
nna was 16 years old in 1946. Rinaldo, who always 
thought of her as a child, suddenly noticed her that 
spring day, while she was drawing water from the A well. She had become a woman, and was very pretty, 

made as God commanded. From that moment on, she entered his 
heart like a thorn. He had never thought of her as a potential life 
companion, but more like a relative: a cousin.

They had grown up together in the courtyard. They drank 
from the water of the same well. In the houses near the well, they 
played with the smell of hay in their noses.

And then, they searched for nests, and looked for acorns for a The presence of the woman at the well continued to represent 
piglet that her father had bought, which died young, a threat to everyone, and so everyone tried to take her away from 
unexpectedly, one night…. there, with good and bad manners, in her best interest, mind you! 

He closed his eyes and saw the little pig as if it were in front of Because her precarious mental condition made it even more 
him. Yet ten years had passed since that time. dangerous for her to sit on the edge of the well. But she wouldn't 

Rinaldo and Anna baptized the piglet as they had seen the listen to reason. She waited, sitting there until evening: until her 
priest do. They called him Paco, finally reaching agreement after husband returned. Then her eyes, absent for hours, focused on the 
a long discussion. Then they raised him tenderly, like a little man. He detached the sweating beast from its cart, led the donkey 
brother. Mornings, right after awakening, they ran to him, and into its stall, prepared its bed and gave it water.
little Anna said that Paco greeted her by laughing, and there was Here's Genio, she repeated.
no way to contradict her. Often she questioned Paco and waited Only this. The man seemed not to see her. He slowly walked to 
patiently for the answers. Until one day, the little girl asked her the door of the house, which had a small copper-colored cross 
father: Why is Paco mine? She wanted to know what kind of nailed to it at eye's level, and he opened the door. She heard him 
relative he was to her. moving around inside lighting the fire and preparing something to 

Her father understood then that it would be difficult to kill the eat. Then he came out with the bucket. He drew some water from 
little pig, once it fattened, without the child knowing -- and then to the well, and finally Gilda came down and accompanied him once 
make her believe that the salami, prosciutto, bacon and meat more into the house, where together they shared a hopeless silence. 
conserved in the vat were not the remains of poor Paco. When they went into the bedroom, Gilda let herself fall onto the bed 

Despite the attentions and loving and assiduous care of the like a rag. In the dark, Genio, born Eugenio and re-baptized Il Nero, 
two children, Paco didn't grow; in fact within two months, he the Black, remembered Gilda in bloom, proud and dignified, and he 
began to fade away. Nonzia, Germano's wife, noticed this first, didn't understand how life and time could have been so devastating. 
and he had to agree with her. The attentions were increased, but Upon awakening, Nero was sorry that the night had been so short.
Paco continued to worsen, especially at night. He was crying 
more often in his pen, under the hayloft, in front of the courtyard. Among all the things that Rinaldo wanted to say to Anna, that 

Then one night there was silence. The next morning they evening at the well, only this came out:
found Paco, not moving, with a last feeble smile on his face, You remember that piglet we had?
costing him who knows how much effort: for Anna! Rinaldo Yes, his name was Paco, she replied, without adding anything 
knew that he had begun to care for the little girl beginning at that else.
moment. Are you coming back tomorrow evening?

At the children's request, Nonzia and Germano performed the Where? 
honors for Paco, as if he were a Christian. They laid him in a little Here, to the well…
box and went to bury him nearby, alongside the Ralla stream, He realized that he had become her subject, like someone 
while Anna and Rinaldo followed the procession with daisies in feels towards people who are more important, or more educated, 
their hands, ready to drop them onto that body before the earth or richer. They seem unreachable. What nonsense! This was 
swallowed him up forever. Anna: that little girl of the courtyard who had only attended 

Anna at that time had hair the color of mahogany. elementary school, the daughter of Germano and Nonzia.
He didn't like thinking about this. He turned towards the door 

It was almost evening and Rinaldo had placed the history of his home, and left her there in the middle of the courtyard, 
book on the chair, to exchange some works with Anna. Seeing without even giving her a Ciao.
Rinaldo approaching, she paused, fiddling with the bucket. Gilda remained seated on the edge of the well waiting for 

Seated on the edge of the well was Gilda. The old lady, Nero, and before Anna went away, said once more: I'm a splinter 
already lost, tired and smelly, spent her days there, turning a little of wood. Now I'm going to throw myself in.
stick around in her wrinkled hands. She kept repeating: I'm a 
splinter of wood. Now I'm going to throw myself in. And one day – translation by Grapevine
she really did throw herself in and there was a great to-do by 
everyone in order to save her. They managed to pull her up to a This is Chapter 4 of Gente di corte, written by Giampiero Della 
certain point and then once again she fell in. Finally it was up to Nina (2018, Albatross), who was born in Porcari in 1942. 
Germano to go down into the well, tie a strong rope around her The book is based on his memories of the 1940s.
waist and finally pull her to safety. For a month no one took any 
more water from the well, then the matter was forgotten. Photo: property of the author.

Gente di Corte
Anna and Rinaldo
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eople  
s o m e -
times make P fun of me when I 

proudly say that I live in Porcari. Not 
many people know this village, except for 

our important paper industry. Porcari is one of 
many villages in the province of Lucca, but it 

distinguishes itself for some characteristics that no other 
village has.

Our peculiar Torretta is surely our first reason to be proud. People 
might think it's only a small hill with a tiny white house on top, but for a 

Porcarese the Torretta is the symbol of the village. Longobards put this hill to good 
use as a good place from which they could see enemies coming from other villages. 

Generations of Porcaresi used to meet their friends or spend relaxing hours there. Lots of village 
events take place upon our hill. The most important is the Porcari Corre, an amateur race that takes 

place in the middle of May and whose path includes the Torretta.
The main square is also a nice place to visit. It's not a huge square, but it is the home of the Commune (Town 

Hall). This building dominates the square and is surrounded by meadows and a children's playground with swings and 
slides. Alongside the Commune is the Palazzo Lazzareschi, also named Palazzo di vetro because it is made of glass. Inside 
this glass building lots of important exhibitions and meetings take place. 

The square is the main spot for teenagers, but also for children. In February, the Carnovale Porcarese (Porcari carnival) takes 
place there and the square becomes a magic place. The floats arrive and kids dressed as animals, princesses and pirates run all around the 
square. There's a stage with an entertainer who performs typical carnival songs. Our carnival is well-known all over the Lucca province.

Another characteristic element of the Porcari landscape is the Padule. This part of the village takes its name from the swamp (in 
Italian palude), which covered this area until the beginning of the 20th century. Today, the Padule is characterised by paths surrounded by 
lots of fields. People go there to ride their bicycles, usually in autumn or spring, because the landscape offers a special view with lots of 
colours that make you feel at peace. It is an experience that you should not miss! Here the Padulata takes place, an amateur bicycle ride 

usually planned for the first of May, 
for the international workers' day. 
Children and adults leave Porcari's 
main square with their bicycles, 
usually in the afternoon, and riding 
all together they arrive at the Padule, 
where they find a stand with food 
waiting for them. Children mainly 
like this event because on this day 
Padule is normally full of mud due to 
the season's rain. 

Come and visit Porcari, to gain 
your personal impressions of my 
special village.

– by Alessia Peri
Liceo A. Vallisneri, Lucca

Three Good Reasons to Visit Porcari
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