T2 - £ FISHER BOY

I knew Salvatore first when he was a boy of fifteen with
a pleasant, ugly face, a laughing mouth and carefree eyes. He
used to spend the morning lying about the beach with next to
nothing on and his brown body was as thin as a rail. He was
full of grace. He was in and out of the sea all the time, swim-
ming with the clumsy, effortless stroke common to the fisher
boys. Scrambling up the jagged rocks on his hard feet, for
except on Sundays he never wore shoes, he would throw him-
self into the deep water with a cry of delight. His father was
a fisherman who owned his own litile vineyard and Salvatore
acted as nursemaid to his two younger brothers. He shouted to
them to come in shore when they ventured out too far and
made them dress when it was time to climb the hot vine-clad
hill for the frugal midday meal.
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