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				Straight and sincere, they seem what they are:

				with level heads, firm hand, and solid nerve

				they speak little, but know what they say

				and though they walk slowly, they travel far.

				—Nino Costa, “Rassa nostrana”

				The future enters into us

				so as to transform itself in us

				long before it happens.

				—Rainer Maria Rilke, “Letter Eight”

				If I speak in human and angelic tongues

				but do not have love,

				I am a resounding gong

				or a clashing cymbal.

				—First Letter to the Corinthians 13:1

			

		

	
		
			Introduction

			All Is Born to Blossom

			 

			The book of my life is the story of a journey of hope, a journey that I can’t imagine separated from that of my family, of my people, of all God’s people. In every page, in every passage, it is also the book of those who have traveled with me, of those who came before, of those who will follow.

			An autobiography is not our private story, but rather the baggage we carry with us. And memory is not just what we recall, but what surrounds us. It speaks not only about what has been but about what will be. Memory, in the words of a Mexican poet, is a present that never ceases to pass.

			It seems like yesterday, and yet it’s tomorrow.

			People often say “wait and hope”—so much so that the word esperar in Spanish means both “to hope” and “to wait”—but hope is above all the virtue of movement and the engine of change: It’s the tension that brings together memory and utopia to truly build the dreams that await us. And if a dream fades, we need to go back and dream it again, in new forms, drawing with hope from the embers of memory.

			We Christians must know that hope doesn’t deceive and doesn’t disappoint: All is born to blossom in an eternal springtime.

			In the end, we will say only: I don’t recall anything in which You are not there.

		

	
		
			Prologue

			 

			They told how they heard a terrible judder, like an earthquake. The whole voyage had been accompanied by loud and eerie vibrations, and “the ship was listing so much that in the morning we couldn’t put our caffè latte down because it would have spilled over.” But that judder was something else: It was more like an explosion, like a bomb. Passengers left the lounges and their cabins, went on deck to find out what was going on. It was late afternoon, and the ship was sailing toward the Brazilian coast, heading for Porto Seguro. It wasn’t a bomb: more like muffled thunder. The ship steamed onward, but its motion had become erratic, like a runaway horse. Now it veered dramatically and slowed down. One man, after hours spent clinging to a piece of wood in the ocean, would later testify that he had clearly seen the propeller and lefthand shaft slide off. Completely. The propeller, they said, had torn a deep gash in the hull: Water gushed in, flooding the engine room, and would soon also fill the hold, since the watertight doors, it seemed, hadn’t worked as they should.

			Someone, they said, had tried to repair the leak with metal panels. In vain.

			They told how the orchestra was ordered to go on playing. Nonstop.

			The ship carried on listing more and more, darkness approached, the sea swelled.

			After the first assurances to passengers, the captain gave orders to stop the engines, to sound the warning siren, and for the wireless operators to send the first SOS.

			The signal for help was answered by several ships, two steamships and even a couple of transatlantic liners that happened to be in the area. They rushed there immediately but were all forced to stop some way off because a large column of white smoke made them fear a disastrous explosion in the furnaces.

			From the deck, the captain with his megaphone was trying ever more desperately to impose calm and was coordinating the rescue operations, giving precedence to women and children. But when night fell—the pitch-black night of a new moon—and the ship’s power supply failed, the situation went completely out of control.

			The rescue launches were lowered but the ship was now listing terribly: Many launches dropped straight down, hitting the hull, while others were decrepit, unseaworthy: They let in water so that passengers were forced to bail them out using their hats. Others, under siege, capsized or sank from the excessive load. Many craftsmen or farm workers from the valleys and the plains had never seen the sea before and couldn’t swim. Prayers mingled with cries.

			There was panic. Many passengers fell or threw themselves into the sea, drowning. Some, it was said, were overcome by despair. Others, as the local newspapers reported, were eaten alive by sharks.

			In the pandemonium there were countless brawls, but also acts of bravery and self-sacrifice. After helping dozens of people, one young man who had been given a life jacket waited for his turn to dive into the water. It was then that he saw an old man who couldn’t swim and had found no place in any boat: He was begging for help. The boy made him wear his life jacket, threw himself into the sea with him, and tried to reach the nearest launch. He swam madly when voices rose ever more insistently from the waves: Sharks! Sharks! He was attacked. A companion managed to pull him onto a launch, but the injuries were devastating. He died soon after.

			When the survivors told his story, Argentina was moved by it. In the town where he was born in the province of Entre Ríos, a school was named after him. His father had emigrated from Piedmont, his mother was Argentinian. He was just twenty-one: His name Anacleto Bernardi.

			Well before midnight the ship was completely engulfed by the water; its bow rose vertically and with a last deafening, almost animal-like groan, it plunged down to a depth of over forty-five hundred feet. Various accounts confirm that the captain remained on board until the end, ordering those remaining musicians to play the “Marcia Reale.” His body was never found. Certainly, just before the steamship went down, many gunshots were heard, fired, it was said, by officers who, having done as much as they could for the passengers, had decided to avoid the torment of drowning.

			Several launches managed to reach the nearby ships and, together with those from other ships that had come to help, were able to save many hundreds of people.

			The rescue of those few survivors who tried as best as they could to stay afloat continued late into the night. When, before dawn, other Brazilian steamships reached the scene of the disaster, they found no one else alive.

			That ship, over four hundred and fifty feet long, had been the pride of the merchant navy at the turn of the twentieth century, the most prestigious ocean liner in the Italian fleet, and had transported such celebrities as Arturo Toscanini, Luigi Pirandello, and Carlos Gardel, a legend in the history of Argentine tango. But those times had passed some while before. There had been a world war in the meantime, and wear and tear, neglect, and lack of maintenance had done the rest. Now, instead, the ship was known as la balaìna, the ballerina, due to the way it pitched and rolled. When it left on its final voyage, despite the misgivings of its own captain, it had more than twelve hundred passengers on board, mainly migrants from Piedmont, Liguria, and the Veneto. But also from the Marche, Basilicata, Calabria.

			According to the figures provided by the Italian authorities at the time, just over three hundred people died in the disaster. Most of them, it was said, were members of the crew; but the South American newspapers reported a much larger figure, more than double, including stowaways, several dozen Syrian emigrants, and farm laborers traveling to South America from the Italian countryside for the winter season.

			Played down or covered up by the fascist authorities, that shipwreck was the Italian Titanic.

			

			—

			I don’t know how many times I’ve heard the story of that ship that carried the name of the daughter of King Victor Emmanuel III, who herself was destined to meet a tragic death several years later at Buchenwald concentration camp, toward the end of another terrible war. The SS Principessa Mafalda.

			That story was told in my family.

			It was told in my barrio, my neighborhood.

			It was sung about in the popular songs of migrants, on both sides of the ocean: “From Italy Mafalda set sail with a thousand and more aboard…Fathers and mothers clung to their children who vanished among the waves.”

			

			—

			My grandparents and their only son, Mario, the young man who would become my father, had bought their ticket for that long crossing, for that ship that set sail from the port of Genoa on October 11, 1927, bound for Buenos Aires.

			But they didn’t take it.

			Hard as they tried, they couldn’t sell what they owned in time. In the end, reluctantly, the Bergoglio family was forced to exchange their ticket, to delay their departure for Argentina.

			That is why I’m here now.

			

			—

			You can’t imagine how many times I have found myself thanking Divine Providence.

		

	
		
			1.

			May My Tongue Stick to My Palate

			 

			Finally, they left.

			My grandparents managed to sell their few possessions, in the Piedmont countryside and traveled to the port of Genoa to sail on the SS Giulio Cesare, with a one-way ticket.

			They waited for boarding operations for the first-class passengers to be completed, and then at last for their turn to arrive, for the third class. When the ship reached the open sea and the last beams of the lighthouse, the old Lanterna, vanished from the horizon, they knew they would never see Italy again and would have to begin their lives anew on the other side of the world.

			It was February 1, 1929, during one of the coldest winters the century would ever know. The thermometer in Turin reached -15 degrees Celsius, and even -25 in other parts of Italy. It was what Federico Fellini remembered in his film Amarcord as “the winter of the great snow.” The whole of Europe was covered by a heavy blanket, from the Ural Mountains to the coasts of the Mediterranean, and even the dome of Saint Peter’s was plentifully white.

			When the steamship finally reached Buenos Aires after its two-week voyage, with stopovers at the ports of Villefranche-sur-Mer, Barcelona, Rio de Janeiro, Santos, and Montevideo, my grandmother Rosa was still wearing the lovely coat in which she left, despite the humid heat that touched 30 degrees Celsius. She had decorated it with a fox-fur collar, as was the custom, and had stitched all that they owned, everything of value, into the inner lining between the skin and the silk. She continued wearing it, almost like a uniform, even after they had left the ship, as they traveled inland, sailing wearily up the Paraná River for another three hundred miles until they reached their destination. Only then did the luchadora—“the wrestler,” as she would come to be known—decide that she could lower her guard.

			At the port of arrival, all three were registered as migrantes ultramar. My grandfather Nono Giovanni, who after laboring as a sharecropper had opened a coffee and pastry shop, was described as comercio (trader); his wife, Rosa, as casera (housewife); and their son, Mario, my father, who to the great satisfaction of his parents had gained a commercial school diploma, as contador (bookkeeper).

			A multitude had shared that long journey of hope with them.

			Throughout the twentieth century, millions and millions would leave Italy for “La Merica,” above all to the United States, Brazil, and Argentina.

			In those four years alone before 1929, well over two hundred thousand people headed for Buenos Aires.

			The memory of the terrible sinking of the SS Mafalda was still a fresh wound, nor was it the only one since the close of the previous century. These were the years (in the words of a popular song) of “Mamma, give me a hundred lire, for to America I want to go”—years in which there were particularly large numbers of seasonal migrants. They sailed from Genoa in the fall, when the Italian harvest was over, and went to work on a second harvest in the southern hemisphere, where the summer had just begun. They often returned home in spring with just a few hundred lire, most of which ended in the pockets of the organizers and middlemen. Having paid them, and the ticket for the journey, they often had little left as recompense for their four- or five-month toil.

			But death, during the journey, was another unwelcome and not infrequent companion. Fifty perished from hunger and privation on the SS Matteo Bruzzo and SS Carlo Raggio, which sailed from Genoa for Brazil in 1888. Some died of suffocation on the SS Frisca. In 1893, once aboard the SS Remo, migrants discovered they had been sold twice as many tickets as the number of available berths, so that cholera broke out on board. The dead were thrown into the sea, the number of passengers dropped by several each day, and in the end the ship wasn’t even allowed into port. Then there was the sinking of the SS Sirio, during which five hundred Italian migrants heading for Buenos Aires lost their lives. In popular songs, sung in the hills of Piedmont or played on the acordeón in the barrios, the stories of those tragedies blended and merged together, the Sirio became the Mafalda, and vice versa; new words were adapted to the same sad melodies.
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					The Sírio, the Frisca, the Mafalda: Those tragedies blended and merged together.

				
			
			But people still went. Out of poverty above all; sometimes out of anger; for a change of fortune; to escape from the tragedy of a world war, from the First as much as the Second, which was on its way; or to avoid being drafted, after having seen the face of death; to reunite with family, so as not to suffer any more hardship; or in search of a better standard of living. There’s nothing new about it. It’s a story of yesterday as much as one of today. “I cannot be any worse off than I was. At most I’ll have to go hungry as I did at home. Am I right?” one emigrant says in Sull’oceano (On the Ocean) by Edmondo De Amicis, the nineteenth-century writer best known for his novel Cuore (Heart), he too from Piedmont.

			Those who emigrated often faced all kinds of hardships and sacrifices to get on board. And almost always after having been enticed by immigration agents and assistants. They used to tour villages during the fairs and would talk of America as a new “promised land,” a wonderland. The emigration company paid them for every family they managed to persuade to go, and some newspapers even compared those agents to slave traders. Towns and villages were inundated with pamphlets and fake letters from those who had already taken the leap to the other side of the world. There were those who swore that if a sharecropper became disabled in America he could depend on a generous pension, and those who declared it was easy to own your own land.

			For those who left, the first challenge was to reach the port. They sold their few belongings to pay often greedy and unscrupulous recruiters who, on more than one occasion, would run off with the money, at least until new legislation sought to control the problem.

			The route to the port was a personal or sometimes a family pilgrimage, while other routes were filled with whole communities who walked together in procession to the sound of bells, which they would sometimes then carry with them onto the ships. They often arrived several days before boarding and camped on the quay.

			Some never arrived at the land they yearned to reach because the ocean turned them back or swallowed them up.

			The multitudes who made it and disembarked at Buenos Aires then faced a tough, harsh reality, like a slap in the face—that of the Hotel de Inmigrantes, an enormous ramshackle building where new arrivals, after their medical examination, registration, and disinfection, could remain for no more than five days, the maximum time to find a job in the city or in the fields. This is how a famous correspondent for the Italian newspaper the Corriere della Sera described it in the early years of the twentieth century:

			
				Over the last three days three thousand eight hundred emigrants have arrived, most of them our fellow nationals. The Hotel de Inmigrantes is crammed full. […] It (and they call it a hotel!) stands on that indescribable, shapeless, muddy piece of land between the turbid and tempestuous Río de la Plata and the city. […] The acrid smell of carbolic acid fails to cover the nauseating stench that comes from the slime and filth of the floor, that emanates from the old wooden walls, that wafts through the open doors; an odor of heaped humanity, of squalor. […] Higher up, the wooden boards hold more vivid signs of this painful passage: the traces, I would say, of souls. There are names, dates, expressions of love, curses, memories, obscenities, scratched into the paint or marked in pencil, sometimes carved into the wood. A ship is the most frequent drawing.

			

			That drawing that looks back, with nostalgia, is no coincidence. “May my tongue stick to my palate if I do not remember you,” say the exiles when they think back to Jerusalem (Psalm 137:6). And the Magi express the same feeling despite everything: a feeling of nostalgia for God; it’s the attitude that breaks conventions and drives us in our commitment for the change we yearn for and that we need. Nostalgia—the nostalgia for our roots—is a healthy feeling, since people with no roots are lost, and a person with no roots is sick. Roots give us the strength to move forward, to bear fruit, to blossom, as the Argentine poet Francisco Luis Bernárdez said: “Por lo que el árbol tiene de florido / vive de lo que tiene sepultado.” (All that has blossomed on the tree / lives on that which holds it underground.)

			

			—

			Those descriptions of yesterday, those marks, those graffiti, are a reminder of today, of other ports, of other seas.

			

			—

			My family was more fortunate. My grandfather’s brothers had invited them to Buenos Aires. They had been in Argentina since 1922 and had had suerte, good luck: They had started as laborers, asphalting roads from the river port to the countryside, and had soon set up a paving and asphalting business. Things had gone well for them. After the arrival formalities, my family didn’t stop at the Hotel de Inmigrantes but traveled on toward the Entre Riós region, to Paraná, where my great-uncles waited anxiously for them. The family lived in a four-story house they had built themselves, Palacio Bergoglio, the first building in the whole city to have an elevator. Each brother could live on one of the four floors—Giovanni Lorenzo, Eugenio, Ernesto, and now my grandfather Giovanni Angelo as well. Only two would remain in Piedmont: Carlo, the eldest, and Luisa, the only girl, whose married name was Luisa Martinengo. The family was at last reunited, so far as possible, and this was the main reason why my parents had gone.

			My father, a young bookkeeper, would work as a manager. But it wasn’t for long. The global crisis of 1929, the Great Depression, was tightening its grip. Meanwhile, the head of the family company, one of my great-uncles, Giovanni (Juan) Lorenzo, had taken ill with leukemia and lymphoma, and died leaving a widow, Elisa, and three children. They were crushed by the recession and family grief, and the result was soon disastrous. In 1932 they had to sell everything: machinery, business, home, even the family vault in the cemetery. They were left with nothing and plunged into poverty. With one hand in front and one behind, they used to say.

			They would have to begin anew, from nothing, and they did it. With the same determination as before.

			But my grandparents and my father obviously knew none of these things when they first set foot in Argentina on that hot February morning, my grandmother defying the heat of the sun in her thick woolen coat.

			Nor did the thousands, millions of women and men who had been before them, and would follow, on the same route. They were artisans, woodcutters, builders, miners, nurses, blacksmiths, carpenters, cobblers, tailors, bakers, mechanics, glaziers, painters, cooks, servants, ice cream makers, hairdressers, stone masons, traders and bookkeepers, and countless farmers and laborers. With them they brought the poverty, the tragedies and sufferings of their condition, but also their strength, courage, perseverance, faith. And a multitude of talents that, as in the parable of the Gospel of Matthew, waited for the opportunity to bear fruit.

			That unruly band would have built a large piece of that other part of the world, if only it was given to them, and in fact that’s more or less what happened.

			Free and headstrong people (rassa nostrana libera e testarda), as described in a beautiful and poignant poem by Nino Costa, one of the great Piedmont poets of the time, who would die of a broken heart on the death of his son, a young partisan, at the age of nineteen, and which my grandmother Nona Rosa made me learn by heart as a child, in dialect. “O fair maids of the Argentine wheat plains, […] don’t you ever feel a Monferrato breeze or hear the refrain of a mountain song?” he wrote in those lines dedicated to the people of Piedmont laboring abroad. Sometimes those men and women returned, “and the money they saved yields a house or a piece of land, and then they raise their daughters…” For others, “a fever or misfortune at work, nails them up in a barren tomb,” in a remote foreign graveyard. “Un camp-sant foresté.”

			

			—

			This was one of the reasons why, many years later, during my first papal journey outside the Vatican, I felt I had to go to Lampedusa, the tiny Mediterranean island that has become the outpost for hope and solidarity, but also symbolizes the contradictions and tragedy of migration and the underwater cemetery for too, too many corpses. When I heard the news of yet another shipwreck just a few weeks before, the thought kept coming back to me, like a painful thorn in my heart. The visit had not been scheduled, but I had to go. I too had been born into a family of migrants—my father and my grandparents, like so many other Italians, had left for Argentina and knew the fate of those who are left with nothing. I too could have been among the outcasts of today, so that one question is always lodged in my heart: Why them and not me?

			I had to go to Lampedusa to pray, to show that I was with them, to express my gratitude and encouragement to the volunteers and the population of that small place that could offer concrete examples of solidarity. And above all to reawaken our consciences and recall our responsibilities.

			In Spanish literature, there’s a play by Lope de Vega that tells how the inhabitants of the city of Fuente Ovejuna kill the governor because he is a tyrant, and they do it in such a way that no one knows who carried out the execution. And so, when the king’s justice asks: “Who killed the governor?” everyone replies “Fuente Ovejuna, sir.” Everyone and no one.

			Even today, that question is forced upon us: Who is responsible for this bloodshed? No one! That’s how we all answer: Not me, nothing to do with me, it must be someone else, certainly not me.

			In the face of the globalization of indifference, which leaves us all “unnamed,” like that character in Alessandro Manzoni’s The Betrothed, culprits with no name and no face, forgetful of our own history and our own destiny, despite a fear that’s in danger of sending us mad, God’s question to Cain re-echoes: “What have you done? Your brother’s blood cries out to me from the ground!”

		

	
		
			2.

			Too Long Do I Live Among Those Who Hate Peace

			 

			Emigration and war are two sides of a single coin. It has been rightly said that the greatest producer of migrants is war—war in one guise or another, since climate change and poverty are, essentially, the sick fruit of a blind war that man himself has declared—against a fairer distribution of resources, against nature, against his own planet.

			Each day the world seems more elitist, and each day crueler, toward those who have been cast out and abandoned. Developing countries continue to be drained of their finest natural and human resources for the benefit of a few privileged markets.

			Genuine development is inclusive, fruitful, directed toward the future and future generations, whereas false monopolistic development makes the rich richer and the poor poorer, in all times and all places. And the poor are not forgiven for anything, not even for their own poverty. They cannot allow themselves to be timid or disheartened, they are looked upon as a threat or incompetent, they are never able to see an end to their suffering. The creation of a hostile architecture has even been postulated to keep them out of sight, even off the streets.

			Walls can be built and entrances barricaded to create the illusion of being safe from those who are left outside. But it won’t be like this forever. The “Day of the Lord,” as described by the prophets (Amos 5:18; Isaiah 2:5; Joel 1:3), will break down the barriers created between countries and will replace the arrogance of a few with the solidarity of many. The condition of marginalization in which millions of people are oppressed cannot last much longer. Their cry rises and encompasses the whole earth. In the words of Don Primo Mazzolari, a great Italian parish priest, the prophetic, luminous, and “inconvenient” face of an unclerical cleric: “The poor are a constant protest against our injustices; the poor are a powder keg. If it is set on fire, the world will explode.”

			We cannot escape from the pressing call that the Word of God entrusts to the poor. Wherever we look, the compass of Holy Scripture points to those without enough to live on, the oppressed, those reduced to prostration, the orphan, the widow, the foreigner, the migrant. Jesus was not afraid to identify himself with this countless throng. “Whatever you did for one of these least brothers of mine, you did for me” (Matthew 25:40). Not for those like me, not for my group, but for the lowest, hungry, thirsty, naked. To escape from this recognition is like watering down revelation, mystifying the Gospel, turning it into color and show, not presence. Because there is no “first” for Christians, apart from “first before the last.” The “last” that every day cry out to the Lord, begging to be freed from the sufferings that afflict them. The last in the fringes of our city life. The last deceived and left abandoned to die in the desert; the last tortured, abused, raped in detention camps; the last who defy the waves of a pitiless sea.

			The wars being fought today involve several regions of the world, but the weapons with which they are fought are produced in entirely different regions—in those same regions that then refuse and turn away the refugees who have been generated by those weapons and by those conflicts.

			

			—

			It was my grandfather Nono Giovanni who taught me what war is, when I was a child. It was from his lips that I heard those sad stories for the first time. He had fought on the Piave River, in northwest Italy.

			

			—

			At the age of twenty, five foot five, dark wavy hair, chestnut eyes, he had been “failed” due to a “thoracic deficiency” at the medical checkup: It was June 1904. He was exempted from his three years’ military service and returned to his home at Portacomaro, near Asti, in Piedmont. Two years later he moved to Turin to work as a handyman in a textile shop run by his uncle Carlo (one of the first in the family to move to the provincial capital) before finding a job in a café as a liquorista, as they then called it. It was a story much the same as that of many other young men at that time, with the creation of the first great industrial centers, with the move away from the countryside in search of freedom and emancipation in the cities, in the hope of escaping from a life of hardship and privation.

			But every migrant has a particular place at heart, and for the Bergoglio family that place was always the farmstead at Portacomaro, with its steep slopes and hazel woods. That was why, in February 2001, just a few hours before being created cardinal of Buenos Aires by John Paul II, I went up for the last time on the road for Bricco Marmorito. I saw the hills, the vineyards, and the large house. I buried my hands in the soil and collected a handful of it. It was there that my grandfather was born, there that his father, Francesco, died, there that our roots lay.

			

			—

			I would also return to Portacomaro as pope, for the ninetieth birthday of my cousin Carla, at her house. With her and my cousin Elio we ate agnolotti and drank grignolino, the local wine. I call them every so often, we talk in piemontèis dialect, which is the first language I learned. Elio might sometimes be at the bowling club, and then I have a chat with them all. They still call me Giorgio.

			

			—

			But it was in the city that Giovanni met Rosa, my grandmother. Rosa Margherita Vassallo was of the same age, and she too was a transplant. She was born below the sanctuary of Todocco, at Piana Crixia, in the province of Savona, on the border between Liguria and Piedmont, and went to Turin as a young child because the family was large—she was the eighth of nine children. She was sent to her mother’s sister Rosa, who worked as the doorkeeper of a large building in the city center, and her husband, Giuseppe, who was a shoemaker. It wasn’t an easy decision for her parents, Angela and Pietro, my great-grandparents. They thought about it and discussed it, even with the parish priest and the schoolmistress, and decided to follow everyone’s advice: Their child was bright, curious, intelligent, and despite the difficulties of life, she seemed ready for school, and ought to gain at least a primary school certificate and have a better future. At the age of eight, Rosa faced a journey of over eighty-five miles, left the countryside, and landed in that great city where the streets and the piazzas seemed immense, where the houses were pushed one against the other, and the streetlamps never seemed to go out, thanks to that invention called electricity that had come from Paris, a wonder that moved trams without them needing to be pulled by horses. Her aunt and uncle, who had no children of their own and were both in their fifties, received the little child with joy, as if she were their own daughter. My grandmother was always very fond of her aunt Rosa, as well of course as her own parents and siblings, and even from the other side of the world she kept in touch with letters, news, photographs.

			When my grandfather first met her in Turin at the beginning of the 1900s, she was a tiny young girl with chestnut hair and eyes as great as her courage. She worked as a dressmaker.

			The two youngsters fell in love and were married on August 20, 1907, at the church of Santa Teresa. They went to live close by, and when their first child, Mario Giuseppe Francesco, my father, was born on April 2, 1908, they baptized him at the same church.

			I chose to stop and pray there, in that small Baroque jewel that was so important to my grandparents and to my father, when I went on a pastoral visit to Turin in June 2015 for the exposition of the Holy Shroud. Kissing that baptismal font felt rather like returning home.

			

			—

			My grandfather Nono Giovanni now had a wife and small child.

			He and my nona had already faced many tribulations with courage. Yet that would not save him from the world war that broke out during the following decade. The beast of war was always demanding new flesh, so all army reservists were recalled. He was now thirty.

			
				The troop train from Turin

				no longer stops at Milan

				but goes straight to Piave,

				to the young man’s grave.

			

			Nono’s military number was 15543; the medical examiner described him as a young man with a rounded lower jaw (like mine) and thin nose, employment caffettiere. His chest was just the same, but this time it didn’t seem to raise any obstacle for the recruitment officers. At the beginning of July 1916, he was attached to the 78th infantry regiment, stationed at Casale Monferrato, and from there he was sent in November to the front line on the rivers Piave and Isonzo, on the border between Italy and Slovenia, north of Gorizia, near Monte Sabotino. On that same mountain, with the 28th artillery, Don Mazzolari had recently lost his only brother.

			Nono spent many, many months in the trenches, amid the increasingly bitter fighting.

			I learned a great deal from his accounts. Even the satirical songs against the army top brass, and against the king and queen.

			
				General Cadorna has written to the queen:

				“If you want to see Trieste, I’ll send it to you on a postcard”

				Bom bom bom to the roar of the cannon

				General Cadorna eats beef steaks

				and feeds us poor soldiers on dried chestnuts

				General Cadorna eats, drinks, and sleeps

				and the poor soldier goes to war and doesn’t come back.

				General Cadorna drove the cart

				and had Victor Emmanuel as a donkey

				Bom bom bom to the roar of the cannon.

			

			Some were court-martialed for singing these verses, as happened to a corporal on leave, a young bricklayer from the Bergamo valleys, who was sentenced to six years of military detention on charges of defeatism and insubordination.

			

			—

			Nono described the horror, the pain, the fear, the absurd alienating pointlessness of the war. But also moments of camaraderie between the enemy troops, between the infantrymen on both fronts—farmers, factory workers, and laborers, ordinary folk who communicated as best they could with signs and gestures, or with those few words they could manage in the other’s language. Or a little tobacco, a bit of bread, some poor gift: They invented short moments of truce as best they could, to relieve the suffering and isolation of trench life. Always in great secrecy, of course, since their superiors could respond to such acts of humanity with extreme violence, resorting even to execution by firing squad and, in several cases, turning their artillery against their own troops, their own trenches, to prevent contact between soldiers who were gradually learning, as the months went past, that their enemies, when seen up close, eye to eye, bore no resemblance to those deformed monsters described in the war propaganda. They were poor wretches like themselves, with the same scared and watery gaze, sinking into the same mud, suffering the same torment. With “your same identical state of mind, but his uniform was a different color,” in the words of an Italian singer-songwriter.

			

			—

			What does a war leave behind? Most of all, a gruesome balance sheet. By the end, in Nono’s regiment alone, the 78th infantry, there were 882 dead, 1,573 missing, and 3,846 wounded: his fellow soldiers, comrades, friends.

			“The commanders seemed to have gone crazy,” another Piedmont infantryman, a lieutenant sent to the front on the Isonzo with the 68th, would write in his memoirs: “Forward! You can’t! Who cares? Forward just the same. It was an intoxication. Those who issued the orders sent them from far away; and the spectacle of the advancing infantry, seen through binoculars, must have been thrilling. The generals were not with us; they had never seen barbed wire fencing except around the corners of their offices.”

			There again, the chief of staff, General Cadorna himself, with cynical brutality wrote: “The men are the only weapons that aren’t in short supply,” while another senior officer tragically reported to the government: “People are dying in human torrents on the Isonzo.”

			There were millions and millions of victims in the whole world war. Among the army, half of those mobilized were killed, or were seriously injured, or went missing. The most cautious figures count at least fifteen million military and civilian burials. But that number could be multiplied fourfold if we take account of the effects of the Spanish flu, the epidemic that tragically went hand in hand with the war, as happens in many conflicts even today.

			In the end, it truly was an appallingly “useless massacre,” as Pope Benedict XV declared in his Note to the Heads of the Belligerent Peoples in 1917. The suicide of a continent, as he described it.

			Nono survived, and after being attached to the 9th Bersaglieri regiment of Asti, he left the battlefield. He was put on reserve in December 1918, and then discharged with a certificate of “good conduct” and 200 lire in cash, the equivalent of around 300 euros today: the reward for not being dead. After three years, he could finally be reunited with his family. “Too long do I live among those who hate peace” (Psalm 120:6). Like many other Italian and European grandparents, he returned to life twice over: first as a veteran and survivor, and then as a witness, for the benefit of his children and grandchildren.

			

			—

			What else does a war leave? Injustice added to injustice. I’m reminded of the words that Don Lorenzo Milani, priest and teacher, a great revolutionary educator, wrote to his pupils in 1965:

			
				So we took our books and went back over a hundred years of Italian history in search of a “just war.” It’s not our fault if we didn’t find one. […] When we went to school our teachers, may God forgive them, misled us so basely. Some poor souls really believed it all: they misled us only because they themselves had been misled. Others knew they were deceiving us, but they were afraid. Most of them were perhaps simply thoughtless. If you listened to them, all wars were “for the Fatherland.” Our teachers forgot to point out to us something self-evident, namely that armies march upon the orders of the ruling class. […] I cannot avoid warning my pupils that their unfortunate fathers suffered and caused suffering in war in order to defend the interests of a limited class (to which they didn’t even belong) and not the interests of the Fatherland. […] There are some who accuse me of failing to respect the dead. That is not true. I respect those unhappy victims. For this very reason it would seem an insult to them if I praised those who sent them to die and then saved themselves. […] After all, respect for the dead cannot make me forget my pupils who are alive. I don’t want them to come to that tragic end. If one day they are able to offer their lives in sacrifice I shall be proud, but let it be for God and the poor, not for Signor Savoia or Signor Krupp.

			

			In the end, what does a war leave behind? Generally, the seeds for a new conflict, for other violence, for other mistakes and horrors. Many historians point out that even the Nazi regime and ultranationalism in various parts of Europe are, in some way, none other than a product of the previous conflict. And even the rush to arms, the extension of countries’ areas of influence, policies of violence and aggression, never bring stability. Never. The intelligent war does not exist. War can bring nothing other than misery. Weapons can bring nothing other than death. War is stupid. People have almost always understood this—people aren’t stupid. Albert Einstein wrote: “Such a stain on humanity should be erased without delay. I think well enough of human nature to believe that it would have been wiped out long ago had not the common sense of nations been systematically corrupted […] for business and political reasons.”

			

			—

			For my grandfather Giovanni Angelo Bergoglio, son of Francesco Giuseppe and Maria Brugnano, born on August 13, 1884, in the hamlet of Bricco Marmorito, Portacomaro Stazione, that war and the war that was now looming left a deep-rooted anti-monarchist sentiment that would remain with him for the rest of his life.

			“It’s not right!” he would say. “It’s not right that the people should have to maintain this bunch of lazy good-for-nothings and pay, moreover, for their privileges and their crimes with their own skin! Let them go to work!” I remember his delight when he heard news in June 1946 of the defeat of the monarchist movement at the referendum that would proclaim Italy a republic, and in which women voted for the first time. Only toward Princess Mafalda, who the community of veterans and expatriates had sarcastically nicknamed “Malfait,” did his throbbing anti-monarchist passion end: Not her, she had suffered too much, she had paid for all of them, he would say.

			

			—

			After he immigrated to the other side of the earth, his mother, Maria, my great-grandmother, would twice make the long crossing from Italy to go to visit him and his brothers. She was a very good woman. And on the second occasion, she—who had been born in 1862 at San Martino Alfieri, just a few miles from Asti—died in Argentina, at the dawn of the 1930s. It happened in the province of Santa Fe, because her sons were asphalting that part of the Ruta, the national road, and she was buried there.

			For years I felt as if something was lacking, since devotion toward the dead is a feeling that had always been instilled in us, in all our family. Once five years had passed after the burial, the remains had to be exhumed and fitted into a smaller casket, and I remember the love and devotion with which my mother went about this pitiful task, even cleaning the bones with alcohol. In short, I felt the absence of my great-grandmother. Until twenty years ago, when I managed at last to identify her burial place and move her to the family tomb, together with her children and other relatives. She now rests with the family of her son Eugenio, in the English Cemetery at José C. Paz. Her son Giovanni, my grandfather, would be buried in the Jardín de Paz, at the age of eighty. He died of bile duct cancer at the Italian Hospital on October 30, 1964, while I was teaching at Santa Fe.

			

			—

			If I had heard about World War I from the lips of my grandfather, I learned about the second one at Buenos Aires from the stories of many immigrants who arrived after that new carnage, or to escape from it. Many, many, many…Millions. Italians, Germans, Poles…Many Poles went to work in the factory where my father would find a job. It was by listening to those men and women that we youngsters learned about what had happened, we knew about the bombings, the persecutions, the deportations, the concentration camps and prisons, we understood what that new and terrible conflict had been. That is why I know it’s important for young people to understand the effects of the two world wars of the last century. Such memories are a treasure: painful but very useful in the creation of conscience.

			A treasure that has contributed to Italian and European art as well.

			Our parents took us to see all the films of that period: Roberto Rossellini, Vittorio De Sica, Luchino Visconti, the great neorealists. In those days they showed three films in a row: the main one and two supporting movies. We took a sandwich from home and made a day of it. I’m convinced that neorealism, postwar Italian cinema, is a great school of humanism. The Children Are Watching Us, with which De Sica foreshadowed it, ought to be seen by couples preparing for marriage even today, and I speak about it at the marriages that I celebrate. There are scenes in Rome, Open City that I always remember: Anna Magnani and Aldo Fabrizi were our teachers. Even on fighting, on hope, on wisdom. I often repeat the words Anna Magnani used to love to say to the makeup artist on set: “Leave all my wrinkles, don’t take even one of them away. They’ve taken me a lifetime to acquire.” She could also be wise, our “Nannarella.”

			And then…then there was Fellini. I adored Fellini as a child, up to La Dolce Vita. And I even identify with La Strada, which I saw when I was eighteen.

			In a crucial scene, il Matto (the fool), the young acrobat who probably represents the director’s most Franciscan character, tells Gelsomina, the goggle-eyed trumpet player interpreted by Giulietta Masina:

			— You won’t believe it, but everything there is in this world has some purpose. Look, take that stone there, for example…

			— What?

			— This…whichever one…Well, even this has some purpose: even this little stone.

			— And for what purpose?

			— It has a purpose…But how should I know? If I knew that, do you know who I’d be?

			— Who?

			— God Almighty, he knows everything: when you are born, when you die. I don’t know what purpose this stone has, but it must have some purpose. Because, if this is useless, then everything is useless: even the stars. And even you. You too have some purpose, with your head like an artichoke.

			There’s Saint Francis in this scene. There’s the stone. There’s us, little stones on the ground, and “the stone that the builders rejected” but which “has become the cornerstone” (Matthew 21:42). And which gives meaning to everything, even to what we don’t understand. There’s the “searching and finding God in all things,” according to the words of Ignatian spirituality.

			I’m well aware that those films, especially La Dolce Vita, were attacked in certain circles at the time, even by the clergy. But every age has its examples of ostentatious piety that freeze, perhaps, at the sight of an exuberant young woman bathing in the Trevi Fountain.

			Then there’s the substance, a stony substance, that digs deep, typical of true art.

			According to Pier Paolo Pasolini, that film ventured into “the relationship between sin and innocence” and was “the highest product of Catholicism in these recent years.” The Jesuit priest Nazareno Taddei spoke of “great Christian spirituality.” Father Virgilio Fantuzzi, another Jesuit, and a friend of Fellini, wrote that “every work of this artist is animated by the mysterious breath of a hidden God.”

			In one way or another, all three were right. Those films, above all, are to be treasured. They are an education for today.

			Argentine cinema in those years—I’m thinking of Los isleros, directed by Lucas Demare—was deeply human, an integral part of family life, as well as a source of moral thought in everyday conversation with us children. Argentine cinema was good too and of the highest quality.

			

			—

			It’s important for young people to conserve from their parents and grandparents those memories and roots, so as not to remain directionless or fall into the same error. They should know, for example, how a distorted populism is born and grows, the ideology of sovereignty that entrenches and isolates: Suffice it to recall the German federal elections of 1932–33 and Adolf Hitler, the ex-infantryman obsessed by the defeat of World War I and about “racial purity,” who had promised the growth of Germany in the wake of a government that had failed. Young people will understand how populism begins, and how it can end. Promises based on fear, mainly the fear of other people, are the usual theme of populist movements, and they mark the beginning of dictatorships and wars—for “other people” are you.

			I felt and could hear the words of my nono Giovanni when, in September 2014, I climbed the Redipuglia War Memorial near Gorizia, in northeast Italy, the vast World War I cemetery where over a hundred thousand Italian soldiers are buried, sixty thousand of them unidentified: Everything had been stolen from them, even their names, even the possibility of their families grieving for them over a grave. I had been to Fogliano shortly before, where fifteen thousand “enemy” soldiers had been buried, of five different nationalities and only a minimal part identified.

			
				
					[image: ]
				

				
					On that day, at Redipuglia military cemetery, I wept.

				
			
			I had just been contemplating the immense beauty of the countryside in the whole of that area, men and women who work and look after their families, children playing, old people daydreaming…and now I found myself walking among thousands and thousands of graves that all looked the same. Gravestones of young men. And so, as I was celebrating Mass there, with bishops and hundreds of priests from every country involved in the 1914–18 conflict, all I could say was: War is folly! Before me I had a physical demonstration of it, in brutal full view. While God pursues his creation and calls on us all to assist in his work, war destroys, it destroys everything. Even the human being, God’s most beautiful creation. It upsets everything, even the bond of fraternity. War is folly, and its mad development plan is destruction. Over the entrance to that cemetery hovered the scornful adage of every war: “What does it matter to me?” This is Cain’s answer to God: “Am I my brother’s keeper?” (Genesis 4:9). An answer that looks no one in the face: old people, children, mothers, fathers…

			On that day, at Redipuglia, I wept. And the same thing would happen to me at Anzio in 2017, commemorating the dead of all wars at the American cemetery at Nettuno, and walking through the endless expanse of white crosses. Crosses just the same as those that would be commemorated in Normandy two years later, for the seventy-fifth anniversary of the landings: thousands of soldiers killed in just one day in the fight against Nazi atrocities, and an even larger multitude of civilian victims. Without forgetting the ten thousand soldiers on the German side who fought and were killed in obedience to a regime animated by a murderous ideology.

			All the people who rest beneath those gravestones had their own plans, their own dreams, their own talents to nurture and bring to fruition, but humanity simply told them: “What does it matter to me?”

			

			—

			The same happens today, through interests old and new, mad geopolitical plans, the thirst for money and power. Even today the architects of terror, the orchestrators of conflict, just like the manufacturers of weapons, have the same phrase etched in their hearts: “What does it matter to me?” A phrase that corrupts and exploits everything. Even that which is most sacred to us. Even God. There is no such thing as a god of war: Anyone who makes war is evil. God is peace. For this reason, in the document on human fraternity signed in the Arab Emirates, in February 2019, with the Grand Imam of Al-Azhar Ahmed Al-Tayeb, we both called upon all concerned “to stop using religions to incite hatred, violence, extremism and blind fanaticism, and to refrain from using the name of God to justify acts of murder, exile, terrorism and oppression.” We asked this “on the basis of our common belief in God who did not create men and women to be killed or to fight one another, nor to be tortured or humiliated in their lives and circumstances. God, the Almighty, has no need to be defended by anyone and does not want His name to be used to terrorize people.” To call upon God as guarantor of our own sins and crimes is one of the greatest blasphemies.

			It is important in any event to put an end to the rush for armaments and the disturbing proliferation of weapons, as much on the part of individuals as of nations, as much in the context of war as in our own cities. And especially in more advanced countries, in the search for a short-lived consensus and an imaginary sense of security. To think of fighting wrong with wrong inevitably means building the worst. And the political leaders who express this mentality, who cannot negotiate and discuss matters face-to-face, who interpret their role not with the humility of one who has been called upon to weave a fabric of coexistence but with arrogance, cannot lead their people toward peace, justice, and prosperity. They generally drive them toward the abyss, toward ruin.

			

			—

			After the disaster of the Second World War, from the start of my papacy there has been the clearest evidence of the makings of a Third World War, fought “in pieces,” with atrocities, massacres, destructions, with a frightening level of cruelty in which the first victims are often civilians, the elderly, women, and children. This, it seems, is the fundamental characteristic of the wars of today. While those who declared war had always fought it by sending others to die on their behalf, while war was always fought “For the king!” but the peasant was the one who died in it, then the First World War, our grandfathers’ war, represented a kind of watershed. Since then, in every conflict, from the Middle East to the Balkans, from Asia to Africa, the great majority of victims—indeed 80 percent since the start of this twenty-first century—have been from the civilian population. A war correspondent has written: “In the modern-day war, the so-called collateral victims are now the soldiers
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