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CHAPTER 1


Yes. Saints walk upon this
earth. No, the Age of Miracles is not over. No, God is not dead.


It’s just another day. 


Another day.


In Brooklyn, too early for
the honking horns, too early for the rush of people walking, head down, eyes
wide open, seeing nothing.


Rosalie walked, not fast,
not slow. 


Her face, lifted up, up to
the warm sun, the trace of a smile curled on her lips, she thought, “Another
day. Just another day.”


Another day.


She walked up the steps of
St. Catherine Catholic School, into the immaculate entrance hall, a hall free
of dust, free of laughter, free of freedom.


Rosalie smiled, not a
broad, happy smile - that might look sinful - no, it had to be a small, pious
smile. 


She liked her job,
teaching First Grade. The children were curious, interested and well mannered.
They stood, beside their desks and said, said, “Yes, Sister,” or “No, Sister,”
to questions.


Catholic kids.  


At present she was
teaching reading, writing, the alphabet, and cursive script, upper and lower
case, and, how to tell time on a clock. 


In her mind, Rosalie
hummed the alphabet, “A, B, C, D, E, F, G…, H, I, J, K, ELAMENAPEE…”, exactly
the way Sister Mary Mercedes had taught it to her.


As a child Rosalie had
wondered what an “elemenapee” was, but didn’t dare ask. Finally after much time
working it out, she discovered the middle of the alphabet.


Yes. Rosalie smiled
slightly, “Elamenapeee.” She was sure to “say it right!” so her class would
know how to file correctly and think correctly.


But she would say it with
a smile. That makes all the difference. She had wondered, if over the years,
Sister Mary Mercedes ever smiled… hmmm, maybe at Christmas…?


Easter?


The long hall began to
show signs of life. Mr. Houghton, the science instructor, Jeanette, teacher’s
aide, and Mrs, Koenig, the music teacher, waved at her, then they disappeared
into their class rooms.


“At last,” she sighed.
“Room 12”. Her room for the next 3 years. She wondered if that were an
eternity, or just seemed like it.


Rosalie opened the door to
a rectangular room with 32 desks perfectly aligned. The alphabet, neatly
printed on a long, cardboard strip, hung across the top of a white board.


The big hand on the wall
clock said, “8:05”.


Seventeen years…17 years.
She sighed. There had been Room 6, Room 13. She’d get a fairly good pension in
3 years. Yes, it was worth it, what else was there?














 


CHAPTER 2


Friends and neighbors
thought of her as “single”. But she didn’t. She wasn’t “single,” she was just
not married, and had no interest in it. Friends and neighbors would smile at
each other when her name came up. 


“Not interested…” They’d
laugh, sure that when the right man came along, she’d join the rest of the
women shopping for meals and pulling their children by the hand to keep track
of them.


She’d be 38 in August. Too
young to retire and too old to start a new career. She liked gardening, but she
couldn’t garden in an apartment. She could embroider, make wonderful biscotti,
- maybe she could find work embroidering biscotti - she caught herself just in
time - she almost laughed!


At last, Room 12. She
sighed slightly, squared her shoulders, entered the hallowed classroom and
whispered, “God is gracious”. 


She blessed herself, “(she
touched her forehead) In the name of the Father, (touched her heart) the Son
and the (touched her left shoulder) Holy (touched her right shoulder) Spirit, (
palms together) Amen.”


This is the way it was
since before the first grade, Baptism, Catechism, First Communion,
Confirmation, Matrimony and the Last Rites. 


“So far,” she mused. “I
have 4 out of six. I should make it at least to Purgatory if I watch my step!”


Back at the apartment the
morning sun spilled in the open window and fell on the worn, tired sofa. It lit
up the dismal plastic roses in the ancient cut-glass vase on the round dining
table, giving an illusion of a happy life in a long forgotten world. 


The apartment, a two
bedroom, sleep-in screened porch, kitchen, dining room, sitting room outdated,
humble, but respectable, sheltered the three of them, “Little” Lena, the
mother, Giovanni, Papa and Rosalie. 


She was “Little” Lena -
yes, she was diminutive, but all the women in that family were small. “Big”
Lena was her aunt, her mother’s sister, all of 5 feet, 1 inch.


The faded, over-stuffed
easy chairs were tired from years of propping up friends and neighbors. All the
rest of the family lived in another town all of 300 miles away.


They might as well have
been on the moon. 


Some days Little Lena
would stand still a moment and regard the worn, faded sofa with the deep wells
from the many bottoms that had sat there. Neighbors, friends, customers,
engrossed in political debate - Republicans were going to ruin the nation - or
was it the Democrats? or, the best way to make wine. 


The couch suffered all
opinions in resigned silence.


On occasion her conscience
bothered her. Should she risk the cost of a new couch - one of those with
square seat cushions and a square back? If she did, would people think she was
rich?


She thought, “Maybe if I
had better furniture, Rosalie could attract a man and get married. We could
look a little more prosperous.” 


Then she’d shake off the
thought as a ridiculous notion. Rosalie was fine just as she was. What more
could she want? A man doesn’t marry furniture!


And Rosalie was still
young and beautiful…yes, still…


With a quick glance at the
big clock on the kitchen wall - already 8:35 - Giovanni due at the shop in 25
minutes, Rosalie at St. Catherine’s already and Little Lena not due at the
hospital until 11:00, there was time for a second cup of coffee.














 


CHAPTER 3


She was a nurse, and very
good at her job. She spoke Neapolitan, which is not really Italian, it was a
dialect created to accommodate Italian and Greek, and eventually, American. In
the hospital where she worked, St. Raphael, people were from everywhere, and
her pieces of words from everywhere came in very handy. 


Her accent fit right in,
made-up sounds to appease the ailing patients. They loved her, she loved them.
She was the quintessential mother. She preached, unknown to the medical
profession, that garlic, olive oil and turmeric, would cure anything. 


Amazingly, they almost do.



Brooklyn America, a
mish-mash of  sounds from across the world, a patch work blanket of beliefs,
diet restrictions and superstitions, could readily use the skills of a
motherly, opinionated woman like Little Lena.  


It was morning in their
modest apartment, in the hub of Brooklyn. Smells of coffee, sounds of mothers
urging the family to “get done!” with what ever their routine was.  Doors were
slamming, footsteps rushing up and down stairs. The various sounds of life were
underway all through the Brooklyn borough where the world was coming alive.


Upstairs, above the barber
shop morning activities were underway. Emerging from the kitchen, Little Lena
called out to her husband in her usual, high-pitched, hysterical voice,
“Giovanni, are you ready yet? You’ll be late to work! Your linguica’s getting
cold, and I can’t keep your toast warm much longer!”


Giovanni stepped slowly,
yet surely, from the bedroom into the dining area, deliberately buttoning his
worn, blue shirt. There was no hurry. He was the barber, just  one flight of
stairs from the parlor down to the barber shop.


He was a slender, older
man, a philosopher by logic, a barber by trade, a loving father by nature, and,
a husband by need.


It was enough.   


It was a family. 


The Rovano family.














 


CHAPTER 4


He finished off the last
plump, chunk of linguica, the aroma of garlic following close by, as he walked
down the worn steps to his shop. 


The shop name, painted on
the glass front-window, announced, 


“Giovanni - shave, hair
cut, political advice, free!” 


Little Lena was opposed to
the name. “What political advice?!” She screeched! “You gonna get in big
trouble giving political advice!”


Giovanni would smile his
infuriating, winning smile, say nothing, and shrug his shoulders. That was the
best response he could think of. 


It always worked.


Little Lena would suppress
a grin. She’d drop her shoulders, press her lips together and turn back to her
dusting. Rosalie never noticed. She had no interest in politics. She was
engrossed in some school project such as making crepe paper flowers for the
school cheer leaders, “The Saint Theresa Poppies”, yellow and light green. 


Two customers stood,
waiting, at the shop door.“Hey, Giovanni! You so rich now you can open at
noon!” 


Giovanni, smiled, opened
the door to the clanking of door bells, Little Lena’s idea.What if someone
should come in while he was in the toilet? Customers could sit in a chair
forever to wait, maybe slip a hand in the cash register! 


The bells would announce
someone coming in for a shave or a trim! Little Lena counted every shave and
potential haircut. 


Neighbors would say,
“Little Lena, how can you stand that noise - BANG!, BANG! All day long!”


Like any true




















cover.jpeg





image001.png





