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The Closer You Are to the Truth, the More Silent You
Become

(Naval Ravikant)


Prologue



It should come as no surprise to people of the West and
East alike that they are all,
to some degree related. Only by breeding animals can a pure race
exist.  

This phenomenon certainly exists among
humans who for generations have mated or have been raped. Society
is incapable of controlling the "purity of the race."

Jewish blood
flows in the veins of many Europeans, even among anti-Semites who
cannot bear the thought that they, too, might have Jewish genes.
Even the most extreme Orthodox Jews are not of pure race; in their
veins flows the blood of Cossacks who raped their wives and
daughters in Ukraine and Polish villages and those who have chosen
a mixed marriage with members of a different race or
belief.

Who it really does interest are
geneticists or those interested in delving into their roots and
exploring their past.

Italian Jewry is one of the oldest
Jewish communities in Europe. It goes back more than twenty-one
hundred years when the Hellenes and later the Romans brought the
Jews from Palestine as prisoners. During the middle ages, many Jews
from Germany and France immigrated to Italy and settled there.
After Spain expelled their Jews in 1492, many deportees fled to
Portugal and Italy and established new Jewish
communities.

In Sicily,
the Jews suffered from severe persecution. In 1514 all the Jews in
the Kingdom of Sicily, which was then under Spanish rule, were
expelled. Ten years prior, the Jews from Naples were
exiled.

On July 14, 1555, two months after he was chosen, Pope Paul
IV issued the Bula, which stated
that Jews must live separately from their Christian neighbors. This
decree eventually led to the establishment of the Rome
Ghetto.

A year later, in the port city of
Ancona, twenty-four martyrs who fled Spain to Italy and tried to
return to Judaism were sentenced to death and were burnt
alive. 

The
expulsion of the Jews from Spain and later from Portugal caused the
"New Christians" (those Jews forced to convert to Christianity) to
migrate to other countries. Some settled in North Africa, while
those who did not want to live among Muslims, continued to the
Netherlands, Italy, and South America. "New Spain," as the Spanish
conquerors called Mexico, attracted many "New Christians." Among
them; merchants and peddlers, artisans, some doctors, and even some
military men. Most of the international trade was in the hands of
the New Christians who established relationships with European
Jews, most notably with Jewish merchants in the
Netherlands. 

The New Christians intermarried among
themselves and, with significant risk, met to pray in hiding
places, to prevent the neighbors from finding out and accuse them
of being Jewish. In the 16th century, ghettos were established in
many cities in Italy. Major ghettos were located in Venice, Rome,
and Florence. In 1593, a Jewish community in Livorno was founded by
Spanish and Portuguese immigrants. This community was among the few
communities in Italy where Jews did not live in ghettos.

After the
conquest of Italy by Napoleon in 1796, the Jews of Italy were
emancipated, and it signaled the beginning of a flourishing Jewish
presence in Italy. In the liberation movement headed by Garibaldi,
many Jews were prominent military leaders and statesmen. The Jews
were granted their civil rights thanks to the referendum's passage
in 1870, whereby Rome joined the Italian empire.

In the early years of Mussolini's
fascist rule, Italian Jews enjoyed complete freedom and equal
rights and even attained high standing. Italy viewed Zionism
favorably. Early on, few Jews joined the Fascist party. Some
partook in Rome's parades, mainly soldiers and officers who fought
in the First World War beside other privileged Jewish
groups.

In 1938, when racial laws against the
Jews were enacted, thousands of Jews were fired from key government
positions, the army and navy, and all educational
institutions. 

For them, it was truly tragic. They
did not believe that the country they helped establish would turn
against them in such a manner. The situation for the Jews, which
already was precarious and uncertain due to the racial laws,
worsened with the Italian Social Republic establishment.

On December 1, 1943, the government
issued an order requiring all Jews to present themselves at police
stations. From there, they were transported to central prisons and
eventually taken to concentration camps. Fossoli concentration
camp, located in the village of Fossoli near Modena-Verona railway
line, was the main camp.

Of the approximately 45,000 Jews who
lived in Italy and Rhodes at the end of 1943, the time of the
proclamation of the Republic of Salò, more than 8,500 were
deported. The death toll is estimated to be around 8,000; although
many cases of assistance to the Jews are known, the active
participation of the Republic of Salò, its police, and officials in
locating the Jews, assembling them, and eventually sending them off
to the East was a significant contribution to the fate of those
victims.
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The meeting





"Don't be upset, Beatrice, but you
have a Jewish nose."

Her cheeks turned red.

"Excuse me? A Jewish nose? And what
does a Jewish nose look like? "

"Look into the mirror, and you will
see."

A burst of laughter erupted from the
three women sitting at the table in the small cafe on Rome's
outskirts.

"I always am told I have a Roman
nose," Beatrice said defensively.

"What does it matter, Jewish, Roman,
Greek, it does not detract from the fact that you are a real
gnocca."

"Now you are flattering me. Aren't
you?"

Graziella approached Beatrice and
hugged her. "I did not mean to offend you," she whispered into her
ear.

Beatrice stood up and turned to some
men sitting nearby.

"Hey," she said, "Would somebody tell
me if being Jewish is something to be ashamed of?"

"If all Jewish women looked like you,
then no, it's not a shame," replied one of the men as the others
grinned and shook their heads without looking straight at
her.

"You wretched racists," she blurted
out at them.

Graziella raised her hand and motioned
for the waiter to bring the bill. "Sit down Beatrice; you are
making a fool of yourself; nobody here is a racist. I do not
understand why you get so upset; it was just a statement, without
any intention to offend."

For a moment the atmosphere seemed to
calm down. Beatrice sat down and was silent as the conversation
continued to flow in other directions. The waiter came and put the
bill down on the table as Beatrice grabbed it and placed the
payment next to it.

"I will pay, so you won't say that I
am as stingy as you think Jews are."

She got up and left the cafe leaving
her friends standing stunned and embarrassed.

"I do not understand what got into
her. Where is the sense of humor? Why take everything so hard?"
Beatrice Palumbo was born five decades ago in the Italian port city
of Livorno, located in Tuscany, to a bourgeois Catholic family.
When she was ten years old, they moved to Rome. Her devout parents,
Sonia and Michele, would take her and her brother Davide who was
two years younger than her, to church every Sunday. On Fridays,
they did not eat meat, and at family meals, they made blessings
over the food. Every week Beatrice and Davide would go to
confession in the small local church in their neighborhood. At
night before going to sleep, they would say a prayer.

Even after her marriage to Silvio and
the birth of her two daughters, Maria Grazia and Monia, she kept up
all the duties. However, approximately ten years ago, after her
parents died within a year of each other and her girls were grown,
she would skip praying now and then, avoided going to confession,
and even didn't go to church on Sundays anymore.

When her two daughters got married,
and her marriage to Silvio went sour, she decided that she was no
longer interested in maintaining a religious character. She stopped
going to church altogether and even missed her frequent visits to
her parents' gravesite and contented herself with a visit once a
year on All Saints' Day.

Her brother Davide, who never married,
remained a devoted Catholic. He did not work, did not want to meet
anybody, and lived on a meager disability pension. For a time, he
brought into his home a homeless man whom he met at the church's
soup kitchen where he would go for a hot meal. Beatrice suspected
for many years that he had mental problems but they never talked
about the subject.

After breaking up with her husband,
she suddenly felt free to do whatever she pleased. She would hang
out with her friends in cafes, enrolled in a neighborhood English
class, and read many books that she borrowed from the public
library in her neighborhood, where she worked as a part-time
librarian. She did all the trite things that her husband had
deprived her of, on the pretext that they were a "waste of
time."


"Excuse me, but do you have a book on
genetics?"

Beatrice, who was busy pasting the
cover of a damaged book, raised her head. In front of her stood a
smiling young man.

"Scientific genetics? Evolution? There
are many books on the subject but what exactly are you looking for?
"

The young man looked a little
embarrassed.

"The truth is, I do not know; I want
to understand genetics," he replied.

Beatrice typed the word "Genetics"
into the computer and looked at the screen: "Genetics is a science
that deals with the way humans, animals, and plants pass along
different traits to their offspring."

Suddenly she remembered something and
went over to one of the bookshelves. "We have a book on the Rev.
Gregor Mendel, who is credited for bringing the science of genetics
to the world."

She raised her hand to reach for the
book.

"I will require an ID card from
you."

When he handed it to her, she read his
name aloud, "Claudio Palumbo! What a coincidence. That is my maiden
name."

The young man smiled awkwardly. "That
is strange. I've never met anybody bearing the same last name as
mine."

"Where are you from?" she asked with
growing curiosity.

"My parents were originally from
Naples, but I was born and raised in Rome," he replied.

"And do the grandparents live in
Naples?"

"Yes. My maternal grandparents died
when I was a baby, but my paternal grandparents are both
alive."

"What is your interest in genetics, if
I may ask?"

"I'm very interested in family
history. I am trying to understand what genes are and how they are
genetically transmitted. I read that science is working on genetic
mapping whereby a saliva test can identify belonging to a
geographical area and to some extent the probability that the
person is of one descent or another."

"Why is this so interesting to
you?"

I am interested in the roots of the
surname Palumbo. Since I read an article about the Jews who were
expelled from Spain and came to Italy's ports, I discovered that
one of the cities that agreed to absorb them was Naples.

The city was ruled by Ferdinand the
1st and his son Alfonso the 2nd, who later became the King of
Naples. The first Jewish immigrants arrived in the town in 1492
after wandering between the various ports of the Mediterranean.
Many of those who came were sick, which caused a plague to break
out in the city. King Ferdinand the 1st was successful in
eradicating the epidemic. After King Ferdinand died, his son
Alfonso the 2nd became king but fled to Sicily, and Charles VIII,
King of France, entered Naples. Shortly after that, riots broke out
among the Jewish inhabitants. In 1510, Fernando the 2nd issued a
deportation order for the Jews. Some families who fled were called
Palumbo. Those who converted to Christianity remained in the city.
"

"And if the results of your research
will show that you are of African descent, does that change
anything for you?"

"And if the results show that I am of
Jewish descent?"

Beatrice's face suddenly turned
serious as she remembered her "Jewish nose," but immediately
recovered, and her smile returned.

"It was great talking to you. We may
find out one day that we are relatives."

"And Jewish, too," he replied,
giggling as he walked away.

She remained tucked in her chair for a
long hour staring into the air and in deep thought.





Palumbo



Beatrice woke up in a panic at the
ringing of the phone. With eyes still closed, she reached for the
phone on the bedside table and listened.

"'Graziella, what happened? Why are
you calling me so early in the morning?" she scolded
her.

"Early in the morning? Do you know
what time it is? It is already in the middle of the day. We waited
for you at the cafe, and you did not show up. I began to worry that
you were so offended that you did not want to come. Why are you
still sleeping? Did you shack up with somebody last
night?"

"Are you finished talking? Fine. I
could not fall asleep until very late. Satisfied?"

"As long as you were not run over or
did not fall in the bathtub and you do not hate me, then for my
part, go on sleeping. Sorry, my dear, that I woke you
up."

"No, it's a good thing you called. It
is indeed late, and I must get up. Perhaps we can meet in the
evening. I have something I would like to share with
you."

'I knew it. You found somebody, how is
he? Does he fucks well? I will not disturb you; he may be in the
mood for a second round. I'm hanging up."

"Nothing, stop with your nonsense;
we'll talk later, Ciao."

Beatrice hung up. "What a stupid
friend I have."

After eating brunch, she sat down in
front of the computer and typed in the search engine Alta Vista,
"What is the origin of the name Palumbo?"

She looked at the screen in disbelief,
sixty-eight thousand people in Italy bear that surname, and there
are different versions of the name's origin.

"Wow, I have no idea what I'm looking
for?" she thought and hurriedly turned off the computer just as the
phone rang.

"Mamma, when are you coming to visit?
It's been a long time since you last saw Carlotto. He keeps calling
Nonna, Nonna, I miss you."

"I will come; I promise I will come
right after work tomorrow. I close the library at five, and I'll
come to you right away. See you soon, sweetie." Beatrice smiled as
she put the phone down. She missed her daughter Maria Grazia and
her only grandson.

Beatrice lay in her clothes on her
bed, was exhausted and irritated. Something was bothering her; she
did not understand the meaning of her nervousness. When she tried
to recreate the events of the day, she dozed off and fell into a
deep sleep.

When she woke up, it was already
midnight. She got up and undressed, went into the shower to freshen
up. Her entire body ached. When she came out of the shower to dry,
she felt faint and had to sit on the toilet and lean back. She
panicked and tried to get to the tap and sip some water. Due to the
anxiety attack, her heart pounded wildly, and thus she remained
sitting for quite a while. Slowly and carefully, she got up and
stepped towards her bed, holding on to everything that came her
way.

"What a crazy experience; I never felt
this way," she murmured to herself.

She grabbed the TV remote, pressed it,
and then started surfing stations until she found an entertainment
program. She turned the volume down so that only the pictures
flickered in the darkness of the room.

"What happened to me? She rumored.
"Maybe I lack vitamins? I'll go to the doctor and ask for a blood
test." She recalled that it had been a long time since she had done
routine tests.













Dear Romeo




"My dear Romeo. Could you replace me
today in the library? I promise to make it up to you."

She did not
wait for his answer because she knew he would text immediately.
“For you, my love, whatever you ask."


Romeo worked with her in the library
on a rotating basis. After her divorce, he started courting her
fiercely and became a real nuisance, but she knew how to use him.
It was a complex and complicated symbiotic relationship.

Romeo was still single after years of
relationships with a woman. He feared that marriage would force him
to start a family, and he wanted his freedom. He never lived with a
woman. As long as his mother was alive and he lived in her house,
it was a great excuse. Still, when his mother passed away and the
woman he had been dating for about ten years asked to move in with
him, he was hit by an anxiety attack that made him lie and invent
various diseases he suffers from, and she finally left
him.

He truly liked Beatrice and consulted
with her in everything, even about the most intimate situations of
his life. She knew him better than she knew her daughters. He
revealed everything to her; his most hidden secrets, thoughts,
financial situation, and even that he was in jail as a teenager for
a property offense he committed with a street gang.

Romeo was a handsome and orderly man,
but Beatrice was not sexually attracted to him. She knew his
desires and passions and thought that he had rather strange
opinions about women, often referring to them as "lumps of meat"
existing for his sexual satisfaction. He did not consider that he
may fall in love one day with such a "lump of meat," and she would
know what he thought of women.

Since he was not stupid, he tried to
explain to her that the women he defined as a "lump of meat" did
not compare to her, "They were stupid, boring and empty of content,
so I called them as I called them."

Once, during a crisis with her
husband, he took advantage of her weakness and managed to persuade
her to come to his apartment. He poured wine for both of them,
smoked a rolled cigarette he made himself, and they talked and
laughed about all kinds of nonsense. When she woke up in the
morning, she found herself in his bed in only her underwear. He
swore to her that nothing had happened other than a few kisses and
hugs, but she was not convinced.

Since that incident, she has been
careful not to respond to his invitations and even rebuked him for
exaggerating the content of the messages he would send
her.

When she did not receive an answer
from him, she began to worry. She called to make sure he would
replace her in the morning, but her call went unanswered. She
quickly got dressed and drove speedily to arrive on time for the
opening of the library.

Since the library patrons rarely came
in the morning, she was alone when she opened the library door.
When she entered, she noticed that the lights were on. The thought
crossed her mind that perhaps somebody had forgotten to turn off
the lights the night before...

"What are you doing here?"

Startled, she jumped back and almost
tripped. Out of the corner of her eye, she saw Romeo approaching
her from the kitchenette.

"You jerk, you startled me. Why did
you not answer when I called?"

Immediately the thought flashed
through her head, "Why was the door locked when he was
inside?"

Romeo half-smiled, "want coffee?" He
held a disposable cup of long espresso in his hand.

"I do not want anything; you just
dragged me here with your stupid methods," she said. Her anger was
evident in her voice.

"My phone is at home. I forgot to take
it so I could not answer you. When you rang, I was rushing out so
as not to be late."

"And why was the door
locked?"

"Because I made coffee and there is
still another ten minutes to opening. Besides, why all these weird
questions?"

Beatrice realized that her suspicions
had become paranoia. She turned and quickly left the
library.

She sat in her car and stared in the
distance without thinking. She felt drained. Time passed until she
took a deep breath and glanced out at the street. "What the hell is
wrong with me? Am I crazy?"

She got out of her car and went back
to the library. Romeo was sitting at the reception desk with an
open book. He looked at her puzzled, "I thought you went home to
bed; why did you come back?"

"Romeo, we have to talk; I have a
problem and do not know if it is physical or mental."

He looked at her skeptically, as he
wasn't sure if she was serious.

"I'm always happy to talk to you. You
know I'm dying for you."

She ignored his answer and especially
the sexist remark.

"Meet me at five at Gilberto's Café.
Ciao," she said and did not wait for his answer, just turned and
left.

Exactly at five o'clock, he arrived.
Beatrice had come a few minutes earlier. As he entered, he passed
the counter and asked for a long espresso for himself and a
cappuccino for her.

"Do you want a croissant too?" he
asked. Beatrice shook her head.

"What's wrong with you, darling? I see
that you are not yourself."

"I cannot explain it. I feel restless,
and thoughts of danger and threats arise in my mind, a sort of
incomprehensible anxiety, as I am not in any financial or family
crisis. At times I experience a rapid pulse and sweating, weakness,
and trembling in my hands. Many nights I cannot fall asleep because
I am obsessed with bad thoughts."

Romeo looked at her with empathy and
held her hand, "Do not be afraid; I am your friend. I will take you
to a clinic. You must see a doctor."

"You mean a psychiatrist? Do I look
insane to you? "

"I did not say you are insane; I said
a doctor, who will prescribe sedatives for you and look for the
cause of your anxieties."

She looked at him and saw a look of
genuine concern on his face. "All right, I promise I'm going to
have myself examined."

"Tomorrow morning, I will come for you
and take you to a doctor who comes highly recommended. He is
treating my sister, and she said he is a special person who helped
her a lot."

They sat in the cafe for another hour
gossiping about the library patrons, each with his own genre.
Suddenly the name Claudio Palumbo's came up. Romeo
smiled.

"Do you know him?" she
asked.

"Yes, an unusual young man, always
looking for books about the Inquisition. Since we do not have many
books on that topic, I referred him to the National Central Library
of Rome on Viale Castro Pretorio."




























Demons and
Ghosts




Dr. Flavio Santini was not a doctor
like all doctors. Romeo was right in defining him as unique. There
were two treatment beds in his clinic, and while talking to his
patients, he would lay next to them giving them the feeling that he
needed their help and not the other way around. At the first
session, he would explain that each person has his own demon, and
he must learn to live with it in peace.

Beatrice felt relaxed in his company
as his speech was reassuring, although sometimes he would get stuck
in a stubborn stutter that lasted for a while. Beatrice tried to
suppress bursts of laughter that sounded like howls of a jackal.
The doctor would pause for a moment and get up to make sure she was
not crying. When he realized that these were uncontrollable bursts
of laughter, he also laughed and said. "Keep going; it's good;
laughter keeps the demons at bay."

With great patience and
sophistication, Dr. Flavio began to obtain a broad picture that he
managed to assemble from the puzzle of words and sentences he could
extract from her.

"I understand that after you met with
Claudio Palumbo, the thoughts began to flood your mind."

"Yes, I think it was close to our
meeting."

"Was there anything concrete that he
told you that intrigued you?"

"Yes, he talked about genetics and the
search for his roots. He also mentioned something related to
Jews."

"Do you have a connection to
Judaism?"

"I do not know; he said my last name
was a common one among the Jews of Naples."

"Does your family have Neapolitan
roots?"

"Not as far as I know. We are from
Tuscany; to be exact, I was born in Livorno, and so were my
grandparents."

"Suppose you were to discover that you
have Jewish roots. Would that change anything for you?"

"No, I do not think so, even though my
friends claim I have the appearance of a Jew."

"And what is the appearance of a Jew?
Is there anything noticeable that differentiates them
morphologically from others? '

"They stated that I have a Jewish
nose, but of course, I took it as a joke because I do not think
there is such a thing as a Jewish nose."

"Let's move on to Claudio Palumbo for
a moment. Did you meet him again?"

"Yes and no. What I mean is, I did not
meet Claudio face to face that time, but he left me a bunch of
pages he had printed, something about a massacre of the Jews of
Ancona."

"And you read the
material?"

"Yes, I read it that night and then
could not fall asleep; in my dreams, I heard the cries of the
murdered."

"Can you tell me what happened
there?"

Beatrice moved uncomfortably on the
bed. Suddenly she got up and then sat down.

"I can only tell you if we sit and
talk face to face with my eyes open; I do not want to experience
the same horrifying sights I saw in my dreams."

The doctor sat down and smiled at
her.

"Tell me what you dreamed
about."

"In 1555, many Jews fled from Portugal
to Italy after being forced to convert to Christianity. They
arrived at the port of Ancona, intending to return to Judaism. At
the dock, they were captured, and a massacre took place;
twenty-four of them were brought to the stake and were burned
alive."

The doctor looked at her as she wiped
away tears and asked, "And how do you connect to that?"

"After this massacre, a particular
lamentation was composed and was read at the beginning of every
holiday in the synagogue of Pesaro. When I understood the text of
that lamentation, my skin suddenly feels like pins and needles" a
heavy sigh breaks out of her.

"I do not understand, and I once again
ask you and forgive me for my insistence. What does the lamentation
over those Jews that were killed have to do with you? After all,
the Nazis murdered millions of Jews, and you are telling me about
twenty-something Jews who were murdered about five hundred years
ago?"

Beatrice looked him straight in the
eye and, with a trembling voice, said, "Among the names of the
murdered was the name of twenty-four-year-old Natanella Grazia
Palumbo. At that moment, I felt as if I had lost a part of my
family."

After leaving Dr. Santini's clinic,
Beatrice walked down the street, still shaken by the information
that the cunning doctor had managed to get out of her. She never
intended to share her thoughts with anyone since she had not yet
formulated a clear opinion on the matter. She entered the first bar
that she happened to pass and sat down in a corner hidden from
passers-by. She went to the counter and ordered a dry martini.
"Signora, sit down, and I will bring it to you at your
table."

After taking a generous sip along with
some Sicilian black olives, she looked out at the passers-by in the
street. They all seemed to be walking peacefully and calmly as if
the world was slowing down. Even the loud music emanating from the
TV screen that hung over her head suddenly sounded like it came
from some sad, quiet symphony.

"Am I crazy? What's wrong with me?
What does all this historical stuff have to do with me? There are
thousands of identical surnames throughout Italy; why do I think
that we are all related. I have to go back to reality and
proportions; otherwise, I'll end up insane. "

Before she got up to pay, she called
her daughter and arranged to visit her later in the day.














Raised
Doubts




Beatrice's daughter, Maria Grazia, lives on the other side
of the River Tevere that cuts through Rome, not far from the square
of St. Angelo, where the church where she was baptized is located.
This is the same church that Beatrice, as a youngster, used to visit with her parents and her
brother every Sunday morning. Sonia, her mother, would often repeat
the phrase "Padre Giovanni, may he rest in peace, surely smiles
satisfied from above, seeing you have become a devout Catholic,"
and then she would raise her head to the sky and blow a
kiss.

Now that she was so close to the church, she decided to go
in for a moment and try to experience her early years when
she attended the church
regularly.

. It has been many years since she
last prayed or visited any church. As she climbed the stairs, she
suddenly felt her heart pounding. Even in her youth, she was not
convinced by religion. After her parents' death, she moved so far
away from it that she stopped altogether attending church and
celebrating holidays, except for Christmas, which became a family
tradition of exchanging gifts.

The church was dark and cool and void
of people. The pleasant smell of incense reminded her of her
childhood. She raised her head and watched the rays of sunlight
penetrate through the stained glass windows that adorned the chapel
and danced in a wonderful and mesmerizing circle of colored
lights.

She sat down on a bench and laid her
head on the prayer shelf. Everything was so quiet and mysterious.
She felt that nothing was separating her from the sanctity of the
place. She felt safe and full of energy which surrounded her in a
kind of loving embrace.

She did not realize how much time had
passed as she had closed her eyes and probably had fallen into a
doze.

Suddenly a gentle hand was placed on
her shoulder. She lifted her head and noticed the pastor standing
next to her and looking at her anxiously.

"My child, do you need help?" he
asked.

"No, thanks, Padre. I must have fallen
asleep, as it is so cool and quiet here".

The pastor sitting on the bench behind
her said, "Every man needs the mercy of heaven. Jesus is with us,
within us. He answers every prayer of him whose heart is pure, and
I feel that you came here because you needed a hug of
love."

Beatrice wiped away a tear that rolled
down her cheek, "Padre, you cannot imagine how much I need a loving
hug. For many days doubts have gnawed at my heart. Is God merciful
to all who believe in him?"

The pastor smiled at her with a
radiant look in his eyes; he said, "All human beings are equal in
the eyes of God, and he loves them all."

"The Jews too?"

Her question surprised him, and he was
silent for a long moment.

"Yes, Jesus was born a Jew, and surely
God loves the Jews too. There is one God for all religions, and
every human being is born in his image, as it says in Genesis, 'And
God created man in his image, in the image of God he created him,
male and female he created them."

"That being the case, why was there
and there still is such great hatred for the Jews? Weren't the
Romans the ones who burned down the Temple and exiled them from
their land? Was it not the Roman army who crucified Jesus? Are we
not the Christians who burned the Jews and forced them to convert
to Christianity, thus forcing them to flee Portugal and Spain in
search of a land of refuge?"

The priest looked down and put his
hand again on her shoulder, "I am ashamed and have no words that
can justify those deeds."

Beatrice got up from her seat,
kneeled, and crossed herself, "Thank you, Padre, for agreeing to
express your feelings."

As she turned to leave, the pastor
rose from his seat. "The Holy See recognized the unforgivable
attitude that the church had taken against the Jews. It was a
historical moment when Pope Karol Wojtyla visited Rome's synagogue
in 1986 and called the Jews 'elder brothers'. It is not only my
feelings but the Vatican's position," he said.

When she left the church, she felt
again full of energy. She walked to the street that led to her
daughter's apartment, smiling happily.

Maria Grazia lived in a penthouse
overlooking the Tevere River and the northern part of the Jewish
ghetto. A few years ago, she and her husband Sandro bought the
apartment and renovated it. Their son Carlotto, who was Beatrice's
only grandchild, had just turned four years old.

Sandro is employed at a law firm while
Maria Grazia left her job as a registered nurse at the San Giovanni
di Dio Hospital, called locally 'Fate Bene Fratelli' after Carlo's
birth. The hospital was founded in the mid-16th century to care for
the poor, homeless, and prostitutes. Eventually, it became a
Vatican-supported hospital with most of its staff except for the
medical staff volunteering and helping the
underprivileged.

"My Carlotto, how sweet you are, come
give Nonna a kiss,"

Carlotto ran to her and put his arms
around her neck, "What did you bring me?" he tweeted in his thin
voice.

Beatrice took out a chocolate kinder
egg she had bought on the way. Carlotto snatched it from her hands
and flew to his room.

"What will you drink, mother?" Maria
Grazia asked. "You look exhausted to me. Are you sick?"

"No, I'm fine, but I'm not sleeping
well these last few days."

"Is something bothering you? The
job?"

"No, the work is fine; everything is
fine."

"Nevertheless, I have a feeling you're
hiding something from me."

"If you promise not to laugh at me,
I'll tell you."

"I promise, but the very fact that
you're about to tell me something funny makes me laugh
already."

"No, it's not funny to me at all, but
the thought of you thinking I'm crazy..."

"Enough, Mom, tell me."

"Well, it all started when I was
sitting in a cafe and Graziella, who has known me for twenty years,
suddenly said that I have a Jewish look, or rather, that I have a
Jewish nose. The truth is, I always had empathy for the Jews,
perhaps because they suffered from both the Inquisition and the
Nazis, but suddenly more things were revealed to me. "

Beatrice moved uncomfortably in her
seat and began to sweat; she poured herself a glass of water. Maria
Grazia sat and looked at her with her mouth wide open. "You need
treatment," she said in a weak voice.

"Listen carefully," Beatrice said
loudly. "My maiden name is Palumbo, and when I married your father
Silvio, I added the name Navarro. Here's the interesting thing;
Palumbo is a Jewish name that was brought to Italy from Spain or
Portugal by the Jewish martyrs who fled their county in the face of
forced conversions."

Maria Grazia, who was sitting in her
seat looking at her mother with a frozen expression, suddenly burst
out laughing. "So we are Jews, is that what you came to tell
me?"

"I'm not sure, I know there are a lot
of people by that name, but I have a gut feeling that we are
descendants of Spanish and Portuguese martyrs."

Beatrice chose not to tell her
daughter about the murder of the martyrs in the port of Ancona. She
was waiting for another opportunity to continue the
subject.

"I would like you to come with me to
your grandfather's sister Aunt Clara Palumbo who has a box with all
the family paperwork. Maybe we'll find something
interesting."

"Aunt Clara lives in
Livorno."

"Very true, we'll go to
Livorno."












Aunt Clara




Aunt Clara waited impatiently for Beatrice and Maria Grazia
to arrive, as quite a few years have passed since she last met
them. They left Rome in the morning when traffic was at its peak.
The bypass road of Rome at the entrance to the Autostrada del sole north was under construction. In certain areas, the
traffic crawled and at times even came to a complete
standstill.

"Mamma, perhaps you can tell me what
we are looking for, exactly? Does Aunt Clara have answers to your
questions?"

"I cannot tell you anything. I'm
curious what surprises are waiting for us."

"And let's say you find that we are of
Jewish descent. Does that change anything about us?"

"No, not at all, but one wants to know
his past, does he not? Why do archaeologists search for
antiquities, and every little urn with an Etruscan or Latin
inscription makes them happy?"

Beatrice knew how far from the truth
the answer she had given her daughter was.

For Beatrice and her daughter, it was
the first time in several years that they had been alone together,
and Maria Grazia suddenly felt the need to indulge a little in the
company of her beloved mother. The relationship between the two was
open and good. There were no secrets on both sides until last week,
when Beatrice's behavior changed. For the first time, she hid from
her daughter what she was going through. Now that they were alone,
she tried to tell her a little but made sure not to cause
unnecessary confusion and thus disguised the storm in her heart
under the pretense of simple interest in the subject.

After about two hours of driving, as
they crossed the border into the province of Tuscany, they decided
to stop for a short rest at a roadside bar located near the exit to
the Chiana Valley.

"Shall we eat lunch or settle for
coffee and a croissant?" Beatrice asked.

"Whatever you decide, I'm not that
hungry."

"Then grab a seat, and I'll bring
something."

Beatrice took a tray and loaded it
with two plates of green leafy salad with some slices of
mozzarella, two crispy croissants that had just come out of the
oven, and two cups of sugar-free long espresso.

"That is exactly what I wanted, but a
glass of freshly squeezed orange juice would complete the color
fantasy on the tray, and perhaps I might see it as a typical Tuscan
welcome."

Beatrice placed the tray on the table
and went back to the counter.

"Now I know you love me," Maria Grazia
said in a sweet voice.

"I loved you from the moment you were
born and looked at me with your big black eyes. I will never forget
that most exciting moment of my life."

"You make me cry; stop the
descriptions. I gave birth too, and it is still fresh in my mind.
All I thought about was my torn and sore limbs and asked them to
feed my baby first before they showed him to me."

"You see, this is the difference
between you and me. For me, it is sentimental and a burst of
emotion, and for you, it is rationally supervised and under
constant control."

"I probably took the best of both of
you; from Dad the composure and perfectionism, and from you the
beauty, and fortunately, it did not come out backward as with my
sister."

"Enough chatting, finish your drink,
and we'll keep going; we have a few more hours of
driving,"

"Tell me, Mamma, are you really going
to Aunt Clara to rummage through the garbage?"

"I am going because after your
grandfather and grandmother died, I never saw their personal
belongings that were kept in the basement of Grandpa Michele's
parents' house. As children, we lived with his sister Clara until
we left for Rome, and everything from the past was left there. It
never occurred to me to go back and rummage through the
cases."

"And what do you think you'll find
there? Valuable jewelry? Photos? Money?"

"I do not know, and it does not
matter. If Aunt Clara dies, all the stuff will be thrown out, and I
will not find anything anymore."

"Strange, but be it as you wish. If it
satisfies you, then I will be happy for you."

This is not Maria Grazia's first visit
to Livorno, but she does not remember much. As children, Beatrice
would come from time to time to visit her aunt and take the girls
along.

Most of the houses on the street where
Aunt Clara lives are single-family homes. Old and neglected. One
can still see the old-fashioned designs in the crumbling facade
hidden behind ancient Chestnut trees with formidable trunks whose
roots protruded from the ground and lifted the sidewalk tiles. At
the end of the street stood a small house with a faded sign at the
entrance that read "The Palumbo Family."

Aunt Clara is single. When Beatrice's
parents Michele and Sonia, got married, they lived in Michele's
parents' house with his sister Clara. Beatrice and her brother
Davide were born in that house. When Michele got a job in Rome as
an engineer for the National Electrical Company, the family moved
to Rome while Clara remained in the house alone.

"I hope she is still lucid; after all,
she recently turned eighty," Beatrice whispered to her daughter as
they stood at the front door.

Aunt Clara opened the door. "What a
joy to see my little niece." She squeezed Beatrice and kissed her
on each cheek several times. "What a surprise you brought me; I
know the little one only from pictures. I barely remember; you
brought her once or twice when she was a year or two
old."

"Aunt Clara, the little one already
has a son, have you forgotten?"

Aunt Clara approached Maria Grazia,
"May I kiss you?" Before she could answer, she put her arms around
her neck and poured wet kisses on her until she had to push her
away and wipe her face with her palm.

"Come in, come in; I am so glad you
came. You must be tired and hungry from the long journey. I
prepared a delicious lasagna that you must taste. Oh, how much I
missed you. I thought I would never see you again before I close my
eyes forever."

As they entered the dark house, Maria
Grazia whispered to her mother, "This place looks like a horror
show taken from Hitchcock movies."

"Shhh, she has always been like that.
Make sure she doesn't hear you."

"I'm not even touching a glass of
water here," she said in a whisper.

"Do you want a glass of water?" Clara
shouted from the kitchen.

"She has the hearing of a bat,
beware."

"No, thank you, Aunt Clara, we drank
on our way here," she replied, shouting.

"I'm not deaf, do not
shout."

They sat down at the heavy table, and
Beatrice got up, went to the buffet, and picked up a framed
photo.

"Look at that lovely couple," she said
as she showed her parents' photo to her daughter.

"They were as beautiful as movie
actors, and I've never seen that photo."

Aunt Clara's voice could be heard from
the kitchen, saying, "There are many other things you do not know
or have not seen.".

Suddenly Aunt Clara came in holding a
tray with the lasagna dish that had just come out of the oven. The
aroma spread throughout the house.

"Sit at the table. I'm already
bringing plates and cutlery," Aunt Clara proclaimed.

The thin old woman rushed back and
forth like a ghost. On her slender feet, she wore half-heeled
shoes, which squeaked as she moved.

"She must have taken them out of the
closet before we arrived. They must have been there for forty
years," Maria Grazia giggled in a particularly low
voice.

She cut a nice-sized portion of
lasagna for each of them and poured red wine from an already open
bottle into glasses, each different from the other.

"It is a fine wine. It is a Vino
Rosso di Montepulciano. It is
a bit cold because I kept it in the refrigerator."

"You don't put red wine in the
refrigerator," Maria Grazia said.

Clara ignored the comment and
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