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Silence isn’t weakness—it’s knowing not everyone deserves a front-row seat to your life.
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Dedication




For the dreamers who crossed oceans 

with nothing but faith and calloused hands.

For those who braved the cold,

the silence, the stares—

building lives in a world blind to their worth.

To the hands cracked by winter,

the backs broken by cheap wages,

the voices that swallowed their own

so ours could be heard.

Forgive us—

our arrogance, our easy taking,

our silence at your table.

We never said thank you

while you were still alive.

This is for those who stayed,

those who returned,

and for the children who will never truly know

the price their parents paid

for the promise of tomorrow
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Worn but not broken--every struggle shapes a story.
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Chapter one

1957 – The House On Granby Street





Snow falls heavy, cloaking Granby Street in white silence. The cold bites Christian’s face as he stirs awake in the narrow, hunched house. Its bricks, damp and choking with frost, glisten under Toronto’s grey sky. Windows sag like weary eyes, framing a street of snow-draped row-houses, a short walk from Eaton’s neon glow and the looming lights of Maple Leaf Gardens, where hockey—a blur of sticks and speed—bewilders Christian’s Calabrian heart. 

Wind howls, pressing snow into lace on the iron railing. Pipes clatter like warning bells. Floors creak under no one’s weight. The air smells of wood smoke and boiled greens, sharp and unfamiliar, clinging despite cracked windows.

Weeks ago, Christian and his family left Calabria—sailed to Halifax on a groaning boat, rode a train packed with suitcases and silent children. Now, at seven, he feels dropped into someone else’s life. Canada’s cold cuts deeper than his father warned. His coat is thin. His ears burn. His fingers ache.

Maria stands at the second-floor kitchen counter, apron loose, slicing dense bread with a knife that scrapes the wooden board. Crumbs dust her fingers. Her hair frays from pinned sleep. Her eyes are shadowed. “Enzo, just bread and potatoes again,” she says, voice barely above breath, the bitter tang of greens still on her tongue. “I’m sorry.” She glances at Christian. Her smile flickers, then fades when she thinks he’s not looking.

Down the hall, Aunt Rosetta rinses tin mugs. Her hands tremble. A bruise darkens beneath her sleeve. Uncle Sergio’s glance lands like a blow. “You’re late,” he says, voice sharp. The door clicks heavily behind him.

Aunt Francesca’s voice drifts from her room, soft, fretting over the grocer’s bill. Her pot simmers under a weak bulb that swings jagged shadows. Her children chase echoes in the corridor. One whispers, “Do ghosts live in the attic?” Another grins. “No, just Uncle Salvatore.” Their laughter steams the hall, bright as soup, then vanishes.

Christian slips to the staircase landing, tattered notebook in hand, socks mismatched. His pencil rustles as he sketches: home, why hide? His heart thumps. He sees Rosetta’s bruise, Maria’s darting eyes, Enzo’s clenched jaw. Why here? he wonders, throat knotting.

The house cages their secrets—grief, hope, fear. Enzo straightens a foggy picture frame. “We manage,” he says. The frame scrapes faintly against the wall, echoing.


      ***On the main floor, Uncle Domenico mutters, “Temporary,” squaring his shoulders under the deed’s weight. His post-war letters had urged family to Canada—for work, for future—but his eyes betray dust and heartbreak.


      ***In the attic, Uncle Salvatore cradles an espresso cup. Its clink is soft. His face is weathered. His blue shirt, patterned with white leaves, hangs loose under a worn cardigan. He stares through a snow-dusted window, chasing Calabria’s sun. His grief is silent.


      ***Christian steps toward the kitchen, drawn by the clatter of Maria’s knife. “Need help?” he asks, voice small, hands fidgeting. She hands him a potato. Her fingers are warm against his cold ones. “Peel slow,” she says, a faint smile breaking through.

The potato’s rough skin grates his palm. The knife slips once—a sting of effort. Outside, the wind screams, carrying the chatter of locals who praise hockey games Christian can’t fathom. Another shard of this foreign world.

Footsteps thud at the front—heavy with snow. Uncle Nestore strides in, coat rustling, snow dusting his shoulders. His grin is sharp, restless. “You waiting for the cold to apologize, kid?” he asks, crouching beside Christian. His breath fogs. His coat creaks. Christian blinks, fists clenching. “No.” “Good. It doesn’t.” Nestore taps Christian’s head—two fingers, gentle, a soft thud. “Be smarter than the weather.” His boots groan as he climbs to the attic. Snowflakes dissolve on the stairs. His presence lingers—loud, magnetic, impossible to ignore.


      ***Christian steps onto Granby Street. His boots crunch snow. His breath fogs. The coat does little against the wind’s bite. Kids’ shouts echo—“WOP!”—the word sharp, venomous, stinging his spine. He clutches his notebook, doodling cold, eyes scanning the street. Eaton’s neon glints faintly. Maple Leaf Gardens glows like a distant beacon.

The house looms behind—warm, but heavy with aching bodies, stitched hopes, secrets too sharp for daylight. He feels frozen.

As he steps back inside, something creaks upstairs. Not the floor. Not the pipes. A sound like a question. It pulls him back toward the shadows.










  
  

Chapter two

The One Who Would Be Seen





Nestore strides into the Granby house hallway like he’s stepping onto a stage no one else realizes exists. His boots thud, scattering melted snowflakes. His coat hangs over his arm, dusted with snow that glints under the dim light. Five-foot-eight, he moves like six-three—jaw bold, black hair slicked back, gleaming like an Italian Elvis Presley raised without brakes. His smirk challenges the cold’s bite. His body is built for rhythm, flirtation, and dodging trouble. 

Heads turn—curiosity, irritation, admiration stirring in the cramped house. He tosses his bag onto the third-floor landing like it’s a hotel room waiting to be upgraded, as if the world bends to his rhythm.

Outside, snow buries street signs, muffling the clatter of distant streetcars and the chatter of locals hurrying through Toronto’s frozen dusk—a city still alien to Christian’s Calabrian heart.

Christian watches from the staircase, half-hidden in the quiet corners where children are meant to stay small. Nestore’s fire stirs memories of Calabria, where he was a wedding legend—claimed dance floors, sparked giggles from girls, drew tight fists from boys, prompted muttered warnings from fathers. Now, Nestore climbs to the attic, boots groaning on the stairs, seeking out Salvatore, who isolates himself in the shadowed room.

Salvatore sits by the attic window facing the front street, espresso cup clinking in weathered hands, snow drifting past. Christian, peering through the cracked attic door, recalls Salvatore on the train from Halifax, grumbling about his aching back, creaking knees, and Canada’s snow like “punishment in powdered form.” Now, his eyes chase a Calabrian table—bright cloth, warm laughter—buried in Canada’s ice.

“This land punishes,” he murmurs, voice low as the wind’s wail, chair creaking under slumped shoulders. “God forgets the tablecloth.”

Nestore leans against the attic wall, eyes bright, voice rising sharp. “Wait for the people, Salvatore. They make this city sing.” His coat rustles, tension tight, his presence an intrusion into Salvatore’s solitude.

Salvatore’s eyes narrow, cup trembling. “This city owes you?” His whisper cuts, heavy with doubt.

“It will,” Nestore replies, voice booming, a spark flickering. “It just doesn’t know yet.”

Christian crouches at the attic door, socks scuffing wood, tattered notebook in hand. He doodles fire, brave, pencil rustling, heart thumping as he watches Nestore’s bold stance, Salvatore’s distant gaze. He wants to know what it feels like to walk into a room and make it yours, to burn like Nestore.

Why so bold? he wonders, throat knotting, yearning for that fire to burn away his fear of this frozen world, where locals’ talk of hockey games feels like a foreign tongue.

Rosetta passes below on the main floor, sleeve slipping, bruise darkening, her flinch quick as Sergio’s tense glance lands. Francesca’s voice drifts, fretting over unpaid bills, her fingers twisting a dishcloth as her pot simmers. Cousins eat in the next room, plates clinking. One whispers, “Do ghosts live in the attic?” Another grins, “No, just Uncle Salvatore.” Their laughter steams the hall, then fades.

Christian creeps closer to the attic door, drawn by Nestore’s fire, and grips the rail, wood cold under his palm.

“Uncle Nestore? How do you… not be scared?” he asks, voice small.

Nestore turns, eyebrow raised, coat rustling. “Scared? Kid, I’m terrified. I just hide it.” He taps Christian’s chest—two fingers, firm, a soft thud. “Start here. No permission needed.”

Christian’s eyes widen, breath catching, heart thumping louder, a spark flickering. He doodles Why hide?, pencil scratching, wanting that certainty, that fire to face this strange city’s bustle. His smile is tight, exposed, not yet brave.

Heavy boots thud up the stairs, and Domenico’s voice booms, firm and commanding. “Nestore, we’re here for work, not grand talk.” Earlier, he warned, “Just don’t bring the village into my house,” not quite joking, his authority clear. His boots, wet from snow, scuff the floor, a frame tilting with a faint scrape. His letters brought them—sisters, husbands, hope—promising, “The work is real. Canada gives your children what Italy can’t.” His jaw clenches, straining against dreams, the weight of the house his to bear.

Nestore leans out the attic doorway, voice tight, eyes flickering with unspoken cost. “Work? Domenico, I make this place dance.” He presses a hand to the cold glass, his reflection smirking, dramatic, unmissable, as if he knows one thing: he will be seen.

Christian flinches at the attic door, heart pounding, caught between their heated voices, the house groaning under snow’s weight, wind rattling the panes. Francesca’s whisper falters below, Sergio’s glance lingers, Paolo mutters about a late shift.


      ***Christian hurries down the stairs, overwhelmed by Nestore’s fire and the family’s tensions. He grabs his thin coat, its fabric useless against the winter’s bite. He steps into the backyard, snow drifting like sparks around him, breath fogging in the chill. His fingers ache, clutching his notebook tightly, Nestore’s fiery words echoing in his mind—a promise to make the city dance, fueling his yearning to be bold.

He doodles bold, eyes widening, heart thumping faster. The house looms behind, its windows glowing faintly, heavy with unspoken struggles. Through a downstairs window, Rosetta’s silhouette moves, her bruise a hidden weight, pulling Christian’s thoughts to the family’s buried pain.







OEBPS/images/288584bd-1911-46a0-b1a7-886184ff7566.jpeg





OEBPS/images/366996ad-6193-4ad5-91dd-6f4fe4d6fd1f.png
PIANO
MAN

P IR TR I

0ZZIE LOGOZZO





OEBPS/images/e6ad8212-b65c-4827-a026-b7f1e6198c31.png







