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			To my Aunt Stella, who loved learning

			about ancestry as much as me.

		

	
		
			Author’s Note

			P.S. All the Difference is the story of Rachel Granza twelve years after The Difference ends. It can be enjoyed with or without having read The Difference, but you’ll have a deeper experience if you read The Difference first (in my opinion). Plus, there are spoilers in here, just FYI.

			So now, you must choose your mission—flip the page and devour this snack-sized story or digest the meal then savor this nugget as your dessert. You can’t go wrong either way, so mangia!

			Purchase The Difference: 

			https://books2read.com/TheDifferenceCDAngelo

		

	
		
			Chapter 1

			Oh no. No, no, no. Not again. This can’t be happening again. I’ve changed. I’m way different than twelve years ago. There’s no way there’d be a repeat disaster.

			“Harrison, it’s impossible, right?” I look over to my orange, long-haired little guy for reassurance, but he barely angles his head and cracks open his brown, diamond cat eyes.

			Alright. Calm down, Rachel. I bolt up from my barstool chair and pace around the kitchen island in circles. That nearly-depressed-more-anxious-than-ever time period where I almost lost all I worked for and loved in life and didn’t know myself? Well, that ship has sailed, my friends. It’s in the past. It’s ancient. Look, I’m forty-five now and know myself inside and out. Uh, at least better than back then.

			Yet, I’ve felt some sort of slump again lately. Why, you ask? I don’t knowww, because everything’s wonderful! But this realization I’m trying to avoid is metaphorically standing in front of me, frantically waving until I look the fictional being in the eye and acknowledge that I need to take action. I SEE YOU, my God.

			Holding my curls in a makeshift ponytail, I walk toward the white-framed picture window in our family room. At least fanning myself for a few seconds relieves the heat I’ve sparked. A little. 

			Okay, it’s mental list time. Reasons why I shouldn’t feel like something’s missing in my life.

			Ugh, I don’t even want to think the word coming to mind, yet know that’s what I’m feeling lately—another r-u-t. But I also know I don’t feel as e-m-p-t-y this time. See, that’s the difference…and a bonus I’ll keep in my pocket. The teeniest sense of reprieve flows through my veins. Anyone have a microscope?

			“So, one,” I say as I hold my pointer finger in the air with the hair-free hand to start my list. “I’m happy with my psychotherapy practice. Beyond happy.” Working with adults now, as well as adolescents, multiplied Annabelle’s and my client lists. Isn’t that awesome? She’s still the cat’s meow of partners, and I love my new age group, treating older people as I get older, but there’s not as much energy in this middle-aged lady, so keeping up with middle-schoolers and younger kids was for Rachel 1.0, and now I’m Rachel 2.0, thank you very much.

			“Two.” As I pop up my next finger, my focus shifts to a teenager walking by who holds up a peace sign. I smile and shake my accidental gesture at him in emphasis.

			Peace. Yes, please, with a cherry on top. 

			I remain holding up my list-making fingers but move to the couch and sink into its foggy gray cushions as I throw my hair onto the back pillow. Now I won’t seem like a weirdo staring at neighbors. Continuing on…

			“Doing therapy remotely since Brian and I moved to Yonkers a few years ago has been a great decision too.” I miss parts of the city, but I don’t miss the rent—both for my practice’s office and our old apartment. Now I can work while wearing business on top and party on the bottom. Ha, who am I kidding? I’m still not a partyer—but my bestie since college, Maggie, would’ve been thrilled back in the day—so by party I mean pajama bottoms. It’s the best to be cozy at home on those snowy New York days. Yeah, they feel long sometimes, but having Harrison as my work buddy helps. 

			“Anyway, three…” I pause in thought as I hold up another finger. “Besides work, I have my friends and family, who are the greatest, hands down.” Ever since learning about my grandpa and my Italian family history, I cherish the bonds in my life more than ever, especially since meeting my Genoese family. Those beautiful souls are part of Grandpa’s story of survival and the Granzas’ thriving.

			“Wait! That’s it,” I blurt the words out so loudly my body propels straight up in my seat. 

			Harrison stares at me as if to say, “Now that you’ve woken me, what?”

			I need another family history quest. Yes, that’s the ticket. It worked the last time, so why not now? Maybe there’s more to the puzzle that I’ve forgotten about after Grandpa’s immigration mystery was solved. Hmm...

			“THE SERAFINOS!”

			Their name enters my brain effortlessly. Neurons are firing full speed ahead and are ready to start a new journey—one that may contain the missing piece, both for my family history and my current unknown, pesky, what-the-heck-is-happening hunger. 

			Oh yeah, baby. Let’s do this.

		

	
		
			Chapter 2

			Just as the revelation enters my consciousness, so does Brian. “Hey, Rach. What a good run I had.” He bends forward with one leg outstretched at a time, grabbing onto the kitchen counter, while asking, “How’s my favorite redhead?”

			I dash over to him and squeeze, even in his now sweaty, folded-over-like-a-taco form. “I’m going to dig into the Serafinos. Remember that name? There are still lost pieces to Grandpa’s past, and I want them in place. I need to find out about the Serafinos and honor Grandpa with revealing his history, our history, once more.” 

			“Yeah, the Serafinos.” He glances at the ceiling as he pops up, lets out a satisfied moan, then adds, “They were the family that took in your grandpa and Great-Uncle Vince as kids, right?” Turning toward me, he returns my hug while also giving me a peck on the lips. 

			“Yes! I never got much info about them in my research, so all I know to this day is what Great-Aunt Angeline told me in Italy.”

			“That the Serafinos were friends of your family in Genoa and who your grandpa and Uncle Vince got the tailoring business from, right? But you never found out more before Angeline died, huh? I guess you would’ve told me everything that your grandpa’s sister said.”

			“Definitely would have told you,” I correct him.

			“Don’t I know it. Your husband kinda gets you by now.”

			That small sentence means I’ve come a long way. I learned how staying closed off and spinning mumbo-jumbo in my head can jeopardize more than just my day. Almost losing Brian by retreating into myself and not having a clue about self-care, even though I help others with it all day long, was enough of a lesson for a lifetime. I refuse to slip back again. “And I’m grateful.” 

			His sparkling blue eyes meet mine, and before I know it, he’s twirling me between the fridge and the island, just like the choreographed first dance of our wedding, minus the kitchen. What, you didn’t think I’d just go with the flow for the festivities, did you? Nah, after Brian proposed at the dilapidated docks of where the Titanic was supposed to arrive in 1912, down the road from our Chelsea apartment and where I had some meaningful moments, I went into planning mode until our beautiful day in 2015.

			But back up a second. You may be confused about why someone would propose at such a strange place. Well, here’s a list for you.

			
					I’m strange, so he had to match me, I guess.

					I never lost my obsession with anything Titanic. Nope, it remains in my heart deeper than ever after learning about my family’s connection.

					We started our lives together right there on the Hudson, as so many lives changed at the docks in New York City, for better or worse, and I know ours was for the better.

					And Ellis Island, another fave place and where my grandpa and his brother Vince came into this nation from Italy, is usually too crowded, and Brian knows I don’t need all that attention. Yeah, I’m not trying to blend in anymore, but I sure don’t need to stick out! The spot he picked was just right for us—unique, quirky Rachel and pretty normal Brian, in more love than ever.

			

			As you can see, my jumping thoughts are still a thing. But after Brian dips me in real time, I come back to this moment, run my hand through his soft, dirty-blond hair, and give him a kiss to remember. “We’ve still got it.”

			“You know it. So”—he slips off his sneakers and leaves them on the front door’s mat—“why look into the Serafinos now?”

			“You know how I’ve been saying something’s been off with me?”

			“Yes, my bride.” 

			My heart always melts when he calls me his bride, so I beam like a tween meeting her eye-candy rock star and continue, “I think I need to shake it up, have a new self-fulfillment journey or something. I must look into the past to find my future once again!” Just like Rocky in my home city, I fist-bump the air.

			“If it were anyone else, I’d say you’re in a midlife crisis, but I think this is just you every so often.”

			“Excuse me?” I put my hands on my hips and pretend to be angry, scrunched up face and all.

			“Now you’re familiar with when you can use a little something different in your life and when it’s really needed, if you know what I mean.”

			“Yes, exactly. Thank God for some self-awareness that comes with age. So anyway…” Already on my way to my laptop, I continue, “I’m going to start on my mission.”

			“Uh-oh, a mission is afoot.”

			“Darn right it is.”

			“I can’t wait to see where this one takes us. The last one got us all the way to Italy.” He walks over to me—as I’m now sitting on the couch, laptop open and ready on my crossed legs beneath it—grins while shaking his head, and shows his love on my cheek. “I better shower. Good luck, sleuth.”

			“Thanks!” I say in a combo daze of savoring the brush of his soft, smooth lips on my skin and the attentiveness of the bright light from my screen. I better bring up Word to start a new file so that I can organize my thoughts…not an easy feat. 

			Alright, I need two lists for info: what I know and what I want to know.

			What I know 

			
					The Serafinos were listed with Grandpa and Uncle Vince on the 1920 US Census

					They were family friends from Genoa and lived in Philadelphia. Took the boys in as temporary guests, but they stayed with them until adults. Considered family.

					The Serafinos taught then gave their tailoring business to the boys since they ended up only having daughters. Not traditional to have women carry on a family business. 

					Our family’s last name was Allegranza, not Granza, but we don’t know why it was changed.

			

			Ooooh, with that last one, I better jump to the next list. I’m on a roll.

			What I want to know

			
					Why did our surname change?

					Who’s still alive from the Serafino family?

					Who can tell me more about my grandpa as a kid?

					How did Grandpa and Uncle Vince get from the Carpathia in NY to Philly when they arrived in the US?

			

			This last question always makes me stop in my tracks. I can’t fathom kids arriving in a new country, not knowing the language, and needing to fend for themselves, even only until a safe placement. A shudder runs through my body, forcing me to take a deep breath and remember that Grandpa—and Uncle Vince, for that matter—led great lives, with love, kindness, and wisdom. And they taught oodles to the next generations. 

			As you know, I think my grandpa, Salvatore, was the sweetest man alive, and he continues to be my hero, impacting me still, daily, so hopefully he’s proud of me up there in heaven. I mean, I’ve kept up the promises I made to myself on the first trip to Italy—you know, having my family names added to Titanic registries and keeping in monthly touch with my Italian family, to name a few. Meeting my goals made me proud, so, yes, I know Grandpa would be proud too, because he instilled that desire in me—living to make a difference—even if only to one person or in one person’s honor. But there’s always room for more pride, more honor, and more goals to accomplish.

			Forging ahead, I type 1920 US Census, Salvatore Granza into Google, knowing right where to go for what I need on the Ancestry.com link. This mission should be easy with my learned skills from last time. Yessss!

			Noooo! Words I never want to see flash across my screen. Why is the internet down?!

			I run to the router to reset it, hoping I can continue right NOW. Come on, internet, you can’t leave a girl hangin’ like this. 

			But it seems like it can.

			An alert comes through text, notifying me there’s an outage in the area, and it may be hours. Great. The mission was over before it started today. 

			Well, I can’t just sit here now…

			I guess I’ll call cousin Teodora and tell her I’m finally going to get the facts her mom couldn’t tell us. I know she’ll be as excited as me.

			“Teodora. Come stai?”

			“Rachel! Bene.”

		

	
		
			Chapter 3

			After a great catch-up call with Teodora, I’m even more inspired to absorb the past with the largest sponge in existence. Every time we speak, memories of the lightness I feel each time I visit Genoa flood in, and I’m taken back in time. The rolling hills, the glistening royal-blue ocean, and the old-world charm fill my visualization sense, while the food... 

			Food. 

			The smell wafting from the kitchen teases my taste buds right here in the US, so I must grab a snack before checking the internet again. It’s obviously a requirement for keeping up my energy. And it’s impossible to ignore Brian’s typical Saturday night pizza, made from scratch.

			“What on the pizza tonight, Bri?”

			“I added mushrooms, white onion, green peppers, and olives. Plus, there’s another something special I want you to figure out when we eat it.”

			“Oh, okay, I love that game. Every week, you keep me guessing. But…I need to have a little something ASAP.” I snatch a few green peppers from the cutting board, chopped into tiny blocks of perfection. 

			“Hey.” He taps my professional grabber as I giggle and pop the chunks of watery sweetness into my mouth. “That’s for dinner, chompy. I need all of them for my creation.” He waves his hands around like he’s a magician.

			“You do make magic in here, so I need to steal some of it if we’re online again. How long do I have before it’ll be time to eat?”

			“Go check if we’re back on, and tell me what you want to do. I can always hold off if you want more time. I know you get into things—hard.”

				I make a weighing motion with both hands raised on either side. “To eat or to research my family history. Don’t make me choose.” But finding that the internet has returned decides for me. “It’s working! Let’s eat in thirty minutes, okay?”

				“Fine with me.”

				I barely hear Brian’s words since now not only is the internet on but so is the mission. Within seconds of clicking to refresh the search I tried previously, the 1920 US Census appears. Zooming in on the section that’s highlighted, including Grandpa’s name listed under the Serafinos, I take more notice than when I last looked at this document over a decade ago. Not only do I commit the Serafinos’ names, Domenico and Vitalia, to memory, I connect that there was a baby in the house. Rosetta Serafino was one year old. 

			“Angelic little Rosetta.”

			“What?” Brian calls from the kitchen.

			“No, sorry. I’m talking to myself.” I look away from the screen to process the new information. So, the Serafinos were childless when they took in the boys years before, leaving them a lot of time to get to know them and show them their business. I bet that bonding time was everything, especially for two homesick

			
			
			
					Domenico and Vitalia

					Rosetta

			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
					Domenico and Vitalia

					Rosetta and Maria 

			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
		

	OEBPS/font/ACaslonPro-Italic.otf



OEBPS/font/AnalogTypewriter-Regular.otf


OEBPS/font/ACaslonPro-Regular.otf


OEBPS/font/AurellySignature.otf


OEBPS/font/ACaslonPro-Bold.otf


OEBPS/font/Cordaro-Regular.otf






OEBPS/font/Cordaro-Bold.otf



OEBPS/image/ps_atd_ebook_cover_rgb.jpg





OEBPS/font/SFHelloRegularItalic.otf



OEBPS/font/ACaslonPro-BoldItalic.otf


