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      In Greek mythology, Sirens hang out on the rocky cliffs near Naples with their gorgeous curly hair, singing songs that entice sailors to the coast. They draw ships in with their voices, luring them to danger – to shipwreck, to death. No one hears their song and comes out alive.

      Odysseus was desperate to hear it. The song was meant to be sweeter than anything in the world, and he wanted to be the only human being to experience it and live to tell the tale. So, with a mix of pride, curiosity, and smarts, he made a plan. He got earplugs for his crew and had them tie him to the mast. When his ship passed the Sirens, he screamed to his men to untie him, to change course and head toward land. They didn’t, and he survived.

      Afterward, I’m sure Odysseus was glad that his crew didn’t listen, that his earplugged employees kept him safe. But I’m also sure that he wanted to go back. Not just to see and hear the Sirens, but to set foot on the magical land under the volcano that was called Neapolis, the New City.

      And this was before pizza was even invented.

      I did not arrive in Naples tied to a mast. I arrived on a packed Delta flight from Washington, D.C., in the fall of 1996. There were no Sirens, but I was sucked in and transformed all the same. My head was full of collegiate curiosity; my body was full of appetites that I didn’t quite know what to do with.

      Goethe said, “See Naples and die.” I saw Naples and started to live.
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      When Salvatore sputtered up in his tiny red Fiat for our first meeting, he was over twenty minutes late. The car looked like a tin can and sounded like it was on its last legs. It spat a steady stream of exhaust, and I started to cough. Salvatore responded with two short honks of his horn and a big smile.

      It was the first time I was meeting this guy, and he was twenty minutes late. What was that?

      I was fresh out of college, and had arrived in Naples a few days earlier to start a three-month internship at the U.S. Consulate there. I was standing outside the entrance of the boarding school where I rented a room, wearing a boxy blue jacket with black trousers.

      My internship wasn’t as much a career move as it was a rite of passage – members of my family did an “experience abroad” during or after college. Big leather photo albums in my parents’ attic in Washington show my father Waspy and smiling in Bordeaux in 1961; my mother all sueded out in Bologna in 1966. They had learned foreign languages, and they’d had the time of their lives. Now that it was my turn, where was I going to go?

      Naples was not a logical destination. When I’d visited Italy on vacations as a kid, we avoided the city or passed through it as quickly as we could to get to Pompeii or Vesuvius. Naples was dirty and dangerous, we heard. My grandfather, whose parents were from Calabria, said that Neapolitans could steal your socks without taking your shoes off.

      “You really should go to Tuscany,” family friends had told me. “Have you seen Siena? Florence?”

      The serene splendor of Tuscany would have been appropriate for an upper-class girl like me. It felt like what I was supposed to do, and I’d always been very good at doing what I was supposed to do. I spent my childhood overachieving at private schools, and in college I could have majored in Surpassing Expectations or Making Mommy and Daddy Proud. It was time for a change.

      The American consul of Naples was a fellow alum of my parents’ graduate school of international relations. I’d been seated next to him the previous spring at a fundraising dinner in Washington, and he asked me if I’d considered Naples for my experience abroad. He could arrange an unpaid internship in the political office of the Consulate if I was interested.

      Naples?

      I thought, Stolen socks and wallets, the Mafia, and corruption. I also thought, Pizza. I was intrigued.

      I bounced the idea off people who asked what I was going to do after graduation. “I was thinking of going to Naples,” I told them. That was when I got the Look. The Look was a wide-eyed, beware facial expression, accompanied by warnings of “It’s filthy!” “It’s dangerous!” and even “The good guys and the bad guys all look alike! There’s no way to tell the difference!”

      Aha, I thought. Sounds fascinating.

      I now know that Naples is like New York City: you either love it or you hate it. And if you love it, there’s no use proselytizing. Those who hate it will not be converted. There is a chaotic, vibrant energy about Naples that forces you to let go and give in. If you fight it, judge it, or even hide from it, you might as well get out before you get your wallet snatched.

      Lucky I hadn’t gotten my wallet snatched waiting for this Salvatore guy, I thought, as he opened the creaking door of his car and got out to introduce himself. I mean, twenty minutes?

      It had been Salvatore’s mother, Raffaella Avallone, who had found me the room at the boarding school where I was staying. After working out the details of the internship, I had asked the consul’s help with housing. He immediately passed the issue on to his wife, an Italian signora who hung out not only with diplomats but also Neapolitan society. She knew that the lady who got things done at benefit lunches, charity galas, and bridge tournaments was Raffaella Avallone. Plus, Raffaella had two kids this girl’s age!

      And so Raffaella learned that there was a young woman in need of a sistemazione, a setup. Mi sono mossa subito is the expression she would use. I got myself moving. She found me a place to stay and told her son Salvatore that there was an American girl whom he was to call and meet up with. “Salva?” she said. “Take her out. The poor girl knows no one here. And please, don’t be late.”

      The next day I got a call from Salvatore. The telephone was a challenge, as my Italian was very basic and I could only communicate concepts like “I am hungry” and “I am American.” Although I didn’t understand most of what Salvatore said, I thought his laugh was adorable. Plus, I didn’t know a soul in Naples. The night before, I’d gone out for dinner with two seventeen-year-old boys I had met on a bus. I wanted to be in compagnia. So I was glad that, if I had understood correctly, this Salvatore was going to pick me up the next evening. Worst-case scenario, I figured, I could practice my Italian.

      “You don’t look American!” I thought I understood him to say after he introduced himself. Well, he didn’t look typically Neapolitan, either. He was tall; not muscular, but long and narrow, with a thin torso that emptied into a little pool of tummy that hung over the button of his jeans. His skin was tanned, his lips full, his nose big and Roman. He was wearing a T-shirt that said MIAMI! in bubble letters.

      I was expecting “Nice to meet you, sorry I’m late,” but there was no apology, no niceties, no “What do you want to do?” There was, however, that adorable laugh again. It was a laugh on an inhale, which started at a high pitch and came down the scale to end at the note of his speaking voice. It was accompanied by a smile that showed lots of perfect white teeth.

      He opened the passenger door, and the seat squeaked as I sat down. Salvatore seemed too big for this tiny car – his black hair stuck with static to the top. I noticed that his fingernails on the steering wheel were such perfect ovals that they could only have been shaped by a manicurist. He was a boy, not yet a man, who ate and lived well.

      Salvatore’s style of driving did not necessitate keeping his eyes on the road. He looked me in the eyes and tried out his horrific English, with no apologies for messing up his verb forms. How could a boy of twenty-three be so confident? I felt infantile, passive, silent. Try to say something in Italian! I told myself. Like, for example, Where are we going? You can’t have zero control of the situation!

      “Dove andiamo?” 

      “To my apartment. America! America! Petrol-dollari!” American oil dollars? Did he have some idea that I was superrich from oil? I now know that thanks to the TV show Dallas, lots of Italians believe that if Americans have money, it’s thanks to Texas oil. But in the car that first evening, I didn’t know where this expression came from – only that Salvatore greatly enjoyed saying it. Over and over.

      And then there was that laugh again.

      “My” apartment, for a twenty-three-year-old Neapolitan, did not mean a dorm room or a flat with a roommate. It meant his parents’ apartment. I had assumed that we would go to a pizzeria or that he would show me around the city. Instead he was bringing me home to Mamma and Papà.

      The Avallones lived a short drive from my boardinghouse in Posillipo, the nicest residential area of Naples. Named Pausilypon by the Greeks – meaning “rest from toils” – the hill is the high end point of the promontory that juts out into the Bay of Naples. For thousands of years, before the area became part of the city, the Neapolitan upper classes would summer here in the villas that dot the coastline. Winding up the panoramic Via Posillipo, you can see the stone markers for Villa Elena, Villa Emma, Villa Margherita. Steps lead from these villas down to Marechiaro, the clear sea.

      Although the city of Naples is one of the densest in Europe, Posillipo is airy and peaceful. The Avallones’ building is opposite the entrance to the Virgiliano, a terraced park with views of the electric blue water and the islands of Capri, Ischia, and Procida, as well as the Amalfi coast. During the day, you can hear the squawks of seagulls; in the evening, the occasional buzz of a motorbike or distant fireworks over the ocean.

      You think you’re from Posillipo is a Neapolitan expression meaning you’re a snooty ass, get off your high horse.

      The Avallones’ palazzo, which Salvatore’s father had built in the 1960s, was set inland. It had twelve apartments, nine of which were owned by the family. The building had survived the massive 1980 earthquake unscathed (although Salvatore later told me he remembered leaving the soccer match he was watching on TV and running down steps that swayed and swelled like the ocean). The palazzo was theirs and it was built well, in a place of beauty and rest.

      We pulled into an underground garage maze. It was unbelievable how many vehicles at how many different angles were parked in such a small space. They were nose to nose, side window to side window, bumper to bumper. I was confused: there was so much space outside! (“What,” Salvatore would respond when I asked him about it later, “people don’t steal cars where you come from?”)

      He parked the little Fiat between two other cars in one swinging, expert maneuver and led me to the elevator. I hadn’t smelled the sea air. I smelled mildew and humidity and exhaust fumes.

      We were silent in the tiny elevator that brought us to the third, and highest, floor. Salvatore opened the door to the Avallones’ apartment with a bulky silver key and showed me in. “Vieni, vieni,” he said as he dumped the keys on an eighteenth-century chaise longue at the entrance to the living room. From the foyer, I peeked into the dark, elegant salone, where I could make out statues of gold cherubim and folds of heavy silk. Terra-cotta vases stood on pedestals.

      I waited to see what would come next.

      “Mammmmma!” he called. That resonant tenor voice that I had found so charming in the car was grating and nasal when he called his mamma. I was beginning to dread meeting his parents. It was hard enough to understand Italian and speak with someone my own age: the last thing I felt up for now was conversing with an imposing, formal, wealthy Neapolitan woman who was surely protective of her son. On her own turf! Also, I was ravenously hungry.

      “Mammmmmma! È pronto?” (Is dinner ready? Wasn’t he going to say that the American girl was here?) I heard the shuffling of bedroom slippers and in came a man whom I took to be Salvatore’s father. About seventy, he was not a scary patriarch, but a gentle, distinguished man wearing a dark sweater and lots of cologne. We shook hands and he introduced himself as Nino. He spoke some English, thanks to the thirty years he had spent managing his family’s luxury hotel.

      “Salvató, è pronto ’a magnà?” Nino reverted to Neapolitan dialect to ask his son if dinner was ready, grabbing Salva’s arm. He was as hungry as the rest of us.

      I was led into the kitchen, where Raffaella was getting off the phone as she took the homemade pizza out of the oven and closed the refrigerator with her heel. It was all movement, all action, all graceful. She wasn’t fat and stationary and stirring pasta sauce. She was gorgeous.

      About five foot four and fit, Raffaella wore high-heeled boots and a pink oxford shirt. Her white jeans were tight and cinched at the waist with a rhinestone-studded leather belt. She was fully made up: lip liner melded into gloss, eyeliner smudged naturally into charcoal eye shadow. Her hair was short and blond, highlighted expertly. Despite the sparkles and heavy-handed makeup, her look was in no way trashy, only glamorous. I felt large and gawky in my blue blazer and baggy pants. My mother had called the outfit “slenderizing” in a spacious Washington dressing room, but next to this fifty-six-year-old in white jeans, I didn’t feel slenderized. I felt like a silent American slug.

      “Ciao tesoro! Honey, have a seat. I hope you like Neapolitan pizza! Nino, scoot your chair over.”

      When Raffaella moved, whiffs of Chanel perfume cut through the aroma of baked dough and basil. The salone of the apartment may have been opulent but the kitchen was minuscule. On the right side, a rectangular Formica table was built into the checkered tile wall and sat four people at most. The stove, oven, sink, and some (very limited) counter space were on the left. If more than two people were eating at the table, nobody could pass to get to the refrigerator at the back of the kitchen. Why would any family who clearly had money not build a bigger kitchen? I wondered.

      As it turned out, extra space was reserved for the living room with its dining niche, where the Avallones ate when they had guests. The kitchen was for cooking and eating in famiglia. You can scooch around and bump into family, after all. Lean over them, step on them, feed and be fed by them. A lot of space isn’t really necessary when you’re with people you love.

      There was no place at the table for Raffaella, but fortunately she wasn’t planning on sitting. She was planning on doing at least eight other things, including making the American girl feel at home. At some point Salvatore’s older sister, Benedetta, arrived, squeezed in, and introduced herself. She was twenty-six, three years older than Salvatore, and had intimidating turquoise eyes framed by thin Armani glasses. Her light brown hair was long and silky straight, and swished like that of the coolest girls in high school. Strangely (it was only 8:00 in the evening), she was wearing pajamas, decorated with pink and white teddy bears holding balloons, with a ruffle at the neck. Mi piace star comoda, she would tell me later. When I’m at home I like to be comfy. Her brother was wearing his comfy T-shirt and jeans and she was in her comfy PJs. Only their mother had spent time getting done up.

      “Benedetta lavora, capito? Ha iniziato a lavorare in banca,” Nino was telling me. His eyebrows were raised and he was grinning. He was clearly very proud of his daughter, and repeated several times that she was already working at the age of twenty-six. She works in a bank, already! This was very early for Naples, I inferred. She had finished university with top grades and in record time, and had been hired by the Banca di Roma in Naples to consult with clients about their investments. She had a contratto a tempo indeterminato – a no-end-in-sight contract, meaning that she could not be laid off ever and could retire at fifty-five. Life was good: she had hit the jackpot with her job and was planning on getting married the next summer.

      “Matrimonio! Matrimonio! Wedding, do you know?” Nino was positively jolly. I interjected “Veramente?” (Really?) every once in a while and “Mamma mia!” to demonstrate my awe. So this slick, superconfident Salvatore was the brown-eyed little brother of the whiz kid with the turquoise eyes. That had to suck.

      Raffaella, meanwhile, was saying something about a multa as she drizzled olive oil over the steaming pizza. Who had gotten this 50,000-lira parking ticket and who was going to schlep to the post office tomorrow to pay it? If I had known then that multa meant a parking ticket and that Salvatore was saying that he was nowhere near Via Toledo on that Tuesday at the end of June, and Benedetta was saying that her brother was the only one in the family who regularly quadruple-parked, I probably would have stopped saying veramente and mamma mia at regular intervals.

      “Me? Absolutely impossible.” Raffaella was now being accused by Benedetta, and she froze to make her case, the scalding pizza in an oven mitt suspended above Nino’s head. Everyone seemed to have forgotten about me. Salva was going at it with his sister, Nino was looking around wondering when his pizza was going to appear, Raffaella was still talking about her whereabouts on that Tuesday at the end of June. I realized that this was just family business as usual.

      Finally Raffaella placed the first slice of pizza on a plate and passed it over her husband’s head to me. Salvatore’s eyes, for the first time since we had arrived at his apartment, had settled on me.

      What kind of a girl is she? How will she eat this pizza?

      I understood immediately that it was important to everyone at the table that evening what I thought of the pizza. The pizza was hot, gooey, and thick – impossible to eat with my hands. So I picked up my knife and fork and tasted it. Objectively speaking, it was the best pizza I’d ever had. But my language skills were not yet sufficient to communicate that. So I said something like, “Pizza great yes thank you very much Salvatore family tomato pizza.”

      And then there was that laugh again.

      I laughed too; it was a laughingly delicious pizza.

      This was the first of many times that year that my eating would be a performance. The cacophony of voices would stop, silence would reign, and all eyes would focus on me as I dug in. I would feel enormous pressure as I twisted the spaghetti or cut into a pizza. (Will I flick a piece? Will I miss my mouth? Do I need to finish chewing before I begin the praise?) The question on everyone’s mind would be, “What does the chick from the world’s superpower think of this?” And I would satisfy them. Mamma mia! Phenomenal! Buonissimo! Never tasted anything like it!

      And then I made a big faux pas, a brutta figura, as they say in Italian. I started eating the crust before the rest of my pizza was finished. Salvatore got up, came around to where I was wedged between Nino and Benedetta, leaned over me, and cut the rest for me in little pieces. He held my fork and knife in his beautiful manicured hands and I could smell his aftershave, his eyes keeping contact with me the whole time. He was so close!

      “These pieces you must eat first,” he told me, “not the crust! Always the crust last!” More words were coming at me so fast that it was difficult to understand. What I did get was just how invested he was in how my pizza was going to be consumed. I had potential. He just had to show me the ropes.

      I managed to finish the pizza without dropping anything or further embarrassing myself. But some crumbs had fallen on my lap (my paper napkin was crumpled up in my tense, sweaty hand). Raffaella had spun around from the sink and was standing over me. She was silent, and still… and eyeing my lap. Before I knew it, she had plunged her hands – emerald ring, manicured nails – into my crotch. What the fuck is happening? I thought.

      “Briciole, briciole,” she explained. I will never as long as I live forget the Italian word for crumbs, bree-cho-lay. There was no annoyance, just a job to be done before the crumbs got all over the apartment. Why would it constitute a problem that they were located in my private parts?

      Raffaella started singing a song about a pizza with tomato. It had a “Funiculì, Funiculà” rhythm about it, and she twitched her hips as she sang it. Conosci questa? Do you know this one? she asked. Her voice was deep, rich, belting. Everyone else kept talking, mostly about practical matters. So many logistics tied the daily life of this family together, parents and kids in their midtwenties connected by the traffic ticket and when’s the plumber coming to fix the leaking toilet? It seemed so strange to me that in the next room there were priceless artworks and vases. It felt like we were in an Italian American kitchen in Jersey City.

      I didn’t even know if I liked this guy Salvatore, I couldn’t understand most of what was being said around me, but I felt that, without any ceremony, rites of passage, or coherent verbal communication, I fit in with this family. Without my fully understanding why, this felt like home.
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      The U.S. Consulate in Naples is a big white square building on the waterfront of Mergellina, the port where motorboats leave for Capri and Ischia. It is surrounded by palm trees, and guarded by several open tanks where smiling Italian soldiers with Uzis keep an eye out for terrorists. In 1996, an enormous American flag and a photo of a very pink President Clinton welcomed visitors to U.S. territory.

      My job at the Consulate was low stress, to say the least. I was working in the political office, and fortunately there wasn’t much political tension between the United States and southern Italy in the late 1990s. Plus, I was unpaid, and the only intern at the Consulate. My co-workers were a mix of Italian locals with those sweet no-end-in-sight contracts, and U.S. foreign service employees, who were thrilled to be posted in a place like Naples, where they could relax and breathe easy before they got sent to Darfur. I usually came in around 9:30; the first cappuccino break started at about 10:15.

      “Are you planning on taking the foreign service exam?” the Americans in the Consulate asked me. In truth, I didn’t have any idea what I wanted to do career-wise. Both my parents had degrees in international studies, so I thought I might be interested in becoming a diplomat (or, in my less ambitious moments, becoming the ambassador to some small tropical country where I could throw really fun dinner parties with staff). But neither economics nor politics was my thing. What I loved to do was perform. Growing up, I studied acting at Washington’s most important theaters and took private voice lessons with esteemed classical musicians. I participated in every monologue, poetry, and singing competition in the D.C. area. In college, I performed the leading role in nearly thirty plays. I combed bulletin boards for play tryouts, packed snacks for rehearsal breaks, and did homework during tech runs.

      Onstage was where I was most myself.

      But, according to my family, acting wasn’t really a job. It was a great hobby, but I had to have a backup. I’d majored in cultural anthropology at college, which got me no closer to figuring out what profession to pursue – it just reassured me that I was open-minded, and wasn’t it fascinating how Inuit women’s rituals surrounding childbirth reflected their complex role in society?

      My internship in Naples wouldn’t give me answers, but it would give me a break before I returned to the States to figure out what I was going to do with myself.

      My boss at the Consulate, an imposing, full-figured African American woman from Chicago, took me under her wing. She was smart, funny, spoke excellent Italian, and, I soon realized, had the best life I’d ever seen. In addition to the cappuccino breaks, our days were made up of two-hour lunches with Italian businessmen at yummy fish restaurants near the Consulate. Cynthia would talk most of the time, stopping only to dig into a plate of calamari fritti, and the handsome southern Italian magnates who hoped to win American support for some industrial enterprise would sit silently, not really knowing what to make of this Tina Turner with her loud laugh and the chubby little white girl who accompanied her.

      My working day ended at 5:30 P.M., at which point I would walk the winding coastal road back to Posillipo. I didn’t hear the whistles and catcalls of men on motorbikes – inevitable when a young woman is walking alone in Naples – because I was listening to early nineties rock on a cassette Walkman with fuzzy earphones.

      I would get back to my dormitory just in time for dinner.

      
         

        
          [image: Department of State]
        

         

      

      The Istituto Denza was a Catholic boys’ boarding school that didn’t have enough Catholic boys boarding to pay its bills. In fact, since it was September when I arrived in Naples and school started in mid-October, there were no Catholic boys boarding when I arrived.

      The campus was lush, with pine and olive trees, magenta bougainvillea, and illuminated statues of the Madonna sitting at the intersections of the walkways. To keep it all up – the greenery, the soccer fields, the buildings – the Barnabite priests who ran the place decided to take in male university students from other parts of Italy who would pay the Denza for room and board. That wasn’t enough. They were forced to take in (ahimè! horror of horrors!) female “guests.”

      Nobody explained this to me. A small, shuffling nun in white showed me to my room the first day with only a “Buongiorno” and a “Prego” – this way. The room had a single bed, desk, and two windows overlooking the tropical gardens. I could tell from the silence that there was nobody else in the building. Where were the other students in the dorm? I wondered. Was there a Meet the New American Girl social hour planned? Oh, and did they have any extra hangers for the closet?

      “Per cena,” the nun remembered to tell me before she left, about dinner… and then she said a whole lot of words I didn’t understand. I followed her arthritic hand as she motioned to the left, then to the right. Did she just say past the third Madonna and right at the second soccer field?

      “Grazie.” I smiled. “Grazie tante.”

      When it was dinnertime, I would follow my nose.

      The mensa, or eating hall, of the campus was a good ten-minute walk from my building. Other than lizards skitting across the path and mosquitoes digging into my calves, there was no sign of life. A church bell gonged close by, and I hoped it meant soup’s on.

      I finally found the mensa (can you call a space with that divine a smell cafeteria?), a huge room with marble walls and floors, crystal chandeliers, and many empty tables for six. There was no line, so I got a tray and watched as a nun with an apron ladled out pasta with fried eggplant and tomato. She then handed me a miniature carafe of red wine. Buon appetito, signorina.

      There were only two tables occupied that first night at the Denza – at one sat four visiting nuns; at the other, three young male college students. I stood with my tray deciding where to sit as they all watched. It was clear that there was a right answer for where I belonged, I just didn’t know what it was.

      I went with the guys. (Enough with gender division! Basta, already!) But as soon as I sat down I knew that it was the wrong choice. No one spoke.

      Only a minute had passed when I heard female voices echoing throughout the dining hall. I turned to see that three smiling young women had just walked in the entrance. They were sisters, all with long black hair and almond eyes. They didn’t rent a room at the Denza, I would learn, but came to have their meals there. Their parents lived in a small town in Calabria, on the toe of the Italian boot, and the girls had come to the big city to study. When they passed my table and said “Ciao,” I knew there was a God.

      Maria Rosa and Francesca (and their little sister Isabella, who nodded and smiled and was the silent one of the Three Graces) had never met a foreigner. They had never traveled north of Naples, or tasted ketchup. They were full of questions: What did I do at the Consulate? Were all houses in America like the ones in Dynasty? Did American women switch their husbands as often as the characters on The Young and the Restless?

      I held forth in my broken Italian about my homeland. It was a good thing I had a degree in cultural anthropology, because I was able to say things like America, divorce, very easy!; Hospitals, very expensive!; and Too much guns. My friends were enlightened, and I was no longer lonely.
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      I am five feet three inches tall, and in September of 1996 I weighed 155 pounds. The Calabrese girls at the boarding school thought, That’s what American food does to you. Salvatore thought, She likes to eat. What no one in Naples would have guessed is that I had binge-eating disorder. I loved food too much to become anorectic, felt disgusting puking it up, so what was left for me? BED: I would binge and then starve myself, avoiding food altogether for a few days or munching on celery sticks for nourishment. Be rational, rein in your appetites, my upper-class, East Coast upbringing had taught me. I tried. And then every once in a while I ate three boxes of Oreos in one sitting.

      During my first six weeks in Naples, I stopped bingeing and lost twenty pounds. I did not go on a diet; in fact, I’ve never enjoyed food as much as I did then. What happened was in part a practical consequence of living in Italy, and at the same time something deeper.

      Naples is an anti-binge city. In Neapolitan culture, mealtimes are sacred – food is freshly prepared and consumed in compagnia. There is no rushing, and you will hear the Neapolitan Statte cuieto – Keep your pants on – if you look anxious or pressed for time at the table. You eat when you are seated without distraction and preferably with a glass of wine. You eat when it is breakfast time, lunchtime, and dinnertime, period. Punto e basta.

      Stopping in a little café after I finished work at the Consulate, I’d get an espresso, but I couldn’t have gotten something substantial to eat even if I’d begged for it. Why would you want to eat at 5:30 P.M.? Pastries are put out fresh in the morning, and desserts are displayed after dinner. When food isn’t processed and doesn’t have preservatives, eating at random hours means that you eat food that is stale. And only crazy tourists do that.

      Because everything I ate in Naples was fresh and full of flavor, at the end of meals I felt satisfied. There were no additives to make me crave more. For the first time in my life I could, along with the rest of the city, get up from the table and not think of my stomach until the next meal.

      One evening at the Denza dining hall when I was waxing eloquent about American eating habits, Maria Rosa got a sad look on her face. The problem with your country, she said, is that you eat in a way that is scombinato. This means “disorganized” or “messy.” I had told her about American college students ordering pizza at 3:00 A.M., and the look on her face – the empathy in those Sophia Loren eyes! – made me feel like I was confessing to heroin use.

      The Italian expression for “eating disorder” is disordine alimentare, literally “disorganized, messy eating sickness.” She had put her finger on it – I was a girl from the land of messy eaters who had an extreme messy eating sickness.

      “Non è vero?” Don’t you think? she continued, as I took in my messy eating diagnosis. “Per esempio, in America, people eat while walking. They dirty their hands with gooey sandwiches and then suck their fingers. And men in the United States get noodles in little cardboard boxes for dinner. They eat at their desk while they’re working, right? Che tristezza! [What sadness, what a pity, what sorry lives they lead!] They’re really not very good at organizing their meals, are they?”

      Wait a second, was an Italian going on about American organizational skills? The flag-waver in me reared her head.

      “It’s not that they’re not capable,” I said, trying to keep my cool. “It’s just that sometimes Americans eat well, like at a restaurant, and sometimes they grab a bite because they have more important things to do.”

      My Italian translation of “grab a bite” probably came across as “capture a mouthful.” The second, more fundamental idea of “more important things to do” was met by stunned silence. Francesca mercifully changed the subject.

      But it wasn’t just about organizing my meals. The Italian girls my age all seemed to live in their bodies in a way that I didn’t. I’d see them draped over a motorbike on the waterfront outside the Consulate. They’d hook their thumbs in each other’s pockets, caress each other’s hair, enjoy their own and each other’s physicality. When it was time to get moving, they’d casually throw a leg over a motorino – three or four of them on one tiny little scooter – and unapologetically snake through a traffic jam. The word for what they are is carnale. The English word carnal is derogatory and has sexual connotations, but in Italian carnale is precious and sacred.

      When my baby girl was born, ten years after my arrival in Naples, my father-in-law didn’t call her bellissima, or splendid or adorable. He used the adjective that is beyond all compliments in Italy: he called her carnale. Of the flesh – wonderfully, squeezably of the flesh. After all, we are in a Catholic country, and the ultimate gift was the word made flesh. La parola became carne. In my Protestant background, I seem to have focused on the word part. Lots and lots of words. My relationship with the flesh took second place, my mind was given priority. And every once in a while my flesh demanded three boxes of Oreos in revolt.
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      After my first dinner at Salvatore’s family apartment, there was a lot of kissing of cheeks as I said goodbye. I invariably dove for the wrong cheek (go toward the right first! Right first! I would chant to myself for weeks before it became instinct), and ended up bumping noses awkwardly with Benedetta. (For years, Benedetta’s “cooler older sister” aura would cause me to drop things, ram into furniture, doubt my word choice. Whenever I got around the silky hair and turquoise eyes, my best bet was to find a couch and sit in silence.) Salva returned me to my dormitory and said, “Ci sentiamo.” The literal translation would be “We’ll hear each other,” but the expression really means “Talk to you soon.”

      However, at that time, I thought it meant “Call me.” So I said, “When?” and Salvatore said, “Presto.” Soon. I took that to mean tomorrow. So while he was saying his goodbyes with a very noncommittal “Talk to you soon,” I was receiving the command “Call me tomorrow.” I didn’t mind: I liked the idea of hearing his laugh again. I’d never met anyone so happy. I’d also never met anyone who smelled that good as he leaned over to cut my food.

      So the next day I phoned him. We talked (listened? giggled?) for about five minutes. He called me Pagnottella, after a doughy muffin-like Neapolitan bread (which I didn’t understand) and teased, “You like to eat, don’t you?” (which I did understand). Te piace mangiare. He was referring to my chubbiness, and I’d met the guy only once. I should be offended, I thought. But strangely, I wasn’t. It seemed that my appetite was endearing to him, possibly even attractive. There was nothing wrong with loving to eat and showing it.

      And then he laughed again, followed by “Ci sentiamo.” I thought, now I need to buy another phone card so I can call him tomorrow.

      When I called him the next day (I was a good girl, I always followed orders), he had his sister answer the phone and say he wasn’t there. Years later, he told me that what he was thinking was that he’d never seen a girl so desperate for action.

      Can a relationship, a life, be determined by a miscommunication? My moving to another continent, my becoming an Italian wife and mother: would it have happened if I had understood the meaning of Ci sentiamo, Pagnottella?

    

  
    
      
        
          
            
              [image: Oreos]
            
          

          
            
              
              
                ’O Sartù
              
            

          

        

      

      Sartù di riso is a Neapolitan specialty that was invented by the chefs of the Bourbon king Ferdinand I of Naples at the beginning of the 1800s.
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