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  A note to readers




  




  Many readers emailed me after reading A Bullet For Carlos. They were curious about Connie’s “Uncle Dominic,” and how he got to be who he was. I wrote this novella to answer some of those questions. I hope you enjoy it.




  




  At the back of the book there is additional information and links to things mentioned in the story. Also, for those of you who haven’t read Bullet, I have included the first chapter.




  




  Giacomo




  Sangue protegge il sangue—Blood protects blood




  




  – Sofia Mangini




  




  A Long Journey
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  A Long Journey




  




  South of Palermo, Sicily—1957




  




  I sat on the back end of the wagon, gripping the sideboard with one hand and holding my little brother, Giuseppe, with the other. Mamma sat on the other side of the wagon, Giuseppe’s sweaty head in her lap. My back and legs hurt from the continual bouncing, and the road ahead didn’t look to be getting any better. Mamma had already pulled three splinters from my ass, but that was nothing compared to the danger of falling from the wagon on the steep mountain roads.




  Papà was in a foul mood again. Mamma said Papà had been angry since before I was born, and that was eight years ago.




  “Why is Papà so angry?” I asked Mamma.




  “Papà used to be happy.” She shook her head and sighed. “But now he’s angry because he can’t provide for us.”




  “But nobody is making money. I heard Signor Barbera say so.”




  Mamma’s mouth turned down at the sides, like it did when she felt bad. “I know, Domenico, but it doesn’t make it any easier for Papà.”




  I said, “All right, Mamma,” but I didn’t understand why that would bother him; everyone from the village was in the same situation.




  I started to ask Mamma another question, but stopped. I couldn’t worry about it now. I wiped sweat from my eyes. I was tired, and hungry, and I wondered how much farther we had to go.




  “Quanto manca, Papà?”




  “Inglese!” Papà said. He reached back and smacked me so hard I almost fell out of the wagon.




  I held Giuseppe tightly, and rubbed the back of my head. I couldn’t remember how to ask the question in English, but then Mamma whispered the words in my ear.




  “Thank you,” I whispered back, and then repeated the words to Papà. “How much farther, Papà?”




  “Only a little,” he said. “And remember about your English. Listen to Mamma. She learned her words good.”




  I looked over at Mamma and smiled. She squeezed my hand and blew me a kiss, and then whispered, “Ti voglio bene.”




  I didn’t have to think about this translation. “I love you too, Mamma.”




  Giuseppe reached for a small bag sitting next to Mamma, but she smacked his fingers. “No more figs,” she said.




  He grunted a few times, and continued trying to get into the bag. Mamma glanced at Papà, hunched forward in the seat with the reins of the horse in both hands. He chewed on the stub of his cigar, only taking it out to spit. A cigar usually lasted Papà all week, and then he would smoke it on Saturday.




  Mamma grabbed two blood oranges from the bag and gave one to me and one to Giuseppe. “Hurry and eat them,” she whispered.




  I ate the orange quickly, and then got a better grip on the wagon. The road was getting bumpier as we neared another mountain.




  “This will be the last climb,” Papà said.




  Wildflowers were all around us, clusters of yellow broom blanketed the empty fields and beautiful pink rock roses peeked out from behind rocks. I breathed in the scent of rosemary and looked around. Not everything was pretty. Bombs had destroyed many of the roads, and a lot of them still weren’t fixed. And every village seemed to have buildings or houses burnt out and sitting empty. In fact, every place I looked had something wrong—crumbling stone walls, broken equipment, and abandoned farms. The only things to escape undamaged were the olive trees. As I looked closer at them I wondered if they had escaped; their trunks and roots were so gnarled and scarred it looked as if they had been weeping for centuries.




  I stared at one of the farms as we passed. A few lemon trees sprinkled the land and a dozen or more almond trees, but they looked as if they’d been picked clean, and I saw no animals.




  “You want me to see if there are any almonds?” I asked.




  “It’s too early for almonds,” Papà said.




  “Why can’t we take one of these farms?” I asked. “That one is beautiful.”




  “We have no money. And neither does anyone else.”




  “But why do we have to leave?” I didn’t want to say I was scared to leave because Papà would hit me, but I was scared.




  “Everyone is leaving. Things will be better in America.”




  I felt Mamma’s hand patting my back. She always knew how to make me feel better.




  “We’ll be fine,” she said, and then to Papà, “Didn’t the Americans bomb us?”




  “It was because of those damn Germans,” Papà said. “Americans are nice. You’ll see.”




  “I hear the North is doing better. Francesca’s husband got work in Milan.”




  “The people up there hate us,” Papà said. “We will do better in America.”




  “If we went to Milan we wouldn’t be so far from home,” Mamma said.




  “No more talking, Sofia. We are going to America. To New York.”




  Mamma shut up after that. She knew there was no arguing with Papà when he got that tone in his voice. I learned that a long time ago. If she pressed him, she’d get a smack, or worse.




  Shortly after dark, I got real tired. On the stretches of road that were smooth I managed to sleep, but only for a few minutes. During the night I finally dozed off. When I woke I was laying next to Giuseppe, both of us with our heads in Mamma’s lap.




  I looked up at Mamma and whispered, “Quanto manca, Mamma?”




  She rubbed her knuckles across the top of my head gently. “We are almost there. Look, you can see the city.”




  I jumped up, rubbing sleep from my eyes. I had never seen anything like this. The city was huge, with mountains on three sides and the sea on the other. As we drew closer, it seemed to grow bigger. The first thing I noticed was that the streets were all paved, and cars were everywhere! Our village only had one car.




  The closer we got to Palermo, the more Papà smiled. Once, he even laughed.




  “In two days we will be on a ship for America,” he said, and then he reached back and rubbed my head. “Think of it, Domenico. Crossing the ocean and seeing New York.”




  “What’s so good about New York?” I asked.




  “What’s so good? America beat the Germans. They won the war. They have jobs. People can get rich, and nobody tells you what to do.”




  Mamma made a noise of some kind, but Papà ignored her. “Do you hear me, Giuseppe? America.”




  Giuseppe smiled and then said, “I hear you, Papà.”




  Within half an hour we got into the city. Papà got out of the wagon to speak with a man. Soon after that, the man took us to a stable where Papà sold the wagon and horse. His shoulders were hunched over when he came back to us, and he had lost his smile.




  “Did you get the money, Papà?”




  “Enough for food and a place to sleep,” he said. “Not enough for America.”




  Papà’s voice cracked when he said that. I had only heard his voice like that once before, when Nonna died.




  “What happened?” Mamma asked. “I thought you had arranged this.”




  “We were too late. He has too many carts and donkeys already.”




  “Do we have enough for Milano?” Mamma asked.




  Papà shot her one of his hard-eyed glares. “We are going to America. I’ll work and get the rest of the money.”




  Mamma shot Papà a look back. I knew what it meant. We were going to be stuck in Palermo forever. At least Giuseppe will be happy, I thought. Giuseppe is always happy.




  We walked through the city, Papà carrying Giuseppe, and me holding onto Mamma’s hand. Sometimes the crowds were so big people bumped into us. One man almost knocked me down.




  “I never saw so many kids,” I said. “Can I play with them?”




  “Stay away from them,” Papà said. “Don’t trust strangers.”




  “They seem nice. Look, they—”




  Papà smacked me in the head—again. “They’re scugnizzi.”




  “Basta, Franco. That’s enough.” Mamma gave him one of her meanest looks, the one she reserved for when he hit us. But then she turned to me with almost the same expression. “For once your Papà’s right, so listen to him. Don’t trust strangers.”




  “Should have stayed in Napoli,” Papà mumbled.




  Mamma mumbled something back, but I didn’t hear what it was. Over the next two days Mamma tried convincing him several times to go to Northern Italy, but Papà wouldn’t hear of it. His mind was set on America.




  




  Palermo
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  Palermo




  




  Palermo, Sicily—1957




  




  Papà talked to several people as we walked through the city, asking them for recommendations on a room to rent. Palermo was undergoing a great boom in construction. New apartments were being built, buildings damaged during the war were being repaired, and roads were being improved to handle the traffic from all the outlying villages. But with all that, everything was expensive.




  The first three apartments we tried were too much money. Papà found one not far from one of the big piazzas, but it was an old building and it had suffered damage from the war. We could only afford one room, but Mamma said it would be enough.




  “We’re not staying long,” she said. “Not in this hell hole.”




  Papà and Mamma slept on a sofa. Giuseppe and I slept on the floor. I didn’t mind because the room had a window and I could look out onto the piazza where all the kids played.




  Mamma stayed angry for a few weeks, but after she found a job she got happier. She got work sewing and cleaning for one of the rich ladies. Mamma said the lady was friends with the Duchess. It was a good job for Mamma because she could take Giuseppe to work with her. She always worried about Giuseppe.
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