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  Youcanprint Self-Publishing




  So You Want To Be A Writer (by Charles Bukowski)




  if it doesn't come bursting out of you




  in spite of everything,




  don't do it.




  unless it comes unasked out of your




  heart and your mind and your mouth




  and your gut,




  don't do it.




  if you have to sit for hours




  staring at your computer screen




  or hunched over your




  typewriter




  searching for words,




  don't do it.




  if you're doing it for money or




  fame,




  don't do it.




  if you're doing it because you want




  women in your bed,




  don't do it.




  if you have to sit there and




  rewrite it again and again,




  don't do it.




  if it's hard work just thinking about doing it,




  don't do it.




  if you're trying to write like somebody




  else,




  forget about it.




  if you have to wait for it to roar out of




  you,




  then wait patiently.




  if it never does roar out of you,




  do something else.




  if you first have to read it to your wife




  or your girlfriend or your boyfriend




  or your parents or to anybody at all,




  you're not ready.




  don't be like so many writers,




  don't be like so many thousands of




  people who call themselves writers,




  don't be dull and boring and




  pretentious, don't be consumed with self-




  love.




  the libraries of the world have




  yawned themselves to




  sleep




  over your kind.




  don't add to that.




  don't do it.




  unless it comes out of




  your soul like a rocket,




  unless being still would




  drive you to madness or




  suicide or murder,




  don't do it.




  unless the sun inside you is




  burning your gut,




  don't do it.




  when it is truly time,




  and if you have been chosen,




  it will do it by




  itself and it will keep on doing it




  until you die or it dies in you.




  there is no other way.




  and there never was.




  All the facts, places, people mentioned in this book are real.




  Mitakuye Oyasin


  


  We are all connected




  (https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Mitakuye_Oyasin)




  “The people we love never die. I carved a special place inside my heart where I nested my loved ones who moved on to a different dimension. I talk to them from my heart in the moment of joy, sorrow, or when I have challenges facing my life, or just because I want to talk and feel them close once again. Accepting death as a passage, not feeling as something that suggests the end of something. The death of a caterpillar is the beginning of life for a beautiful butterfly.”




  This book is dedicated to my daughter Maria Aurora and my wife Francesca for their Love and support.




  To my mom Maria Teresa who taught me the love for music, art, and writing. To my dad Narciso who passed me the virus of photography. Both have gone to a different dimension, but still live in my heart. In that very special place where they’ll never die.




  To Karen Rodolfo Monica Magdalene and Roger .My real true friends in America.




  TIMELINE OF THE EVENTS NARRATED




  Timeline of the events on this book:




  This story has a timeline that I will try to explain briefly:




  First trip to the States: October 15th 1979.




  Arrival in Miami : October 18th 1979




  From 1979 to 1985 Lived in the Hollywood Fort Lauderdale Miami Beach areas. (Except for six months in 1982 spent in Knoxville Tennessee for the World’s Fair.)




  From 1986 to 1994 Back to Italy . (The boat accident in the Everglades on November 8th 1986 happened during a photo assignment I had from an Italian photo agency while I was in Florida for 15 days)




  From October 1994 to November 1995 back to the States in Hollywood California where I joined my friend ( Rodolfo) who opened a restaurant there.




  From November 1994 to August 1997 back to Hollywood Florida, brief working experience as a driver and then back to the taxi. This time it was Yellow Cab Co. of Fort Lauderdale.




  July 16th 1996. I became an American Citizen.




  August 1997 Back to Italy where I reside and work as a street photographer and a writer




  AUTHOR’S NOTE




  With the intent of not getting the reader bored, I thought to insert here and there, in between the taxi’s tales, some episodes of my life as a photojournalist.




  The reader will find some stories when I first started my career as a war photographer.




  I dodged bullets and avoided land mines in the Serb Croatian war. I risked my life in the occupied territories in the Holy Land and in the Gaza’s Strip.




  I was willing to put my life on the first line just to take a photo.




  Not Anymore.




  Today as a father, as a husband, I wouldn’t do that for a million dollars.




  I love taking street photos of people now but I am still nurturing a dream: to make this book become a movie.




  “The future belongs to those who believe in the beauty of their dreams” I will never stop dreaming. There is too much Love and positive energy in dreams.




  Thanks to the readers. I hope you’ll Enjoy reading it as much as I did enjoy writing it.




  Any comment will be welcome . Find me on Google plus, Facebook, Twitter, Linkedin using my real name, or send me an email at :piodalcin@gmail.com, or just Google my name. I like to think that I am the “Nutella” of the web, spread everywhere. Life is too short to hide, so if you decide to go social do not be afraid to show who you really are.




  PREFACE




  “The future belongs to those who believe in the beauty of their dreams”




  This is a true story. The story of a country boy who wants to travel to know, to understand, to learn and confront himself with the world and its people. He lives his hometown of five thousand nested in the province of Treviso, in north eastern Italy on the day he turned twenty three, and flies to the USA , Florida, Miami. He wants to know the way of life, the trends, the curious habits of its people.




  The initial enthusiasm clashes with the hard reality of the search for a job.




  Six months in America and the tourist visa expires and our hero goes into hiding and that’s when the real story begins. Like a small eagle out of his nest for the first time, trying the thrill of flight. He must look out for the winds, the rocks, the predators.




  I always believed in my dreams. The most wonderful adventure that can happen in a person’s life is to have a dream and see it happen. Life becomes a path designed to reach the goal. The choice of following your own dream comes with a price tag though. You must be willing to endure some sacrifices. It is like climbing a mountain one step at the time, without turning around to check on the road already travelled but looking ahead to the road that lies ahead . Those who have hiked a mountain’s trail know that. It doesn’t pay to start the trail at a fast pace and having to stop ten minutes later to gasp for air. Many are the difficulties, as many are the satisfactions, the delusions and the successes .




  The pleasure of climbing remains intact. The reward is the breathtaking view you’ll see upon reaching the top.




  Photography and writing two equal and different ways of expressing your emotions and make them public so that everyone can benefit from them somehow.




  The people, the street’s names, the places you will encounter in this humble book are all true. Nothing is invented, as reality often surpasses the fantasy.




  I did so many jobs in my life that it would take a whole book just to describe them in full. Two were the jobs that helped me in realizing my dream : being a photojournalist had me travel the world and getting to know it better, being a taxi driver has given me the opportunity to meet thousands of people and understand their emotions, dreams, fears, and all the feelings that are part of human nature.




  When people get in the taxi they feel they can open up as if they were in a confessional or laying on the “shrink’s” bed. They know that chances to meet again with that particular taxi driver are very slim. They know that by living and working on the streets you acquire a kind of “street wisdom” that is not taught in any school.




  I had people crying, laughing telling me their stories in ten minutes, asking me for advice, cussing, smoking, using drugs, dressing, undressing, drinking passing out, counting money, trying to escape without paying or giving me huge tips, people trying to rob me and women who wanted to take me home. When I started my day as a taxi driver I always had the same attitude as if I was going to see a movie and the script was unfolding right on the back seat of my Yellow Cab.




  It was just a great feeling of freedom being able to pick the hours in which I wanted to work, the area where I wanted to work. Nobody was telling what to do, I was a young Italian working in a wonderful place, working hard and having fun. What else could have I asked for?




  You will find some of these stories , both about the photojournalist and the taxi driver that I tried to tell using simple words.




  CHAPTER ONE “The soul would have no rainbow if the eyes had no tears”


  NEW YORK TO MIAMI




  I choose the day of my twenty third birthday to fly to the USA for the first time in my life. I wanted to remember it as an epic day in my life’s history.




  I still have vividly in my eyes the image of the large red sun that was quickly setting behind the New York ,Manhattan’s skyline as I was approaching the Big Apple from the JFK in the back seat of a checker cab.




  I didn’t know what was expecting me in the jungle. Emotions were running fast from my guts to my heart and to my throat strangling me with a knot I could not get rid of.




  The New York’s skyscrapers were getting bigger and closer, forcing me to look up as we approached and reached the hotel I booked on Washington Square, below, towards Wall Street.




  I found the hotel for the two nights I stayed in New York at a travel agency. They assured me it was “economic and safe”.




  Two nights there and then I would have reached my final destination in North Miami Beach, 2741 N.E. 214th Terrace , where Caesar Roma , brother of my grandmother was waiting for me.




  He emigrated to the USA in 1918 at the age of eighteen along with his six brothers. Catherina his sister was the only one who didn’t go to America but remained in Italy to take care of her aging parents.




  Caesar and his brothers opened an Italian bakery in Allentown Pa. Later each one of the brothers would have taken a different road in different parts of the Country.




  He choose Florida after retiring from the State Railway’s System where he was employed for a few decades.




  Before that he was a chauffeur for a business man in New York till the crack of 1929 sent him in bankruptcy among many others that year.




  Uncle Caesar has offered me his hospitality in Miami Beach, where he lived with Louise, his wife that was affected by a severe case of Alzheimer disease. She was born in the US but her family was originally from the Saint Vito a small town in the Dolomites in Italy.




  The reason to leave Italy was given to me by the fact that Angela, a girlfriend I had spent a few month with in Cortina d’Ampezzo , left me broken hearted. I met her while working at the hotel De La Poste she was working at the Hotel Italia.




  Caesar was in Italy, spending the summer at my parents’ home when I came back from the hotel . I was really down. I could not get over the fact that Angela wasn’t around anymore.




  “Why don’t you come to visit me in Miami Pio?” suggested the old man.




  “You can stay as long as you wish. When your love pain will be over you can always decide if you want to come back to Italy or stay in America.”




  After he was gone back I thought of the proposal he had made to me and decided that it was now or never. I picked the day: my birthday. I needed a new start and the curiosity of seeing the USA for the first time was really strong.




  As I mentioned I booked the hotel from Italy. The place was located in Washington Square and wasn’t expensive at all.




  I had chosen it from the travel agency that recommended it.




  There were not portals like “Booking” or “Trip Advisor” in the Eighties where you can choose the right place based on the comments and ratings of previous guests. You booked and hoped for the best.




  There were a few pictures of the joint, but I would had never imagined that I was going to spend the two nights with one eye open ,and a few roaches wandering about ,scared as much as I was by the continue noises and screams coming from the corridors and from outside of the hotel I picked with my own hand.




  Nevertheless the impact with the Big Apple was extremely positive. I fell in love immediately with the “City that never sleeps”.




  New York was lively and full of people that seemed always to walk as if they were late for something. The sidewalks were packed with people of all races and ages and the streets were jammed with yellow taxis and busses, trucks, emergency vehicles




  Running about in the colorful confusion that was Manhattan.




  I loved observing how Fifth Avenue filled up with people around nine o’clock in the morning. From a higher point of observation, around Saint Patrick’s Church looking south, I could see people’s heads going up and down like a huge human wave in the shade of the skyscrapers that closed the Avenue in like a trees’ forest.




  Every corner had a different scene. Some were playing a sax or were begging, others went around with a cardboard announcing the imminent end of the world. The three cards’ game seemed a popular one to attract the distracted tourist and take their money easily. The break dance was also popular and to me was a real magnet I could not resist. Those youngsters were really cool with the figures they designed at the sound of music right in the middle of the sidewalk.




  Hot sellers were doing business with their smoking trolleys filled up with sauces of every kind while some drunken homeless dude were carelessly walking on top of the ever present and ever smoking street sewers.




  I spent those two days visiting the classical tourist places like the Empire State Building, the Statue of liberty, the Twin Towers Time Square and Central Park.




  One of the best sensations I still have, was when I went on top of the Empire State Building just half an hour before sunset. I enjoyed the panorama of the City seen from up above, just in the very heart of it, as the daylight gave in into the night and the city lights were coming up, increasing in number and intensity as the minutes went by.




  When it was dark I was surrounded by a feast of thousands of artificial light looking down. I could see the long dark stretches of the Avenues and Streets intersecting and the cars’ lights, the skyscrapers’ light, the office buildings’ lights. There were lights everywhere and New York was powering up for its night life.




  I will not write the details of my two nights in New York but all I can share with the reader is that I did not sleep much during my staying there, and had a lot of fun.




  I was ready to go to Florida early in the morning. Couldn’t wait to see if it was as I always imagined from the pictures I saw and from the tales Caesar had told me when he was in Italy.




  The first sensation I remember about Miami and Florida was the heat. I’m not talking about the basketball team. The day was October the 18th and when I exited the airport’s terminal kept as cool as a freezer I had a terrible sensation like some hot punch had just hit me in the face. The scorching heat seemed to start from the sidewalk and came up my body like a wave, stopping at my mouth and blocking my respiratory ways:




  “Great start” I thought as I was negotiating my fare to North Miami Beach with the cab driver. Caesar was almost eighty years old and although he was still driving an old model of convertible Cadillac, he wouldn’t dare fighting the I-95 traffic from North Miami Beach to MIA. He told me that it was best for me to catch a cab ride.




  It was an half an hour ride and I observed the palm trees. First palm trees of my life. They seemed like they were made of cement. They were grey! I’m talking about the tree’s body of course. That was terrible for me. I spent my entire childhood drawing palm trees with the little beach and the hammock .They had always had a brown body, and now, faced with reality 101 I was discovering that they were grey.




  I was looking outside from the car window that was naturally closed because the common minimum denominator of Florida I had just discovered: Air Conditioning everywhere, at maximum level.




  I had the opportunity to notice, later on during the months, that for people living in Florida, both natives and tourists, that it was impossible to live without air conditioning. I wasn’t used to this “modern comfort” and I would have never fell in love with it. I like the ceiling’s fans a lot more that moved the air giving a “real” sensation of fresh air without the risk of getting a cold caused by the sudden changes of temperatures.




  Today we use the A.C. in Italy due to a widespread of a tropical heat that has been extending to our Continent. Back in the Eighties, when this story unfolds it wasn’t all that popular as it is now.




  I was glad to discover that Caesar did not like using it either and had ceiling fans throughout the house. He lived in a small, one floor house, surrounded by a beautiful garden of avocadoes trees, tangerines, grapefruits and mangoes. The soil, I noticed was made of grey sand, grey like the palm trees.




  I settled into the small but cute room that Caesar had prepared for me. It all seemed so strange to me, so different, so unreal . In a few hours from the cold of New York I was caught in the heat of Miami and I was trying to realize where I was exactly while the radio was constantly playing the Bee Gees songs from the Saturday Night Fever success.




  Few days later I was looking for a job. I knew it wasn’t going to be easy and nobody would have helped me in the process of finding one. I also had to deal with my disability; I was limping and my left hand was partially paralyzed. I was determined to find something, even if I had no driving license and no car to drive. The odds were really against me, but I was stubborn and I searched in the areas where I could walk to work.




  I got lucky when the Broward County Fair took over the parking lot of the nearby Gulfstream Race Track that was just across the street from my house, on US1 and Hallandale Beach Boulevard.




  I found a job there. I had to assist the people who wanted to play a game of tossing ping-pong balls with their hands into a square container divided in six rows. The game ended when one of the players placed four balls in a row.




  What I had to do was to collect the money (one dollar per game) and make sure they had enough ping-pong balls to play. A very simple job. I did it for the ten days that the Broward County Fair lasted. From twelve noon till midnight, twelve hours nonstop.




  I had made about three hundred dollars and I was so happy. I kept counting the money over and over. It was a great feeling: my first three hundred dollars. The Fair was over and I had to look for another job .




  The next day I read on the classified that there was a bakery looking for someone to wash pots and pans. From three a.m. till eight o’clock a.m.; five hours. I accepted the job but I lasted only one week.




  The sugar’s crusts on the bottom of the pans I had to wash were too much of a challenge at three o’clock a.m. When I got my first’s week paycheck I left.




  Next day I was working at a drive through convenience store. People would drive up the window and told me what they needed. I filled up the paper bag and got the money from them before handing the grocery back (to avoid runaways). I was making one hundred and twenty five bucks a week, not much, I know, but I was doing something.




  I was in the US with a tourist visa that was going to last six months. What could have I pretended? I had to keep a low profile and stay away from trouble. If the Immigration Office would have caught me I would have been sent back to Italy. I did not want to blow away my chance of staying there. I loved it in South Florida and in particular I loved the area where I was living those first two months: Hallandale.




  To make some extra money I worked nights at the Voyager Motel around 163rd street and US1. It wasn’t easy al all to manage two jobs in the same day.
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