
    
      
        


    


Me, myself and I

Cristiana Pivari

––––––––

Translated by Louise Rabour 


“Me, myself and I”

Written By Cristiana Pivari

Copyright © 2016 Cristiana Pivari

All rights reserved

Distributed by Babelcube, Inc. 

www.babelcube.com 

Translated by Louise Rabour

Cover Design © 2016 Adriano Frisanco

“Babelcube Books” and “Babelcube” are trademarks of Babelcube Inc.


GIVE US OUR DAILY BREAD

What the fuck is this world running to?

I was asking myself the same thing. The world runs so fast, I just can’t keep up.

«A good question, dear Eddie, a good question!», I mutter to myself, listening to my radio playing a song by Pearl Jam, one of my favorite groups. It’s a song that never fails to wake me up, but which also evokes a deep sadness in me, and all this before the morning has even begun. 

I am almost thirty years old, I don’t have a girlfriend, or even a decent job, one where I don’t have to get up every morning at five to deliver mediocre bread for my cheapskate employers, who pay me a pittance for this service.

With the wages they pay me, I wouldn’t be able to afford their bread even for a week.

Six hundred euro a month: it only just pays for my share of the rent, my bills, my shopping, and that’s it.

This is life on the edge of poverty, with nothing left even just to go out for a pizza on Friday night.

Michele is in the bathroom, what the hell is he doing in there now? I hope he finishes soon, because it is already getting late for me, while he can sleep all morning if he wants to: I doubt the university will see him at all today. Lucky guy, he has an easy life. His parents send him a monthly allowance, in exchange for which he does an exam or two every term, just to show willing, while he keeps busy flirting with women. He is not exactly an Adonis, but he does seem to have a certain charm with the ladies, and anyway he’s a good friend and I am grateful to have him in my life.

«Have you finished yet?», I shout impatiently, knocking vigorously on the door. He answers with a grunt, but lets me have the bathroom. Reflected in the mirror I see a man with sadness written all over his face. It feels as if all the unhappiness in the world is right here, and of course, I nick myself again while shaving. Some mornings I leave the house looking like I have gone for a swim in a sea of broken glass. Full of shaving cuts and covered with dabs of toilet paper, a sight for sore eyes!

Fortunately at four-thirty in the morning I am unlikely to meet the hypothetical woman of my dreams.

My scooter doesn’t want to start this morning, but with a little insistence, finally there is spark of life and we set off on the road ready for new deliveries.

«Just look at your face, and you’re late again! Keep it up young man, and we will find someone else to take your place. And take off that earring, you’re not a girl!». 

If Madam Cesira doesn’t stop hassling me, one of these days I may do something I will regret. She is such a nag, always ready to criticize, nothing is ever good enough for her. You can see from miles away she “is not getting any” and, given her unappetizing looks, Mister Gino has all my sympathy.

Today’s delivery route is particularly challenging, because it is Saturday, and yes, I work on Saturdays, as unfortunately I am not Jewish. On Saturdays, I have to deliver bread quite a way out of town to Orospar, a supermarket that during the week has a regular baker who practices the religion of Abraham, and so, of course, not working today. 

This morning, Giulio, the supermarket assistant, is in an unusually good mood, and after the delivery he even invites me for a coffee. We go to the bar next door, and the sleepy bartender gives us a weak coffee that tastes a little like soap. The first words that come out of his mouth are:

«Would you like to buy a share of a lottery ticket? Only two euro fifty». This offer tempts Giulio, who is a regular weekend player, and eventually I give in too, it really won’t make much difference: I am broke anyway.

And finally my working day comes to an end.

The good thing about this job is that I am finished by lunchtime, and then have the rest of the day free to do what I want, anything that doesn’t cost too much.

«Son, you look terrible today, what’s going on? You need to go to the doctor and get your blood tested». 

This is my mother, who seems to think all secrets will be revealed in a blood test, future included. She is a fanatic of medical tests, her favorite pastime is to spend entire mornings at the doctor, inventing illnesses until she triumphantly holds the holy grail of a medical referral in her hand. If she gave me all the money she wastes on doctors, I would definitely be able to afford a pizza every Friday, and even buy a decent book or two. 

My Saturday ritual is to have lunch at my parents, and the ritual, a tad repetitive, is cutlets and mashed potato. I once said that I liked it, and now I get it every Saturday. Italian mothers are very attentive to the needs of their children.

«I’m fine, Mum. I’m exactly the same as usual. It is simply that my life is shit, and I’m becoming allergic to cutlets, maybe that’s why I look like this, and if I have a blood test they will discover I have Creutzfeldt–Jakob disease, so I don’t want to have one.» I say with some irritation. 

My father interjects with this unoriginal sentence. 

«Don’t you dare speak to your mother like that!». 

My parents are like that, ordinary.

I must have taken after them.

We eat lunch as we always do, watching television, always, always the Rai, where the news peppers an already depressing lunch with even more hopelessness, and after a brief respite of a short nap, finally it’s time to go, after the customary exchange of some mediocre bread for a selection of my mother’s vegetables.

It’s all part of the weekly ritual.

«Roberto, tonight I need the house to myself. I have a date with Simona today, she’s coming over for dinner, and with a bit of luck, it I will have my dessert. I’ll give you some money to buy yourself a cinema ticket and a pizza». 

Michele is always very spontaneous, and it is often timely for me, as it gives me the opportunity to have an evening out.

«Okay, okay, just let me take a shower ».

«Of course, but please clean the bathroom when you’ve finished and change the towels. Just in case Simona wants to have a shower.»

«Good luck!», I say with a touch of envy.

I haven’t been with a girl for such a long time.

Outside the local bar there is the usual group of people, and when I say usual, it means just that. Ricky and Paola, or the piglets, this is the nickname we gave them, not for any special reason, but simply because they really look like two little piglets, and then there is Robin and Paolo, an almost inseparable couple, and finally Lucia, with a friend she desperately wants to introduce me to. Lucia is like a sister to me, we were together for a while, but this relationship slowly settled into a beautiful friendship, and now, like a good sister, she has become obsessed with marrying me off.

«Roberto, this is Rita, Rita this is Roberto.»

This is the limit of her small talk: she is always a little anxious when introducing people to each other, so if one was not already embarrassed, they will certainly become it.

And indeed Rita blushes, she seems very sweet, and I mumble an awkward “nice to meet you”, not at all like the charmer I had hoped to be.

I sacrifice part of the pizza money to offer them a drink, and we start chatting.

The highlight of the conversation for me is when the predictable question “and what do you do?” is asked. There I really let myself go wild!

«Well, my main job is to be a student of economics», and this is not too far from the truth, since I’ve only been out of the course for two years, «but I earn my bread and butter with a job that allows me lots of free time to study. And it’s a job where I can serve others», I continue «where I can contribute to satisfying a basic need of humanity, following the biblical words of “Give us our daily bread”... », and I talk so passionately about it that for a few minutes I almost believe it myself.

Rita looks at me with a indefinable expression, but then smiles and reveals two slightly protruding teeth that make her look like a cute little rabbit, and in that moment I fall in love.

Lucia, a sensitive woman, understands that this time finally I really do like the date she’s chosen for me, so she walks away pretending she has to talk to someone.

Now the real problem begins, since I have lost my ability to flirt, but I try to simply act as I do with my friends, and to be as relaxed and natural as possible.

But I never had a friend with such tempting breasts, and that soft mouth evokes thoughts which are definitely not about friendship.

The evening goes by much too fast, with conversations that become deeper and more interesting, she is a student of philosophy I discover, we share a similar understanding of life, during this meeting we exchange a few smiles, but when the evening ends we simply leave. And at night, lying in my bed, I think back to the many lost opportunities. I didn’t even touch her, yet there were thousands of possible moments, I didn’t even attempt to hold her hand, and there were many opportunities for that too, but, worst of all, I didn’t even ask her for her phone number.

What an idiot I am! But maybe there will be other opportunities.

Sunday passes without much excitement.

Foolishly I keep expecting the phone to ring, for Rita to call me, asking to meet me again. I didn’t her give my number, this is true, but women when they want something will usually find a way. Yes, if they want to. Maybe she doesn’t want to, maybe now she doesn’t even remember who I am.

But anyway, before even thinking of having a relationship, I need to find a better job, so I can afford to treat her as she deserves and take her out for romantic candle lit dinners.

All women love a romantic dinner.

«If I organize a round of poker, will you join us tonight?» Michele shouts from the kitchen.

«Are there any other options?» I ask.

«Rummy.»

Michele is obsessed with card games, and he never misses an opportunity to play on Sunday night. He has three friends who regularly play with him, but when one of them can’t come, he tries to get me to play, despite my lack of talent or luck.

I also get bored playing cards.

«So who couldn’t make it tonight?» I ask.

«Vanni, he has dinner tonight with his future in-laws.»

«Incredible, how is this possible!» I say, «as soon as any girl meets him, they all want to take him home to meet their parents? Is it just because he is such a nice guy or is it the unmistakable smell of money?»

«The second, I think. The world is full of nice guys like him, but not many own fancy cars like his, and the penthouse in the center surely plays its part. So, anyway, will you join us or not?» 

I resign myself to an evening of cards, and barter my willingness to do the house cleaning for the whole month for a loan of fifty Euro.

The door bell ringing loudly announces the arrival of his cronies.

The decision is made for a game of poker.

«It must be someone from out of town, someone who came in to have a coffee before getting back on the motorway.» Madam Cesira is unstoppable, drowning her husband in words, so early in the morning too, she is merciless.
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