
 
 

When I grow up i want to be… Jordi 

 

Once upon a time there was a boy called Jordi. Nice name, isn’t it? His father was 
called Jordi too, just like his grandpa Jordi, his great grandfather Jordi, and his great, 
great grandfather Jordi. In his family it was a tradition: whenever a boy was born, he 
was named Jordi. And it was also traditional for them all to grow up to be lawyers,  land 
registrars, notaries or judges in the provincial courts.  

One day, Jordi’s dad asked him which of these fine professions he would enter when he 
grew up. Jordi wrinkled his nose and said: “None of them. I don’t want to be a land 
registrar, or a notary, or anything to do with the law.” Jordi’s father was astounded. “So  
-what do you want to be when you grow up?” Jordi told him the truth: “I have no idea.” 

 

WHEN I GROW UP I WANT TO BE... JORDI 

 

Jordi tried being a banker, a waiter, a fireman, an athlete and a ship’s captain. But none 
of these professions felt right. So one day, he packed a few things in his rucksack, and 
set out to see the world. Maybe if he left his town, he’d find out what he wanted to do. 

Jordi got on a train that took him to countries all over Europe. Since he needed to earn 
his living, he worked as a cook, he served wine in restaurants, and tidied other people’s 
gardens to make them as pretty as could be. And although he liked all these jobs, none 
of them struck him as something he wanted to do the rest of his life. 

Continuing his journey, Jordi came to Greece. Jordi liked it there. The sun shone almost 
every day and the smell of the sea found its way into every corner. It was September, so 
Jordi thought perhaps he could earn some money working in the grape harvest, picking 
grapes to make wine. So off he went. Jordi found a beautiful, sprawling vineyard, and 
the next morning he was hard at work. 

Jordi liked picking grapes. It was peaceful work, in the open air, which is where he 
liked to be. But even more than the work, he liked Helena. Helena was a girl who was 
picking grapes in the vineyard, just like him. She was small and very brown, and she 
had rosy pink cheeks, which were so pretty they took his breath away. Jordi didn’t dare 
speak to her. He was shy and didn’t know what to say... “If I don’t even know what I 
want to do with my life, what could I possibly say to such a beautiful girl?” he thought. 

But Jordi was in luck. Do you know why? Because although he was shy, Helena was 
not. One afternoon, when Jordi was having a rest, he wrote his name in the earth with 
his finger: ‘Jordi’. Helena saw it, sat down beside him and asked him: “What are you 
doing?” Jordi, feeling very embarrassed, said to her: “I’m writing my name in all the 
languages I know.  Gorka is Jordi in Basque.  It’s Yuri in Russian. Giorgio, in Italian. 



Jorge, in Spanish, and Yorgos, in Greek”.  

“Very clever,” said Helena. “But apart from knowing your name in six languages, do 
you know what it means?” Jordi was taken aback. The fact was, he didn’t have the 
faintest idea. Helena said “Jordi means ‘he who works the earth’, in other words, a 
farmer. It’s Greek. ‘Geo’ means earth, and ‘ergos’ means to work. I guess you want to 
be a farmer when you’re older. Anyone can see how much you like being outside under 
the blue sky, how carefully you pick the grapes and how much you love the earth.”  

“What about you, Helena, what does your name mean?” asked Jordi. “My name means 
“shining light”, replied the girl. “I’m not surprised,” said Jordi. “You’re the most 
beautiful girl I’ve ever met, and if you want, I’d really like it… if you could be my 
girlfriend”. 

As I’m sure you can imagine, Helena said yes, and she and Jordi became boyfriend and 
girlfriend. They worked very hard, and bought their own vineyard, began to make their 
own wine, and spent their days working on the land and caring for the animals on their 
farm. 

Finally, after all his travelling, and thanks to Helena, Jordi was happy. He had found his 
true calling, and after all those Jordis in his family, he had discovered the meaning of 
the name they all shared. It meant ‘farmer,’ and that’s what he was: a farmer from head 
to toe. 

Jordi and Helena had a daughter, and they called her Irene, which means ‘peace’ on 
Greek. Perhaps because of the meaning of her name, Irene travelled the world making 
peace between people, and preventing more than a few wars. They also had a son, and, 
naturally, they called him Jordi. Do you know what little Jordi did when he grew up? 
He became a geologist, someone who studies the Earth. What do you think about that? 
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