dare you to
talk so! screamed my father, not had ever seen so angry. But I had
no fear, I decided to make me feel, before you go away forever.




  
<< you wanted well,
I wanted to good to both! >> I said, watching my mother, who
broke out in a crying, putting your hands on the face, << but
will stay to watch, it I am I going corrupt as all of you from that
poison Green so inviting! Will stay poor, not I will have nothing,
but I will be free, free to decide my choices! farewell !! >>
and gradually that I made this monologue my voice became
increasingly strong, and I taken of courage to get out really of
the House. 



  
Looked for the last time
my parents. My father, Jonathan Johnson, we were two water
droplets, he had inherited those beautiful blue eyes that I loved
much. And my mother, Elisabeth Brown, the one that I had done this
difficult choices. Don't make me corrupt from the money, becoming a
bad person, and not sottomettermi never to anyone, for any reason.
Looked for the last time you too, before going. It was a lady very
nice, with long blond hair thoughtful and green eyes water that
made it fragile and honest at first sight. This is that I took from
her. Without say more a word I opened the door, I made a sigh and
me the closed behind. Already I had regret what I said and done.
But if there was one thing that could give me strength were clouds!
The I loved the madness, the loved, I lost in them. Looking up, in
front of me there was a huge cloud, which seemed a cross between
cotton candy and whipped cream white. Really don't tell you the
force that gave me. I felt better, refreshed. So I walked in that
day sunny, and when the strength was less me fermavo to observe
that cloud so amazing, and i went on, not to turn back. 
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