
  
  
      
        
          The Scent of Lemons, Part Three

          The Next Generation

		      
          Anne Licata-Solaas

        

        
          [image: image-placeholder]

          Lemon Tree Press

        

      

    


  
  Dedication



 Dedicated to brave people who stand for truth and justice.
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 And you will know the truth, and the truth will set you free.
John 8:32








  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Copyright
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Introduction
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Famiglia Baldassare Licata
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Famiglia Joseph William Licata
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Famiglia Nicolò Licata
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Famiglia Carlo Licata
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        1.
        
        Family Reunion   
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        2.
        
        Meeting Nick
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        3.
        
        Things Get Serious
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        4.
        
        Mary and Joe Get Married
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        5.
        
        Between Two Families
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        6.
        
         Making a Home 
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        7.
        
        Carlo Goes to Havana
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        8.
        
        Building a Future
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        9.
        
        Los Angeles Business Matters
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        10.
        
        Joe Makes a Trip
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        11.
        
        Nick Accused 
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        12.
        
        Carlo and Grace Marry 
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        13.
        
        Carlo's New Life 
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        14.
        
        All Manner of Things 
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        15.
        
        The Next Right Thing
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        16.
        
        Lemons and Loyalties
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        17.
        
        A Career Is Launched
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        18.
        
        The Last Errand
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        19.
        
        Revolution in Havana
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        20.
        
        Holding Life Loosely
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        21.
        
        The Girl in the Lemon Bikini
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        22.
        
        Nick Makes Don
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        23.
        
        The Past Comes Calling
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        24.
        
        The Price of Silence
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        25.
        
        When Time Runs Out
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        26.
        
        The Courage to Change 
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        27.
        
        Jimmy Hoffa and Other Detroit Matters 
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        28.
        
        Forgiveness and Farewells  
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        29.
        
        Carlo Goes Home
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        30.
        
        Epilogue: Joan Discovers The Past 
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Other works by Anne Licata- Solaas
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        31.
        
        Discussion Questions for The Scent of Lemons, Part Three
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
      

    
  


  
  Copyright © 2023 by Anne Licata-Solaas              
All rights reserved.
No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law. For permission requests, contact [include publisher/author contact info].
The story, all names, characters, and incidents portrayed in this production are fictitious. No identification with actual persons (living or deceased), places, buildings, and products is intended or should be inferred.
Book Cover by the author
Third edition,  2025

      [image: image-placeholder]Thank you for reading! I love hearing from readers and would be delighted to connect with you. Feel free to reach out with your thoughts, questions, or feedback at: licatasol@sbcglobal.net
I'm available for book club discussions in person for groups located in Southern California or by Zoom. Book club visits provide a wonderful opportunity to dive deeper into the characters, themes, and historical background of the Licata family saga.
To schedule an appearance or for any other inquiries, please email me at the address above.







  
  Introduction



The Scent of Lemons, Part Three: The Next Generation continues the immigration story of Maria Liotta and Baldassare Licata, who immigrated around the turn of the century from Camporeale, Sicily. 

Part One chronicles their arrival in the United States and their early years in Williamsburg, Brooklyn—years shaped by labor, sacrifice, and the dream of belonging. It follows the pressures that ultimately pushed them westward, toward Cheyenne, Wyoming, a place both unfamiliar and full of promise.

Part Two resumes four years after their arrival in Cheyenne, in 1914. Baldassare finds stability working for the railroad, while Maria establishes a home rooted in faith, family, and resilience. As they begin to feel a sense of belonging in their adopted land, the world beyond their small household shifts. War breaks out in Europe, immigration patterns change, and the promise of America reveals both its generosity and its limits. The Licatas face loss, sacrifice, and the daily challenges of raising children between two worlds—Sicilian tradition and American possibility. As their children grow, they are exposed to forces their parents hoped to escape—poverty’s quiet desperation, the seduction of quick money, and the shadow of criminal networks that follow immigrant communities west.

Part Three turns to the next generation as the children of immigrants come of age in a world very different from their parents’ but no less unforgiving. Drawn by the promise of power, belonging, and protection, some are tempted by the Mafia’s false sense of loyalty, while others wage private battles with addiction that echo through the family. These young men and women must navigate the tension between inherited values and the dangerous shortcuts offered to them, discovering that freedom comes at a cost and that survival often demands difficult choices.

The triology how the sacrifices that made immigration possible, along with the sins that followed, leave lasting marks on the next generation—testing faith, love, and resilience in the face of temptation and loss.
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  one
Family Reunion   

Los Angeles, CA,  April 1961


Aunt Gaetana held out a glass of wine to her nephew, Joe. The crimson liquid caught the sunlight, casting blood-red shadows across the tablecloth. Joe's fingers twitched before he deliberately pulled his hand back, poured a glass of sparkling water instead, and took a seat on the patio's edge, distancing himself from the center of the gathering. Joe and his young family had just arrived at Gaetana's house for a family reunion that felt more like walking into an ambush. 
"Cheers, Joe." 
His cousin Francesca placed a can of beer directly before him, raised her tumbler and joined the family in a toast. Her eyes lingered on him a moment too long, watching. Joe raised the can, inhaled the familiar scent of Pabst Blue Ribbon, his mouth watering instantly. His grip tightened around the cold aluminum before he set it down with deliberate care, as if handling a loaded weapon.
I won't start. Not here. Not now.
Joe Licata had made a vow to stop drinking six months ago and was determined to stick to it. Every family gathering tested his resolve. He sat alone, staring at the beer on the table before him, the drops of condensation sliding down the side of the can like tears, each one marking the seconds ticking by until the inevitable confrontation.
Six months. One hundred and eighty-three days. Without a drop of liquor.
He sipped his sparkling water, the carbonation a poor substitute for the burn he craved. This gathering was the first family reunion since his father Baldassare's funeral in 1955. Joe tapped his finger on the patio chair with increasing intensity as he smoked one cigarette after another, lighting each new one from the dying ember of the last, his face etched with more than apprehension—it was dread. Despite the orchestrated toasts and forced shouts of celebration, an electric tension coursed through the patio. He constantly checked the entrance, wondering how the impending encounter would unfold. He had no choice—he had to testify against Uncle Nick. He had to save his career. And his reputation. But the price would be paid in blood ties.
When Uncle Nick and Aunt Josie entered the back patio, conversations died mid-sentence. Joe looked away, his jaw clenched so tight his teeth might crack. He hadn't seen his uncle since the trial two years ago, when he'd stood in the witness box, pointing a finger at his father's brother. Joe unconsciously picked up the beer, the can halfway to his lips before he caught himself and set it down with such force that foam spilled onto his fingers. He didn't wipe it away.
Nick approached him, parting the crowd of relatives who seemed to hold their breath collectively.
"Joe." The single syllable carried the weight of accusation, disappointment, and something darker.
Joe cleared his throat. "Uncle Nick." He rose mechanically and kissed his cheek, the familial gesture now a mockery, the stubble on Nick's face rough against his lips like sandpaper. The scent of the same cologne Nick had worn all Joe's life—the smell that once meant safety and family—now turned Joe's stomach.
The patio filled with uneasy murmurs as the family exchanged cautious smiles and stilted conversation, desperately trying to ignore the silent battle unfolding before them. Joe eyed the beer with naked longing, his fingers trembling slightly as they hovered over the can. Nick paused, locked eyes with his nephew, his gaze boring into Joe with such intensity that Joe felt physically pushed backward. Nick's lips curled slightly—not quite a smile, more a predator's assessment—before he moved on, deliberately turning his back.

      [image: image-placeholder]It was Easter, 1961. Aunt Gaetana rang the battered copper bell next to the back door, the sound harsh and commanding. The adults found spots at the long table in the backyard, the younger ones banished to picnic blankets like children, regardless of their age. Gaetana's husband, Domenico, had also passed on, and though older brothers were present, Nick took the seat at the head of the table without asking, a silent coup that no one dared challenge. Joe sat next to Nick's son, Carlo, at the far end of the table, as distant from Nick as the seating allowed. Gaetana, now seventy-three years old, was the last remaining pillar that bound the extended family to Sicily. After her sister Maria passed, Gaetana had uprooted one of her lemon trees and replanted it in her yard, a testament to their special bond. Now, seventeen years later, the lemon branches had spread over the pergola like protective arms, the sweet perfume extending across the small yard, masking the sour atmosphere beneath. 
Gaetana plodded around her kitchen in her heavy stockings and thick black shoes, the rhythmic sound like a ticking clock counting down to detonation. She shuffled to the outdoor table in her somber black mourning dress, apron wrapped around her massive waist, carrying platters of her homemade arancini and sausages. She hovered behind those seated at the table, ensuring each guest was well fed, filling glasses with more homemade wine or lemonade. Her eyes narrowed each time she passed Joe, noting his untouched wine. As the meal progressed, the silence hung oppressively, broken only by the harsh clinking of cutlery and sporadic, desperate attempts at small talk that withered quickly. Gaetana finally took her seat, her hands folded over her apron, watching.
Joe turned to Carlo, forcing casualness into his voice. "Remember those Sunday dinners when we were children? Before everything fell apart?"
Carlo responded without looking up from his plate, "You all met every Sunday. We spent Sunday dinners with Pa's friends." The unspoken accusation hung between them: Your family. Not ours. Never really ours.
Nick's voice boomed across the table. "My favorite place to travel? Cuba. Havana." His eyes flicked to Joe as he continued, "Caribbean beaches are gorgeous. Great food, fantastic entertainment, and friendly people. Right, Josie?"
His wife Josie murmured, "Yes, caro. It was beautiful." Her downcast eyes told a different story. She didn't care for Havana. Didn't care for much anymore.
Mary, Joe's wife, had sworn she would never speak to Nick again—she even promised Joe with her hand on her heart. But she was dying to know about Cuba, fascinated by the danger that clung to Nick like expensive cologne. Taking a gulp of wine, her third glass already half-empty, she said, "Tina said you were in Cuba during the revolution." She leaned forward eagerly, ignoring Joe's warning glare.
Nick turned to his daughter Tina and chuckled. No humor reached his eyes. "Flapping your gums again."
Tina shrugged, not intimidated. "Didn't know you were hiding anything."
"I was visiting Carlo when the revolution began," Nick said smoothly. 
"Was it dangerous?" Mary's eyes widened with excitement. Joe's knuckles whitened around the crystal tumbler.
"Is it dangerous to have a gang of hoodlums pointing guns at your head? Yeah, it was dangerous." Nick's smile didn't falter, but his eyes hardened to flint.
Hoodlums, Mary thought, thrilled. Who were the hoodlums? The revolutionaries or Nick's associates?
Gaetana shifted uncomfortably in her seat, her wooden chair creaking in protest. "More pasta, anyone?" she interjected loudly, desperately.
"Where were you when it happened?" Mary pushed, ignoring both Gaetana's interruption and Joe's foot pressing painfully on hers under the table. She wanted details. She craved the thrill of Nick's dangerous world.
"I was at the Hotel Nacional," Nick handed his plate to Gaetana while looking at Joe. "I'll take some more of your salsiccie." The message was clear: family first, always.
"Is it true about the pigs?" Mary leaned even further across the table, her wine sloshing as she ignored Joe's frantic signals to stop.
Nick laughed, a sound like ice cracking. "What did you hear about pigs?"
"I heard the revolutionaries let pigs run amok through the hotel lobby. Is that true?" Mary glanced around the table. Wasn't anyone else curious? Why was everyone so afraid?
Gaetana sighed heavily and interjected, "Anyone else want more salsiccie?" Her voice quivered slightly.
The sausages made their way down the table, and everyone loaded their plates with more sausage, grateful for the distraction, for something to do with their hands, their eyes, their attention.
Nick continued, undeterred, "Those hooligans brought a truckload of pigs into the city and set them loose in the lobbies and casinos of the Hotel Riviera and the Hotel Nacional. Those maledetti pigs squealed, tracked mud, and defecated all over Lansky's pristine lobby floors, his pride and joy, one of the most famous emporiums in the world." His eyes never left Joe's face as he spoke. "I thought it was hilarious. Lansky's offering a million dollars to anyone who kills Castro. Doggone communists."
Joe stared back, reading between the lines. Message received, Uncle Nick. Betrayal has a price.
Gaetana became increasingly agitated with each question, her spoon clattering against dishes as she served. She detested the idea that the next generation would idolize Nick's way of life, that they would see power rather than corruption.
"And how about . . . " Mary began again, but Joe squeezed her arm with such force that she winced, his message clear: stop the questions. Now. Mary sat back, sullen and frustrated, itching to know more about Nick. Her brother Jack, a lawyer, had confirmed everything she'd read about Nick was true. Nick had been in the news many times, but Joe's family never spoke of it, as if they drew a curtain across the truth. No one mentioned the news, and every time she asked a question, faces closed like shutters. Only her brother gave her answers. Now Nick was here, magnetic in his danger, and she could ask him directly.
Gaetana seized the moment to interject, "Carlo, I understand you graduated from college. Congratulations."
Carlo shrugged indifferently, pushing food around his plate.
Gaetana continued, her voice rising with forced cheerfulness, "You were the first of the next generation to finish. Now your cousins will go to college. Your grandparents would be so proud."
Mary, her cheeks flushed with wine and resentment, reached for the bottle again. She topped off her glass and deliberately poured Joe a tumbler of wine, placing it directly in front of him, a challenge and a temptation. "Come on, Joe. Just one won't hurt." Her voice carried a sharp edge. Just one, and maybe you'll stop being so uptight. So judgmental.
"Mary . . . no," Joe whispered, his voice strained to the breaking point, his eyes not leaving the ruby liquid that caught the light like a siren's call.
Mary gave Joe the familiar look that he'd grown to hate: she pursed her lips, set them in a thin, disapproving line, and drained her wine in one defiant gulp. She refilled it immediately. It will be a long night. Joe felt the fragile scaffolding of his sobriety creak under the weight of family, betrayal, and his wife's quiet sabotage.
After the cannoli and limoncello, Nick rose and kissed his sister-in-law Gaetana, thanking her for the delicious meal. "We need to do this more often." He glanced at Joe and nodded, his smile never reaching his eyes. "I'll call you soon, Joe." The words hung in the air like a promise. Or a threat.
Joe's stomach churned violently, acid burning his throat. Forget it. Why try? Why fight against the inevitable? The voices in his head—the ones he'd been quieting for six months through white-knuckled determination—roared back to life. He reached for the wine Mary had poured, his hand no longer shaking but eerily steady, and lifted the glass to his lips. He didn't lower it until it was empty, the alcohol burning a familiar path to his belly. The first sip was always the hardest. And the most magnificent.
Mary watched Joe drink for the first time in six months, a small, triumphant smile playing at the corners of her mouth. Finally. Now life will get back to normal. 
As Nick and Josie left the gathering, Mary's thoughts turned to the day she first met them. Mary and Joe had started dating shortly before Joe's mother, Maria, died in 1944. Seventeen years ago. Mary was new to the family and uncomfortable with Sicilian ways. Granted, it was a funeral, but Uncle Nick was one of the few relatives at the reception who spoke to her, who made her feel welcome and wanted. Mary was immediately drawn to him, to his power, to the way others deferred to him. To the way he took what he wanted.
Unlike Joe, who seemed determined to deny himself—and her—any pleasure. She studied her husband as he stared at the empty wine glass, knowing he was already calculating the minutes until he could have another. She felt a pang of something—guilt? Satisfaction?—before she pushed it away and reached for the wine bottle again.






  
  two
Meeting Nick

Los Angeles, CA,  January 1944


Sixteen years prior . . .  
Mary sat alone on a bench in Joe's backyard under one of the many lemon trees, the scent of citrus mingling with the heavy aroma of chrysanthemums. She sipped a coffee, watching mourners drift through the house like ghosts.
Joe's stocky Uncle Nick approached, his presence commanding immediate attention despite his short stature. "You're not Sicilian," he said, not a question but an observation, his eyes assessing her with practiced precision.
"No, I'm not." She smiled and extended her hand, determined not to be intimidated. "My name is Mary. Mary Lynch." Nineteen year old Mary wore a black shirtwaist dress that highlighted her slim waist, her hair done up in victory rolls—a style she'd practiced for hours that morning, wanting to look perfect, even for a funeral. A recent graduate from Sacred Heart Academy, Mary worked as a secretary at a law firm in downtown Los Angeles, typing correspondence for men who never bothered to learn her name.
"I'm Nick Licata." He sat beside her and shook her hand, his grip firm, deliberate. Though Nick wore a traditional black suit, the loud tie featuring the Sicilian Trinacria flag seemed incongruous for a funeral, a silent declaration that conventional rules didn't apply to him. "Lynch? An Irish gal, eh?" His diamond pinky ring caught the sunlight as he gestured.
"My parents are from Ireland." Mary lifted her chin slightly. "County Cork."
"Who do you know here?" He smiled, revealing a gap between his front teeth that somehow made him seem more approachable, almost charming.
"I'm dating Joe, Maria's son." She studied his reaction. "And who are you?"
"I'm Joe's uncle. Baldassare's brother." He folded his diamond-ringed hands over his paunch, settling in for a conversation as if claiming territory. His cologne, expensive and spicy, created an intimate bubble around them.
"My condolences to your family for your loss." Mary was unsure why her heart was racing.
Joe walked out the back door, his face drawn with grief and exhaustion. "Mary! There you are. Sorry to leave you alone." His eyes darted between Mary and his uncle, a flash of alarm crossing his features.
"She's not alone. She's with me." Nick's words carried a weight beyond their simple meaning.
"Watch out for this guy, Mary." A muscle in Joe's jaw twitched.
"Joe, I heard you're working at a bank. Which one?" Nick seamlessly changed the subject.
"Security First National Bank in Los Angeles." Joe shifted uncomfortably.
"Security First, eh? The one on Wilshire?" Nick leaned forward slightly.
Joe nodded, the tendons in his neck visibly tightening.
"I'm always looking for connections in the banking business." Nick's casual tone belied the intensity of his gaze.
"Uh, sure." Joe picked up a few plates and turned to head back inside, clearly eager to escape. "You want to come inside with me, Mary?"
"I'm fine." Mary shook her head, confused by the undercurrents she couldn't quite decipher.
Nick took Mary's hand. "You and Joe must come to our home on Overland Drive for dinner sometime. Have you tried cannoli? You must try my Josie's cannoli."  
"Overland Drive? You must have a beautiful view! Can you see the Hollywood sign?" Mary asked, momentarily dazzled by the thought of such luxury.
"One of the most beautiful views in Los Angeles!" Nick stood, straightening his suit jacket with practiced hands. "On a clear day, you can see all the way to Catalina."
Mary looked at her watch. "Oh dear, it's late. I'm afraid I must get going." She stood.
"Nice to meet you," Mary looked down at him. For such a big personality, he was a short man, barely reaching her shoulder.
"I'll be in touch with Joe about that dinner!" Nick's voice followed her as Mary rushed inside to track down Joe.

      [image: image-placeholder]It was January 1944, just hours after the funeral of Maria Liotta, Joe's mother, who died from stomach cancer. Five of her sons were still serving in Italy at the front, unaware their mother was gone. Overwhelmed with grief, Baldassare, Joe's dad, spent the days after her death sitting in his chair, staring out the window, a half-empty bottle of grappa perpetually within reach. Jimmy, Joe's sixteen-year-old brother, and Vita, his twenty-two-year-old mentally disabled sister, sat beside their pa, torn up with sorrow. Twenty-three-year-old Joe managed the funeral arrangements, another burden on shoulders already stooped with responsibility.
Maria's sister, Gaetana, had recently lost her husband Domenico. Two deaths so close together struck an enormous blow to a family already suffering from the effects of the war. Because Italy fought on the Axis side, the U.S. government subjected Italian immigrants on the West Coast to mandatory check-ins and curfews, placed them in internment camps and confiscated their radios, arms, and cameras. Meanwhile, the Blue Star Service Flag hung in their windows, the five stars representing the five sons fighting at the front, each star a daily reminder of the precariousness of life.
Joe escorted Mary to the trolley stop, his steps heavy with fatigue and something else—apprehension. "Do you realize who my Uncle Nick is?"
"He's so friendly. He invited us for dinner." Mary's face brightened at the memory. "I've never been in a house on Overland Drive."
"Mary, he's not someone you want to spend time with." Joe stopped walking, turning to face her fully.
"What do you mean? He's just a harmless old man!" Mary laughed, the sound brittle in the evening air.
"Don't let him fool you. I'm pretty sure he's connected." Joe's voice dropping to a near-whisper, glancing over his shoulder as if the very streets might be listening.
Mary didn't know what that meant, and she didn't want to ask. The word hung between them, a barrier she chose not to breach. They passed a sleek black Cadillac sedan with a white ragtop parked on his street, gleaming like a panther among alley cats.
"We never see cars like this with the war going on," Mary marveled, running a finger along its pristine surface. "Real leather seats too."
Nick and his wife, Josie, approached them from behind. "Mary, did you meet my wife, Josie?" Nick's hand rested possessively on the small of his wife's back.
The timid woman wore a plain black dress and a black mink coat. Her face was free of any makeup, and she smiled demurely. She wasn't what Mary expected. While Nick flashed his wealth, Josie seemed almost embarrassed by it, except for the ankle-length black mink coat draped around her.
"Nice to meet you." Mary extended her hand.
Josie nodded, her handshake limp, her eyes never quite meeting Mary's.
"You two want to go for a spin?" Nick gestured toward the car, keys already dangling from his fingers.
Mary eyed the gleaming vehicle. "I don't have time right now. I need to catch the trolley."
"I need to get back to the reception," Joe stammered, surprised by Nick's thoughtlessness.
"Don't take the trolley. We'll take you home. I insist," Nick beckoned as he opened Josie's door with a flourish.
Mary looked at Joe uncertainly. Joe shook his head, a silent plea in his eyes. Mary frowned, a small rebellion forming. "Sure." She gave Joe a peck on the cheek and slid into the car's back seat, the leather cool and smooth beneath her. Joe crossed his arms and sighed as the car took off. Mary turned and saw his figure diminishing in the rearview mirror.

Once Mary gave him directions, Josie asked her softly, "What do you do, Mary? Do you work? Go to school?" Her voice carried a trace of envy.
"I'm a secretary at a legal office downtown." Pride crept into Mary's voice. "My mom told me to learn shorthand and typing, and I'd be set."
"Set for what? Don't you want to get married?" Josie turned slightly in her seat, studying Mary with newfound interest. A wistful expression crossed her face as she observed this young woman who worked independently, who had choices that had never been available to Sicilian women of Josie's generation. Her fingers traced the edge of her mink coat. The idea of earning one's own salary, of being productive outside the home, was as foreign to her upbringing as speaking a different language entirely, yet something in Mary's confidence stirred a longing in Josie that she had buried years ago.
"Of course I do." Mary leaned forward, resting her elbows on the front seat. "What type of work do you do, Mr. Licata?"
"A little of this, a little of that. Mainly, I run a club in Burbank called the Five O'Clock Club. You should come by sometime." His eyes met hers in the rearview mirror, holding her gaze a beat too long.
Mary sat back in the seat, warm despite the evening chill. "What kind of club?"
"You know, music, food, dancing. Joe never comes, but you can bring your gal friends. You'll have a great time!" Nick's enthusiasm was infectious.
Go to a club without Joe? What kind of girl goes to a club without a man? Mary had never considered such a thing. But Nick's car, his Five O'Clock Club, and his wealth enticed her like forbidden fruit. Is that what connected means? Joe could be such a fuddy-duddy, always worrying about propriety and rules.
They arrived at Mary's home. Nick walked her to the door, his hand hovering near the small of her back without quite touching it. "Here's my card. Bring some friends next Saturday night. We'll serve dinner, and the Stardust Serenaders will be playing. You'll have a blast."
Mary stared down at his card, embossed with gold lettering. It sure did sound like fun. A glimpse into a world she'd only seen in movies.
Nick kissed her cheek, his lips lingering a moment. "And I'll set up that dinner with Joe! Josie is a great cook, and she'd love to have you two for dinner."
Nick drove away, the Cadillac's engine purring into the distance. What a day. Italians were so different from her Irish family. That Uncle Nick was a kick.

      [image: image-placeholder]Mary opened the front door. "Ma, I'm home! Hello, Jack." Her brother was studying at the dining room table, his books spread out like a fortress.
Her mother, Ellen, was warming milk at the stove, her wispy white hair escaping its pins. "Want some warm milk, love?"
"Ma, I'm too old for warm milk," Mary chuckled and grabbed an apple from the bowl on the counter.
Ellen handed her a mug. "Take this to your brother." 
Mary walked back into the living room and handed the mug to Jack whose nose was perpetually buried in a book.  One day, he hoped to be a lawyer. "You are always studying. You never have fun!" She took a bite of her apple, the crunch satisfyingly loud in the quiet room.
"Who was the man that took you home?" Though only eleven, Jack remembered everything, his mind like a steel trap. "He looks awfully familiar."
"He's Joe's uncle. You wouldn't know him." 
"Wasn't he in the newspaper?" Jack persisted, pushing his glasses up his nose.
"I don't know. I don't read newspapers." Mary walked to her room and shut the door. If he was in the paper, she didn't want to hear about it. Some truths were better left unspoken, buried beneath the allure of gold-embossed business cards and mink coats.

      [image: image-placeholder]After Mary left, Joe walked back into the house, confusion and anger warring in his chest. Why did Mary leave with Nick when he clearly told her not to? When the guests left, Joe and his father Baldassare sat at the kitchen table, picking at the lasagna Gaetana had made, the silence between them thick with unspoken grief.
Baldassare sighed, the sound coming from deep within his chest. "Life won't be the same without your mother."
Joe stared out the window. Pa was right—life without Mamma stretched before him like an endless winter— the tomato sauce simmering on Sunday mornings, the way she'd place her hands on her hips when setting his papà straight with a rapid-fire string of Sicilian, her infinite patience braiding Vita's hair each morning while singing old lullabies. The house already felt hollow, as if the walls themselves mourned her absence. He took for granted that Maria was the silent foundation that held them all together. They all did, treating her strength as something eternal and unbreakable, like the mountains back in Sicily she'd described but never got to show them . . . 
"Joe!" Joe whipped his head up and found his pa staring at him, eyes bloodshot from crying and grappa. "I said we need to talk!"
"Sorry, Pa." Joe straightened, trying to focus through his exhaustion.
"Look, I know I haven't been around much, especially during hard times. I don't know how long I will live without your mother. But I've made a decision to do my best for you kids in the time I have left." Baldassare pulled off the tattered scapular of St. Anthony and handed it to Joe, the fabric worn smooth by generations of worried fingers. "You know the story of this scapular. It's been in the family for generations. I don't know if or when your brothers will come back from the war. I want you to have it. You've been caring for your mamma, and I thought you'd appreciate it most."
Joe placed the scapular around his neck, the weight of it both physical and symbolic. He knew his nonno Calogero had given it to his father Baldassare. Calogero had received it from his father, Joe's great-grandfather Baldassare, who wore it back in Licata, Sicily. How many decades had the family worn the ragged, mended emblem? How many prayers had been whispered into its fibers?
"Thank you, Papà." The words seemed inadequate for the gravity of the moment.
Then, glancing at Vita in the living room, rocking slightly in her chair, Baldassare continued, "I need to think about the future. If anything happens to me, you must look out for Vitina and Jimmy. Mamma would want that." Joe nodded solemnly. "And you are never to leave Vita alone, capsici? Not with anyone."
Joe nodded, "Of course not." The responsibility settled over him like a mantle.
"Be careful. You never know what can happen," Baldassare shifted, lowering his voice. "Now, are you serious about this girl, Mary? She seems nice. Not Sicilian, but a good girl."
"Mary makes me forget my problems." Did she? Mary was great when she was great, but at the drop of a hat . . . 
"You think she'll take care of you? Be a good mother?" Baldassare's scrutiny was uncomfortable.
"Yes, Pa. She understands me." Except when she didn't. Like today, with Nick.
"It's hard to find a woman like your ma. Maria never let me get away with anything. You want someone who will keep you honest. Joe, let me tell you, once you lose your integrity, you've lost everything. If you want people to trust you, keep your reputation clean and stay honest." Baldassare's words carried the weight of hard-earned wisdom.
"I am honest." Joe crossed his arms defensively, feeling like a child despite his age.
"Especially as you go into banking. Any time you handle money, people look for favors. Stay honest." Baldassare's gaze seemed to penetrate through Joe, seeing something Joe himself couldn't—or wouldn't—acknowledge.
"Right," Joe shifted in his chair, eager to end the conversation.
Baldassare cleared his throat. "And another thing. Don't waste your life. Here I am, sixty-two years old, and I've wasted too much time ignoring the most important people in my life. I wasn't there for your mamma and haven't been here for you children like I should have. We never know how much time we have left. Don't ignore your problems. Face them head-on."
Joe nodded, a lump forming in his throat. Papà was right. When times were hard, Papà would leave, and Mamma cared for family problems on her own. They wouldn't see their pa for days. Nick came in and out of their lives in his fancy cars, peeling off rolls of bills for funerals or offering work to his brothers, who perpetually battled poverty and unemployment. His family was a tapestry of strength and weakness, sacrifice and selfishness.
After several moments of silence, Baldassare stood up, his chair scraping against the linoleum. "It's been a long day. Good night," he kissed Joe and set off for bed, leaving him alone in the living room with only the ticking clock for company.

      [image: image-placeholder]Joe lay down on the couch, trying to make sense of his life. He couldn't believe Mamma was gone. Maria came to America so young, only twelve years old, with her mamma, Francesca, leaving everything, even her siblings, behind as they sailed to America. When she arrived, she worked to pay for her siblings' passage. She married Baldassare and lived in a tiny tenement in Brooklyn, championing a better future for her growing children.
They would never have left Brooklyn if she hadn't pressed her husband to take a chance on a new life in Wyoming, the Far West. She never complained as Baldassare struggled to stay employed. She bore ten children, lost an eight-year-old, and cared for her disabled only daughter with tenderness. Maria urged Baldassare to pick up their lives and move, once again, to a new state, California, so their children could secure an education and seize the golden opportunity they called the American dream. Everything good in their family came from his mamma.
Was Mary the woman for him? Would she keep him honest? Bring out the best in him? Not let him get away with anything? Joe, optimistic that all would be well, decided that Mary was the girl for him, and life would be just fine with her by his side. But a nagging doubt lingered, especially after seeing her drive away with Nick, ignoring Joe's warning as if his concerns meant nothing.
He had met Mary last year at the USO as he awaited his enlistment papers. He smiled, thinking of the first time he saw her. His friend from work, Betty Gilmore, introduced him to her boyfriend's sister, Mary, and she beamed warmly at him before a stranger grabbed her arm and pulled her onto the dance floor. Each time Joe stood to ask Mary to dance, another soldier snatched her up. He couldn't get his eyes off her. She directed her bright smile at whomever she was with as if she were having the time of her life. She made each person feel special. When Joe finally had his opportunity to dance with her, the orchestra struck up In The Blue of Evening. Golly, he could dance the Lindy Hop or the West Coast Swing, no problem, but a slow dance? That meant conversation. He wasn't so good with small talk.
"You're a very good dancer, Mary." What a stupid thing to say. His palms sweaty against the small of her back.
"I'm only as good as my partner," Mary smiled modestly, her perfume making him dizzy. "Do you come here often?"
Once they started talking, they didn't stop the entire night. They took their drinks to a small corner table, and Joe opened up about his life. Mary opened up about her life. They shared disappointments, dreams for the future, life during the war, what life would be like after the war, and life as children of immigrants. Joe was surprised that such a popular, attractive girl would pay attention to him. 

He sighed, turning on the couch to face the darkened window. He thought of his future. He studied banking at USC and hoped to make it his profession. He enjoyed the work and felt he was good at it. Now, Baldassare's words to stay honest struck him, especially as he was just beginning his career. His mother's absence left a hollow place in his belly, a void he feared might never be filled. He could still hear her quoting Julian of Norwich, "And all shall be well, and all shall be well, and all manner of thing shall be well." All would be well. Joe knew it. He had to believe it, even as doubt gnawed at the edges of his certainty.

      [image: image-placeholder]On their first official date, Joe and Mary boarded the Pacific Electric Balboa Line trolley to Naples Island in Long Beach, the air between them electric with possibility. He discovered the island the year before when he and a group of friends took the trolley to the beach. Joe loved that all the streets had Italian names and that it resembled how he imagined Italy. He thought it would be romantic one day to take a girl on a date to Naples. Joe had never really dated, so when he met Mary, he told her he had a surprise.
At that time, Ma was still alive. Though she was weak, she insisted on packing a picnic for them, her hands shaking as she wrapped sandwiches in wax paper. She sent them with enough food to feed an army. Joe blindfolded Mary when they boarded the trolley, her laughter drawing smiles from other passengers. He led her by the hand to the Bella Flora Park in the center of Naples Island and laid a blanket next to the elegant circular three-tiered fountain. After pouring two glasses of wine, he removed the blindfold.
"Welcome to Napoli!" Joe smiled, watching her face for the reaction he'd imagined countless times.
Wonder spread across Mary's features like sunrise. "Joe, it's beautiful! Where are we?"
"We are in Long Beach. It's like Venice. After lunch, we'll walk the canals. When the war is over, we can come back to enjoy the Christmas lights." Joe's hand found hers, their fingers intertwining naturally.
They ate the sandwiches and antipasti Maria packed for them and sat on the picnic blanket, talking, never tiring of the conversation. They leaned back on their elbows, watching the clouds go by, the world shrinking to just the two of them.
"Joe, that one! What is it?" Mary pointed skyward, her profile etched against the blue.
"That's a hotdog!" Joe laughed.
"A hotdog? No, it's a cannoli!" Mary protested, jabbing him playfully with her elbow.
He laughed, "A cannolo! You're Italian crazy. Have you ever tried cannoli?"
"No, but I want to." Her eyes sparkled with mischief and promise.
When the colors in the sky began to turn purple and orange, and the air became crisp, they collected the picnic and crossed the bridge to the gelato store. Savoring their ice cream, they strode the perimeter of the Rivo Alto Canal, peeking into the large picture windows of the quaint homes and watching the charming gondolas pass by, hands still joined as if they might float away if they let go.
"Someday, I'd love to live here," Mary's voice softened with yearning.
Joe smiled. Someday, I'd love to live here with you, Mary. The thought both terrified and exhilarated him.

      [image: image-placeholder]A few weeks after the funeral, Baldassare came home from his workday at the liquor store, his shoulders stooped with the weight of a widower. Joe was cooking supper for the four of them, his mother's apron tied around his waist.
Baldassare collapsed into the chair at the kitchen table. "Your gal Mary visited Nick's Five O'Clock Club last night?"
"Mary? Why would she go there?" Joe placed the meatballs in the oven, the heat flushing his face. "And who told you?"
"Nick! He stopped by the liquor store and said she visited with some girlfriends. All dressed up," Baldassare kept his tone carefully neutral.
"How did she know about Nick's club? I never told her about it." Joe's hand shook as he wiped it on a dish towel.
"I don't know. Ask her. Or Nick," Baldassare told his son, leaving the implication hanging between them.

After dinner, dishes washed and put away, Joe called Mary, pacing the length of the phone cord. "Did you go to the Five O'Clock Club last night?"
"Your uncle invited me after the funeral. It's so glamorous!" Mary murmured, her voice dreamy with the memory. "The band was sensational. The drinks came with little paper umbrellas."
"Glamorous! It's a dive bar. Mary, please, don't waste time around my uncle. He's not a good person," Joe's knuckles turned white as he gripped the receiver.
"What are you talking about? You're always saying how important family is! I love your family!" Mary's voice rose an octave.
"Mary, please. Trust me," Joe pleaded, closing his eyes against a mounting headache, their first quarrel taking him by surprise. 
"Are you trying to tell me what to do?" Mary's indignation quickly replaced her affection.
"Mary, you don't know the whole story. He's not safe." How could he make her understand without revealing the shameful family secrets?
"Then tell me the whole story," Mary, impatient and angry, clutched the speaker to her ear. Her friends told her how chauvinistic Italian men were. She never saw it until that moment. Joe, who had seemed so different, was just like the rest.
"I can't—it's family business," Joe said, trapped between loyalty and love.
"If you can't trust me, we shouldn't be together. Goodbye, Joe," Mary slammed down the phone, the bang reverberating in Joe's ear.
Joe looked at the receiver, stunned. Did that just happen? He was trying to protect her. He redialed her number, but she didn't answer. He tried again. And again. Each unanswered ring a small rejection.
Joe lit a cigarette, the match flaring in the dim kitchen. He liked Mary; he really did. He even thought about asking her to marry him. Now what? The smoke curled toward the ceiling as he sat in the growing darkness, wondering if all happiness was as fleeting as smoke.

      [image: image-placeholder]Four days later, four days longer than he desired, Joe swallowed his pride and approached Mary's house with an armful of red roses. It was still January, just weeks after Maria's death. He knocked tentatively and waited, his heart pounding against his ribs like a prisoner seeking escape.
Her elderly mother, Ellen, answered the door, her eyes crinkling with recognition. "Hello, Joe. Come in. We've missed you!" Over her shoulder, she called, "Mary, Joe is here to see you!"
Joe waited in the dark living room, the sweat pouring down his back despite the January chill. The roses trembled slightly in his grasp.
"Dear, would you like a cup of warm milk?" Ellen's Irish accent thickened with concern.
Warm milk? Is that what they drank? He didn't want to be rude. "Sure, Mrs. Lynch. Thank you." The thought of milk churned his already unsettled stomach.
He sat drinking his warm milk, listening to the tick-tock of the clock, each second stretching into eternity. Ellen stood by quietly, her hands clasped at her waist. Finally, she entered Mary's room, and Joe heard a low murmur through the thin walls, followed by what sounded suspiciously like weeping.
"She'll be right out," Ellen waited beside him on the sofa, trying to make small talk about the weather, about the war, about anything but the open secret neither dared to address.
Twenty more minutes passed before Mary appeared. Clumsily applied makeup disguised her swollen eyes, but nothing could hide the hurt in them. "Joe, what are you doing here?"
Joe regarded her mother. Ellen looked away uncomfortably, rose, and walked into the kitchen, her slippers whispering against the hardwood.
"Mary, look. I love you. I want to marry you," Joe extended the roses like a shield.
Mary sat in silence for some time, her gaze fixed on a point beyond Joe's shoulder. "I don't want to marry a man who tries to control me."
"I'm not trying to control you. It's complicated. My uncle, well, I think—" He sighed, dragging a hand through his hair. "I'll just say it. My uncle's involved in illegal activities."
"What activities?" Mary leaned forward, curiosity momentarily eclipsing anger.
"Well, the newspapers say mafia. I don't know if I'd go that far, but something isn't right. My family doesn't talk about it. We don't see Uncle Nick much." The admission left him hollow, as if speaking it aloud made it more real.
"Joe, your uncle was awfully nice to me, nicer than anyone else at the funeral. Could you let me decide on my own? I don't want a man telling me what to think or believe. He invited us to dinner, and I want to go," Mary took the roses with reluctant hands. "He was so friendly in the car on the way home."
"We'll go, but my pa won't like it." Relief and dread waged war within Joe. The victory felt like surrender.
"Oh, Joe, trust me. We will have a wonderful time. And you will see that your uncle is a good man!" Mary's smile returned, radiant with triumph, unaware of the shadows gathering at the edges of their happiness.
Joe forced a smile in return, even as a chill crept up his spine, a premonition he couldn't name but felt in his bones. St. Anthony's scapular lay heavy against his chest, a reminder of family, of faith, of promises made. Would it be enough to protect them from what lay ahead? He doubted it, but for Mary's smile, he was willing to try.
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Things Get Serious

Los Angeles, CA,  February 1944-1945


Months later, on July 14, 1944, a letter arrived that gave Baldassare pause. His weathered hands trembled as he tore open the envelope. At sixty-seven years old, Joe's father received his green card—the document that granted him permanent residency, the paper shield that would have given his now-deceased wife Maria the peace she had desperately sought. Maria had spent most of the war like a shadow in her own home, jumping at unexpected knocks, fearing they would bundle her off to an enemy alien camp or deport her due to her non-registered status. The irony of the timing wasn't lost on Baldassare; he'd been trying so hard to forget the pain of losing his wife that he stopped thinking of her altogether. Now, this piece of paper arrived like a cruel reminder of what might have been. 
Almost a year later, on May 8, 1945, the Allies would declare victory over the Axis forces in Europe. Street celebrations erupted across Los Angeles, flags waving from every window but the Licatas'. That August, the U.S. dropped two atomic bombs on Japan, securing a final victory in Asia. After six long years, World War II finally ended, leaving scars that would never fully heal.
Like many Italian-American families, the Licatas watched as their neighbors gradually returned from enemy alien camps. The Cacioppos and other friends of the Licatas came home, their faces gaunt, their spirits diminished. Upon their return, Italian-Americans attempted to recover the property and jobs they left behind and to resume their lives, finding everything changed, including themselves. Files of the camps that interned Italian-Americans by Executive Order 9066 were archived and classified and remained largely unknown to the American public until the end of the twentieth century. The victims never received compensation for their losses—not a penny for their suffering, not a word of apology for their humiliation.
When Joe's cousin Domenic arrived home from the military, he suffered what the doctors called battle fatigue or shell shock, though these clinical terms failed to capture his nightmares, his sudden rages, or the way he flattened himself against the wall at the sound of a car backfiring. Domenic had participated in Operation Husky in the Allied invasion of Sicily, forced to fire upon the land of his ancestors. With the war behind him and finally reunited with family, Joe and his best friend and cousin, Domenic, celebrated by heading to bars, drinking until they were drunk, and reveling in putting the pain of the past behind them—or at least submerging it in a tumbler of amber whiskey.
Domenic secured a steady job at the LAPD, a place where he put his military skills into practice and received first-rate benefits. But as Domenic wrestled with his adjustment to civilian life, he drank heavily. Alcohol became his way of coping, though it created new problems. He wanted to settle down and marry his girl, Juanita Gaul, whose patience was wearing thin. When they took premarital classes at Saint Joseph's Church in Pomona, Juanita expressed concern about the quantity of liquor Domenic was consuming, a pleading tone in her voice Domenic agreed. It was a problem, one he recognized but couldn't seem to solve, the battles still raging inside him long after the peace treaties were signed.

      [image: image-placeholder]"Bring your girl Mary and come to dinner next Friday," Nick called Joe at home the following week. "Seven o'clock. There's something I'd like to discuss with you."
Setting the phone on the cradle, Joe's stomach knotted as he wondered if he was making the right decision. He wouldn't tell Pa—couldn't bear to see the disappointment in those tired eyes. When they arrived from Cheyenne in 1937, Nick had set up Pa with his liquor store in Los Angeles. Once Baldassare paid back the loan, he regretted ever having taken Nick's money and refused to engage in business with him again, as if the debt carried something much more sinister than interest. Joe knew business with Nick had been a source of contention between his parents. Mamma would turn in her grave if she knew her son was socializing with Nick. The thought made his new St. Anthony scapular feel suddenly heavy against his chest.
Joe thought of their relationship over the past two years. Since he'd brought Mary flowers after their first quarrel in early 1944, they'd spent every free moment together. They both worked downtown and often walked home or took the trolley together after work for a quick bite or a walk in the park. Elysian Park became their favorite spot, a sanctuary from the city's demands. Neither had visited the park before, but once they discovered the quiet walking paths, the mature, leafy trees, and the fresh space in the middle of the city, the park became a sort of secret refuge for them.  On weekends, they would visit Naples or head to Shakespeare plays in Echo Park or Griffith Park. Two years of bliss flew by quickly, a golden time that Joe secretly feared was too perfect to last.

      [image: image-placeholder]Mary and Joe visited the Griffith Park Observatory one Saturday afternoon in 1946. They took public transport up the hill, the bus winding through neighborhoods surrounding Los Angeles. After stopping by the exhibits and peering through the telescopes, marveling at distant galaxies, the sun began to set. The evening sky displayed its nightly spectacle, painted in hues of orange, yellow, and pink, as if celebrating what Joe was about to do.
Grabbing Mary's hand, its warmth a comfort against his sweaty palm, Joe guided her to the city lookout point. "Come see the view from here." He pointed out the Hollywood sign, the skyscrapers, and the sprawl of greater Los Angeles that had been darkened due to the war. The twinkling lights now sparkled in the city, and in the clear twilight sky, they saw Catalina Island in the distance, a shadow on the horizon.
"Breathtaking! Los Angeles is a beautiful city." Mary took Joe's arm, leaning into him slightly.
"Mary," Joe's voice quivered as he clasped her hands and gazed into her eyes, the speech he'd rehearsed a hundred times suddenly vanishing from memory. "Would you marry me?"
Her breath caught, color rising to her cheeks. She dreamed of this day but never anticipated it would happen so fast, despite the hints she'd been dropping. She looked down at the box he held out to her. A sparkling solitaire diamond flanked by two heart-shaped diamond chips set in a delicate two-tone gold filigree setting shone in the waning sunlight. "Joe, are you sure? This is very sudden."  
"Mary, I wanted you to be my wife from the moment I met you. I love you, and I love being with you. You are a devout Catholic, and you want lots of children. You make me forget my problems." The last words caught in his throat as he realized how true they were.
Mary gave him that smile that made his heart skip, her eyes shining brighter than any diamond. "Yes! I'd love to spend the rest of my life with you!"
"I don't have much money, Mary. We'll have to wait until I save enough to give you the wedding you deserve." Joe had already calculated months of saving, of overtime, of pinching pennies.
"What if we elope? So many people are eloping these days." Her suggestion surprised him, coming from a girl who had described her dream wedding more than once.
"You don't want to elope. You'd miss out on a church wedding, a white dress, the family . . . " he studied her face, looking for signs of disappointment she was trying to hide.
"You lost your mother. I don't have a father to walk me down the aisle. Our brothers are still adjusting from the war. We don't have money. Let's keep it simple." Mary's practicality was one of the things he loved about her, even if sometimes it bordered on impulsivity.
"Gee, Mary, if you are fine with that. I just want to marry you." Joe placed the ring on her finger. "Should we talk about a date?"
"A date?" Mary held up her hand, the gem sparkling like a captured star. Then she looked at her new fiancé, mischief dancing in her eyes. "How about in two weeks?"
Joe's laugh echoed across the observatory grounds. "Really? Are you sure? That's quick!"
"If you are sure, and I am sure—why not?" Mary giggled with excitement, spinning around with her hand extended, admiring the ring from all angles.
He hugged her, pulling her close enough to feel her heartbeat against his chest. "May I kiss the bride?" 

      [image: image-placeholder]At the time, Joe worked at Security First National Bank in Los Angeles, on 5207 Wilshire Boulevard. Each morning, he walked proudly through the grand double doors of the stunning art deco building adorned with exquisite gold accents and glossy black tiles, the marble floor echoing under his polished shoes. The following Monday, after a lunch he was too nervous to eat, Joe approached his boss, Mr. Jackson, knocking tentatively on the frosted glass door.
Jackson grunted, "Getting married? In two weeks? You want time off?" His bushy eyebrows merged into a single line of disapproval.
Mr. Jackson had been training Joe to process the GI loans the government was awarding to veterans, a flood of paperwork that never seemed to diminish. Young men with experience and training like Joe's were hard to come by in the post-war economy. Mr. Jackson had hired women to take the place of the men while they were away serving, their fingers flying over typewriter keys with unexpected efficiency. Now, men were coming back, looking for work, and Mr. Jackson wanted to hire them. He couldn't outright fire the women, even though federal and civilian policies encouraged him to do so. The only advantage was that he paid women much less than men, a fact that sometimes stirred uncomfortable feelings in him.
Straightening his tie, Joe swallowed. "We plan to elope in Las Vegas and then head off for a short honeymoon. Would it be too much to ask for a week?"
This was bad timing to lose Joe, even for a week. Mr. Jackson looked at him shrewdly, tapping his pen against the polished desk. "You won't expect more time off in the future? Family obligations and such?"
"No sir."  Joe stood at attention as if still in the military. "This is a one-time thing. Once I'm married, I will have a family to support. I promise." He neglected to mention their desire for many children that would inevitably require time off.
"Fine, then," Mr. Jackson said, his tone making it clear this was a significant concession. "I will give you one full week. And no more favors or time off until we process this backlog of war loans." He waved a hand at the stacks of files threatening to topple from his desk.
"Yes, sir." Relief washed over Joe.
The wedding was really happening. As he closed the office door behind him, the reality hit him with full force. In two weeks, he would be a married man. He would have someone to come home to every night. And life would truly begin. The thought filled him with equal parts joy and terror.
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PART 3: THE NEXT GENERATION





OEBPS/images/7bacead6-917f-489d-ab9f-4716d8ac4ac1.jpeg
FAMIGLIA

Calogero “Carle Geata

CALOGERO (CARLO) JOSEPHINE GRACE TOCCO
BERNARDO LICATA 1933-1965
1925-1981

MARRIED:
JULY 1953,
DETROIT, WAYNE, MICHIGAN, USA

GUGLIELMO (BILL) LICATA
1955-LIVING

NICOLO (NICK) LICATA
1956-LIVING

CARLO (CHARLIE) LICATA
1958-LIVING





OEBPS/images/2a3bbe08-bca4-40c0-b73e-a651ac33631e.jpeg
FAMIGLIA

Plicols “CHlick’ Hcata

NICOLO "NICK" LICATA GIUSEPPINA "JOSEPHINE"
1897-1974 CRACCIOLO

1905-1997

MARRIED:
9 DECEMBER 1923
DETROIT, WAYNE, MICHIGAN, USA

CALOGERO BERNARDO LICATA
1925-1981

TINA MARIE LICATA
1927-2018

FRANCES ANTONIA LICATA
1932-1977





OEBPS/images/81e79cbd-ad11-4f5b-8c01-ef7b1d3deff5.png





OEBPS/images/12941dd6-c247-4de0-aeaa-5823e1e818ef.png





OEBPS/images/2c55ba51-f439-4413-80ab-9fdcd79ce4c1.jpeg
FAMIGLIA

pjadqo/a D illiam o@cam

JOSEPH WILLIAM LICATA MARY THERESE LYNCH
1921-1978 1925-2015

MARRIED:
17 FEBRUARY 1946
LAS VEGAS, CLARK, NEVADA, USA

BALDASSARE (WILL) LICATA
1948~

MARIA ELENA (JOAN) LICATA
1950-

DENNIS LICATA
1952-





OEBPS/images/d0dbb2ad-d8d4-4714-94c4-ac5bf337e0d0.jpeg
FAMIGLIA

Baldaddare Heata

BALDASSARE WILLIAM MARIA LIOTTA
LICATA 1888-1944
1877-1955

MARRIED:

1 SEPTEMBER 1907
KINGS, NEW YORK, USA

CALOGERO LICATA
1908-1958

ANTONIO LICATA
1910-1952

DOMINIC LICATA
1911-1963

GIOVANNI (JOHNNY) LICATA
1914-1969

JIMMY LICATA
1916-1924

MICHAEL LICATA
1919-2003

JOSEPH WILLIAM LICATA
1921-1978

VITA LICATA
1923-1985

VINCENT LICATA

192()'20()7






