


    Toggle navigation


ThomasStone
	Home
	Download Pdf Books





    
                
    
    
        Read Seven Seasons in Siena Online

                Authors: Robert Rodi

                    

    
    Seven Seasons in Siena (31 page)

    
    
    
        
            	«
	1
	...
	12
	...
	22
	23
	24
	25
	26
	27
	28
	29
	30
	31
	»

        

                
            BACK AT LAST IN CHICAGO
, I take my fazzoletto and my certificate of baptism and place them on a shelf next to my karaoke trophy. And there they sit like an exhibit in my own personal museumâ€”evidence of someplace I went and something I did.

I set out to earn entry into the society of the brucaioliâ€”to worm my way into the Caterpillar, as it were; I was patient and diligent and did not allow various humiliations to disillusion me, and in the end I was rewarded with a moment of almost spiritual commingling with a people whose life force burns so very brightly and with such irrepressible joy. The memories of that transformative finale will sustain me through the coming months of trial and retrenchment, as I
turn my attention to the demands of a life I've left too long unmanaged in a world grown suddenly less navigable than I've known it to be.

Then, a week or so later, comes a text message from Dario:
Amazing! Gianni called for an assemblea straordinaria yesterday and announced that Gingillo is to be our jockey for three years! What an amazing captain we have! What a strategia!

I can just imagine the rapturous tumult in SocietÃ  L'Alba when this news was delivered. People would be shouting, applauding, clamoring around Gianni. I can see it almost as if I'd been there.

Later Dario follows up with an email, its tone still pulsating with the same urgency as his text: “This is the talk of Siena. The various contrade now can't afford to wait for the extraction of the horses so that they can choose a jockey. Very few things are certain. Trecciolino will likely have his second chance for the Shell, but his job will now be much harder; and if they don't extract a good horse the Shell might lend him to another contrada rather than take the risk. Mulas who won last August and who was disqualified in July, I believe will end up in the Owl again.â€¦”

He goes on to discuss a few other possibilities, and I try to tell myself how funny it all sounds now, how remote, even quaint. But in fact I can hear my heart beating in my ears. Trecciolino versus Gingillo? It seems as though a real rivalry is being set upâ€”a clash of titans. Part of me would love to see Trecciolino triumph, because if he doesn't, it might signal both the end of his career and a historic generational shift in the fantini. On the other hand, I'm of the Caterpillar now, and that must be, and is, the thing that drives my desires. I badly want Gianni to have his fourth victory.

“This will be a super Palio with a Bruco protagonista! Gianni is amazing! I know you only just returned home, but you must come back even so. I've taken no clients, we'll live the days of the Palio to the fullest. You are a brucaiolo now, your place is here!”

And before I know it, I'm back at the shelf, taking down my fazzoletto. My clients, my business, my slowly eroding stateside lifeâ€”all that can wait another few weeks for my full attention. Jeffrey will just have to understand. Because I'm realizing that yes, an arc
does
have an ending; but every life is an arc too, and I can suddenly see the trajectory of this one. I can see it with great clarity, and there are no museum pieces in it.

POSTSCRIPT
I WATCH THE AUGUST PALIO NOT IN THE PIAZZA DEL CAMPO
but on a small TV in Bar Macario among a group of rapt brucaioli. Despite having everything in our favor (including a very capable horse, Elfo di Montalbo), we know we're out of contention the moment the Caterpillar draws tenth place at the mossaâ€”the rincorsa, which is a decisive position (since it's the rincorsa who determines when the race begins) but one from which it's nearly impossible to win. And so it proves for Gingillo, who despite a heroic effort finishes fourth. The race is won instead by the Tortoise, whose victory becomes the twelfth in the increasingly legendary career of its fantino: Gigi Bruschelli, aka Trecciolino.
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