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Queicoa, in Barallete,

the jargon of Galician knife-grinders,
means "god, hero, fighting spirit,

a great, legendary being."
For over three

centuries now,
these old knife-grinders, who became

famous after walking so many paths
and thousands of miles,
have been called...
queicoas!
They were brave,

tough men,
hardened by working the fields

of one of the poorest areas in Europe.
Emerging from Galician mountains,

in a trip that seemed to lead nowhere,
they were only accompanied

by a spinning wheel.
When they walked,

they were dreaming.
When they ground,

they felt alive.
When they stopped,

they were defeated.
This is their story
and these are

their faces.
The first time I went knife-grinding

was on October 12, 1954.
Today, almost 60 years later,

I'm doing my last trip.
Where's your whistle?
- Exactly.

- There it is.
No,

I can't do it.
- There it is, great!

- More?
- No, don't worry.
- It's raining this afternoon.
It usually rained

when the knife-grinder came.
- That's why I came! You need rain!

- All right! That's good!
- Thank you. Nice talking to you.

- I was joking, but I've heard it's true.
It was a nice joke.

Besides, I've heard that too.
- That's because we're your same age.

- Really?
- Are you?

- We are almost your age.
- Yes, perhaps.

- You're in good shape.
I was born in 1930

and him, in 1931.
- I was born in 1936.

- See? We're roughly the same age.
- Yes, we all remember those years.

- Yes, knife-grinders from those days...
They'd cry, "Knife-grinder!" and sharpened

knives, scissors... Everything!
No, Antonio! Back then,

they'd walk and push a wheel, as you do.
If one came from another town

and was married and had a child,
he wouldn't recognize him

or find two or three more upon returning!
- That's in the old days.

- He'd send his wife money to buy things.
- They used to buy ham in Salamanca.

- Yes, you're right.
- See you. May God give us health.

- Exactly. Bye. Thank you.
Look. That's for free.

We wipe it and...
- That's great!

- Did you see?
- I'll fondly keep it. Thank you, sir.

- You're welcome.
- I'll let you to it.

- See you.
Doing your tour,

right?
You must be tired of sharpening,

so I'll give you a hand.
This is great!

How do you do?
The first rental agreement for

the premises was signed by my grandfather
in 1935.

Do you want to see it?
- I'll bring it right now.

- Yes, sure.
Number 16.

In Palencia, 1st. of...
1st of... 1935.
15 years have already passed,

and so quickly.
I was working

for a computing company,
- in A Coruña.

- You said A Coruña, yes.
I used to be an IT technician,

setting local networks
and working

in telecom projects.
When my father died,

quite suddenly, as he was very ill,
I didn't hesitate to come

and take up his business.
It goes back for three

generations in my family.
My grandfather and his father

were also knife-grinders.
It's something inherited,

as it were.
It goes back to grandfathers

and great-great-grandfathers.
The whole family line,

all were knife-grinders.
I think that

migrant knife-grinders fled
because of

economic hardship.
They'd work for three or four months

outside Galicia
due to hardship,
not for the pleasure

of traveling.
They had to go because

they were in need.
We left O Burgo

because there were no jobs here.
There was nothing

to earn a pittance from.
So many men had fled the village to do

knife-grinding and the young did the same.
Those men always brought money home

and we also wanted to have some.
So we decided to flee as well,

with much effort from our part.
We got to Pamplona,
then we went to a village

called Lumbier,
where they make

some good salami-type sausages.
Then we went to Sangüesa,

always pushing the wooden wheel.
So...

we used to sleep in barns
and eat as little as possible

to save some money,
as we earned

very little.
I managed to earn a bit.

Do you know why?
Because I was very thin,

little and bad-looking,
so people felt sorry for me

and gave me work,
they asked me

to sharpen their stuff.
They'd ask for my age

and, when I said I was 15,
fathers used to ask their children

what they'd do, if they were in my shoes.
The kids replied,

"I'd die."
We survived knife-grinding

here and there.
We couldn't even grind properly,

we could have ended in jail.
We learned with practice,

damaging so many scissors.
I even ground

a razor once!
I had a rough grinding stone

which could even ruin a sickle,
but I ground that razor with it.

People were so innocent.
I told that man,

"You can't shave with this razor,"
as I had it completely damaged

with my rough grinding stone.
It's as if it was

yesterday.
I told the man to keep the razor in oil

and avoid using it for two weeks,
otherwise,

it would get damaged.
That was in Lumbier.
After those two weeks,

I'd be near the French boundary,
so that man

would never see me again.
Knife-grinders have always been

discriminated against.
In Madrid, I remember

hearing people say,
"When knife-grinders

arrived in a village,
they were taken

to stables or..."
"They got to sleep

in the same place as animals."
"Poor people!"
Once, I remember

this man who said
that every time he saw a knife-grinder,

he'd think, "Poor people."
I asked him what he did

and he replied,
"Well, I worked the land,

that was my occupation."
I told him that when knife-grinders

saw him, they also thought, "Poor man."
He was surprised

to hear that.
I asked how much money

he had on him.
"Nothing," he replied.

Well, that knife-grinder had 25 pesetas.
He couldn't believe it,

but it was true.
That man was shocked.

He thought knife-grinders were starving.
"To be starved like the dog

of a knife-grinder," a saying went.
Not all knife-grinders were starving.

I was not starved myself, thank God.
It's one of those sayings

that stick, like,
for example, "Being lazy like

a Civil Guard's jacket"
and sayings like that.
Well,

at least in my case,
you can see here

what I achieved.
You can judge

by yourselves
if I've been successful or not.

I was not given anything for free,
I earned it all with my work,

with my own hands.
The proof is here for anyone to see:

all I have, outside and inside the house.
That's right.
Once, I was trapped by snow

in a small village with 20 houses at most.
I went into a bar to ask

how long the snow would stay.
"Three months,"

they said.
"If you don't find something to eat,

you'll starve to death," a man said.
"Poor me!" I thought.

"Poor me!"
I asked for a boarding house

to stay,
if only to stay one night in the village,

until the snow ended,
before going down to the riverbank,

where the snow was not so heavy.
A man told me there was

a village woman who lived alone
and she could rent me

a room.
So there I went

and she took me.
So that woman...
She cooked me dinner.

She was really kind.
She cooked for me and,

after I had dinner,
she put me in a room, but,

in the middle of the night, she cried,
"Hey, boy! If you're feeling cold,

come to my bed!"
It didn't cross my mind to do it,

I could only think that I was starving!
So I told her,

"No, ma'am, I'm not cold!"
The second night there,
after feeding me again,

she asked the same thing.
"Boy! If you're feeling cold,

come to my bed!" Same words again.
Maybe I didn't understand

what she meant.
I understand it now,

but I don't think her intentions were bad.
I stayed in her house

for 18 days
and she didn't charge me anything

for the meals or the room.
Any other woman who'd ask

for what I think she was asking for...
Well, she'd have charged me,

but she refused to do it.
And I didn't do her

any favor.
I only thought of getting food

and leaving that village, not of her.
She was fine as a woman, but

I could only think that I was starving.
In another village,
a woman asked me

to grind her scissors,
so I asked for a tomato salad

in return, which I loved.
She agreed
and offered me a kilo,

but I asked for some more.
I ground her scissors well,

as I had learned to do it by then.
After I finished,

she gave me the tomatoes,
which were from

her garden.
She gave me four or five kilos.

I ate them all, so hungry was I.
I had them with a piece of bread,

good bread it was.
That night, after having eaten

so much in the afternoon,
that night

I had the trots.
I was staying in a poor lodging house,

in a barn, actually.
Underneath,

there was a shed with a mule.
The innkeeper thought

I'd steal his canned sardines...
He thought I'd eat all his canned food,

so the bastard locked me there.
My belly

started aching
and, seeing I couldn't

control my bowels,
I pulled out a board from the floor

and did there.
But I didn't hear it fall,

as I had loose stools.
It was terrible.
Next morning, I heard

the innkeeper calling his wife,
Balbina,

I'll never forget her name.
"Balbina, come see this!

I'll be damned!
The mule we bought yesterday

has a temperature, as his ears are wet.
It stinks like shit!"
I realized I had shat

on the mule's ears.
They both came

to see it,
they were down there,

saying that the mule was ill
and they should return it

to its former owner.
As soon as he opened my door, I fled.

I didn't even grind there.
I went to another village,

so I wonder how it ended.
But all that happened

because I was hungry.
If, instead of three kilos

of tomatoes,
I had eaten some good ham,

that wouldn't have happened to me.
- How are you?

- You don't get to see these nowadays.
- It's worth seeing, and you deserve...

- A monument.
Yes, you deserve a monument

and I'd like to ask you a few questions.
How long have you been doing this,

if I may ask so?
Since 1954.
- Quite a long time, eh?

- Indeed.
- Are you Galician?

- Yes, I am.
- Galicians were famous for these things.

- True.
- And you're still doing it!

- Yes, still doing it.
Do you have

any clients?
- Some, but not as many as before.

- Sure, that's what I thought.
- Oh, they're filming us!

- I haven't been here for a long time.
I used to stay in the baker's,

where the watchman was.
- Filomeno del Prado, of course!

- Filomeno, that's right.
- I know them, Filomeno and his wife.

- Yes, his wife and daughter.
- Yes, Antonina, who died not long ago.

- Yes, I heard.
- Yes, her daughters are in...

- Yes, her daughters are in Burgos.
I'm on my way there.
You caused

a stir here,
- because you don't see this anymore.

- Well, oil is expensive now.
- We must go back to...

- Now, they come in a motorbike!
It's not the same thing,

this is a vignette...
- A quaint picture.

- Quaint, yes.
I haven't been here for such a long time,

but I still remember all this.
- I'll go grind these people's knives.

- OK.
- A pleasure talking to you.

- Take care.
They're doing

a documentary, then?
- Are they?

- Well, I have to work!
This is the best part.

The way he sharpens it.
- How much is it? It's me who's paying.

- Are you?
- Yes.

- Six euros only.
- OK. I'll bring the money now.

- No problem.
- Thank you, sir.

- You're welcome.
- That's for a coffee.

- Thank you.
Some of my clients

I charge 200 euros.
I'm not ashamed

to say it,
as I have documents

to back it up.
Like the Military Residency

in Castellón.
They'd pay me

200 to 220 euros per month.
My invoices indicated prices

for items: knives, scissors...
I collected the money

from the cashier in their office.
I got paid

as soon as I finished grinding.
That's...
That's

how it should be.
That's how we managed

to make a living.
I never met a knife-grinder

who was in love with his wheel.
They just wanted the wheel

for the profit they got from it.
None of them had been

an engineer before.
They didn't have much

of an education,
so they didn't have

many chances.
Through hard work,

some of them improved their lives,
but it wasn't thanks to

knife-grinding.
The most you could achieve with it

was living comfortably,
but not to amass

a fortune.
If some knife-grinders got rich,

it was through other means,
perhaps in the same sector,

but selling knives or umbrellas.
A different business

within the same sector,
but not exactly knife-grinding

in the streets.
I haven't heard of anyone

who got to having servants
or a chauffeur

to drive his car.
I arrived

in this village...
Back then, it wasn't easy

to earn those big 100 peseta bills.
Well, I earned one in a single night.

I mean, in a day.
So I thought I'll keep the money,

which I had exchanged into one bill.
I went into a barn to sleep.

The doors were ajar
and the straw was piled

quite high up.
So I was sleeping

there.
I was young and a bit frightened

to sleep there,
when I heard someone say:

"Merche, come on, give in."
I was in the upper part

of that damned barn.
At first, I didn't even realize

that couple had come to do their things.
But it was the first time,

as Merche wouldn't give in.
So the man...
He tried to persuade her,

"Give in, you'll love it," he said.
Up in that barn, I thought,

"Damn! They're gonna do it here!"
There was a big

mule saddle there,
so I thought

I'd frighten them.
I picked the saddle

and threw it down.
I was so unlucky...
that one of the straps

hooked onto my neck,
pulling me down

to fall on the straw.
I shouted,

"I'm gonna die!"
And he told her,

"Let's run off, it's Satan!"
They were so frightened

they run off through the village.
Just because

of my 100 pesetas!
Hadn't I earned that, I'd have stayed

in a small boarding house there,
which was quite cheap,

actually.
There are

so many anecdotes...
I experienced

as a knife-grinder.
Some are ashamed to say they were

knife-grinders, but I think we were lucky,
as we were prepared

to go anywhere! Cuba, America...
We wouldn't be frightened,

as we had known all hardships here.
In 1954,
I was 11 when I started

learning from my dad.
My dad had then

his workshop in a van.
We'd go round

all the districts in Havana.
I was then

a knife-grinder apprentice.
One day in 1958,
we were going down Infanta Street

towards Havana city center
and a bus behind us

sounded the horn,
asking us to stop,

which we did.
Then, a gentleman stepped out

of the bus and spoke to us.
He was the manager
of Cabaret Tropicana.
He wanted the table knives

sharpened.
The knives Tropicana had then

were made of silver,
so they had to be handled very carefully,

to avoid scratching.
The tourists back then

were millionaires.
My dad...
The man asked

when we could do it.
My dad answered

we could do it straightaway.
So we followed

the bus,
where Tropicana's manager

was traveling.
When we got there,

we were hugely surprised
to find no less

than 720 table knives.
It took us three days

to sharpen them.
I didn't sharpen,

I just polished and oiled,
as any error in grinding would cause

scratches, making the knife useless.
The first warning they gave us

was not to scratch the knives.
This was under capitalism back then:

you had to do the job well to get paid.
My father kept

his workshop
until 1969,
when it was confiscated under a law

of the revolutionary government.
All private businesses were nationalized,

becoming state property.
From then on, my father started

to be nostalgic,
which distressed him

and made him withdrawn.
In spite of this,

he still had the courage
to buy

a grinding wheel.
He placed it

in the courtyard of our house.
He couldn't work

all around the city anymore,
but he continued

knife-grinding locally,
for neighbors,

some of their clients who came here
or anyone who wanted

to sharpen stuff.
I'd call it

"The Faces of Living Memory",
because he's dead,

but I'm still alive.
I've walked here.

We must save energy.
Oil prices are high,

this is more economical...
But you didn't walk

from Galicia, did you?
- No way!

- That's how it should be.
Listen!
I might have some stuff to sharpen,

it depends on how you work.
I also have

an ax to sharpen.
Sure, the grindstone

sharpens everything:
axes, knives, penknives,

scissors, blades... Everything!
The grindstone sharpens

anything that has an edge.
- Tomorrow morning, will you be here?

- I don't know.
- What about doing it now?

- I can't now.
I have to go

to Rabé de la Calzada.
But how much would you charge

for doing this?
Don't worry. How much

do they usually charge you for that?
- I can tell you...

- Yes.
I have several...
I'll be honest with you,

as you Galicians are very clever.
I have several because

a new one costs 50 euros.
- Have a look at the edge of this one.

- It's new, yes.
Well, this one

costs 50 euros.
There you go.

So I buy a new one every year.
Why? It's quite simple.

I'll tell you.
The guy who used to sharpen

my stuff...
He worked in my premises

for 15 years, at least.
Well, if the charges 45 euros

for sharpening the old one,
- I'm better off...

- Buying a new one for 50 euros.
These were the biggest

when I started doing this stuff.
- It's different now.

- Of course!
I mean, size 22 has

fewer blades than size 28.
Times have changed.
When I started mowing with my oxen,

they were this size.
- You use a bigger one for a tractor now.

- They're twice the size.
But I'm still doing the same thing

I did 40 years ago...
That's clever.
Many people thought we just traveled

around the world.
Yes, but we didn't travel as tourists,

we traveled for work.
Yes,

knife-grinders did travel.
I know part of Uruguay

and part of Brazil,
but I wasn't living as a tourist,

I was working.
With a guy

from Pedrouzos,
we traveled across Venezuela

by motorbike, knife-grinding.
We earned as much

as we wanted.
We earned so much money

that we got used to some bad habits.
We used to go

to a town called Cúcuta,
you can look it up on a map

when you get home.
We were working

in a village called San Felipe,
then we'd go to Cúcuta and squander

what we'd earned in a day or a week.
We squandered everything

in nightclubs.
The girls were between 15 and 20,

the older ones weren't allowed in.
We'd dance away

with 18 or 20 girls all night,
we'd close the club,

we both were the bosses.
We'd squander

everything there.
I had been a saver in Spain,

but was a squanderer in Venezuela.
When you sharpened a pair of scissors,

they'd pay only if you buy them cachaça.
This was

in the favelas.
In canteens, or bars,

as they call them,
they served only cachaça,

they didn't have beer.
They'd threaten us knife-grinders

if we didn't buy them cachaça.
They were in groups of two or three,

so you had to do it.
If you didn't buy them cachaça,

they wouldn't let you out.
In the favelas, if you went

into a bar for a beer,
if you drank from the bottle,

they wouldn't give you a glass.
If you drank from a glass,

they'd bring you one, a copo, as they say,
they'd pour some beer

into the glass and ask,
"Is that OK?"

and they'd serve you another one.
But, when you drank from the bottle,

they wouldn't ask anything.
Those were

three-quarter liter bottles.
If you drank from the bottle,

that was it.
Being in Lisbon,

a woman once pointed a gun at me.
She pulled the gun on me. She had sent

her niece to sharpen the scissors.
I told her the price, as always,

but the Angolan woman refused to pay.
"What do you mean

you're not paying?" I said.
She refused again,

so I told her she had to pay!
She pulled the gun and said,

"I don't mind dying!" So I let her go.
I lost the money,

but preserved my life.
Some people were nice,

admired us and looked after us.
Others despised us. Life out there

in the streets can be hard.
Anyone who lived like this knows that.

Not everyone can cope with it.
Yes, you'd make

money alright.
The wheel

was not expensive,
a grindstone lasted three or four years,

so all the earnings were clear profit.
But it was difficult

to lead a normal family life.
Say, in 30 years, they'd spend

two years with the family, at most.
It was hard for women,

being at home.
They had to be

both father and mother.
They had to do all the home chores,

send children to school,
graze animals,

cut gorse,
gather firewood,

collect rye and other crops...
They had to

cut gorse...
While we were at school,

my mother would cut gorse.
When we were nine or ten,

we helped with gorse, after school.
At my parent's home,

for instance,
there was nobody else to do all that,

apart from my mother.
Women had to manage

the best way they could.
I believe

it was harder
for mothers,

rather than for fathers.
It was hard for men,

pushing the wheel out there,
but women here worked hard

and earned nothing, almost like slaves.
The story of my uncle as a knife-grinder

is also interesting.
He emigrated to Brazil.

He had got his driving license here.
He's 90 now,

coming onto 91.
He had his driving license

when he arrived in Brazil.
He found a job as chauffeur

for the Paraguay ambassador.
They bought him a suit,

so he was all dressed up
to drive that car,

which wasn't hard work.
He once met a Galician truck driver

and asked him how much he earned.
The truck driver earned more

in a week than him in a month.
He left the ambassador

and became a truck driver.
He drove a truck

for a month.
Then, he came across

a knife-grinder
and he asked

about his work.
The knife-grinder earned more

in a day than him in a month.
My uncle had never ground anything,

but he dropped the truck...
- And took the wheel.
- Exactly.
I've always wanted to have

my own business.
- It's hard if you start from the bottom.

- Yes, as you said...
In the morning, you have nothing,

but you take money home in the evening.
- That's how it worked!

- Expenses are low.
- You may earn little, but you never lose.

- Yes, that's right.
This is a picture of the knife-grinding

wheel of a man called Tomás, from Guaza.
He went knife-grinding to Valencia with it

many times. I took the picture...
and this was made

in Talavera.
Since then,

it's been here.
Barallete is the jargon

used by knife-grinders.
It was transmitted from master

to apprentice or mutilo.
Naceiro means master,

mutilo means apprentice.
One naceiro could have

two or three mutilos.
Some mutilos gave up early,

others continued.
They spoke jargon

to protect themselves
from the rest

of society.
They spoke it

when they walked,
for apprentices learned

their trade while walking.
Then, in boarding houses,

there were people from different trades,
so they spoke

their Barallete there too.
Perhaps to criticize the innkeeper's food

and stuff like that.
It was also useful

to play cards.
Speaking their own jargon

was their way to protect themselves.
Did you understand?

While eating,
the master told the apprentice,

who was spinning the wheel,
"Boy,
eat as much bread as you can

and keep the rest in your pocket."
One of the men, who was married

to the daughter of the house-owners...
he was Galician and understood the jargon,

Barallete, as you said.
He had understood,

so he said,
"Look, you can eat

as much as you want,
but never keep anything

in your pocket."
We spoke Barallete.
That means:

"Charge her more, she's rich."
That means

the wine is good.
That means

it's a bad wine.
A cow is called liria.
Hen is guzmarra.
Watch is caneante.
Calcurrio means sock

and also shoe and foot.
Calcurriar means walking.
That means:
"Sir, get up.
The Civil Guard is coming,

we must flee."
The purpose of my collection

is not just to keep wheels,
but the history of knife-grinders,

as they left no written documents.
There's a story about every wheel,

which knife-grinders themselves
or their friends

told me about.
One of them would lift

100 kilos with his teeth.
There are

incredible stories.
Another would drink

15 liters of wine.
They had these competitions

going on between them.
Collecting these wheels

and these pieces of history,
I've put together a history

of many knife-grinders,
which has been engraved

in these wheels.
ARRIVALS
They'd walk from Ourense, from one village

to the next, with their wheels.
When they arrived in a village,

they played a sort of flute,
- their typical whistle.

- Do you really have it there?
As they entered the village,

they played their...
That was for people

to get their knives ready.
This started...
I don't know the exact point in time,

200 years ago maybe...
I can tell you

about the last century.
That's when my father

and my father-in-law started to do this.
This whistle belonged to my father-in-law.

It's over 100 years.
At the beginning of the 20th century,

they already did these long trips.
They always traveled on foot, that's why

they could be away for a whole year.
Imagine walking for 10 or 12 km between

two villages and pushing this wheel.
Just walking is hard enough

and then there's the wheel.
The grinder

throws off sparks,
that's why they were said

to come from "The Land of Sparks".
There are not many resources

in your area.
The land is divided into tiny pieces,

so it's hard for a family to live off it,
so the father and older boys too...

When boys reached a certain age...
It's not exactly

that there are no resources now.
One could now

live off the land, but...
- It's unfairly distributed.

- Large firms control the business.
So, if you want to grow

two or three calves...
Or whatever...

Chicken, pigs...
There are lots of legal restrictions,

so you can't make a living.
- If we go to O Barco someday...

- It's a small place.
- You can also ask about that.

- OK. Thank you!
Everyone knows me there

because of this.
In Japan,

they do it in a bike.
- Something like this?

- Yes, I mean...
- With the bike's back wheel...

- Yes, now they do that here too.
But I've never seen this system in Japan,

pushing the big wheel...
- It's becoming rare here too.

- This is an old system.
- How old is this?

- Over 100 years. It's time for my heirs.
- I'm retiring now...
- What about the wheel?
The wheel will go on.
- I am retiring, not the wheel.
- Thank you.
- You can eat a good steak tonight.

- Yes, I can cut it perfectly well now.
Careful, you might

cut your fingers!
I hope you have

no problems at home.
The edge

is perfectly done...
it's been perfectly polished...

Well done!
To celebrate the knife

has been well sharpened
and as a greeting

to Galicia,
I'll play a Galician melody

if you accompany with your whistle.
- The two of us?

- "Na beira do mar".
- Excellent!

- Bravo!
Wow!
He'd leave in February, say,

and we didn't see each other till July.
And then again in September and

we didn't see each other till Christmas.
We wrote letters.

But I liked dancing,
so, when he was in Castile,

I went to parties anyway.
I wouldn't stay

confined at home.
I loved him

and he was my boyfriend,
but I tried to have

as much fun as I could.
So I didn't stay home

while he was away.
But it all

worked out nicely.
There was room to be distrustful.

With him being away so often,
the chance was there

for him to meet other women.
So why should I not have fun

here too?
It's funny... I want this to be recorded

for him to hear it later.
When we got married...
He had a younger brother,

who died in France at 33.
We were at a fair

in Castro Caldelas
and his brother was trying

to tell him that he had a letter
from a Castilian girl.
The letter was addressed to Armando

and was at his brother's house.
I can't remember

the name of the girl.
So that was there...
But I didn't mind,

as we were already married.
It was

one of those things...
It's normal that he'd found

someone to be with there.
But he wouldn't forget me,

because he wrote a lot to me.
I still have

his letters.
I still keep them.
That's what the life

of a knife-grinder was like.
And his wife waiting for him

at home suffered too.
Before I got married, I'd have liked

to see him more often, of course.
But, after we got married,

we've always been together.
And there's something

I should thank him for
and this will be interesting

for knife-grinders' wives.
My husband never forced me

to find him knives to grind.
Never.
I'm grateful to him

for that.
Other wives had to do it.

I'm not judging them, though.
But my husband would always find

a man to bring him knives,
so I didn't have to do it.

I was wary of cooks.
They were not always

polite to us.
They were rude to us,

knife-grinders' wives.
My husband

didn't like that.
But, even if he had asked me,

I'd have said no.
I'd prefer to do anything else,

rather than finding knives.
And he never told me to do it.

So he was a good husband, you see.
Yes, that's true.
That's what our life was like.

That was the life of Armando and Josefa.
DEPARTURES
Please, everybody!

Get your hands ready for...
a round of applause

for Armando!
Hi! You weren't

expecting me, eh?
Grandpa!
