
THE JAR (1906)

 Full again for the olive harvest that year.  Matronly trees, burdened the 

previous year, had all produced, despite the fog that had hindered them in 

blossoming. Zirafa, who had a good deal of acreage dedicated to them on 

his  farm,  Le  Quote  in  Primosole,  predicting  that  the  five  old  glazed 

ceramic jars that he had in the cellar wouldn’t have been enough to hold 

all the oil of the new harvest, had ordered ahead of time a sixth, larger  

one, at Santo Stefano di Camastra where they were made: tall as a man’s  

chest, portly and majestic, that would be the abbess of the other five. 

No need to say, he had even fought with the glazer there over this jar.

And with whom didn’t Don Lollò Zirafa scuffle? For every trifle, even for a small stone fallen from the sur -

rounding wall, even for a strand of  straw, he would yell that they saddle the mule for him to race into town  

to bring lawsuits. So, all furious with notarized documents and fees to the lawyers, summoning this man and 

that, and always paying expenses for everything, he was half ruined. 

People said that his legal consultant, tired of seeing him show up in front of him two or three times a week,  

just to get him out of the way, had given him a little book like a missal: the legal code, so he could try to  re-

search for himself the legal basis of the lawsuits he wanted to bring. 

Before, everyone with whom he had disputes, to taunt him would yell “Saddle up the mule!” Now instead: 

“Look (it up) in the handbook!” 

And Don Lollò would reply: 

“I will for sure, and lightening strike you all, sons of bitches!” 

 That beautiful new jar, which cost four good onza, awaiting a 

place to be found for it in the cellar, was temporarily put in the 

winepress shed. A jar like this had never been seen. To be lodged 

in that hole smelling of mildew and that raw pungent smell which 

broods in places without air and light, was disheartening.

The knocking down of the olives had begun two days before, and 

Don Lollò was all in a rage because, between the harvesters and 

the mule drivers come with their mules loaded up with manure to 

lay down in piles on the slope for the bean crop of the new season, 

he didn’t know anymore how to divide himself, whom to attend to 

first.                                                                                 



And he cursed like a Turk and was threatening to strike these men and those, if an olive, if only one olive,  

were missing, as if he’d counted them all before one by one on the trees; or if every pile of manure weren’t  

of the same height as the others. With his ugly old white hat, in shirtsleeves, bare-chested, face fiery red and  

dripping all over with sweat, he ran here and there, turning his wolfish eyes and angrily rubbing his shaven  

cheeks, upon which the insistent beard sprang up new again almost beneath the razor’s scrape. 

Now, at the end of the third day, three of the farmhands who had been harvesting, entering the winepress  

shed to put their ladders and poles away,  halted at the sight of the beautiful new jar,  split in two, as if  

someone, with a neat slice, taking the entire girth of the belly, had detached the whole rim in front. 

“Look, look!” 

“Who could it have been?” 

“Oh, mamma mia! And who’s going to hear it from Don Lollò now? The new jar, what a shame!”

The first, the most fearful of all, proposed to shut the door quick and go away very quietly, leaving outside, 

leaning against the wall, the ladders and poles. 

But the second: “Are you crazy? With Don Lollò? He’d be capable of believing we broke it ourselves.

Everybody stay here!”

He left the shed and, making a megaphone of his hands, called: 

-Don Lollò! Ah, Don Lollòoo!

There he was down on the hillside with the manure spreaders: as usual he was gesticulating violently, giving  

every now and then with both hands a tug down on the ugly old white hat. He arrived at times, by virtue of  

those tugs, not to be able to pull it back off from the back of his neck and his forehead. Already in the sky 

waned the last  fires of twilight, and amid the peace falling on the countryside with the evening shadows and 

the sweet coolness, were flung the gesticulations of that always infuriated man. 

When he saw the disaster,  it  appeared he would go mad.  He hurled himself first  against those three; he  

grabbed one by the throat and pinned him up against the wall shouting :

“By the blood of the Madonna, you’ll pay me for it!” 

Grabbed in turn by the other two, distraught confronting the dark and brutish faces, he turned against himself  

his furious rage, smashing his hat on the ground, striking his cheeks, stamping his feet and wailing the way 

people do who weep for a dead relative. 

“The new jar! Four onza worth of jar! Not used yet!” 

He wanted to know who’d broken it! Was it possible it broke by itself?  Someone on purpose must have 

broken it, for spite or out of envy! But when? But how? A sign of violence could not be seen! 

Could it have arrived damaged from the factory? But how? It rang like a bell! 

As soon as the farmhands saw that the first anger had fallen from him, they began to encourage him to calm 

down.. 



The jar could be repaired. It wasn’t broken so badly. Only one piece. A good pot mender would have it put  

back, like new. There was just the man, Zi’ Dima Licasi, who’d discovered a miraculous glue, of which he  

guarded the secret jealously: a glue, that not even a hammer could undo, when it had taken hold. Here, if 

don Lollò wanted, tomorrow at the crack of dawn, Zi’ Dima Licasi could come there and, in no time, the jar,  

better than before. 

Don Lollò was saying no, to those exhortations: that it was all pointless; that there wasn’t any remedy; but at  

the end allowed himself to be persuaded, and the next day, at sunup, punctually, Zi’ Dima Licasi showed up 

with his basket of tools on his back. 

He was an old misshapen man, with crippled and gnarled joints, like an old trunk of a Saracen olive tree

To pull a word out of his mouth you needed a hook. Arrogance or sadness (were) rooted in that deformed 

body; or also diffidence that anyone could understand and rightly appreciate his integrity as an inventor not 

yet patented. 

He wanted the facts to speak for themselves, Zi’ Dima Licasi. He then had to watch in front and in back, so 

nobody would steal the secret from him. 

“Show me this glue of yours,” the first thing Don Lollò said to him, after having sized him up a long time  

with wariness. Zi’ Dima refused with a head shake, full of dignity.

“You’ll see it on the work.” 

“But will it turn out well?” 

Zi’ Dima put the basket on the ground, pulled out a big handkerchief of threadbare red cotton and all rolled  

up; he began to unroll it very slowly, amid the attention and curiosity of all, and when at the end came out a 

pair of eyeglasses with the bridge and the temples broken and tied with string, he sighed and the others  

laughed. 

Zi’ Dima didn’t pay any attention to this; cleaned his fingers before picking up the glasses; put them on 

to examine with much seriousness the jar pulled outside into the threshing yard. He said: 

“It will come out well.” 

“But with just the glue,” Zirafa put in as a stipulation, “I don’t trust (it). I want stitches, too.” 



“I’m leaving,” replied without another word Zi’ Dima, standing up and putting the basket on his back again.  

Don Lollò grabbed him by an arm. 

“Where? Like a gentleman, then a pig, you treat me like this? But look what airs, like he was Charlemagne! 

“Worthless jackass carcass, I have to put oil inside there, and oil oozes! A mile long crack, with just glue? I  

want the stitches. Glue and stitches. I’m in charge.” 

Zi’ Dima closed his eyes, smirked and shook his head. It was all like this!  He was denied the pleasure of 

making a clean job, done conscientiously, unerringly, and of giving proof of the virtue of his glue. 

“If the jar,” he said, “doesn’t ring like a bell again…” 

“I’m not listening to anything,” Don Lollò interrupted him, “Stitches! I’m paying for glue and stitches. How  

much do I need to pay you?” 

“But with the glue alone…” 

“Damn it, what a head!”, exclaimed Zirafa. “What did I say? I told you that I want the stitches. We’ll settle  

the amount when the job's done: I don’t have time to waste with you.” 

And off he went to oversee his men. 

Zi’ Dima put himself to work filled with anger and annoyance. And the anger and annoyance grew inside 

him at every hole he made with the drill in the jar and in the broken off rim through which to pass the iron  

wire of the stitch. He accompanied the whirring of the drill bit with grunts little by little more frequent and 

louder; and his face was becoming greener with bile and his eyes narrower and lit with irritation. Having fin -

ished that first task, he angrily threw the drill in the basket; he placed the detached rim onto the jar to check  

if the holes were of equal distance and lined up evenly among themselves, then with the pliers he made from 

the iron wire as many little pieces as (there were) stitches needed, and called for help one of  the farmhands  

who was knocking down the olives. 

“Courage, Zi’ Dima!” he told him, seeing his face contorted. 

Zi’ Dima lifted his hand in an angry gesture. He opened the tin box that contained the glue, and lifted up to  

the sky, shaking it, as if to offer it up to God, since mankind did not want to recognize its virtue: then with  

his finger began to spread it all around the broken piece of rim and along the crack; he took the pliers and the  

strips of iron wire prepared before, and threw himself inside the open belly of the jar, ordering the farmhand  

to apply the broken top to the jar, just as he had done himself a little before. Before starting to make the 

stitches: 

“Pull!” he said from the inside of the jar to the farmhand. “Pull with all your might! See if it will come off  

anymore? A plague on whoever doesn’t believe it! Hit it, hit it! Does it ring, yes or no, like a bell, even with 

me here inside? Go, go tell it to your boss!” 

“Who is over commands, Zi’Dima,” sighed the helper, “and who is under be damned! Give it stitches, give it  

stitches.” 

And Zi’ Dima began to pass every strip of iron wire through the two neighboring holes, one over here and  

the other over there to the connection; and with the pliers twisted the two ends together. It took an hour to 



do them all. Sweat came down in a fountain inside the jar. Working, he lamented his bad luck. And the farm

hand, there outside, comforting him. 

“Now help me get out of here,” said Zi' Dima finally. 

But as wide as it was at the belly, that jar was as narrow at the neck. Zi’ Dima, in his anger, hadn’t reckoned  

on it. Now, trying and trying again, he could find a way to get out. And the farmhand instead of giving him 

help, there he was, writhing with laughter. Imprisoned, imprisoned there, in the jar which he himself restored 

and that now – there wasn’t a way to go through – to allow him to exit, it would need to be broken again and 

forever. To the laughter, to the shouts, arrived Don Lollò. Zi’ Dima, inside the jar, was like an infuriated cat. 

“Let me out!” he was shouting, “Body of God, I want to get out! Now! Give me help!” 

Don Lollò was left stunned at first He didn’t know how to believe it. 

“But how? Inside there? He stitched himself inside there?” 

He went up next to the jar and yelled at the old man: 

“Help? And what help can I give you? Stupid old man, but how? Shouldn’t you have taken measurements  

first? 

Come on, try: out with an arm... like that! And your head… come on, no, easy! Down… wait! Like this, no! 

Down, down... But how did you do it? And the jar, now? Calm down! Easy! Calm down!” he began to coun-

sel to all around, as if the others were about to lose calm and not himself. “My head is fuming! Calm down!  

This is a new case… 

The mule!” 

With his knuckles he rapped on the jar. It really did ring like a bell. 

“Beautiful. Put back to new... Wait!” he said to the prisoner.18 “Go saddle the mule for me,” he ordered the 

farmhand; and, scratching his forehead with all his fingers, continued saying to himself, “But look at what  

happens to me! 

This isn’t a jar! This is a contraption of the devil! Stop! Stop in there!” 



And he rushed to hold the jar up, in which Zi’ Dima, enraged, was struggling like a trapped animal. 

“A new case, my dear friend, that the lawyer has to resolve! I don't trust it to myself. The mule! The mule!  

I’m going and coming back, be patient! For your sake… Meanwhile, easy! Calm! I’m looking out for my-

self. And first of all to keep my rights, I’m doing what I have to. Here: I’m paying you for the work, I’m pay-

ing you for the day. Five lire. Enough for you?” 

“I don’t want anything!” shouted Zi’ Dima. “I want to get out.” 

“You’ll get out. But I, in the meantime, am paying you. Here, five lire.” 

He dug them from the pocket of his waistcoat and threw them into the jar. Then he asked, considerately: 

“Have you had lunch? Bread and butter, quick! You don't want any? Throw it to the dogs! Enough for me 

that I gave it to you.” 

He ordered that it be given to him; he got in the saddle, and went off at a gallop for the city. Whoever saw 

him thought he was going to shut himself up in the madhouse, he was gesticulating so much, and so oddly. 

Luckily, he didn't need to spend time in the waiting room at the lawyer’s; but he did have to wait a good 

while before the lawyer stopped laughing, when he explained the case to him. He was irked at the laughter. 

“Excuse me, what’s there to laugh about? It doesn’t affect you! The jar is mine!” 

But he kept laughing and wanted that he tell him the incident again as it had happened, to get more laughs  

out of it. 

“Inside, uh? He stitched himself inside? And he, Don Lollò, what did he claim? (That you wanted) to kee… 

keep… keep him inside… ah ah ah… ohi ohi ohi… to keep him inside so as not to lose the jar?” 

“Do I have to lose it?” asked Zirafa with clenched fists. “The loss and the disgrace?” 

“But do you know what this is called?” the lawyer finally asked him. “It’s called kidnapping!” 

“Kidnapping? And who kidnapped him?” exclaimed Zirafa.  “He kidnapped himself!  What  fault  of  it  is 

mine?” 

The lawyer then explained to him that there were two cases. On one hand, he, Don Lollò, immediately had to 

free the prisoner so as not to answer for kidnapping; on the other the pot-mender had to answer for the dam-

age that came by reason of his lack of skill or his neglect. 

“Ah!” Zirafa breathed again. “Paying me for the jar!” 

“Easy!” the lawyer pointed out. “Not as if it were new, let’s consider!”

“And why?” 

“But because it was broken, oh sure!” 

“Broken? No sir. Now it’s fixed. Better than fixed, he says so himself! And now if I go back and break it, I  

won’t be able to fix it again. Lost jar, Mister Lawyer!” 

The lawyer assured him that he’d take that into account, having him pay for whatever it was worth in the 

state it was in now. 

“Even,” he advised, “have him estimate it himself, ahead of time.”

“I kiss your hands,” said Don Lollò, going off in a hurry. 



Upon his return, towards evening, he found all the country folk celebrating around the inhabited jar. 

Even the guard dog was participating in the feast, jumping and barking. Zi’ Dima had calmed down - not 

only this, but he too had begun to enjoy his bizarre adventure and was laughing about it with the troubled  

gaiety of the sad. 

Zirafa moved everyone away and stretched to look inside the jar.

“Ah! Are doing all right there?” 

“Very well. In the fresh air.” he replied. “Better than at home.” 

“Pleased (to hear it). Meanwhile I’m informing you that this jar cost me four onze new. How much do you  

think it would cost now? ”

“With me here inside it?” asked Zi’ Dima. 

The peasants laughed. 

“Silence” hollered Zirafa. “It’s one of two things: either your glue is good for something, or it isn’t of any  

use: if it’s good for nothing you’re a fraud; if it is good for something, the jar, as it is now, must have its  

value. What value? You estimate it.”

Zi’ Dima waited a while to reflect, then said: “I’ll answer. If you had let me work with the glue alone, like I  

wanted to, I, first of all, wouldn’t find myself inside here, and the jar would have top to bottom the same  

value as before. Repaired like this with these ugly stitches, that I was forced to make from here inside, what 

value would it have? A third of what it was worth, maybe.” 

“A third?” asked Zirafa. “One onza and thirty-three?” 

“Less yes, more no.” 

“Well then”, said Don Lollò. “Give me your word, and give me one onza and thirty-three.”

“What?” said Zi’ Dima, as if he hadn’t understood. 

“I break the jar to let you out”, replied Don Lollò, “and you, the lawyer says, pay me what you estimated:  

one onza and thirty-three.” 

“Me, pay?” sneered Zi’ Dima. “You’re joking. I’ll make worms in here.” 

And having pulled out of his pocket with some difficulty his tartar-stained pipe, he lit it and began to smoke,  

blowing the smoke though the neck of the jar. 

Don Lollò was left in an ugly mood. This other situation, that Zi’ Dima now wouldn’t want to leave the jar 

anymore, neither he nor the lawyer had foreseen. And how was it to be resolved now? He was about to call  

for the mule again: 

“The mule,” but remembered that it was already evening. 

“Ah, yes,” he said. “You want to take up residence in my jar? All witnesses here! He doesn’t want to leave it, 

so he doesn’t pay for it; I’m ready to break it! In the meantime, since he wants to stay there, tomorrow I cite  

him for illegal habitation and because he’s obstructing me from the use of the jar.” 

Zi’ Dima first blew out another mouthful of smoke, then answered placidly: 



“No sir. I don’t want to obstruct you from anything. Am I staying in here because I like it? Let me out, and  

I’ll go willingly. Pay... don’t even joke about it, sir!” 

Don Lollò, in a impulse of anger, raised a foot to bring a kick to the jar; but restrained himself; instead he  

grabbed it with both hands and shook it, trembling. 

“See that glue?” Zi’ Dima said to him. 

“Jailbird!” roared Zirafa then. “Who did it wrong, me or you? And  I have to pay for it? Die of hunger in 

there! Let’s see who wins!”

And he left, not thinking of the five lire that he’d thrown into the jar in the 

morning. With the money, to begin with, Zi’ Dima decided to throw a 

party that evening with the peasants who, having stayed late because of 

that strange incident, remained to spend the night in the country, out in the 

open, in the threshing yard. One went to make the purchases in a tavern 

nearby. (As if) on purpose, there was a moon (shining brightly) as though 

it were daylight. At a certain hour Don Lollò, who had gone to sleep, was 

awakened by a hellish racket. He looked out from the balcony of the farm-

house, and saw in the threshing yard, under the moon, so many devils; the 

drunken peasants who,holding hands, were dancing around the jar. 

Zi’ Dima, there inside, was singing at the top of his lungs. 

This time he couldn’t bear it anymore. Don Lollò: came down like an en-

raged bull and, before the peasants had time to speak to him, with a big push he sent the jar rolling down the  

hillside. Rolling,accompanied by the laughter of the drunkards, the jar went on to shatter itself against an 

olive tree. 

And Zi’ Dima won.

 


