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To my grandchildren wishing them  a bright future and hoping they will  keep in mind that you can risk of going back  if you forget where you are coming from Orazio Boccia


 




Preface


	Benito Benedini


	National President of the “Cavalieri del Lavoro” Federation


	If anyone who, reading this volume without any particular interest, thought they might have come across a ˝run-of-the mill˝ story about firms, they would be pleasantly surprised. First of all because the events of a company are always unique and unusual, and even if sometimes it can appear just the opposite, it probably depends on the way they are narrated or on the relative amount of the period of work described in the enterprise.


	Therefore the misunderstanding in this case would be double.


	First of all because the man Orazio Boccia is not a common person (really outstanding). He is the typical self-made man, but, as anyone who “risen to the top from a bad start in life” he has a background in life made of daily struggles for survival, of anecdotes where comic and dramatic aspects coexist, “sliding doors” when a choice or sometimes even a random coincidence, can determine the way to success or misfortune of a person, not depending on that person’s worth.


	This is what we can learn from Orazio Boccia: “My misfortune has been the key to my success”. The love for risks comes from the what he went through as a young child  in the years of conflicts and soon after the end of the Second World War, when you seem trapped by your own miserable destiny, Neapolitan urchin among Neapolitan urchins, fatherless at 11 and then sent, by the political party of the time, to an orphanage, where the rules were so strict that it was called “a cage”.


	It is not the future entrepreneur, but more precisely this man, Orazio, who shaped his own destiny... And if I am allowed to say it, stories of life as it is his own, give once more the idea of how it is selective and based on merits the path to become a ˝Cavaliere del Lavoro˝ for an entrepreneur.


	We are proud of him. We know that many other men, like Orazio, have contributed to create, although in bad and good events, in difficulties and different problems in specific areas of the country, a typical Italian industry that has placed Italy in the position of one of the most important economic countries in the world.


	We are living in a difficult period of time. Not only Italy, but all the Western countries, have to cope with the new aggressive commercial behaviour  of Countries which are redefining the traditional balance of the world economical power, and in such a crisis, that can be similar, even if different in reasons, to the one which came about  in the thirties.


	The example, Orazio and men like him give us, shows that any challenge can be successful. Perseverance, ingenuity and determination, even if concerning different models of innovation in enterprises, in which  competitiveness is measured in team work  and acting, are a heritage of our behaviour in enterprises. In a word, it is what defines our people






 


	Preface


	
Vincenzo De Luca   Mayor of Salerno



	Orazio Boccia. An honest worker, a brave man.


















	I introduce with a special pleasure this booklet in which Orazio Boccia tells us about his extraordinary life: born in a very poor family, lived in an orphanage, became a successful entrepreneur.


	A life’s course that the Author describes through emblematic events, meeting of people, tips of wisdom, learnt at the university of life. The structure is the one of an autobiographic diary, the style is clear, the plot is involving. The reader can see the running of Orazio Boccia’s life and be won over.


	Orazio Boccia’s story is a model and I am really delighted that He, himself, overcoming his own privacy, had the idea to publish it. There are some bonds that represent a moral and civil heritage, which I hope it will be completely understood and learnt ˝in toto˝ especially by new generations. Orazio Boccia is an honest person, a tireless worker, a generous man. He admits to have experienced hunger in the years of his childhood and youth. But there was such a dignity in his poverty that in restrictions and solidarity it was possible to find reasons for hope and efforts to build a better future, for himself, his family, his own friends and collaborators.


	A vivid sense of justice and rebellion against moral and social injustice of any type is a characteristic of his own. A man who does not bow down to of any arrogance, who does not surround in front of adversities, who deals with people of power in respectfulness, not in obsequiousness.


	And moreover his innovative genius, his intuition of investing in new machinery and new technology giving value to professional power. Such kind of attitudes have brought his firm, also with a valid cooperation of his family, to an appreciated quality in the highest national levels. Orazio Boccia is one of those men who have contributed to the progress of Italy in changing a country ruined by the World War II in an industrial and economical superpower of the last century.


	The life as a man and entrepreneur of the Author flows across the decades, with the big events of the times together with short local stories, the opinion movements and ideologies. In the background, thanks to the work of men like Orazio Boccia, the transformation of our community which becomes, in the years, a city symbol of the civil, urban and productive renewal.


	In wishing him a long life full of serenity and satisfaction, which he deserves because of all his efforts, I recommend the reading of this volume to those who already know him personally, as well to those who are going, through the pages of this book, to learn to appreciate him.














Introduction


Bruno Bisogni and Roberto Race






























	Orazio Boccia, born in 1932, who lost his father at 11 years of age being the only male soon found out about the grim realities of life at that time:


	His life adventure stretches down through critical events in the history of the Country.


	During the Liberation period he is among the Neapolitan urchins ˝scugnizzi˝ in Salerno in the midst of American and other soldiers of the Allied Army.


	Inmate in the orphanage of the city, called the ˝Cage˝, he suffers from hunger and cold together with other children of the same age, while Salerno is licking its wounds caused by the war.


	His personal story takes us from opening of the printing enterprise that dates back to the late ‘50s, right at the time of the economic boom. In the following decades, the growth of Orazio’s enterprise is placed in a period of sharp political dialogues, youth revolts and women rights demonstrations that partly involve also the life of the enterprises.


	We now get to our days, when Orazio is rewarded as an entrepreneur of success, a ˝Cavaliere del Lavoro˝ (the highest national recognition for Labour) and the president of his own society that he founded: “Le Arti Grafiche Boccia”.


	A firm that, in 2012, in the occasion of the celebration of the 50 years + 1, the President of the Italian Republic Giorgio Napolitano has declared to be ˝the image of a Mezzogiorno˝ (the South part of Italy) that has the chance to emerge and value its best energies, taking part with its own contribution to the development of whole


	Italy.


	Orazio’s story runs fast, it seems taken from a film. Stubbornness, optimism and stoicism have always been his characteristics. And this even and especially in the critical periods of his life and the history of the Country. Italy and “Mezzogiorno” of that time are the frame of this story in which difficult times and funny events happen by turns. (are mixed together)


	An example, important for our memory and for our future. Orazio Boccia has a determination which is typical in men and women, who starting in an area full of ruins, were able, thanks to a hard work, a lot of efforts and sacrifices to rebuild a big country, Italy and its attitude to a factory work.


	Reading this volume is a deep insight in the reality of the spirit of that after war period, thanks to which we had been able to change an economy mainly based on agriculture in a modern industrial power.


	It can be a message for the period we are living in, helping us to discover our future from our past.


	An emotional story, full of passion, suffering and sense of responsibility, told through Orazio’s words and ˝eyes˝; those eyes that belong to someone who has a nostalgic feeling for the future and comes from a great and emotional learning in life.


	Running through it again has been a unique and rewarding experience for us.






	 


	The Beginning


	I


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	The Bet


	I was born on 26th November in 1932. My father Vincenzo died of tetanus in February 1944. I remember very little about the years before 1940. That was the time of the big depression. Salerno had nearly thirty thousand inhabitants. In the after war period it was destined to expand and even prosper. At that time it was smaller as well as poorer.


	***


	My father worked at the port. It was an on-off job: in the sense that the job for him was depending on the arrival of a steam ship. But steam ships did not come every day. For loading and unloading procedures, some pieces of wood were placed to join the ship to the dock. The workers used to carry the loads on their shoulders; at that time it was like that. After some time my father was appointed as the head of the convoy.


	Ships meant average incomes, but, as I said, from time to time. For the rest, it was necessary to do the best we could. And my father did it. He had organized another job. He bought chairs, desks and other furniture, asking a loan from other workers in the port. If the
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	Orazio Bocciain the historical centre of Salerno at Vicolo Caste. Terracena at San Ciovanniello (photoby Francesco Pecoraro -Tano Press)


	 


	 


	ship was late in arriving, he sold everything, and the income became a fund for the difficult periods, and he gave back what he earned to his colleagues. Of course, even that was not sufficient. When ships were not arriving, the port workers used to look for some jobs at the railway station. It was an area already engaged by others and it was necessary not to tread on those worker’s toes, who already worked there. But sometimes it was possible to do something to gather some money. It was a continuous fight against destiny.


	***


	Second-born son and the only boy among five children, since I was a child I have learnt the art of fasting. I remember that, in my family we were waiting for the fact that father would be able to h ave something to buy pasta and oil. We were trying to hold out while waiting. Then we fell asleep. When father had arrived, my mother Angelina woke us up to have something to eat. We used to eat while we were half a sleep.


	But when Vincenzo Boccia had some money in his pocket, he was showing his generosity. He used to invite some friends in need. He always invited one in particular, very poor: don Luigi, together with his wife. He used to organize a banquet. Everything or nothing.


	***


	A faint picture is what I remember of my grandfather Orazio. He was a greengrocer. On our saint’s day I used to go and see him carrying some cigars. He used to give me one hundred liras. My parents always reprimanded me, saying that I should not accept it, thinking suspiciously that I had sold the cigars to grandfather.


	Before the storm


	The chances of entertainment were rare. My father had promised to take me to a funfair. He was unable to maintain the promise, our poverty prevented us from doing so. Once I threw it in his face: “You always promise it to me, but you never take me there!” And he replied: “So, I won’t promise it to you anymore!”


	The only change in the usual daily routine occurred on Saturdays. The political organization of the time (Regime) dictated its rules also outside offices, factories and schools. The Saturday in fascism meant the reaffirmation of disciplines and hierarchies in a parade for the celebration of the magnificence of the Empire.


	The teachers had the responsibility of accompanying students, the employers the ones to guarantee the participation of their employees. Whoever was absent had to give a justification. I was seven years old and I still was a Son of the She –Wolf; I did not have the chance to learn the following degrees, the ones of “balilla”, “balilla musketeer”, “fascist youth” and fascist. Our meeting place was in the square in front of the school in front of the public gardens, near the sea promenade. We, students, were parading, workers were parading ,too, everyone to the sound of a drum. Little boys scrupulously separated from little Italian girls. The march was going on from the school to the Prefect’s Palace, that is nowadays the seat of the Provincial Administration.


	My duty was to play a trumpet for the flag-raising ceremony. Behind me was a small boy who was completely unable to keep up and he always kicked me out. One day he trod on my heel and made it bleed. I was in agony, I turned back and I hit him with the trumpet, finally crushing it on his head. They took me to the “Littorio” Palace, a building that was recently erected. The Federal Officer reprimanded me, threatening: “Now your father will have to pay to buy a new trumpet!” I became pale. How could we manage it? We did not even have money to eat! I burst into tears.


	In one sense he was a good person. He was touched, he gave me a sweet and he forgave me. At the end of the year they pass me to the second class of primary school. I could have never imagined what was going to happen the following year.


	***


	Among the last things I remember of a poor but still quite happy life, there is my first journey in a car hired by my parents together with a driver (chauffeur) to go one day to Angri to have dinner with a family of friends. Summer 1939. A car, yes, the old Fiat 1100, more than a car it was a wreck, but in those years it was all what you could have. It stopped every now and then and it was necessary to wait for the radiator, that was puffing like a chimney, to cool down for about half an hour. More than the time that you need today to drive along the state road 18 from Salerno to Angri. I was seven years old and I was so excited about going for a trip outside Salerno that I could have born without problems any necessary stop. I worried only on our coming back, when between one stop and another I saw that big clouds were gathering in the sky.


	Then I thought: “Let’s hope to avoid a storm”.


	Few weeks later, something more terrible broke out. Germany invaded Poland and it was the beginning of the war. For some years, anyway, even after Mussolini’s declaration of war, things did not change greatly in Salerno.


	Before the war I lived in Via Monte, in a suburb area of Salerno, where people used to go to have a picnic on Mondays after Easter. Via Monte, was not a name for coincidence, it was really on a slope. Below us was the historical city centre. The railway station, at that time, was far away the centre. If you went there, we used to say: a ˝ Vaco fora a ferrovia ˝ .It was a deserted area, without lights. It was almost countryside. There were no means of transport. The only one was a tram going to Vietri, that I sometimes reached staying behind the pilot engine.


	There was not the large seafront with trees like nowadays. Near the old Prefect’s palace there was a road going parallel to the railway. Between the sea and the rails the road was very narrow. So you needed to be very careful when the train was passing by.


	In the years after war, when the mayor that was ruling the city was Alfonso Menna, who was also the President of the Isveimer, things would have changed. The sea promenade was enlarged taking an area from the sea and creating a small docking place for tourists. But then the scenery was completely different.
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