
Nemo's Anonymized & Cleaned Fieldnotes for Day 31, Part 2

Gabriele Ruggeri, the heir of a Catania, Italy fine leather-working boutique, who was waiting to find 
where he would visit a client next. Gabriele had spent most of his life in Rome and Monte Carlo, where 
rent wasn't that expensive provided you didn't want to live right in the main square, where rent could 
go up to 20,000 euro per month. 

Gabriele said that there were three places in Italy you used to be able to go and gamble: San Remo, 
Venezia, and Valle d'Aosta. People used to hop on a plane Friday to go gamble there, but now these 
places were being bumped aside by the casinos that had opened up in Croatia along the coast. But in 
any case in Italy you had the lottery, and people would spend thousands of euro on tickets over the 
course of several months, and they had recently introduced slot-machine type games in parlours across 
the country where you could play for one or two euros. 

Gabriele had once seen a woman at 6AM in the morning repeatedly inserting money into these games 
while her baby was staring up into the air with a hollow expression. He said that these people that 
played thought that there was no other way to make money and it could be a real problem when they 
had spent a fortune on this and their husband or wife would find out only after the fact. 

Gabriele was part of a family of leather-workers stretching back to his grandfather who had opened up 
the workshop in Catania, the same workshop that the company used now and where Gabriele himself 
had been born. They made high-end leather goods and his grandfather had become famous by making 
shoes for Rick Caruso and his mother had designed outfits for Jackie Kennedy. Now Gabriele was here 
on business (he oft came to America on business).

Just this morning he had gone to a casino to sell some wares when a man called him looking for some 
crocodile skin shoes and belts (he said money was not an issue). Gabriele got the calla t 11AM and by 
the time he got to this man's hotel room at 6PM they guy had lost all the money gambling and was 
arguing with another man their hotel room. 

The shoes that Gabriele sold, which I asked to see, varied in price from one to six thousand dollars/pair, 
and in fact they used to sell the former Manager of McLaren and Ferrari $12,000 pairs of shoes, since 
he insisted on having the skin of two crocodiles on each shoe. The family business hired some 50 
workmen to handmade the leather goods in the old way, and for the shoes that Gabriele showed me he 
said that it took 45 days/pair to craft them. The McLaren guy had since been relieved of his role as he 
had done some shady stuff with importing cigarettes from China. 

While I was looking at the shoes (previously Gabriele and I had both been availing ourselves of 
McDonald's free wifi) a gentleman came out of the bathroom, picked up a shoe, smelled it, then 
declared that it was from China. Gabriele grinned and assured him it wasn't. The man asked how much 
the shoes were, to which Gabriele said $1000/pair, the man repeated that they were from China, said 
good luck, and left. Gabriele said that that his grandfather would've killed the man for that, but 
Gabriele said that some men thought that just because God had given them a mouth, they should use it. 

Soon the couchsurfing host's roommate came to pick me up from the McD's and I said goodbye to 
Gabriele. 


