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PROLOGUE



It is an honor to me, which I thank from the bottom of the heart to the author, to have given to me the draft pages of his almost autobiography along with the Black Gold and Green Gold, to read them and write the prologue. The content is the product of the restless and fertile mind, of the good friend Edalfo, whom I wish to have many readers, and that these find in his pages, valuable teachings of: will, efforts, constancy, tenacity, love and experiences.


Beautiful is, to recognize to people, to have lived a reality, and expressed it in a way and in a particular manner, as it does the Author of the book, when he writes on having conversations with people that existed and left in him indelible signs that come to his memory every day. 


Edalfo has published several books of great interest and is currently about to formalize another, which content is deep and fascinating.


Treasure of friendship as his dear Gladys, they are always willing to serve and help to the others, without asking any reward. That makes me finish the prologue remembering to Khalil Gibran: “The Prophet” referring to the friendship said: “When there is friendship, all the thoughts, all the wishes, all the hopes, are shared spontaneously“.


I finish adding to what Gibran said: “Without jealousy or selfishness, with a detached generosity at open sky, building a Better Society“.


 


Isabelita González


 


Protocol and Etiquette Teacher.





AUTOBIOGRAPHY THE BLACK GOLD AND THE GREEN GOLD.



In this written work, I will try to narrate the history of my life, of my family, and of my work and my experiences. I am going to begin to what is said before, bring to my memory recollections of a time beyond my life, since and before my birth. Let’s begin this story from my ancestors, and we must remember that they are the origin from where have arisen all the fruits that have been accomplished, they were the initial seed. Surely that from that knowledge about these people, we can learn a lot, as much as those things that filled us with happiness as the ones that can produce us big sadness, in our history, both moments exist. In life, we go through some unforgettable moments and others that leave us very deep marks, but of all of them, we can and must learn to understand how, when and why things happen. In this way, we can get a better benefit of the known and lived experiences, we could cherish them, and this way we would know to share these moments to come with our closer ones, as much as family as friends as well.


Ahead I will narrate a little of who were my “nonnos” (grandparents), where they were born and briefly what they did in their lives. I will begin with the nonnos on my mother’s side. She had her last name repeated. Her full name was Maria Chiodini Chiodini. In spite of having the same name as her parents, they were not related to. The nonno’s name was, Eduardo Angeli Chiodini and the nonna’s name was Giuseppina Chiodini. This last name is circunscribed to a very narrow area at the north of Italy, and in the region closer to Milan. Currently, there are only 710 people with this last name in all Italy. As I already mentioned, they are located all in the surroundings of Milan, in some small cities, like Marcallo Con Casone, Magenta and others from the area, all them belong to Lombardia`s region. The history of my mother’s family, in particular, is very sad. 


Her father Eduardo was born in Marcallo on October 13, 1884. He immigrated to the United States in the year 1904.  He returned to his hometown in the year 1909. At the end of the next year 1910, he married with the grandmother (the nonna) who, as I already mentioned, her name was Giuseppina Chiodini. She was also born in Marcallo, on February 5, 1891. From this union were born three children, all in Marcallo. Ambrogio was born at the beginning of 1912, Piero in 1913 and Maria (“mia mamma” my mother) in October 1915. Unfortunately, the nonno Eduarno was called to the arms in January of 1917, when he was 32 years he died in action on war in November 22 in 1917 in the Zoro Mount. His body was never found. That was a hard stroke for the entire family, and especially for the nonna. So, she became widow with three little children at 26 years old. During her lifetime, she had either the doubt of or the hope of that he was made prisoner or that of was in one of the special hospitals. During the First World War, in Italy was created some special hospitals. These hospitals belonged to the state, and were provided for on them, those soldiers that were found alive, but in conditions that were considered so bad, so that it was better for the family to consider them dead than to make them back to the daily life. All this was known, between quotation marks, because a person, of the same town of the grandparents that knew the nonno, was secluded once in one of those hospitals for a while, due to his very delicate state of health. In some moment that this person escaped from there commented referring to the grandfather, which made us suppose that the grandfather could be secluded in one of those hospitals. The truth was never known.


Back from his journey to the United States, it is very probable that the nonno could have returned bringing with him some things, which we can know exactly what it was, we think that might have been money. The truth is that in the moment of enlisting, he did not give to the nonna anything to keep, maybe because she was young and for being a woman. Possibly, if there was something or whatever it might be, it was surely given to either a relative or to another person of his trust, but the truth is that the grandmother never saw a thing. Unfortunately, some of the relatives did not behave in a helping way as they should have been so, how pity! Due to what happened and by being in a hard situation after the death of the nonno, the nonna and her children never knew anything, and this is the reason for they work very hard to subsist. All of them work very hard and began very young. As consequence of it, had emerged a very particular anecdote about something that happened to my mother in the place where she was working.


At the early 1933, in the cloth factory, where my mother was working, was informed that the Prime Minister of Italy’s Reign, Mr. Benito Mussolini, was going to visit that place, during a tour that was about to make in Milan’s region. When the Prime Minister arrived to the factory, all the employees put one side to each other, so that the Prime Minister, Benito Mussolini, could review all of them. Preciselly when the Prime Minister was passing in front of my mother, she sneezed because she had a strong cold. Due to it, the Prime Minister, very kindly stopped in front of her and turning towards her, took of a handkerchief that he carried in the front pocket of his jacket and gave it to her hands so she could dry herself and continued the review. This handkerchief is in my hands, and we keep this handkerchief as a very pleasing memory.


Describing it, we can say that is a silk handkerchief, has a relatively small size, about 10 inches per side, exactly the adecuate size to be put in the front pocket of a jacket. In it is the three colors of the Italian flag and has in the center of the white section of the flag, the coat of the Royal House of the Saboya, belonging to the Kings of Italy by that time. 
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MY NONNA GIUSEPPINA AND HER THREE CHILDREN (AMBROGIO, PIETRO AND MARIA) 


On the other side, my father’s family, were people that belonged to some ancient and wealthy families of the region. They were the Lanfranchi and the Molinari. By the way, according to Dante Alighieri, all the Lanfranchi are in one of the lasts caldrons of the hell. The Lanfranchi are nowadays only around 2040 people in Italy that have the last name, and are in the area of Bergamo. The Molinari, instead, are about 6000 people, that are in the same zone. The nonno, Alfonso Giovanni Lanfranchi, was born in Leffe on July 16 in 1881, and died in Volpino on June 2 in 1932.  The nonna Maria Molinari was born in Breno on October 29 in 1883, and died in Volpino of May 27 in 1944. They had their first son at very young age, and named him as Eugenio. He was the first born son and was born in Bergamo on January 19 in 1897, and died in Volpino on November 9 in 1923, at the age of 26. Their second son Giuseppe, who was my father, was born in the city of Lovere on April 12 in 1908, and died on February 2 in 1983 in Barquisimeto (Venezuela). After my father, there were born two more girls. 
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ALFONSO LANFRANCHI        EUGENIO LANFRANCHI       MARIA M. LANFRANCHI 





MY NONNOS ALFONSO AND MARIA WITH MY UNCLE EUGENIO



Here we begin an interesting history.


When Eugenio died, my father was 15 and a half years old, and was studying intern in a Religious School. Some problem emerged in my nonnos’ house or in the school, possibly due to Eugenio’s death, that at the age of 16 my father ran away from the school where he was intern for reasons that he never told me. Since that moment, he began to travel alone for all the north part of Italy, untill he finally went to France. When he was around 17 years old, he arrived to Paris. 


Undoubtedly that this city was the main objective and the ideal of all those people that like the adventures, especially if they are young and have the desire to have a life more or less different, possibly bohemian or better one yet if they are adventurous, that his case was. Remember that he was a young and educated person, who was iniciating a new kind of life. According to his own refferences, I think he enjoyed very much those years. 


In that period of his life, he worked by day and in the night he did as companion of the ladies to go dinner, dancing and any other activity. That is as he was young and he wanted to take the maximum advantage of the life. He was always a gentleman with the ladies, besides being an excellent dancer, he behaved very well with them, treated them always with refined and polite manners; in other words a perfect companion.


By the end of 1929, when he didn’t yet turn 22, he was intercepted by the French police and was requested to show his documents. As result of not having any document in his hands, was imprisoned by the French police, and was told that by not having any document, firstly he was going to put  in jail to be deported to Italy later. That worried him, so he asked to the police about a solution in order not to be deported and could stay in France; then he was told that it could only be possible if he enrolled in the Foreign Legion. This poposition was accepted inmediately by him and therefore, in this way he spent 5 years with the Foreign Legion in Africa (Morocco, Fez), in the third regiment of Engineering. The city of Fez (Fez) has a present population of two million inhabitants, and it is the Capital of Islam in Morocco, in the region of Fez-Bullman. It is located in the region formerly called Hispania Nova. It is one of the four cities called imperials along to Marrakech, Mequinez and Rabat. Morocco is considered as the best religious and cultural center of the country. Its university is famous for the Arab study in the Muslim religion, which makes it as the passing point of a great number of Moroccan students. 


The legionaries were in their mayority, people wanted by the law, whom, by entering in the Legion, were not asked any document neither their real names, so you could make up any name that the officers wanted, and in this way went out of the Legion. If they survived, were delivered all the documents and the French citizenship with this new name, and being able to carry on, in order to enjoy all the privileges with a new identity granted. I consider undoubtedly that in the Legion, the officers found out who had a false name and who did not, in this way, they could have knowledge of who was who and in his lineage. In fact, some hidden from the law. These people wanted to have a new opportunity of having a destiny better than the current one. Through it, they were given the chance to put on track again their life, having a new identity. From this research, they were able to know who had problems with the law and who did not. Like most of these people did not go out alive from the Legion, by the hard and risky life which is under the arms, the Legion did not care too much about the real name of those who died. To have had served to France, it was enough.


For the people like my father, who had no problem with their real name, because they did not have anything to hide from the law, there was always a light difference for them in terms of being people more or less honest, without big problems with the law. For this reason, my father was assigned to the artillery corps, a place more or less safe, and he spent all the time there during the Legion. 


Certainly, during his service, he was on the Third Regiment of the Engineering Platoon. Without doubt, this was an assignment much safer than to be walking and fighting on the desert, seeing with the Bedouin. Without question, this was therefore, a location fairly wanted by the soldiers inside the Legion. The only inconvenient is that he lost a tympanum eventually.
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PICTURE OF THE LEGION 


When he fulfilled the set time of permanency with the Legion, he could obtain the documents in rule and even the French citizenship to remain permanently in any of the French territories. For this reason, he spent several years travelling in the different zones of these territories, and also in France itself. In all of them, he was working and saving. 


He went over several places with his new style of life, and he finally, by the end of the year 1937 or early 1938, went back to Italy to reunite with his family. He found a job as mounter or installer of factories in Torino. After a while, by work affair, he had to go to Marcallo with Casone, a small town close to Milan to set a small factory. There, my father met firstly my uncle Piero, and then my mother. All this happened between the end of 1938. My father felt in love inmediately with my mother, who was the protected girl of her mother. You can imagine a character like my father, who was an ideal tipe of young man for any girl, with money that brought from France and with a lot of experience in the world like the one that he had. What could hapened in the end? Besides, he was riding these years on his motorcycle, which was a Benelli 500 -it was in 1938. When he rode on his motorcycle, normally he wore a black leather suit, and the rest that combine with the suit. I am sure by  the time, a person was something special in those conditions, out of the rule and, besides, we must remember that he was a very experienced person, what could happened to the girl whom he wanted was a 22 years old and from a small town of Lombardy, from which she had never went out.


They got married on June 24 in 1939, and I was born on June 20 in 1940. The next year, my sister Alessandra (Sandra) was born. After the marriage, my parents went to live in the city of Torino, where my father had an apartment, and where he set foundations for future. One of the things that they did was to acquire a Mechanical Shop, where were developed activities of turnery, drill, plane, welding and the like. This was the craft that my father had learnt. This shop was located in Via Bava, near of Corso Regina Margarita, where is located an excellent factory of fine bodywork car, the Pininfarina (short for Carozzeria Pininfarina). This was a very well recognized firm of design and construction of automobiles and trains of high speed, specialized in design and construction of bodywork cars. Its headquarters were precisely in this place of Torino, Piedmont, founded in 1930 by the designer and builder of special automobiles Battista "Pinin" Farina (The name is a combination of the nickname and the family name). Through the years, the company has worked with many manufacturers of automobiles, such as Ferrari, Maserati, Cadillac, Jaguar, Volvo, Alfa Romeo, Peugeot, Ford, Gm and Lancia. Since the 80’s, the company has designed tramways (the deLille, for example) and trains (like the trains of high speed domestic Hollander that are totally built by them in the present time).


 


When I arrived to this world, only five days before that Italy had entered in the dispute of the Second World War, to fight on Hitler’s side. For this reason, the allied planes bombarded the city of Torino a lot, by being this the most industrialized city of the country, where found the majority of the biggest factories of Italy. It was the factory of: vehicles, of tanks and many other things. For his delicate state of health and the near arrival of her first born, my mother was moved to a small city near Milan, called Magenta. I was born there but, I was registered in the city of Torino. The birth certificate was always given to me on the city of Torino, and it mentioned that I was born in Magenta Pretorio way, number 4, at 8 o’ clock in the morning on the day June 20 in 1940.


On my birth, my mother was very weak, and she was not in conditions to my lactation, therefore I had a (Balia) nanny. This was a lady that also had a little girl, and was the person that fed me during my first months. On the journey that made my family and I to Italy in the year 1968, we had the pleasant opportunity to meet her and thanked for what he did for me. 
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MY MOTHER, MY AUNT AND MY NANA 


Due to the existent conditions during the Second World War, the feeding, the dressing and practically all the other effects required for the daily life had been rationed. My father, who always managed in a very clever way, bought a sale and distribution of milk in the Corso Casale in Torino, relatively close to the shop. He managed this business for almost five years, since the beginning of the war, until this had finished. Why did he buy this milk business? It is very simple, at the beginning of the war, as we said, begun the lack of  food and everything else that were required to live decently, as we already mentioned.


Having this milk distributed, he could remove part of the cream of the milk that arrived to the business before distributing it, and with it could be prepared the butter, thing that I remember how to do because I saw doing it. On the other hand, was added a little more water to the milk and with it could deliver a little more milk to the baker, other more to the butcher and so to the other merchants. In it existed a tacit arrangement between merchants in which, they rewarded each other, giving in trade to each one of them, a little more of their products. This was the only way to be able to subsist decently and be able to keep the family a little better without making them suffer so much the scarcity and lack of in the basic food. 


The milk distribution was an additional job for my father, because all the days he had to receive the milk and make the distribution of it to the clients, then he went to work after in his shop. By the end of the war, he undoubtedly sold the milk business for having fulfilled its mission and, besides, as we already mentioned, that was not his job.


As you can assume, he only kept the shop that he had in Bava way but, in short time, he set other shop a little farther from the center of the city (in the Burg di Babi), where he built mechanical parts for iron bridges that were used to repair, develop and extend the ways of the Railroads of the State. These have been partially destroyed during the bombers of the allies during the war.


When selling the milk business, he also sold the part of residence that was in the top floor of the same business. For this reason, we had to move. In this opportunity, the change of house was for an apartment that located on the top floor of the place in which was the mechanical shop.


I still have a lot of the memories of that time and, therefore, these frequently come to my mind, many of the things that I have already mentioned. I remember very well how was the house in which we lived in both places, where we hid when the planes come to bomber the city and all the pranks I made. Also, are in these memories, the very sad ones like the people I saw shot with a gun and dead in the street, so as other atrocities, among them are all those people that got killed or not, and were hanged from the posts of the public light of the city. Terrible and horrible memories left by the wars and the sequels of the postwar. 


The year in that the war ended, I was almost five years old. In that time, as I said before, we moved to an apartment, and I was registered in a private institute of nuns to attend to preparatory in that school. With it, my parents wished to secure my good preparation to go subsequently to the public school. There something happened that I have remembered my whole life. As all the kids, and, therefore, me too, collected cards of the football players. A partner of the school had many of these cards, and I took them away and hid them. The kid, by searching and not find them, went to the teacher, and this found them and also knew who hid them. Immediately called my father, and when he arrived at the institute, they told him what happened. As result, my father, being told about the event, took me from the school to, about 6 streets away from, my house, by kicks and pure and clean hits. This took me off, from the rest of my life, the desire of covet the things that were not mine without the permission of the owner, it was unforgettable experience. Also I remember pleasantly, my first communion and confirmation on march 24 in 1948, along with my sister Sandra at Santa Giulia`s Church. They are alive in my memories: the school where I attended to my first three degrees of elementary, the house of my nonna, the house of my uncle Piero in Torino, so as also the hour of my uncle Ambrogio (Ambrose) in Magenta. Undoubtedly, also are in my mind: their wives, my cousin Dina and some other relatives, my nonna Giuseppina, the mother of my mother and Piero -her Brother, who also moved to the city of Torino.
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