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ABSTRACT )

L2

n The Seasons of an Immigrant

Angelo Saivatore Clepente . A

N . - oo

Fh1s thesis consists of poems, prose poems and short stories thaf

explore the experience of thé 1mm1grant, in part1cu1ar, that of the

-

Italian 1mm1grant and his descendents in North America.

¢

The poems and prose poems are narrét;ve, 1yr1ca1 and dramatic
exglorat1ons oﬁ the 1mm1grant s view of the world. They -are mostly
mot1vated by the immigrant's vision of f1nd1ng a better land, a better

1ife, and the disillusionment which follows when that vision is not M

fulfilled. ' S

-5 . _
The short stories are realistic narratives of particular

immigrants who came to Montreal over the last thirty years.

3

. The whole is intended to be a mosaic of the immigrant experience.

a S

That is, the experience of 1nd1v1duqls who, once they have left their

native land to settle in a new one, can never fully. be a 5art of either.

Individuals also, who must live among $trangers speaking a strange

tongue, and to whom fhe sun, the moon and stars remain the only familiar

¢

. dBjects to connect than'to rea]itx; : e

.
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. Fields D
- ‘ ’ -:p : ,

I have walked abdut ‘these fields

but human sounds are heard no more.

Grass grows out upon the road

which is all but blocked by bramble °

and through the Teaves is seen

what-was once a farmhouse.

v

The stinging nettle at the main gate
grows so full 7
and the’ c]ay tiles from the roof
shave fallen to the threshing floor.
- g
A window bangs aga?n and again
pierced by the wind;
the chain at the wei], . , .
rusted and broken,
holds up a pail
that bottomless and soundTess, e
sad and t1red, swings.

Silence épreads

the sadness of death

perhaps it's here fate wrote

that no one will ever neturn:

. Emi1io Spensieri, "Campagne“t Translated from the Ita11an
~ Vinchiaturese dialect -by AngeTo Sa]vatore Clemente.
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. Ship of Forgetting

First the Castle of Anjou . L .

where vessels anchored S

he ‘could feel the deep ‘

Qk. & : .
A»zt ' ’
. .

!

"Passa 1a¢nave mia colma d'oblio per aspra mare... -

Petrarca Le rime, 189

@ . ’ ‘ R ' ) ) *

then Nap‘les'hStazione Marittima ' I
and beyond the pier ST
in the Grotto-blue Tyrrhenian . _
the tall ship . o . ' -
stories high. ‘ . i P ey
A11 around Alfredo

in an arc wide as the Gulf

‘§6unds rose from the sea

he had only seen in books S . . ' , e

and a‘]ready /;‘

‘way below him R ( . . T '

dark water to the shore, _\,,:

On the poop deck

wider than the makeshift soccer field o | o

" back on his nonna's farm - SRR : _ ,,

a vision of his friends , PR

took him by the heart: - o R

P . A" R . !

I N
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- across the lengthening space . ' 5 /o

and a hundred times ?

' Excepi:,for his"guardiian' e o

! v ) , ‘
S . /
s ‘
ke heard the tall ship's horn blow o : .
and as he turned around - | .

he saw. the shore move far away. - - y

If only he could reach. out

"to touch his friends Lo / .

and kiss his nonng's face -~ . - P
just one more time: ' . . /,‘ Lo, w
- h' . c . - /_/ . ‘~ ‘ o N

A hundred times

4"
‘he called her name S // ST o

v L. [ . - .
her name. drowned - . ) S

. . . » \ .
.. -

' between the shore and the ship , : S

in"the sea . .
. [ . N - X
of his tears. .- . P . L
- " o . . . . . .y * .
2‘: . ; ‘;./0 ° j
. 3 ' - 7
. R . * - . -,// . v o, . .,
' Gibraltar K
the Azores ’ :
then endléss waves and sky. ', . S

td‘hélp,h'i_m through the voyage . - e
Alfredo was alone: . . ' "
) P v C:\ .
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A .

{© - . Eight days
oo -

o . a seed]éss orange in his 'h’and..“
He would look back
and over each side

o - staring at endless ‘blue.“

- then he would eat. h1s orange . .
Tick his fingers
: "a*;d ‘turn to gaze . |
‘ -';‘t First-class cabins . -
“ up. and west , o T
' : . and north. | | '
Two days - .
’ | 't‘he ship went up - '
T ar;c.:i down ‘taH. waves'-‘ ' _
. "er' tr:e’ top o.f 'Molmg; Tgbo‘;‘hﬁ
‘ and the'Van'e. Caudina® - .
. he thought. ‘ K
f o Bu;c his terror

- made him forget

- " -whihe thought it. . .~ -

sl

[ - ,

LS

Later - -

- he remembered s

‘.

4 ., - = his-nonma's last embrace.
e , .
v\ l‘ . e

he climbed to poop deck ' .-
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A cold wind . . P

\

swept'over'thé.AeCk o o o
b]gysphe jubilant crie§_| |
of those. who saw']gud 5 , e
into}fhé.iéx spray’ ... : - T' D .
: ;In a 1ight coat an9‘3carf‘
Alfredo stared I R e
)far 1nt6,thé'distance?‘ ) , n
eyés stgaiﬁﬁhg to make out
~ the great fema]e figure

rising out of the sed.

P ' . . 'S

"It's for us

. the bouquet she holds high!"

- But the talt ship got.closer = . o
' and'the tall statue passed . - . Lo

"-Without a sign of recognition. . :

Not so much as a nod \ :
of the head - - ' - "
T ‘ . o, P . ) :
Jjust the wind and its cold breath

”50~different from the gentle breeze% :

% of home: this wind pushed hard,
b - ' ' ' ,
; . @
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. wried-to-toppMhing chilling

more thanihis ‘ears and cheeks: - s _—

L]
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this wind wade his eyes water , o

and cut ‘straight to his heart.
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" . Forgotten Youth - .

k

-

J - 2
bells of Sant'Antonio etho Lo
’ ! , : ' - '\/
in chﬂ\d's bittersweet dream: '

a\popTa}) stands tall ' :.1

against the summer rain '
) - . -
. [ ’ . S

my mind was alive o
T ' . e ' r"/
with visions of a far-away land .
where. the sun shone ) - '

. ’

every single day -
where. I pfayed soccer «
1n a- cofai'tyard' free of 'pudd]es,

and grandmother' wa1ted forever .

by the vﬂlage we'll o S

w1th ]adlesfu] of cool ‘water

. - .o
" to -_quench our thirst
-~ at siesta sometimes - . ?
. S A
. under the golden muscatel - .
when thessun got too hot B n
. ' A Y
I'd believe my dreams o LN .
had come true - L .
. . 3 ‘ > : . -
-
. . e

On-reading Alain.Grandbois'

"L'Enfance oubliée".. ..

.
‘
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and still I sometimes hear L . U
that cliff swallow sing
high under the clay eaves - - - CLT

of grandmother's farmhouse .. . . . -

songs that smelled of bakirig cornbread L .
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‘Arrival

An anxious group of immigrants
filed off the "Constitution"
and Alfredo followed them

overwhelmed -

America! : e

.
3

He did a1l he could

" to keep from t?ipping'

-

over his own feet.

"His eyes were on

the big lights \

and h%s ears were f111ea

.. with unfamiliar sounds. '

v x

But above all else
4

calling him - "Son.

He closed his'eyes

and saw himself = = -

~

sTtting-on the granite steps

*of his mother's house ‘

he caught a ha1f—forgdtten voice . oL ) ' .

4 ‘u

: A .
ir Croce Via o . ‘ : ~ , ;
L4 ~ 4 v . "» » .
the day she left him. ~ ’ - P R
~ ‘ n > ) . 4
’ . ' - " s . 3 e
: v 4 ) ’ . ! ’ * !
A iy \' ) ! |
v . , , .
- 2 s » 0 ’ M \ 3
S - Vs > v N )
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e A S ST 7T e ool ' L
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e e v

_«_ and dried his tears

» .

"He'd cried all day:

. "Why did you leave me?"

¢
The voice got closer .

~

then broke ingo Fitful whispers:

"A]fredo B .

&

you don't recognize me,

do you?" ’ o

N s

(Just one year had passed’

since she had left.)

. "No," he said,
“"non sei mamma'"

4

At first she sta}ed -

'
, ‘

in disbe]ief but -then
" she cupped his dark wet face
in both her hands P

- and as she felt his pain

she held him tight.

“e




open. The who]e wor]d f111ed with light.

It was bright red and immersed in greenéry.

. trees, the smell of pine§.

m
The Long Jourhey Home ‘ - "4

. 1 do not know where L came from. ,we_izft a place in the darkness -

soft wind and a burning

¢

of night, and my eyes opened at sunrise tp

© sky. I’ remember my head sw1mm1ng in sleep at belng awakened

occas1ona11y by our car thundering along a mounta1n h1ghway ;

‘ The car screeched to a sudden halt and my eyes 1ﬁhed1ate1y sprang

S]ow]y, out of the 11ght an
1mage started to take shape an image of a permanent]y parked trailer.
[ remember a fountain and
a,whiteuand black. pocodle barking and jumping about as we: drank the cqo]
water. For a while, I was completely aware of the surround1ngs ‘As my
parents 11ngered on with their friends, my wear1ness and: s]umber.

subsided and everything made a definite -impression on me: the ta]]

But back in the-car, heaging north again,
the drowsiness returned and I-travelled ih a ftjckering sleep.
My mind ogpjl]atéd in the twilight of awarenees. hy eyes opened
and closed with every bﬁmp in the road. [ caught passing glihpses of
short poplars alongside the highway. They stood.]ike'ghoste in the j
eerie Tight. | | : :
The twilight came anQ~wént. A ch%f]vpaseed through my nine-year-old
frame. I dwoke; startled’ -1 was surrounded by darkneas, as the car

edged into the highf Slowly, following the d1v1d1ng line in the road

nw eyes were mesmer1zed and drows1ness returned.

We were approaching our destlnation. In the diétance, an arc of,

Tight started appearing. At random, first a'few, ahq gver so gradually




“hundreds and then thousands of 1ights exploded in the dark. As though
the night were already giving way to a new day.
‘Montreal:. - . -

pThe fear of night which had welled up inside me suddenly evaporated.

Drowned by a wave of szamﬂiarity, my whole being was alight!

N @ >
.
' L} e *
v
N
v
- y
o
-
-
>
v
t » .;’,
. >
L]
4‘ P
°
. [N
’
’
\ ) R
‘.
'
- .
A4 ~
‘ 13
.
i v
. - e
v ‘
M
+ X
. ° N »
; / .
¢ . ’
é\ ~
M . ’ /
2 K
s /
H ' .
b
¢
'{ 14
d; ,
1 /
% .
H ' e
: / .
/ g '
¢ / r; )
v
¢ o
t ) P
. PR
' s
» 1/ A
//
/
4
i
/
- .
4 -
dasont. r— e A




/Italian Sunset - - /
The father is in Labrador. He's working as a cook and trying
to earn enough to bring out the family sSomeday. A hqmé. A little

»

garden. Perh;ps in Montreal.
B
The mother and small daughter aré in Italy. Theyfre attend{ng
to the farm that barely yields their daily bread. ’

‘And every evening the mother rests with her child in her lap.

'+ She points to the sun and they“pepeat the ritual as they watch the
last 1ighf disabpear from the.space about them: ’
"Now_te1] me, my'littlerfwié, and where does the sun go to

. at(night, fruscolella, a do'va?" -

' "Va'do papa, mammd - va'do papp."
S o L
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T I s gtaemie

“Another Country ([

you were a dream
when I saw you

you became love

the snow still veiled
. L]

. the ground

you we.r-e like this
other country

which harbored me
and reared me S e
but which'l knew |

so little ofs

it was March,

a good time - - T

for new countries ~°

and love —
o

now it's April T

and tHe rafns ‘ B
have come .
to all roots
will you keep T -
your‘ pramises? T
o
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for yours o :

" les gens du pays S

Here and wa

-~

\

Cold snogu fvered country
you have half my love .
half myx];bors £ '?.
half my 1ife -
that is all

my heart can.spare.

I have worked long yearsl
o :
to learn your languages ./

sacrificed my old country'S‘ways

“and sti11 your. people spite me -

for my foreign name

(they can give you more’

and better work - -

because their names

smack of chez toi).

The other .half of my love

beTongs to my hative land,

across the sea, the sun-

tempered fields of ﬁgy ybuth:

'a single look from & farmer
singing and wiping his brdw - T
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- in my father's ancient fields L

tells me his ways © IR L

and mine are oceans apar’;. . : S A

" As I walk agross your snow ‘ ) g
I dream of the sun - . Y ) ' )
and what I might-have..begn: | T
' R - B N - ]
"I think of where I am ) ‘ - g T T

. -and what I am, ) S 0 ©

. And I see I have Beqomé ) oo . v,

as one who walks in dreams - ,
.. - ©os toe [ -
neither wholly here nor there:
Canadese ' )
with an Italian name. _ . ., - . ~ T
2 . N
Al / ) - Ly
' . ’4
’ ‘ , ~
2 . R ) 0 ' ' - 3 *
(Y ’ . '
. B N ' L « . .. . v ~ v
4 . ¢ ‘.‘ h 0 . -‘\; ,
. ( ) T ” . v ": .
N . N ') ¢ ) ’ W
"
s ¢ - ! ‘c;\ )
gy , R “;
. 3 ‘.
- . J : ',. .'
) T 7 ‘ ‘ ~ '

v
1
:
i
3
'
‘s 4.
L
Lo
. |
o
1
. :%
- oy
b .
4
- ]
- ¢ “ 0
T
B o
. vl
’ 1
i
B
‘v
o
n.
.
. »
.
va
.
o
»
.
-
- RO
+
. i
H
Y
1
L
’ e
“ 3
L2
|
H
Lo
P B
B
BN
.
1
N
-
.
?i
v
"o
‘
.
- )
" ., |
i
>
. ;
ot e
# £ -1 .
= '
v EELNN
‘A!'
“‘
. e
N -




et

Alfredo - ‘ _ "
,ﬁ‘ ) 1 - The bbj stobd in the co}ner of the school:yard aﬁd shodted as loudly
. as he.c0u1d, "Hey! Me p]ay too?" Qur eyeﬁ,fojlowed the ball in a 1ong
_arc over'xﬁe defenderg' heads into Mario's ;ure hands. The game stopped.
* : ' S, ."‘ ‘Our eyes moved from the ball to the boy. He was short and neat.
. ‘ . His eye$ seemed. to hide béhiﬁq fragile, wire-rimmed glasses. He was
l‘ q Qearing a white shirt'and.b1ye tie,‘a'héavy woolen -sweater, grey trousers,
and his shoes were a polished black. ’ L !
"Wow, .guys, " teased NTEiy, a tall, musqd1;r_boy,-f?om the opposite
court, “1oqk at the gét—upt“ Everyone.stared and.laudﬁed.
- .. Mario Tooked over to our side and sensed we did not want anyone else
| . " to join in the game. He paused for an instant. ﬁut tﬁéﬁ, just a§ 1 had
. aonerfor hfﬁ the first qay ﬁe came to éur school, he turneg to the
47eager-1dokiﬁg boy on the sidelines and shouted, ?Qkay, join'fnf”"f
| The newcomer hesitated. “Come?" he asked.
. -+ “Come on!" oﬁqrjo sﬁouted. w1thjqne hand he gne;séd;the dodgeball to
| his body and wjth~the other he motioned him\tb take .up a position in our
court. '
) - - " The _new boy ran.to_my side. “Helcdmg to WiTlie's side,"\l tng.him'
o ' t-Hetnodded his head and smiled, but said,nothiné.
, I didﬁ't mean‘toxbrag. ‘We spéﬁi our.lunﬁh hours playiTé dodgébali,
and they bsué]]y ]et me and Nick pick'teéms. Everyone looked up to us‘as

" the bestfplayers. Anyone who joinea in the game late was thought of as

g . . 1

18

i
FEPUEICURPIACSART SR UR



OO s e o e

—

. A ot

being a second-s;ripger‘and was not that welcome.” That's the way it was
for the new boy that autumn day. Hg was allowed to play, but not withgﬂt
the usual protests.

"Who needs him." Nick yelled out.

"Hey, you need help?" teased éﬂvoice from behind a wall of laughing
faces on Nicky's. back line\\\‘//)/’/\ o ‘

But even before th; protests had begun to die doyp; we were all

anxious to start playing again. Mario 1ofted’the ball to me from the

-back 1ine. We were trying to set up N}hky&bn the left side of ,the court.

But he fooled us, jumping high in the a%r to intercept the pass. ,ihen,
all in the same motion, he whirled around and let go a powerful shotcto.my
stomach. I doubled over from its forcs, gasbed for breath. The'ney boy
ran over to help me, but I waved him away. Kfter a wh;Te, I began to
recover and walked siow]y to the back line. As I stood beside Mario, the
cheering on the other side had still not died down.

"Don't worry, Willie," Mario said, "We'll get him!"

19

Meanwhile, the new boy had gathered up the ball in our court and he -

fired a hard,istraight shot to Nicky's ankles. Nicky had no ;ime to move.
We were all a%azed to see the new boy had shot him out.

Our sidéﬁgheered as Nicky waf@ed dejectedly to his back Tine.

"That a go'" shouted Mario. “We got him! - Only 4wo to go'"

But the cheers were cut short because, just as soon as Mario hadésaid

that, one of the two players left on the opposing couré?hit one of ours as

‘he was backing away from the cénter'line.‘ And now the cheering came from

the other side.
a
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Again, the new-boy pounced on the ball and shot one of their ﬁ];yers
out. The ball struck-the opposing.player with such force that it bounced
back to our 51de But :this time, the‘new boy fumb]éd Jdt. It dribbled

‘

o " out of his reach Just past the oppos1ng back 11ne ° Nicky qu1ck1y grabbed
T

~ . it and shot the new boy out. It was our last out.

The players on Nicky's s1de burst into cheering and enthus1ast1c . - . :F
S e patt1ng on the back. But on-our side, there was only s11ence Wé were all.

1ook1ng at each other‘deJectgd]y when all'of a sudden, we rushed to.

surround the new boy. We could not find anyone else to blame for the,]bs§,
¢ . . w he .

so'we took out our-anger én him. v

3

It was a while before Mario noticed how helpless the new boy was in

N P t ‘ .

’ ing to exp]ain himself in" broken English., When QP did, 1 saw that he

wa beginnyng‘to feel as sorry for him as I did. '"Mario," I said, "L

think we should explain the rules to him.' , \ : i ]

Mar1o thought about it for a moment. "I guess we should," he said.

\ " Then he looked at me, "Sure," he said, "I'11 do ft - I'11 teach him
\ to ’ * DT |
‘ ~ . H n ?
¥ . everyth1ng;you taught me. y . .

\Haiwrest1ed his way through the crowd that had gathered around the new

4

boy. When,he got to him, he got a hold of his arm and took him aside,

away. from the rest. "Come." he said. "What's your name? - Il tuo nome. "

. i —~  The new boy was alfiost in tears. "Alfredo," he said. - . . '

& _

! / ;/// "Listen, Alfredo," Mario said, "they're all mad at you now - they lgst~
) . .

>

the game. We take our games pretty seriously, you know You've got to

»

gﬁ’:iy to keeg/{he ball = il pallone - in your own court see?"

/ * .
"How I Know?" AJfredo said, emphasizing with both. h1s hands, S

. v ) ) /Jbv1ous]y angered by the way ever&one had ganged up on him. ‘ ' . § ~\<

- | 4
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Y _* "But don't worry," Mario said, trying to ea1m him down, "Non .
pensarci - they're not so bad. You'il see - vedrai'! - I'11.tell you a1’
-the rules - Je regole - and then you'll be’a gteat p]ayer - un brayo‘; .
giacatore:.you have a fantastic shot!" L “ e ‘ :

Alfredo stared into Mario's face; Then he 1ooked at the rest of ths~
p]ayers before 1ook1ng at him agaln and . speak1ng,i"Why dey act 11ke -dis,

den?"

By the afterhoon,‘everyone knew aoout'Alfredo's mistake:oﬁ4the v
dodgebaj] court. 'They'a1so came to know that he was an Italian and that
the only words,of English he kpew were' the ones he had learned in the few
weeks he had been in Montreal. | ‘ ‘ ”

I Our teacher, Mr. Marsha]], chose Mar1o to interpret for h1m Mario
was only too proud to he1p him and he asked to have the desk bes1de
A}ﬁtedo s 50 as to do a better job. But most of the rema1n1ng members

“of ‘our dodgeball téam were not as generous.- They were not quite ready
to forgive-his m1stake ~ 4 ' .

‘) ‘ Alfredo was really upset at the way everyone was carry1ng on. ‘ Mario,

more than anyone in the c1ass, sensed it. “tasc1a11 stare - forget about

t " Mar1o kept te111ng him, "they re all’ n1ce guys when you get to know

them - you 1] see." o , ' .o

)
v 4 S
-~ . LI ¢

‘{ . Do That afternoon, Mr. Marshal] s h1story 1esson was_on the d1scovery

. N

of Amer1ca He 1oved to catch.us w1th our homework not done, so he tested

L
. '

' \ r us often and was not a]ways stra1ghtforward in his quest1oh1ng

'"who d1scovered Canada?" he asked ' He, 1ooked around the room at the

»

«hands that were shoot1ng up, and his eyes stopped on Alfredo 'Alﬁredo .

Lo }ooked towahd Mar:o for reassuhance,- Mario nodded, as if to say "Go ahead:."

“
. . .
. . . «
. . . . \
. ‘
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the history book to study."

. o ’ ’ ~ !

ane]ly, Alfredo built up‘eneugh courage to- answer. He turned teward

" ‘the tedcher and said, iCristofero Co)ombo. ™

. - . .o
There.were jeers and laughter from members of the dodgeball team.
"Quiet." said Mr. Marshai]'firmiy. "Mérib, show ATfhedo what'pért of

v ’

Mario was ds embarrassed about the anéweh as. A]fredo was,'and he quick]y'

got to work As for Mr.. Marsha]] he carefu]ly ‘avoided 1nv01v1ng A]ﬁredo

’

in any. group work for the rest of the day. .

'
¥

. N o
when‘cjass was d1sm1ssed, Mario to]d me towait for him downstairs

while he helped: Alfredo to Tearnothe routine he had toif011oy whj]e he was«f

ip school. After a tour of the school, we met in the locker hatl.

v

i

bossjb]e, so Mario was doing hié«best‘tq obey him. As they dre@ near to

Mr. Marshall had told Mario to speak to Alfrédo in English as muéh $§"

A
v

me, Mario asked, "How are you going to‘get home, AJfredo?" ) o /2"\§

3

"Home?" Alfredo asked. He thought about’ the word “"Home -" he .

H

repeated, "I take seex1tee seven e boss. L . - L

"Okay,“ Mario sa1d, chuck11ng\a Tittle -'pErhaps rememhering the way v

fhe“hsed to.talk not so Tong .ago - "Willie and me'l1 walk -you to the.bus."

Mario patted him on_the back. Alfredo smiled. 4"Let s get the books K v
" While A]fredo put thqaéobkg he needed in a neat pile, Mario called me
to Jo1n them-and we wa1ked§out of the school' to Alfredo*s bus’ st0p

. The bus drove up as soon as we got to the stop sign, so we hardly had

H

time t0‘sa§ good-hye to Alfredo before helrah uﬁ the front steps. We saw

him go to a seat near the back of the bus, and he sat there with a lost -
. . _ A

‘Took on his facé. Marig and I looked at each other and waondered what had.

happened 'to ehange'the Took on’ his face so quickly. Hfs eyes were staring

\

° ) -
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7 ~ ahead s0 intently that he seemed to be miles away.. He even fordnt to turn

and wave to us when theﬁbus.drove away.

The next morn1ng, at recess, A]fredo was nowhere to be seen " 4 p]ayed

a short dodgeba11 game, and only caught sxght of him when it was\t1me to 'go

<

back .to plass.

'

It was»Nednesday\—_Mr. Mdrsha]]‘s test day for English andvgvithﬁetic.

“We all managedtthe Arithmetic well enongh, but the results of the .English ¢

test turned out to be a I1tt1e different. Mr. Marshall gave us the‘pbem
z 3 2

'"Sun" to write out from memory : L ' ‘ s
- . Reqth for a morning star
. Ferget the red, $1ouded moon . . '

Reach ‘out for a morning-etar
And a1l will be better soon |

R AT11 will be better soon
Everyone in the class managéd to write it out except me; Mario, and a few

others. Even Alfredo managed to satisfy Mr. Marshall. Embavrassed we had

to stay beh1nd while the rest of the class' left for lunch and dodgeball

By then, it was.early afternoon, and Mario and I came rushtng down -

".from our detention into the warm and hazy 1ight of the stairwell. - We ‘took

5 quick ldok out the huge window$s facing the neighboring~French school and

~ came to a stop. We' spotted AlTredo standlng among | a group of French

sfhdenfs. In the haze, hi.appeared to be with the ta11, slender boy that

V;he got off the bus with that morning.

. "Well!" Mario exclaimed, "Look ‘at that!" ' '

"Let's hurry,“ I said, nudg1ng him on, "we won't have time to do * -

i

anything."

ot
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.was close by but which-we could hardly make out, had set Up a line of cans o

- 24 °
~ ‘.
" We raced “down the stairs and into the locker hall in the school a "
basement There, we s1ammed the locker doors open -and we each gulped down
a sandwich. before :rushing out S . . . Lo

TR
It had gotten too late to join in the dodgeball game, so Mario and I

.

‘dec1ded to race over to the library of the French school across the street

It was our second- favor1te lunch hour pastime. It was the only p]ace where
we cou]d‘get evehy Popéye and Tintin comic book. While reading them, We -
would}imagine'that we were a paﬁt of every single cartoon framed:

" As we got to the‘gate'of the French school ya d, I could see Mario's
eyes searehino'for Alfredo among the many groups scattered about the yard. .
I pushéd him on, te111ng him to hurry before the 11brary c1osed 1ts doors.

0 -

We were from another schoo] and non-French, so it took us a long time to get ~

to what we ‘wanted past the str1ct 11brar1an In the end, we on]y had time

[}

to choose some of our favor1te books as fast as we could so as to check .
» l ﬂ . . ) . . . b

'jthem out on- t1me ‘ o . .

~
.

'when we stepped outsdde thevta11 heavy doors of the library, we saw
that the hazy light had turned to a dense mist. The groups of studénts
we had seen in-the yard before now appeared to be slow- mov1ng c1ouds that

sudden]y took on eery forms. Vo1ces echoed off the wall of the»schoo] and‘~

:‘the surrouhd1ng bu11d1ngs before fad1ng into unnatural silences.

It was beginning to drizzle. A group of students wh1ch weAcou1d hear,

i a]ong the .base of the wa]l of the schoo] and each one.of them was try1ng

1to prove he was the best: shot-by~knock1ng over the ¢argets with stones. we

d
waited for a pause hn the lhooting to cross over to the school yard gate.’

In a minute or two, the be]] rang to s1gna1 the French students to ...

return to class. "Here's our chance," shouted Mario. ‘"Let's 'o'"
, _ ’ g




"Qkay," 1 added, "now!"
‘ We ‘clutched our books and daghed between the group and the targets

Suddenty, I heard books flop to the ground and Mar1o 1ett1ng out a

~

pa1nfu1-sound1ng “Arrrgh!"., 1 dodged some stones to grablh1s arm and

pulled him toward the gate. But before we got there, I, too, felt a

sharp:pain in-my right ankle. At that moment, Marip,Wrenchedvhis arm

loose and groped for something to thrdwiback. Before4L cdu]d think, I
" had peed drawn into the fight too. ’ “
"Cochons." -someone ye11éd out. The sound hovered in the air before
“”f“mdeflecting off tpe wall, breaking up,‘apdivahishing; bﬁt {ts meanness
pierced my whole body and'l enswered—it'by throwing the\stone I had in my
hand with even more’ force than the first opes. "Cdchonsi"'the voice

(W L repeated ‘”allez vous en."

1 "Bastall’ I hea}d Alfredo call out, "Stop!" But none of us stopped.
' ATl that we. could thlnk of doing to keep from getting h1t was to keep the,;
‘fﬁ” ’ opponent ducknng. 'So we went on until each -one had noth1ng left to' thrpw:
when‘ye fina]]yAmanabeg to batk into our own yard, I saw that‘Mario '
was bjeedingljust below tﬁe hair]ine. His eyes were full of pain. -
We had enpﬂgh time to run to the basement washroom, c]een’ﬁbj‘eyd ‘

‘ get to ‘class so that no one suspected that there had been a fight. I

helped Mario put a band-aid over h1s cut, and then he covered it by

' combtng his hair-over it.
‘ .Once we were in the c]ass; we.quickly settled into our seats. [
raised the 1}d of my desk tp take out a notebook and ;to1e a look in
.Matio's direction. A]fredp's seat was empty. ‘I looked over to Mario,

pausing at his eyes. His face was taut with anger. Out of Mr. Marshall's

o v
'




1y

—§;ew,4h;hio's rfghf forearm dug into his thigh and his hand was clenched

‘to the day's work.

into a fisk. . R L | Co - o

ario," called out Mr. Marshall, "where's Alfredo?"

Mario looked up, startled. "I - I don't know," he answered quickly

_lowering his gaze. - ' o Lo

"Well," said Mr. Marshall as if he were thinking out loud,\'sounds

pretty odd." He gave the empty place one more look an&'turned slowly

=\
The pain in my ankle returned. It started sharply and lingered but

I fought to put it out of my mind and do my work so that no one would

‘notice. Each time I felt it, T could not keep from 1ook1ng Mario' s way

and not1c1ng the Yook in h1s eyes and gng that the day for him would

never end,

He did not waft‘for me when the dismissal bell rang. His emotions

. . . -
shot him out the classroom door before I had time to call out his name.

" Trying to forget The pain, 1 had been gaz1ng at the thick fog condens1ng

on the w1ndow leddes for just a moment, and he had gone.

When I got to the basement locker hall, it was too late.' Alfredo's
school supplies were]strewn all over the floor. His.new schoh]bag had
been kicked in. As Marig saw me, he stepped back. Tears began to f111

his eyes.

e'" he s‘ﬂﬁied . thought he was my friend -

" "He was on theif~<id

but:he was on their side." He turned away from me, w1p1ng his face with the-:

sleeve of his shirt.

"Everything went so fasf; Mario. He didn“t‘have‘t&me\to choose sides,
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. yard, past the dense fog, to the bus ﬁome.

- the day

—R— - : - S T -
Bes}des, he was shouting for everybody to stop. He wasQ'tﬂon their sidg.f 4 ' )
a iBuf. Marjd, convinced that A]f}édo had chosen to be on the French |

_students' side, would not 1i§tén., "He should have been witﬁ gg}b he
.1nsisfe&. . . X | |

We had been friends from tﬁg very first time that .I had we]comea him
into a dodgeﬁall game and this was %he very first time'that I cou1d nbt
think.of anything comforting‘to say to him or anything smart to curb his.
stubborhegs. I could tﬁink only of gathering A]fredo;s school things ’
before the who]e'scboof noticed what Mario had done.

I piled everytﬁing'up out of the way, in Alfredo's locker. When I

was finished, I coaxed Mario out of the locker hall into the darkening

-

The next morning the sun shohe thrdugh unchecked, radiant. The al

-

was charged\with the shouts of different group§ of friends at play. We

gathered in the usua1,corner 6f the yard and Nicky and I picked teams for

!
v Cooe ‘ .

Off tm&iy right, Mario w?s 1ean1hg against a cha1n link fence, his

hands buried deep in the pockéts of h1s open w1ndbreaker. His eyes were o,
\

“unusually round and big, and his face was sad. \Occas1ona11y, I looked

2

'toward him, w1sh1ng that I had the power ‘to changé the way he was fee11ng -
It was §1most time for the bell and we were all gqtt1ng\our schoolbags

to go in. "Come on, Mario, let's go," I said. - "It's time'" i Tooked

back and waited for him po catch up to me. But as he was gefting.close'

to me, I saw that he was.logking strd{ght past me toward the miéqu of :

the yard. [ looked ahead and saw Alfredo coming toward us. He wa

. E
3 S,
- %
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- from us, on the school.

wearing brand new blue jeans and a plaid shirt. In his left hand was -his
damaged schoolbag. As he dQFw closer, he stopped, and I noticed that'his‘,
eyes were moist. ' ‘ :

1 ‘ A .
Alfredo looked at Mario, but Mario stared at the ground. "I make

meestek, Mario? ... I donta anderstend.” He fixed his gaze on Mario and

“searched for a sign that might help him get‘oveh his confusion.

Mario's face grew 1onger, but he said noth1ng He turned away from
A]fredo and stared to the side. ’
Suddenly, the tw1nge of pain that I st111 felt in my ankle no longer

seemed important. My mind f]ashed back to some of the little misunder- °

‘standings thet Mario and I had had. Then I 1ooked at both of them and I

began to wonder how I cou]d start setting. th1ngs r1ght ) . n'
"He thinks you were on their side in,the fightj“ I said.
Alfredo shook hishead. "I go see hy fr%end there{'and then I go.
hpme. Mamma want>I go shdpping - so I go home." _
“Don't worry," I said. "It wasn't your fault. Nene of it was ¥9uh'
fault. Those French kids have never been nice to us. Just being with :_
them is enough to make Mar1o feel you're on their side.’
Mar1o making believe that he could not overhear us, f1dgeted with
'hws f1ngers around the handle of h1s schoo]bag and f1xed his gaze awey
‘
I put my arm around Alfredo. "Sorry about your things;" Bt saidf

"Mario Tost his head - but he 11 take care of them - you 11 see.” As he ;

) heard that, Alfredo’s eyes 1it up, and they rem1nded me of the unusual

)

morning‘sun that was shining.
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Alfredo's steps seemed a 1ittle fasteriphan befare; but Mario's were
very éWow; and his gaze was fixed to the ground as he walked. As I

looked back to him, I-could not help Qondering how long it would be

" before he would 1ift his head and see the sun too.
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'Soon, the bell rang and we started toward>the scho
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_Aftershdcks *'3'& -
' ¥
- It's a smooth ride ) Co o SRR
on the bus home. S -
[ can read at leisure. »° | |
The stocks are up.- -
“ I have jist 'to watch out ]
whenever the bus stops andl starts. . . .-
. ‘Stop. I am jarred for:ward.
Opposite from me a Tady
‘crad1e‘s a sleeping 'child.‘_ ’
Go. I am pushed back. - ‘ o o
Mx memoryﬁis jolted ‘back . -
to qu]es. To a time when the earth.‘shook
“ » C in the sh@qoy)é of Mount \{esuviﬁs :
.. _at the end of Bus line: - °
‘, | /, - *the_mgtr'ler with sleeping )
.. child in the back .
_— | ) se‘at‘ “would not ;
' o ~stiaﬁd " o
’ ' o Y
. ’ . . '
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it was late and . .

*

(WY

her bones were set.

 from riding through

ruins

where tdg cracks in .,
the grouhd were bf§
enough to bury

.yesterdays

ho place to go 5’

*eyes filled with fear .

song ‘cradled in-her -

arms  she could not

rest) - ,
& (resting
_ inhis leather
A\ '

chair  the communist mayor

in his solid office

} .- waited

not to be’

too-hasty to prqc]ajm<
a beaten bus

"+ "habitable" °

— i
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© 7Y for that woman and her. child? : o
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“' Stop: Terminus. I am shoved forward - C

. into a democratic¢ city.

Me and my Gazette financial page. °

. }"ve-wor:ked all d.ay. . )
) © but am nof:' tired, -~ - » B
) . MS/ city's mayor is rot a communi st . .
and.I‘vé.a sn,u‘g home - . I '
. to weicome me. " o ) “

- . But what ha\re I'done S
( a

.
* 1
- o \
. . ) .
v
" -
& -
- '
.
- - -
» : ° .
. "
f .
- . N
[ .
"\\
§
- -~
- * . . v
0 | A\
.r - s
"
. -
7
\
y
- N
- .
D - .
)
.l ,
. - f
B
)
4 3
A
. N .
«
' s f ‘e -
\ ,
" '
° 0
\ }
. N ‘
&
§
- o ;
N v H
. .t ' 1
. .,
.
.
)
» i
. ~ .A
. . .
:
\ .
N .
'
\ .
. ; -
Iy v )
- N
'
¥
,




s

s
gy T e

1 e e
e

Py v st
-

L |
—~=&unday Morning

"and the flask of red wine’ . .

. ! - ,.~ "\ . N i N "\

't
PO ‘l‘

There is no fragrance of wild violets - . ) o

from green rqa&siﬂe hedges here. T
¢ : ’ . -
No glory in the May morning. - .

A1l is still. . ' e . e

As he paces through Parc Gapriel-Lalement. T v, .

the old immigrant remembers - - . 5

the smell of fresh bread o . .

tied to the hoe he shouldered . oL * L

to his spring wheat fields.

Cold, he gtops to rub hi§ hangs togethéf
and he stares - ; | . ) B
at the ffozen f]owersl “ . . ' s

that sparkle in the sunrigg

odorless amidst .the dormant‘treess

But®he takes heart .
to hear a fleeting robin sing - . . S Ce

in his native tongoe. : ' o , -

‘s
P\ . o
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After’ the Rains
% » . v W
. 'y .
) R
¢ ’ a pine cone .
A : , ,
i . brittle-iced .
o, T cracks 4
¢ -,
: at the touc" ‘:’f
and tmk]es &/"" '
‘ on the hard
. packed snow
¢ - - , almond pink- blossoms
. Al ‘ . \" »
" . : breeze-soft
| ' “with'beads of sunlight
. e - glisten
P after a warm rain
- [] N .
. from the doorway
-t . of a “stra‘vé hut
g ’ ) ] o -a ,pegsantis
-t a o
\- X eager look -
1 . o
April rain .
differept fields
4 . T,
, different countries
. a
a ' * s ]
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\ ~ The Good Neighbor o
T |
: The clothesline ties
. . the télephone pole
T to ‘the lady's ;')‘o';,'ch.
| O ‘the tine *hang
= old towels, underwear ‘
“ and worn socks that: spe;(z;zk
L of tired feet” ‘
Fluttering sheets
o sdddg_nly pulled taut -
; snap and crackle ’ :
.in the wind &
fe]ﬁﬁgg tale . -
‘ of short sleeping ho_urs‘.
) But the ‘neigh'bora \
" across the e\aH.ey_
: " will not. 1i$teh.
He would just as soon ,-‘4
! - make believe
a7 At—the lady was not there.
| | |

:;‘

N
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The 1ine and.its garment§,‘

1ike a foreign flag,
is an invasion.

‘ of his territory

The screech of pu]le}s

brings him olt
wearing his irritation’
. , .
1

.1{ke;ah'assau1t weapon
" and not ‘even the music

of é‘thous%ﬁﬁkmanqo1ins ‘
could compose a smile

on his face.

T
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The Back Lane ) :

stt

an overérown-with-wgeds
dead-end city lane -
'but immigrant-neighbors

¥,

foﬁght“o&er it

‘as if it were theirs:

as if it were a precious plot

in the old. country

and meager lives

depended on it.

No matter
thaf now they owned .
fifth-of-a-millioh;dollar homes

with each a garden

 fertile enouﬁh

to feed a family year-round.

On the hottest Sundays,

.

as they worked their gardens

and sweat streamed down their faces,:

we heard them fight the loudest. '

37
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. Perhaps the wrangles . ' , Cos
i - 4 o ’ .
: were their way S o . SRR
L * ‘of giving Montrealers .
o oy ) , T 2 . :
: a glimpse
N , of ‘'some hard, old-country life
N . , B s . ‘ -. . AN T o 1
o o * or showing the world ~ o : : . :
that even in a new land-of-plenty - - = . ‘ .
~ old customs , A .
» " die hard. . T R o ;
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A Mapie Seed in French Cﬁnada

o

fathered}goyally by fﬁe maple

the seed '
’ gyrates S ; .
‘ angd makes )
a perfect . - n
one;poinx R ;
landing ’

" - in the lap of mother earth

in a fertile Italian garden

I \ / T
,sun .. . \..
" watery
sun
wind
S a caring'Napo1etaho
and the quadfiglig of the seasons' 
nirture the seeQ]ihg to a'tree

-
s

. years. Tater
the scowl-eyed: neighbors
perceive the poighant form - ..
against the darkening sky -

and threatening _storm: o

I
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with upraised arms . . !
and choleric tongues !
\ ) C
they bellow their discontent: ) .
- "As if we need that, too, !
to hide the sun .
. ! & )
from our flowers and lawns." ) ‘ ‘
k-]
they are outraged - :
4 !
, |
H
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After the Snowfall

I open the door
fo the porch |
and an icy wind
pulls me out

into a freezing

- world of white.

. Small children run about
as if.in a field'
in ‘the scorchiny heat'

of an August sun.

I turn shivering

to look at the sun.

I femember,the golden wheat fields -

of my sixth’summer.

A much more painful white
fhan the white of snow L
the sun's white pains me: .
I see the arid fields

of many qther‘summers

and my father driJing ¢
his hoe into rock-hard soil '

and sweat beading

- his_kerchiefed, head. "

L T




-

I can stjll hear

his parched throat calling

* "Agostino, una ghoccia di vino!"
o O
N &
A11 that: hard work"
so his son could choose
between two shades 6f white.
/
4 ~
E,f
¢‘ ’ 4
£
c-~‘} 4 5 ‘
‘I
i .
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" of Culture.

L .

Ren&'s Proposal

,We.lost,tﬂg Battle C S e
of the Plains of Abraham - - . . e '
c'est bien normal (grimace} - .
but we sha]],w{n the war . S . o R

in the Office of the Ministry

I promise you;
gens du-péys;
all things great ‘ . ' S »
and small (sﬁrdg) "' - - '

'gven ones you have . o : -

"never dreamed of.

1 promise you

the abolition-of classes - :.

(puffing on cigarette,

. big cloud of smoke) . , ' .

* .glorification - e ) B o f '

of the” masses.

.No more pharoahs o ' R I .
or phiiosopher—kihgs e " IR

emperors or czars

Trudeaus or Duces. . RN | o

e N i

i
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Nim g TR o dalee b ek e

QuébécoiS'(bausg'
for applause) -
let me .

lead you into war

contre ces maudits anglais!

»
'
-
L)
\
3
4 .
- o e et e e
g T
Ca
.
A
.
. -

" made her a prostitute- .

e

¢

'AH, but'we "race of warriors"

(the not so silent minority)

we've heard it all before: -

Even lonely Lucrezia | ,
of Pinturicchio's fresc ,:
she in the red pant]e

that envelops and unfolds her: ..

she whose father and brother

in the eyes of thé world;
fqr still'another-palazzo,

another ducat. B
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B Ville Marie

- .

Out of the fertile earth

_ gréw ferti]e'farms

!

modést homes-

-

tall, radiant spjrés. |

[

’ ' 4
We called the city Montreal.

i
L]

Then we encased all :

*in concrete and skyscrapers
and we ran through them the steel wires

of the not-so-quiet revolution.

Expo '67. Terre des Hommes,

Suddenly’ the spires
were not so tall any more.
The peasant-immigrant

511 but -stopped arriving.

- I The international metropolis

had arrived instead.

Now_ the concrete and moral rubble ,

are in town:

the mﬁ]ti-é]aSs slums

the deSecratién of the land.

.-
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The 01d"ICAO Building
" . A |
where once Icarus inspired men

to chart the skies

only the gnarled steel.veins

remain

<

where once model planes hovered
in confined air S
only the memory

feeds

the old building is dismembered
its bones are broken)
an‘arid mass of rubble .

waiting for the dump E o

immigrant-peasants walk by

oblivious to the fall

A
<
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Montreal-East Xmas - ~
‘ There are oil' refineries’to the East which burn .

off harmful gases. Neither ‘grey days nor dark
nights can obscure the glow of their flames.-

for some time
my fractured fibut®s - ' ~—;>, \ .

has been warning me . - ~ o 4

of. a strange chill

and it's there . R =

smoke and wind-blown snow S

tumble across roof-tops L K .
swoop between rows ; \ LN

and vrows of houses

"how'far East ‘ ) . . | , - S ’
the eye myst search \ ~ | . '." , .

to find a light beyond <ﬂ AR , | o
a_tiny'man-made f1ame ‘j‘x' . :,. ;

how far-away's the.true star - e -~ ' )

’
o

- from Xmas L ' .

this wintry season
my fractured fibula S

.aches for a star . . -, . : \ |

[ s
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c .. like the star -
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- will reflect the.sky

/

Winfer Landscape

I've come to leve

the g&ntly rolling hills . - ¢

with their wind-blown pines . — ,

and white winter faces

o ————t

> » *
and they have- come L. | . '
A : | N
to be home to me - it ) , v

seems - more than any

human I have known

more than any human

I have kpown, they o - ’ .

the sun the drifting clouds -

amd beyond all things : o .
which claif to havé ‘ o | .
¥ ‘ R

intelligence and truth

they have their majesty S

- » * -




Grown Up

i R

For a better life
your father brodght you

_from the underworld Napies of Forcella

to an innocent Montreal.

1

~But the old slums
were in your blood. - Y
> . Just Tike your‘new'cif&
‘you.were not content
to-lie close to the ground
solid-on the rock of the island-
secure in the shadow
of the mountain. ‘ '
- L

q

* Obscure o

amaﬁg-the nineteenth-century trees

and playgrounds ] '
" you wanted to know
" ' to be known.

-The sky was too alluring

{ SO you grew \
qsiyou would have grown

-

under the old sun.

ey e e WA e b -
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Now you are tall g "
and alone as your city ,
and the smog-clouds hide . '
your face.
]
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\
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.and the commuter traims
o w0

,of'maples dressed in white

~ Sunday in Parc Gabriel-Lalement
[ remémber the church bells resounding

‘making the snow tremble

in Parc Gabriel-Lalement

and children having snowball fights

in a fairy-tale setting

and gr@ndparénts watching, spellbound -

but.tbday I walk that route

on my way to the Sunday paper .
and the sound of the bells .
is carried away by the rattle ‘ o
df a dingy freight train o ‘ .

! @

.. I retrace the qﬁly footsteps '

across an almost treeless park
and a cold wind forces me to take

a’backward Took:

» - -

where is that endless train

transporting everythfng?

52
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the moon

.

- Sickle Moon

<

-

~at six o'clock
in November

I steployt

from my work

to an icg-lined
sidewalk

and a sickle mooh, :
cuts down my thoughts
and‘ne§ps my dreams
as f:é cold wind

pierces my aching bones

it seems
1ike the same

sickle'moon

of an Apr#-
¥

~in another land -

.

1 always rgﬁglL

lying on its back
scarefree

across a cloudless sky

‘N'

53
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4

but this moon

* does not shine

on a quiet

country road

~

or on my mother - .

child fn arms -

walking home

" from tﬁe fig]ds

D

this moon

is but a memory

of how long '

her road was

and -how hard ..

LT ——

RY

2
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_before

~

An Immigrant's Lesson

no hat;er

what you do

f you3re always

number two -~ -

number one - .

e

was born o

right here

:

or after you

© ot

Qe
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Dubbed:

‘
[}
P

Four‘classes, four grade levels. We walked a kilometer in the hot

, sun from the village e1ementary school to the eatrey to see

"Biancaneve e i sette nani". It was the first t1me\\‘lt Disney came to

\

our town's movie screen. The F1rst time most of us 'h vervbeen in the

theater. - .

I sat through two complete screenings, agape, before the Professore

could find me. And when'he did, I got my first ever slap acrpss the

" back of the head. But all I could remember affér the tears; for months

after, were those magical figures moving. across the screen and the

sounds that seemed to come from nowhere.

A Tittle older, I came to Canada. And there were those same

. characters on TV in "Snow White and the Seven Dwarfﬁf, heigh-ho-ing and .

coming f?om‘Wbrkiin'EnQIish. I went around telling all my friends that
America was borrowing froT the Italians again. No doubt this latter

version had lost.a great deal in the translation.

I felt this for the longest time.

«

_ And then one day'I 1earded the‘truth. . - ,

To th1s very day, I feel as the youth jiTted by his first love and 4
forced on the second bounce, to settle for another L !

-
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San Martino
R a small town
nestles in my.memory
‘as it nestled
in the mountains

and the valleys of my youth

I rememt;er thé_'sweet air -~
- 0f grandmother's dark-red roses
| vine leaves \g]istem’ﬁg -
in the huge sun ‘ |
and lazily-drawn August afterncons ] ‘
long as the dirt tr;ack' :

to the distant villages

)

I recall the fresh morning taste |
of its valley's peaches
Y ’\ ',and jts fleshy- honeyed ﬁg;s
- but most of all
Ican't forget‘ A
the flash of its peasants' sweaty faces .

‘and loving eyes

W
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Immigrant Farmers

not all
left the native soil

for worldly gain

some left
that the spirit

might be free

they

whose valley acre g
gave moée

than it received

never had to learn

%
to ‘read or write

until from Rome

. the Duce ‘ordered

war

«

-

.at .dawn

they sang no -more

their happy farmer's song

"La Campagno]a" -

‘the country girl

n whose ‘eyes

&
. Was th%@sun\ :
®

‘o

59,
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4

was "a harmony of -peace”

H

the wamth of ‘violets"

-+ - of valleys all in flower"

« .

whose voice, singing,

to be free

to sing out loud

the sweet melodies
t:;:b]ood composed .

was worth seeking’

- another home

and so.they left

and settled on another

- fertile soil‘ ¢

Lo/
forced from it all

the worldly goods

‘their native soil

would never'yield

and they found

what they were not seeking:

people who mocked them

for their calloused hands-
‘and the sweat on their brows

. people who envied them

¢

their homes and money

R
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“most of all

they found new 1angua§e§
new customs '

and fami}} names

that would keép them apart

for generat}ons o

they

who really sought .
a warm embrace R <§

found iﬁsfead (- N
all the space ; L
for their’spirit to spread out:

and sing its freedom song

but not a soul to listem =,
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Gathering No Roses

Like alT the poor farmers®

rooted solidly as the oaks

iwnthe sunny Caudina Valley, .i
nohna Mattia had a fault - T

a dream: - e
\ f
She dreamt of fertile farms

in a far-off land

where feeding a family . !

" would not be constant toil.

So one hot noon,
resting by the melon patch -
in the shade of an old oak, ’

it was decided:

Her hisband woul leave for Canada.
t ’ A )

She and their four daughters’

would stay behind. '
kY ’ ~

fhey managed well at first:.

summers she hired help, -

-

winters she tended to hogs and hens,

and 411 year roundy .

there were dollars from Canada.

7

<
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/ But the colors of_thé seasons faded.’
' The daughters left.
o Nonna Mattia's dream char'mged - .

4

. she -longed to have hér husband home.

, . He wrote, "I, too, long
' for a rest with you 0 | m;
‘ under our sh;dy oak. o
Save a botﬁe of our red wine.
' Just one more yequ S .
' andgI'11 be home. " -J
But the Tdre of the new \land
- was- much too Strong. -
.. ‘Many swallows came - N o
. and went, |
- | _' . {‘ ‘
- Then 6ne cold November - .
P he rétqrned: . ‘ 3
%I | shoulders rounded, o .:'//*. *
. f : - neck protruding - - L ' / .
1 E fragile as a bird. - |
B T Just in'time - :
gy | - for. ;mnna Mattia's wake. )
'
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The Fire . o

Those green splintered logs

were once a black-cherry tree

Ny

impofted from Italy -

f . ‘'but one which never bore fruff

.in, this cold land.

It gave the earth e
»
its fragrance,

,Tts Bark o Co

'biack.in the rain, R

v
Il

, branches swaying: -

in- the wind, =~ \ .
the sun glittering
on its Teaves: "*

- ‘celebrating spring . ; ‘

\

or summer.

A}

.. One fruitless autumm . °

they chopped it down.

A}
. Now it is winter "

“and its wood 1s, stiﬂ green.

. N
! A
\ 5 \ N
L4 5 ]
AN
* N -
»
\ . N
t ' * 1
\ .
' 1
. .
» .
- \
.
\ ‘
“y

0y




-

PR

-

t

Its juices sizzle in the fire

Butiihere is no flame;

on]j when a rare air pocket explodes

a flame shoots out

and fizzles.

If it could talk

it probably would say:‘

_"Why didn't you use me’
for a table . ‘ r

or qued?"

How many lives ‘ .
like that tree

are wasted in a fire

‘they cannot feed?

K
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' Singing With.the Land

Luigi Toved the land.

Once he tilled his OWn spii '

he sang all day;

then he took a peasant bride

and a reffain lodged in his heart

to %i11 his fields with song,

* Then "came the war.

Beforé he could sing

“Ea Campagnola" one more timel
he found himself far ' '
from his bride and land

jn a Virginia POW camp

which was chocolates

and cfgaret;e; . i

and visits. from American uncles

. who wrote back

to the old country:

“He's fine, niece."

But he sang no mgre.

o—

o’
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His one souvenir
“of the great war:- . - .- <. -
"a shattered elbow
which‘never set right. .
Stil11 today it.sFické
;.out from his énw - : i' ; .

sawed off

like the branch .of a tree.

o > vas hofe.
finally
to a government job
on the Ferrovia.
_ "But he wanted to sing:
l D N R
"I .want my hoe and hectares,"
he would repeat,

“that I may, farm in my own time

. . on my own land."
H . ' : \ * 3
v .. ‘) . ,
" He sang but the voice faltered. S

»

The hectares did not yield
arid the far-off land of plehty

beckoned.

. . B .
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The family went:

- was not home.

Luigi exchanged his hoe

for a pick and shovel in Canada.

-

The land was comfortable. :
But the heat of the new sun

parched his tongue

" and he could ngt sing.

R4

The tilling of the new soil

P

It was no land « -
for orange trees:
"I've come to die
in*this glacial Tand," /

he would repeat each time

the winter snows would épa%t

to fall again. '}

!
i

.Winter, spring, winterJ summer, wiﬁter.-

And still

fhfs(yinter
he 1ooks out

over the fields of sngw

dreaming of the fﬂeld} of home,'
| , R :
“longing for the Italian sun

- to melt the farmer's'songs

frozen in his heart. (
; . ‘
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Vanity

once

back-in the O%d’Country
people fougﬁt in -the streets
over what should be

or what should not

be thie capital

of Reggio Calabria

and I laughed saying

vanity, vanity

- at a different time. .

‘here in Lanada B e
Frencﬁ and English clgshed |
marching in the streets
over'whgse ianguage to use

"to speak of love or death |
while the indifferent.sky
gathered cloqu of pollution

© to aﬁnihi1ate both

vanity, vanity

v

all is vanity




“places appear

to be different

names change

vanity remains

-70
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Ode to a Dandelion

0 bitter dandelion -
my nurturer - o S

4 : ‘ ,
how little o : : . e
these neighboring weed-killers know |

about our gastronomic pact

we are to them

but busy nuisancés:

you - scattering your seeds on the wind ' i . ‘?
,ihfesting cherished lawns’ _ o
w%th weeds .

I - Teaving gaping holes

where perfect green
should. be
Ah only g S :. | g
that I could die ' |
and be buried in an open field
that many more of:you 66§1d grpw:
.and with the ye{rs
bear my soul
on your ruffled
".skirted‘seeds
evefywhere‘

. on the wind
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‘to take root

-

in that native-Canadian blindness S

and finally - .
.give each one of them ‘
a crown of your fine white hairs
“s0 lifht
’ L « I ‘w
\ K
)
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'Ita1ia/America .

Italia -

we abandoned

your fertile fields
too few to feed us

the oranges grapes -olives

that nﬁw fged ou; mémory
we buried your hot sun
under our eyelids

at night

across the dérk wate(s
from the g]owihg .

plums figs persimmons

of our desires

ITtalia -

[y

you forced our fathers

"to dream America

and now your sons wither
in the dust bowl

of their dream

o

you_ lured us
from our mamma's warm arms
because her calloused hands

were empty

&

Nme_ o e ety
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but no warm blood
flows in the veins . ‘
of your Lady of Liberty

hollow monument

to seeqWal opportunity AN
v t
)

¢
your reservations P ‘
are hiding places for genocides
' N
your skyscrapers
. )
are ghettos for black massacres
your people . ¢ .
have more gods than sense
America -
our transatlantic dream.
is a lie , o B .
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Feast' of Saint Anthony : \\ - '

\ .
5 ; ' . San Martino, Valle Caudina. Feast of ;:>h¢ Anthony, subsistence-
e ' of a people's soul. A ,
, ’ Cy A JTownspeoa]e, meh and women, transport the statue - corpulent

mulberry-wood sculpture - on their shoulders, in the brightest noon

. sun: shouldering the Saint is honorable, devout and hard work."
. ' - J
\\ » [ , Y+ From the Francescan monastery on the edge of town, they carry

r - \ th%”itatue aéross the 7ountr¥§ide to the furthest farm. Even the
\ 3

poorest prepares a table with money and wikie: hard-earned money for "'
A .

:"i the Saint; wine: to quencm the thirst of his bearers.

~ .
\ " A sparse gathering at first., But slowly, along the way, huge

2
PR VTR

% . S
é§ oy . candles "are matched for the procession, sore feet for-the long march,
i . ‘ " A' 5‘ ' - .
. %9ws made in secret: a rea] communion of a people putting its pains ,
’ . ' . - ' , . .,/ , . ) ’3' R
¥ o, - and SOrrows “and hopes on d1sp1ay pinned to the-Saint's stole. ﬂ‘wfﬁ
. ST , At.hﬁght, 1n a long row, thousands of f11cker1ng candle11ghts o e
0‘, .
' C i gu1de thevSa1nt bearers back to town 1n a rosafy of light. - . - . {f'
S w\ ,_ 1 o | .
; _ - Montreal, Quebec. :The custom is reenacted.in the stjﬁﬁts. '
‘1 i ¢ . - = ) ¢ Iy ' ) “
‘ . The fanfare drowns out the sounds of prayer.
3 . ' \ N N
v, N o . .
: ?‘ ’ The people sti11 pin;their hopes to the Saint's stole. But a e s ‘
< : . N
! truék transports the Saint. ‘ *
' f . .\ At night, the candlelight is outdone by the f1reworks on-the
{ man-made hill near the Madnepa of Pompei and most prefer to watch the
p P .. ) ) e P ’ | o
{ . procession fhom their.ba1conie§. - ' 5 .
, o . ; ) ' . . . { s ;
[} ) ,(_ —~ N . 4
<. l./ ¢ ! ' o
. | o n R ;
- . - . ¥
. ‘ ‘ v . * K . “~ o 4
"'. -t + . ‘ £
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Here. Let's ask what some peo;fe think: "Paesano, tell us, how do v
you like the feast this yeér?" : SRR .
"Well! Great band. Beautiful fireworks. And'all my friends are
. here! - What more could I ask for?"
) "And you, my friend, how do you 1ike it?" | .
o "I think.it's good. But, certain]}, it is not 1iké my home town's

feast of Sant'Antonio. Nothing is'mi§sing, you understand. Yet, I do not
feel completely pleased." o T
Soon the fireworks are over. Theé people disperse and edch family

' Lo .
goes home its separate way.

3 g In San Martino, a modest fireworks display puts an.eqd to the feast. =~ . ] dﬁ
Friends continue to mingle through the night. Some, immigrants who have
‘ retufned for the joy of the long walk and rejo%cing in honor of the Saint,
‘G some how manége to make some of their last words with their friends a * - .
%g' prayer. R
o ’ Somewhere, around a corner or aE:someone's front door, you will always )

~q: . - fiﬁd one of the older town inhabitants. Thé o1%xphi1osopher who only needs
T the slightest hint to utter a thouéht: )
"We 1ive in various towns, some of us live abroad: we don't wrife
‘ tg gaéh other often. When we run iﬂio each other; we can be, to each other,

o indifferent or absentminded. But a word between us is enough. Simply.

»

. @ ward or a phraéé: one’o% those o]d-fashioned phrases heard and repeéted

. - numberiless %fmes in our infancy to recapture suddenly those old relationships
I3 i

' {

- - ‘

and youth bound permanéntly to those phrases, to those wards.

>

) ' '
,
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+ most unlikely spots of the earth."

78
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e

"One of those phrases or words might help one recognize another, we
brothers, in the darkness of some grotto, in the midst of millions.
Those phrases are our Latnn the vocabulary of our bygone days. They
are like the h1erog]yphs of the Egyptians, the testimony of a vital

nuc]eus that survives in its texts, saved from the fury of the waters, the

corrosion of time. Those phrases are the foundation of the familial unity

which will per51s§~as/Long as-we are on thjs g]obe, resurrecting in the

> ’ /

-
4
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Correspondence o

Z1o Sandro had always been a private person Until he returmed %o
Ita]y after hawing lived in Canada for twenty years And then something
even stranger happened That's what my father (Zio Sandro's brother) was

talking about after supper one night as he ra1sed h1s r1ght hand to his

/

head to wipe the sweat brought on by worrying and dr1nk1ng of a-little extra
wine, Then he placed the drenched napkin on the d1n1ng room tab1e geRtly.

r

His f1ngers twitched before he spoke.
““He's firfally done it, Lina".
"Q!I. what?" my nother asked looking up, startled, from ner after-
'sugper chores. ‘

"The letter. Haven't you seen the letter from Nicala?" Mother looked

puzzled. "Over there." Father bointed fo a spot by a pile of mail on a~
1owﬂcupboard ,"Sandro's gone crazy. |

Mother left the last of the dishes in the 51nk and wa]ked over to the
cupboard, w1p]ng her hands on her apron.along the way. There, at the foot of .
@ statue of St. Anthony, her home town‘s\patren, she fumbled around for the
air mail envelope.and started to read. Her eyes moved.very slowly.. She~
“struggled, tryiﬁg to get out the first few syllables, "Ca - ri - ssi - oo

After a while, she gave up and handed it to me. 'Here, Rgostino, read it
to me." o ‘ | |

After the “Carissimi" and .the usnal Italian weather report, xkfina1ly
got to the part that I felt was making my father despair. I read on,
hoping to discover that there had been some kind of mistake; but it was all

there, spelled out clearly in Zio Nicola's Italian. My mother .1istened

v




e ¢

_énxiously as [ read it ﬁg her: "Sandro has built himself a tree house in
our land by the well, over the hazelnut tree. In it he spends all his

time. Away from everyone, he thinks. But he is in full view of the whole

masseria. He accepts hardly any food. He has become skin and b%ﬁes. Luigi,
I tell you that helfé not at all well. We are his brothers,.we must do
something - and soon. But what? - He will have nothing to do with me .

. least of all me! Please write - maybe you can Come and see for yourself..

Al piu presto. Tuo fratello, Nicola." . , .

‘ My'mother implored my father to tell her that none of what I had rea
to hgr was true, "That'§ not our Sandro. No! - It cannot be Luigi}"'
But-my father oply looked at her and nodded very slowly. .She pulled her
hair back from her face, to reveal‘trembiing 1ips and despairing eyes.
How could this be? She had takén‘suchlgood care\pf him while he ya§ ip
Canada,”and now this? - . !

My father moved to the window and stared out. He wiped his brow and
the ba]d.threg:quarter moon which wasifhe top of his head. étil] looking
- out, he said, "Yes, Lina, there's no doubt, He's aone it." He seemed
resigned to the facts, but he could not accept what they meédt.lﬁ What

are we going to do? - We will be the talk of the masseria, and then San

A

Martino, and then here, Montreal:. - Sant'Antonio help us. What a dishonor!” .

He had had his arms in the air, bdt now he turned around to the table
and with one hand he grasped the top of 5 chair anq with fhe other ketwiped,‘
the sweat }roé his face. : . | .
M} mother sat with her hénds c]aspgd together in her lap.‘ I watched
‘her as she shar?d‘my fé&he;'s uneasiness, as she stared at ﬁim still |

= haIf-Helieving. My father stared out the window again, over the'Végetable"

-

. /,
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. gafden; to the huge maple tree in the corner’of the back yard. Finally,

he threw his arms in the air, waving his napkin as he‘spoké, "what'would
make him do such a thing, Lina? What's happened to him?" . B

My mother 'shook her head. Then suddenly the Took of Qéspdir that was

. ///in her eyes was gone. She unlodked her hands and motioned for me to come

to her. "Come, Agostino. We will write to Zio NiEola." erni, we will

writé him a retter."

. . ry
Poor Zio Sandro. He had always been the most generous of all my
uncles.” He certainly cared for everyone in the family. He was the one to.
buy’me textbooks when my father was struggljsg to make»epds meet ‘and my

.
mother was in hospital recovering from an operation.

But Zio Sandro had always beeﬁ a private person. When he waséaiving :
with us in Montreal, he would go out of h1s way not tb be seen by outs1ders.
Some V1Slt0PS to;ny father s house were not even aware that he was 11v1ng
with us. . Every time that/someone came, he woyld w1tﬁHraw to his room.
Sometimes one woqﬂd catc;\a glimpse of him crossing“the i11-19t corridor

qnﬁ questions would be asked. But that was about it. The only time he

would socialize was when very close relatives came over. And even then

. he would remain as distant as he could w1thout arous1ng curiosity.

{

It was a]most 1mposs1b1e to catch h1m without his hat on. If he

could help it, he would 'not be seen without it anywhgre. 1 remembér one

‘night when my mother was still in hospital. I was on my way to the toilet.’

o
I switched on the light in the corridor and there he was, arms outstretched,

\

.wélking-SIQWIy toward me He was s1eepwalk1ng I had to sidestep him to .

/ M

| let him pass. He walked right past me and into his bedroom. It was duringﬁ
“thi.s momént that I'first noticed that the top of his head was balg}énd

' M
/ . ' . - LY

.

!
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- was really bothering him. '

+ boy everyonefhad known anymore. He refused to appear in'public. When it

“came time to yet himself a girl, he refused to let us buy him a suit. He

PONIVIPUpRID SIS S

k)

“very pale in comparispn,with his dark éomp1ex10n. On the left side of his

head there was a deep scar. "

. The next day, when I told my father what I had seen, he made me sit
Y

-

A , ) .
down across from him at the kitchen table and he proceeded to explain to .

dg‘..

me that he hadeseen Zio Sandro do the exact same thing whenever something

And the ugly-looking scar? "That," he'sighed, "happened when we were

very young. I was throwing stones into a waﬁndt tree,'trying to” knock

.Wa]nuts to the ‘ground. Zio Sandro.was on the other side, waiting for them

to fall down and gather them. - It was then that I did it to him, Agosfino.

* You should have seen all the b]ood‘gushing out. I thought I had killed him.

He was so wobbly I had to help him to the masseria We had“only Zio Nicola o
and my stepmother then. Your grandparents were gone, ‘you know

"After that accident," he‘cont1nued, "Zio Sahgro was not the outgoing

L 4
~ would ]ook\at us and say, 'Don't get me one because I won't wear it!'

N
Then he would grab the hat he had gotten in the habit of wear1ng and he

would pu]] 1t down as far as it would go. _ '

"When he was thirty, he finally built up ehough courage to 1eavé
behind the land that grandfather had left us when we were very young and. o
he came to America. He came to Montreal and wortéd on cons;ructlon JObS. .
He worked hard so that he could make mofiey and return home. A1l his Lo
savings were sent to Zio Nicola so that they would be deposited in an . : L

A2

Italian bank account for him. e

+
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. ¥ "Weekdays, he worfzd deep in the’Métro. Saturdays éhd Sundays he
¢ worked fn the Cote des Neiges Cemetéry. He,wdu]d comé home only to eat
and sleep. Work enabled‘hiﬁ)to avoid having to face people. That made hih
~happy. It also allowed him to put agide ehough money so°that when he would
return to Italy for good he would have as Tittle as possible to do.with
people." |
The Tetter had arrived in June. During the time that it took for the
.neht two letters to éhrive from Italy, the situation did not“change My
parents were slowly coming to réa]ize that; in sp1te of- the great expenge

involved, they should go, in person to see what was happen1ng

News came that my father's stepmother and Zio Nicola were both very ill.

Zio Nicola was suffering from a recurrence of an old 1iver~a%]hent which had
.required'surgicalvtreatment fhr a long time, but which he would not allow.

The stepmother was confined to bed and dying of old age

When Zio Nicola was. taken to hosp1ta1 in Naples, Zio Sandro f1na11y

© decided to abandon his tree house. He returned to the house to‘take care
of?ﬁheir.stepmother: "But within a matter of weeks, she died. She had
_always loved her own son and daughter more, but it was in Ziq Sandro's arms
i t fhat she took.her 1ast‘brgath. “Perdonami, Sandro," she had told him as

_ they were riding home‘from the town doctor. They had to-ride in an old
_ Fiat along a bumpy gravel road because the old doctor had refused to-go to
’ ' ; the masseria, 1ns1st;ng that h1s home-v1s1t1ng days were over. '“Sandro,
, .gerdonami,“ she had repeated. They had beggrher last words, whispered~in

a_deep, regretful voice..
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She was hardly in her grave wnen news came that Zio Nicola had also

died. My parents finally decided that it was time to go.
\ .
_ . a .

They arrived at Zio Sandro's house and they found that he was

'practically his old self. The fixation which had taken hold of him at the

time of Zio Nicola's first letter seemed to have released its hold on him.
He had made the most expensive funeral arrangements that the town had seen
in decades. fowever, when it came timg for him to enter the Church along
with my parents, he would not hear of it. \

- :“Eor.the.1ove o¥ God, Sandro," my father kept insisting, "you must
come into the Church! What will everyone think?" Bqt Zio Sandro refused
to budge from the bottom of the Church steps

“Please. come, Sandro," my mother 1mp10red‘him.

“No. Andate. I will wait here.” Zio Sandro stood firmly on the
cobblestones he had occupied. .

"It is no use, Lina. Andiamo," my father sajd, leading my mother up
the steps and into the Church. ‘ | |

Latgr, at the towq cemetery, Zio Sandro stood as much as he coﬁla,
half-hidden by an old cypress, silent. His old black hat was firmly in
place. Every once in a whi]g, he lowered his gaze in response to someone
looking his way. ) |

) -
It was not until after the burial‘*that my father finally managed to

get away from the townspeople. He and my mother fo]lowed'Zio Sandro along

_.the gravel road to the masseria. At one point, he could no‘longer stand

A
him walking a]] alone up front and he lengthened his stride to catch up to

him, leaving my mother behind. .
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He had still not caught up to' him when he started talking to hfm.

. "For the love of God, Sandro, please tell me what's happehing with you."

They were almost side to side. !Please, Sandro. 1 know that &ou never
Toved the Church and those crooks that run‘ it - thésevladri. Certainiy, we

have not been blessed with God's best servants; but .it was our brother that

~ died. Our brother - jl;nostro sangue. Certainly you-could have come into

-

the church for his sake!"
. Zio Sandro turned toward him, restraining himself from striking his own
chest with a clenched right hand. Then,, half-angrily and half-regretfully,

he -pronounced through his teeth; "Nostro fratello? - Don't be 50 kind,

Luigi./ May God help him - if He can!" He started walking even faster than '

_before.- My father, startled, hesitated before starting after him agaih. Vo

. . \,/
"Ma, allora, what could he possibly have done to ..." he started to

~ask.

. . T e v
_-Lio Sandro stopped him short. "Si; him!" he shouted. "He lost almost

everything trying to he]p out his~fkiends" Vent'anni di 1avoro, and what

- do I have’ to show for it? - Hardly anyth1ng but Papa's Tand! Only what I

had when I left for that cold country. "
My father .grew more and more confused.. “My God," he asked, “but what

are you talking about, Sandro? You have the land, the harvest, a house

& . N

"A housé? - It's falling apart. The cantina has to"Bérfixed and in the

Qggfe ;he p]asterfis falling off the ..."

UBGt all the money, Sandro. A1l the money Yyou made in America. You

»

have a1l ..."
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"Si," Zio Sandro said hopelessly, “i dollari Americani! Gone! It's

all gone, Luigi! - I send my money to our brother to save so I can Tlive

in peacevin my own land, and he lends it out to every little businessman
in the contrata - no questions asked. Do you understénd, Lu%gi? ['ve
gotten hardly a lira back® And there is no way. to go after tﬁem, either."

"But it's not possib1é!" \ : -,

"Si, Luig{, it's possible. Believe me, that]s what happened."

‘ "Nicola," my father mumb]Fd.

"God help him, if He can."

"Buf’Sandro, that's not right. It's not justl; my father said looking
into his eyes. hYet,“ he continued, "we can't change His will. God will
provide, you will see. Dio provyedera!" h | _

Zio Sandro was convinced, but not of what my father was saying:' He
lTooked at the gray sky turning dark; then he turned to my father saying,
"Dio, Luigi? - First He creates us and then He forgets us, and in the end
we must always suffer." He turned awa?ffrom my father and lowering his

sight, he started walking quickly ahead.

At Croce Via, a small masseria close to Zio Sandro's in the Italian

countryside near Naples, they D\Cfd\company for the day. My “father

follawed my mother to her old houselin Croce Via. Zio Sandro continuéd

on his way on the dusty gravel road to his masseria.

. . -~ That night, my father could not sleep. He turned to my mother in bed

v and said, "One's gone and the othef's going to hell! What am I going to

do Lina? - You could’always get through to him. Please tell. me you‘11'ta1k

to him - tell me you'l1 try to talk some sense into him, Lina."

\
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"Try to get some sleepy Luigi. He's had to go through so much in so .

short a time. Give him time - a chance to slow things down again to his

- JUUSERNIRSE

pace. - Con i1 tempo, he will come to his good senses again; and you, you

will understand;much‘bétter how he feels, t00. " : N

‘ . \

"Maybe you're right, Lina," my father moaned, "I hope to God you're
right." Then he turned over to his other side. *"My brothers - God help
them both," he sighed. |

.She was relieved to see a small sign that my father was beginning to

accept what had happened. "Grazie, Sant'Antonio," she whispered. Then she

continued praying as she fell into a sleep, "And plgase take care of Nicola

" and Sandro ..."

t

But my father was really not one to leave something up to time when
blood rushed through his veins. He tossed and turned all night. By dawn,’
he was already approaching Zio Sandro's masseria.

He wasted no time in walking up the long f{ighf of stairs to his
brother’s second-floor room. He knocked on tﬁe door, bqt there was' no

answer.\rh found the door unlocked and entered. Zio Sandro was not there.

He looked toward the window. “A little morning 1fght and a slow breeze c;me

through a broken pane of glass. On the right, the back. door was,han-open.x &

" He looked to the bed on the far right of the room ahd found that it had

been Slept in. A corner Qf the blanket fell onto a cracked floor tile.

. Further o, he noticed other broken tiles covered with shards and splinters 'n.

of plaster of paris. He followed the trail toward the back of the.door‘an&
there, at the foot’ of the dresser, he bent down to p1ck up a large chunk of

p]aster of paris off a shattered and.sunken tile. He turned it over in his

+

" hands. Its top was round‘a‘nd 1ts bottom jagged. He_br;ou,ght it over from




behind the door into the Tight and whispered the words caught in his throat, }/47

. fSandro} whét have you done?" Far another moment he stared in disbelief

at the Head'of the statue of Sant'Antonio - St. Anthony, protector Qf-fhe
town and its-people. Then he placed the piece of statue on the dresser,
carefully, and hurried ouf the Sack door.

Qutside the door, to the right, there was a passage parallel to the
back of the room and which finally led to some stairs to the ground floor.
The path was made of planks of poplar and ran over the shingles of the

cantina below, a dark and damp place used to store wine and various preserves.

As my father started to walk on it, he noticed that some sections of it had

2

rotted away. On a closeroﬁok, his eyes were drawn to a section of it

which had caved in. The ,moming light centered on it and it Ted him to

look through the opening into the space below. The breeze disturbed the

dust on the shing1e§: The dust was then sucked into a pool of light and f

disappeared in the dark around the hole. Below, bits and pieces of the

shingles were strewn about the dark floor and over a barrel, some demf}ohns,.
and some bottles and jars. A demijohn and some bottles were broken and .
their ]iquidé'mingied with the plaster and stained the‘shing]es/fﬁgiﬁﬁad'—
fallen from the roof. Shards of glass sparkled in tﬁe light.

As he looked into thg hole, my father shaded his eyes, then squinted
t@ get a clearer view.’JSoop;:hismeyés got used to the light g;dm below -
and he began to make out a bare fbot siainéd withsa dark 1iquidg Stowly,
thé picture completed itself, first another foot, then ankles, pajama§, a
1imp arm cut all the wa&«across and resting on ‘the left thigh. 1In the
half-1ight my father could‘see the pajamas covered~withydarg,spots, the .-~ |
body reclined at the base of (the broken demijohn, and inevitably the head,

the scarred, bald head of Ho Sandro.

i o

. 8
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my father cried, “It can't be!™ But his eyes would not hide

(]

"D1o mio.
the-truth from him. On the top of tﬁe head was a dark spot which glinted
as he looked and the Iight*reflectéd off it. It could have‘been Qine or e
blood, he could not tell. "My God.,' he reﬁéatea, as he stepped quickly by -
the side of the house and &own the steps to the entrance of the cantind.
A1l the time he was th1nk1ng, "My God, he must be  badly hurt!._He must have

i, "

been sTeepwalking again' ' ' o -

When my father got to him, Zio Sandro was beginning to move‘buf_appeared
to bé quite groggy. My father took hold of him'and said, "Calwati,
Sandro, wait. Let me help you." S ‘
"Dove? - Where? ..." he mumblgd incoherently. , "

My father helped him up and took him oht inté the light of the garden

in‘theﬁback of the house. There, he sat him on an old tree stump, then he
~ i [ :

" pulled out a handkerchief from his back pocket and wiped the top of his head

and his injured arm. When he wiped the front of his pajamqs, he wa
somewhat relieved and exclaimed, "Vino rosso: - Thank God for that{" But .
Zio Sandro's arm continued to bleed. “Sandro," he said} shaking him, ]

"Sandro Come, andiamo'™ He helped him to his feet anderapped an arm

e
around him to support him. “Let's get that washed and see aboutbgett1ng

you to a doctor," he told him. \ Lo L. ,.i
“Dottore? - No: I'T1 ... I'11 be all right. I'T1 ..." Ziq Sandro
insisted. T . o .

"Look at the way that arm is bleeding. And you can hard1y stand. We

.‘c

\x} .
will go see a doctor, Sandro - don t make things'@ﬁ$f1¢u1t' You are going
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‘ to go forea car to take°Z1o=Sandro to, town.
L t ‘ A

| | Vo
s1tt1ng comfortab]y by the entrance to the house,\he asked for a neighbor

\

@

l

5
' ! v
’

\ Two days Pater,_ln my mother's house, my father was busily puff1ng away

at his fifth' c1garette of the hour when, all of a sudden, he took the last .

1}

ha1f inch. from his mouth and snuffed\ij,::t under foot.. Then he called my

moﬁher to cone to the kitchen<< "L1na." said, "we must do something *

‘about Sandno or he will s]eepwa]k hﬁs way to h1s grave. ' " AN

’ " "Stop worry1ng," my mother sa1d the'11 -do noth1ng of the-sort," .

"Just ]1ke I was not supposed to worry about him the -other n1ght \eh?"

3

my father said. - ) ) . a'
"A11 right, maybe yoo'renhight; Luigi. ~ Maybe we should see abiut §—~'

getting him back to Moht%eal with us. At least there he will be a little

v’

safer." Then she added, "I will ask him what he thinks, va bene?"
My father was relieved "Final]y," he said "you make(gensed"
"And don t worry, 1 w111 conv1nce h1m," my mother continued, haping to |

put my father at ease once. ana’?or all. "Maybe we can even get him

1ntefested in Grazlella, eh? - He ] gett1ng old you know. He ﬁeeds ‘a good

. . 4 . .
woman to Took after him," ) -

"You will never stop'work%ng on that, will.yod, Lina?" _he asked, .
. } ; i

trying to suppress a smile. - But, .as he sat at the ‘kitchen table and rested -

his arm on it, he was not so. displeased with the idea as he was tryino'to

i

show, and the smile finally crépt on his lips.
o "Sicurol" my mother exclaimed. “And if it doesn't work out, he-can

’ always stay with us!" . . o o
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s 1t turned out, Z1o Sandro "did not need much convincing. He had

a]ways had a soft ear for my mother and since the fdll he was 11sten1ng to *

. what she ‘had to say even more. S1nce the accident he had begun to tolerate

having some peop]e outs1de the fam11y around My mdther'had still not
convinced him, to take that awfu] old black hat off h1s head, "But," she
‘sa1d to my father, "who is perfect Lu1g17" . ' t%

. It took my mother a whole week' to convince Zio 'Sandro what would be e
.~ .

. '"best" fog him. He agreed to_go back to Montreal as soon as they could

-, get all the papers in order for him. He even agreed to give Graziella

_ some thought as long.as “she wouldn't talk so %th,or ask too mauy
o . - . . )
questions ..." . o N

» ' ' : ’ -

- . s
.'Ma sicuro," my mother agreed. "You'll see. She will be.just perfect.”

. -It was settled. S 6 -

It was also time for my parents to Teave their land-and country '

behind and“return to Montrea]' it was Sunday morn1gg and all three of them

.

_ were in town where my parents had. come ‘to rent-a car to take them to the’

3. f .
;;s,fwxay/hort in Nap]es While my father took care.of the arrangements my

£
mother took advantage of the occasion to talk Zio Sandro ‘into going inte

*

. Y

/
' St. Anthony s Church with them before they 1eft .

"It's for ‘God you go to church Sandro;“ my motﬁer was say1ng
But Z1o Sandro would not be convinced. "And is that a good reason -"

'he asked "the way He has been letting things happen?"

[

He was not conv1nced of my mother s-arguments; but 1n the end, he went

g}

in out of respect for her, because she ‘had always been so good to him. -
Yet, he insisted on-rema1n1ng somewhere in the back, out of s1ght of the

' townspeople.  He urged my parenté to go ahead and they all went in. N

2

Q

3
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. he could, see that he was very uneasy. He could see his gaié shifting fﬁom'

. .
o ' o . -6, . , ]

My father was overjoyed at even such a small eoncession, so he wént ahead to_
find a pew along with my mother. Zio Sandro stood behind a pillar in“the ' ot

back, ‘trying to appear as if nobody” were noticing him, ﬁiding his ban@éggd
amwith Kis hand. - . ' Co

to time, mj father lpoked back to him, beaming with'pridé- —

}

that his brother was nof hiding from people anymbre..gaut at- the same time

- From time

side to $ide.. His-weight, too, kept shifting first to his left foot, ' -
then to his right, then to hjs left again. e

o My fatﬁer turned to my mother. <<ﬁe dnly came,in for us," he-said,
. =~ - ,
"didn't he, Lina?" . | . S . ot . s

"A convert to the family is better thai no convert at all,-Luigi,"

»

my mother said: "Thank God for that, at least." .~ /. . !
- ' ‘e . . ' /
"Si.2You are right,lﬁné,"‘my father agreed. Wjay if Sant'Antonio
wodfg grant us a favor - una piccola grazia -" K . ’

~ ' g )

" "A faver?" my mother repeated. "No, Luigi - a'small miracle." L.

When Mass was over, they went to Zio Sandro and walked with him past

v
1

thé massive oak doors and dowd the granite stairs to the town piazza.

Theré, in one corner, the driver was waiting to drive them to the airpéri.

v "Allora, Sandro," my mother told him, "we will bé waitiné for you in
Montreal.. Take éood care Qf &phrse]f, you hear me?"j Shé—éave him a big
hug, reacﬁing‘as far around him as her short arms would allow, and then
kjssed‘him pﬁ both cheeks. Do not disappoint us, gggiégi!: she sphd.
She ‘turned away from him and took a handkerchief 'from thé\pocket df:he§%”

3

coat aM™ in one motion, and without making a sound or waiting for'a reply,

she went to sit in the back seat of the car. There, she dried her dyes.

’
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| .be1ng very carefu]lto keep the water around the bott]es in the pot at the
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) "Don t forget to have the doctor take dare of that arm, Sandro," my

father warned him. "It won't be 1ong before we are atl together again -

Cl Qenser io - Just prom1se me that you won' t a]w&ys be by yourself in
that old house.“ -

4

o can, take care of myse]f " Z1o Sandro said. "You have a good trip
. —and don't worry about me " They hugged'each other. "Arrivederci, Luigig"

he said. S ' ' )

<

They walked to the car and my father got 1n.$ Zio Sandro closed the ,
-door for him. _ , P , ) v

"Addio, Sandro," my father said. : b

b
N

Zio Sandro gave a 1ong 106 into the car. My mother was hiding her

w
face in her handkerch1ef My father held out h1s hand’lo him "Arr1vederc1,"

they both sa1d

v

" As each one waved, the car rode out of the piazza.in a small cloud of

dust. 'It-hao beeh an unusually dry and bright autumn morning.
g

A week later, my parents were s1tt1ng by a s1ow fire in the p]ayroom
My mother had bott]ed the 1ast of the. tomatoes from the garden and she was
)
right temperature. My father kept staring into the fitful flame.

"You, know;iLuigi," she said looking at him, "maybe it would be better

1f you would find a sma]] JOb somewhere. You would be busy. }t would take .

your mind off everyth1ng, help you get th1ngs sorted out." o ?
My father turnéd to her very s]owly, f1rst puttlng his thoughts
aside, then welgh1ng.what,she had sa1d. "He was real]y getting bettér,

* wasn't he, Lina," he said. "He was bringing flowers tp their-graves - he

[ /

" even got the priests to promise to offer a Mass in their memory - and they

)

e A
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didn't even make it easy for him, those priests. They're not the easiest

priests, Lina. The’glow of the fire 1it up his face and the top of his
‘head The_ wrink]es on his forehead were more visible thénue!ér. “T knew °
“he wouldn't go back to. that doctor," he said. “I had a feeling - maybe

the doctor wqg]d have found out about the other prob]em andnthen he might

have gotten well. - Povero fratello. " . , J

t

' “Basta, Lu1g1 - please!" my mother sa1d - "We can t be talking about it l
al] the t1me, we w111 go crazy thinking and ta]k1ng of nothing else.

There"s nothing more that we can do for h1m\— except‘pray for him."

"But why should God take him? He was getting better - tb much better."
"It was His will, Luigi. Vieni, help me get thi pot"of% the fire, "

They, moved slowly, both using old rags to protect themse]vg§ from' the

i

heat and the soot that had gathered around the pot. They- took the pot

from the fireplace and set it down on a piece of plywood hn the floor.

Hot vapors rose above the surface/of the wéter-gnd'the sackcloth rags that

4

" covered the bottles.
My father sat by the f1rep1ace again, hard]y not1c1ng that the fire had |

gone out and the charred wood was éovered with ashes My mother gathered

>

all the used rags and placed thém to soak in the water in the garage sink.

" Then she returned to §it by my father,"Jetting her tired arms sag by her

b}

side and her hands lie palms up in her 1ap. o
i ¢
* My father turned h¥s gaze from the fireplace to her. "Did he ca11 out

1 ,’n ) <
to the peop]e of the masseria for he]p, Lina?" he asked. "Do you th1nk he

, d\d’ - why did 1t take so long for them to find him? - Due g1orn He
" must have been 1y1ng dead on the kitchen floor for two whole days, alone.
He probably didn't even have the strength left to open the front door -

'.or,tb call out to anyone." . ( "y
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"Nemmeno una parola," my mother said.

Thé internal bleeding, it must:
have sfarted after-he fall t@rgugh the roof gf tHE'caqtiﬁaf’ But he never
—comp]ained of any pain.-'not one word!"- * la |

They sat in silence, worn‘out by the déy's work , siariﬁg at the ash-
covered charcoal > u ' ‘

"We are so far apart,'Luigi,“ my mother -said, breaking the siience.
"There {s so little we can do. We are half here and half there. The opTy
thing to bring‘ﬁs a:bit c]ose; together-is a-Tetter, now and then. hlt's'
tﬁe only thing we can af%ﬁrd to do now - write - get some news, some
answers to our questions." ‘ P “

. ﬂ , . . .
My father did not answer. Sh€ untied the black handkerchief she was

4

' using to keep her hair in place and shopk her hair loose. Then she wiped -

her face roughly and allowed the heat still coming from the ffrep1ace to

t

dry up the perspiration. . ) o .. -

@

“You're right," my.father said, finally. The fire was dying‘out and.

thé room was getting cold. “He is gone' - mio fratello non c'é. iu, Lina,

and there is so much distance between us, we don't even know how he died."
He crossed his arms and rubBed the oitside of their upper parts with his

hands. Then he stared into my.mother's face as if there he could find

-

all the answers. B

[}

"Luigi,"” my mbther said taking one of his hands in heré,.“wef11 find

out everything. There's no more need to hurry now - non c'é piu Bisognot“
‘SlowTy, she Tet go of his hand and smoothed down her dress. She could no

Tonger bear the Jook on his face. "Non ti preoccupare," she told him.

I'11 write to my good‘?riend Giustina. She will let me know everything -

. @ . '
you'll see. But please, Luigi, don't let me see you like thi’s any more. "

.
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' He noddqd his head, first uncertainly, then more firm]y.; “Si," he
. o, v " F’
. said, "si."
- : . & .
* For the first'time, she had the feeling that he was ready to accept

his: brother's death.

o

* Late that afternoon, I had entered ‘the housé when my mother grabbed C

me'by the arm and whisked me off to thejiitéhen table.

"Come, Agostino," she said, "come!"

&

. ‘tree.in the garden, but wHen he heard us he tufned around and hisjeyes 1it

up. "Agostino," he said, "you are right on/ ime!"’

) .
mother exclaimed, "fai attenzione!

knocked anything over.

- "Ndw sit over(here, my mother said, poiﬁting to the chair. <

* writing paper and air-mail envelapes.

"Siediti, Agostino," my mother saidt- "We will write a lgtter to




Part of .the Team L ~ '

" "] don't know, Mario. What good is anytﬁin@%“
"Well) what good is a“stdne, Alfredo - or aiktar?"
o "Get serious, Mario - I'm askingJa serious question'"
o Marlo ponde;;fthe question with a very serious ook on his face while
he gazes at a group of stars in a cloudless sky. Then all of a'sudden
he's sure he'smgot the answer.
"I know: they commun1cate!" f\\\ ) : .
"0 come on, Mario.' '
"Sure - you know - they 'ta]k to each other. A‘star and a stone®
, one gives out the light aﬁﬁ the other spark]es - sort of sends it back
Tike." .
"That's not communication. Doesn’t the stone have to keep the Tight

for that? " Take mamma and papd, for example. When mamma fa]ks, papa

listens, Boy, does he ever listen."

9

L4

"Well, maybe you're right, Alfredo. Then what gobd %s anything?"

" still don’t know, Mario."

They sit-on the Tow stone wall at the edge Bf the park. It's the
driest spgﬁ around. ﬁ‘heav} rains;orm stopped barely long enough before
§ﬁndown for the winditg\fry off the top of the wall, whiékoout a clear
evening sky énd tﬁén die th. The.electric 1ights are stfll out from thg

storm.  They are waiting for them to come on so their ball game can start.
: . -

Alfredo stares at the starlight playing on wat gravel around the

drinking-water fountain, pondering.
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A1l of a’sddden,'the 1ights come on. A cry comes out from the
cluﬁhouse: “Come oh guys, it's on! Let's play ball." .
Mério and Alfredo hear thg team's cry and- answer it by jumping of f
the wall, both at once. Their movements are és finely tuned as any two
éhdrp'infie]dergmgoing after a double play. One after the other, they

step nimbly on the sparklihg gravel path to the playing field,

”

\,
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Rocky Bandarino

Roéky Ban&arinoicarried .

his three-hundred dollar
liﬁe a bum. But.
to the unsugpeéting

/7 [

eye

+Rocky seemed the coolest.

,-:Eyen his hard-times.

N Pareﬁts
wére fooled ‘ ’
bx<the great o .

1 — ﬁut;on' ‘
and that is whyi . ,
it was 'nothi ng . ;
* but, the best - N )

4 .
for Bandarino.

How were they to know
‘that giving him
t ~ the best

"would make him try . -
uld try

suit

the léast?'
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) . .} They ;orked without complajnt
he Bui]ding réadg L
‘shé sewing shirts. . o L.
. ' ‘A1l they wanted o — . /
frbm their son - . ": ' | o | '//
was an occasional accordidn, S ‘W /
S ) " ~ serenade _~'/f
, éhﬁfthat one day . o ;/
he'd make 'the.r.n proud. S ‘
‘ " For tﬁis ///

X R ' ¢ /

they gave him «

'~ . "what he wanted.
Rocky took all.. '
g ' Gave nothing in-return. .

' . When I told

Ahim I—l , ,. ‘ e

e . there was-a bum " .
R " concealed in his‘expghﬁive IS

- ’ suit -

. ) he,hinzed strongly . . o *
he was gbing to fix- L "" B
) ’ Ctmis .
* teacher's car.. © e
, , g Tl
. .

PO
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'He didn't care

/

his marks -

k]

‘were the lowest -

’

in the school. .

———
e

And when 1 trié;i'
to talk "~ -

.o

about his parents

ar:d their pride’ L . "
Rocky . '
" macho cobl | o
replied, "So what, o
‘  man!" - .
I tr.ie(i so hard* - : 3 :'
. to 'm‘ake‘hi'ni’un.derst.and ' o

»

{and Rocky i .
. | J ) , o, .
did, tool) -

But in the ‘-en& i

he .s.1"inp1y couldn't make

Years later -

at Za‘ni ght s;chool -

| ‘ A
someone in o1d. jeans”.

4 and a ’losige.r",s shirt _

and fie carried them, L

L N C

N ) - . .
o.o ! . . w
> Lt -

°0
o
. l-{:l . . 5
. 8 .
t -
v
- ! -

"the grade. -

e |
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,jus;: like - °

Rocky Ban"d'ar."ino. '«
: R ran’ -
_htbic‘atch him by the arm "
4nd the'rle‘ he Was - -
he . turned arouﬁ“d";-.,'. ot

) T tHi, sim™

. how's your car?" -

’

he said.” "So... . ° . &.“

‘e, " Ilaughed. .’

(Could, I.believe my eyés?)

'

. "It's great to see you here, "

I said. .
"Yehh!" he went on. . 4 °
He arched 'his arms:,'

and pFessed the space .

. between them ctose = - . .

‘as if to force the air
ir-bellows. out .-

¢

o ‘through reeds
in swéei’. accordi on sotinds:
“Now that the old man's goﬁe

" maybe I can make | o

at least my mother proud."
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Cri stﬁ&\at Sixteen.

-
s

They ‘b?{'ought her up

to be healthy, brigh’c, pohte -

and wanting nothing, -

,\‘ .

)
.the "school year

their dream ,wou\]d‘ be cofnplete:

a final return to Campania”
to the smaH; quiet town

of her grandparents.

Buf} Cristina,lbved Canada
the place of her birth
the home of her friends

ahd_ the first love

.she could not bear ’éo'leaye:

~ oy

in Novembe¥ she conceived -
, »

a s1xteen-year-o]d s scheme‘

to cross her parent s plans.

Now it's a]most June ‘/\'R

and she must remam mdoorU

" away from fmends stm playing -
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. -away from-her one-time lover S .

their children's games . ‘ .

: she stares out

- At the 1ilac b]oésqmsﬁ . : -
“in the tomato garden -

‘\i:rinoqen;:e bfowh, by the wind

across the dark 'green plants. - -
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¥ . The Lover of Fights ) o
L - . [

it wasn't Vittorie"s fault * - f .
. after all - '
that ttfe city streets
/- had given h1m C .
g > . - R
"an- aﬂey cat s view - BN .

A . -

.of the. world ' :

that good Padre Giovanni . * - .
“had never taught him"

" to offe.‘r'" the.olther cheék ‘ S L

DR S 4 i

~ you sée he says j:his is

e - more than ‘just’. - R ‘

R .‘.,' R ‘°m)" business u
",'it's.""itt' when-1 -,

. get into: the rmg ‘ |

e ' | oh‘j‘ it's ~ so hard o

' Ca . . h't’p gpr‘ain. it's - 2

ST mdee /\

‘not even a. 1ocker-room evangeust -

e "could put h'lm on the r’ig‘ht road

- of born-again Chr1st1ans T N
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il e . . N ‘ 4 v
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N d
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- 4 s :
. Cat ‘'with Mother , o T . |
; ' ) . 4 el ' " :
c A female cat - S ‘ s : ‘-
. would have licked-itself clean : = - N |
h’ “:‘
(alley or no alley) ;
o but all George ever licked B . T
: was his plate. ’ : ‘ L - ) :
Take tHe time he hobb1ed - - e o '
. . . : . Coe e » ®
out of the dying autumn Tight e T AR '
7 - his -hazel. eyes abtaze . o ” I ' o E
\ . : ".’ . . . * R . ¥
: b‘1g blood-stained _
. head” heid up high . o T
‘ red white teeth _ , , o
. * ) '; . ' EREN
JRESES . o piercing fresh robin.. T, S T -
. v N L . . i ' ’.’ ‘ ' ) i \}
. . ‘ : " .. ) o ) g
. . Old.Mamma o e T S L L, P
) b at her autymn,ritual o T St e ey
. preserving tomatoes e R '
'? ' e ) e 5 R ‘ ' ' . )
. 0 tooktimedut [ v 7 -
¢ . . . ¥ .
; o - - to clean the bird . S )
. id . s ' * ) .8 . -, ; ’ - . . . T
- . - While eager George . S
: T S thick taﬂ trwmphant L e , 54
L .. LT e ‘1 long black incurvate _ ’ g ’
‘ \”' ) ’ . forepaws extend’ing C e TR .
, 4' H - ! N . : . 6’ ‘ v g '
: . S - . over the gaf‘age sink . PR 1
. L . meowed approva] IR
- ‘b 2‘ ¥ ’. y | . . \ N : J . o) 'n :
' [ = A ' ‘;( ‘ * " , p
. .. Il‘ . - ¢, g' . s
v, ' ) ° ( . . * - . »
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the bifﬁ’flew free. -

- Weeks.-later . - Co

.

‘And wheh the job,was done,

Mamma sat $ind marveled

as George arched his back

licked his plate clean(
and was gone.

»

L3

with the.firstfshow

_ the' battle-scarred veteran

returned

rank and disheveled
_bird in mouth
imper1a11y sitting -
~king of the back a11ey ) ‘
o adopted lord of the gafage
but the bird =
“+ held disdainfully
-’ clawed f1uttered
| ‘ E feathers f1y1ng

George Jumped

claws dart1ng -

" ‘George turngd away ' ‘l
‘ sniffjng
N )

¢ . .
“Mamma's pasta with cheese,

. “" . o . P
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‘Bestia ingrata!" she shouted. : oL e i

"I should feed you R o : " L N R

like those scarecrow cats D | | |

in the oid country - . o, . .
e éornbread crusts - ‘ ,‘ - 3 R a | ‘

then you'd be proud:" K . ' S e .

But Gedrge -

’ )

-
<

unflappable
- ‘ /
v, stuck up his tail

‘and stalked out. ‘ o . .

e | ‘That winter came | . o, 1 , ’
:'\: ' 'h"ke daggérs' ‘ | . B T
‘ ; falling’ o2 .
) B o layer upon
. Y ayer ’
until the back yard | -
- was frozen silver-grey. g . - .
Past t':he s]idingvg]la.ss doors . " . . . . o

. \ : : ‘ * .on a'lonely-bird. : .

"¢ Mamma stared . L ,

* L.

over the packed snow a i

. . Stopping her’gazé |
. . X ] o
.Out of the corner of her mind's eye. . , S
" George darted - ‘

\» " across the stick icy surface- '~ . . -

' o !
!
\ - v ’
)W - w o
i , R . .
. , . ..
P ' -
o \
4 t -
s ®
' 3 } kad
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. . - Y 0]
past the fence - y
a “« . i
past, the alley )

~.into the tall bushes the trees B ,

a » . ' / ! .

- quick as a pounce -

: A o :

. | and he was gone. . - ’ ) !

* Mamma turned her thoughts indoors - .' o
washed George's favorite plate . . S . .
put it away ‘
for his return . , " , .-
oy ‘
‘.-\
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: %unday Morning Softball Game ' -

v/

/ even a dribbler ‘ , /,f:/ N

. off the end “ /

" of the bat . R

is.a hit SR
on a §unﬁay ;f'

in the pack . //'

and ﬁhe machQ .
ustrated in his fire -

bird and sneakers

-
’

°
s
‘ .

for a, game =+

-stops

«
.even he is one
‘wiqp the team
. in a catch

/and a hit
VA s

in the half—fﬁg S “ ’
“and drizzle '
\bf an October mdrnind A ‘L "*
‘the players' hue and cry -
© v ‘echoes off the trees .> SR
 like muffled balls |
, ! ”\"5 Y
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but I stand- o o : o
behing ome plate . s o - - cip

out of place ; - T

.
. - 0 3 »
a‘curiosity . . - B ‘ ;
. ’, . 3
in leather soccer. shoes . .
) . ? . . ' . .
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Alfredo's Love Song ”
P

Nonna

how many tﬁmes

called by the Crickﬂté' chirping

Amohg the ones that ‘died.

did T run to my bedroom window -
and gaze out r

over the'sloping clay-tile roof
of your barn

up to the fixed stars
that‘shone onjus

and our loved ones -

across the sea? * = S

The stars were our tryst .

in the calm of night. p
' Tonight '

on' this side of the sea .

I gaze at the same stars:

¢

aeons ago - ,

but whose glow still reaches us

I search for you.

-

1

C\

M2
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Brahims' Hungarian Rhapsody

What ggpsy - -
:‘intoxicabtedh with wine : < .
‘and song |
v"wouid‘ allow himself .
to be lured | : .

by the more somber .tones /‘/'
of this Hungarian Dance /// .
"and,luﬂ his ]ivély ways? ) 4 o

/

Dear Brahms -
are not‘ those somber tones (

a dark reﬂection‘ BN
af. your soul
which 1ike any other. soul

f'1' rst come into a strange ‘land
though it-be filled w,f‘gr; birdsong
must forever feel .

like the bird that tries to vs’ing

“but whose heart is pier"ceV' o

by a cat's claws? . \
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‘Lengthening Qéy's.

9

. ' - . .

soon the sun will warm’

to the occasion,‘ turning ice and snow ;- '

into, the, greeks and_rivers of Spring:

- . )
- .my garden's tulip bulbs
~ to break through caked soil

- or the lengthening days . B

. which won't tell n'me'why

. L

force - HIL S

. '

coax

the young stiidents in my care

to test all known truths .. - - -

(
but.I |
once a child of .the 3suQ ]
can no ]onger‘ rejoice

in the_sun or the rain . -

’

T've ‘gotten used to the snow'and dce .

_and this cold Qinter wi;\d

D
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. "Qutside.Madonna di Pompe{ :'_ N oA

. RS - ’ ‘ . .
AP "Mi riconobbero, e - Ben torni omai - ’
N ~+ bisbigliaron vér me co ‘1 capo chino --

' L Perché non scendi? Perché non ristai?" -
a4 “‘

Giosug‘CarddﬁcT; fDavanti\San Guido"
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' . -_’ N ",‘ A. F) .;V * ¢ .
- : no cypresses here Y \F\\\i\

:Just'ybupg maples

neat dup¥exes

' T aschoolyard | R ) .
P ) 5 racing-qars whicﬁ soméfin@s;ﬂ , BY
¥ e come to géreeching halts ’ vt '
- > at _the }htefsect%on\ e o - o T .
. of Sawe and St. Michel n . o
. “V. . o N .- . ‘ B . . AR .
! . fio soccer here " o Co T e
Do | except in the Manic ads - ©. ° - L .ft _
n . L 8x¢ o S ' S
C o0 tucked neatly on the sider_‘;//%x, - Lo ; . Lo -
R .gﬁ:a néisy bus - &<~ ' ' ~ e - -
’ T the daﬁﬂfna]'susong i cop
: ' is dfoWﬁpd out . , .‘,:ic SRR '
. _ S e : .
¢ @ child cries . . S ;- e u‘ ‘
i ' e ‘:her“hand scraped .~ s L S ; o
.i vj' " on the éopcrete'staifs“ . . L“' PR ;
; ... - ‘the mother hastens | L \ - -

P o fg stop the bleeding =~ - T AU e

RN Cw . beoo ot : B , '
A ©: .+ and dry the tears. Ny Lo I
. L o Y e Che e ) . ‘
' - - —’_,( . “ N hd R <
oy '
a -1 " b "
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" no longer there X .8 _ .

"into“the future

a father swears ! ‘

at the bright sky £~ . L o

©m

drying beads of sweat

. +
“in the sunlight R B L
an old couple ;7‘\/ b . - _ '
under the shady maple ! ) : o .

searches for the concrete bench = . o .

no Giousé
[ *

there are no cypresses here

becko‘m‘n§ into the past S o \ R S

n‘iablaes

invite

-
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