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 Book Excerpt: CHAPTER ONE NAPLES, ITALY, SUMMER 1900..... Gino Catania leaned over the rail of the Archimedes, and watched the beautiful, warm, sunny land of Napoli (Naples) disappear from view as the ship slowly left the dock. "I never thought that I would leave this way," he muttered with tears in his eyes. Angrily, he brushed them away, hunched his shoulders, and thrust his hands hard into the pockets of his trousers as he walked along the deck of the ship leaving for New York. In anguish, he wished that his passions had not overruled his good judgment, for as a result, the carefree life he once knew would never again be his. He paced back and forth in frustration, trying to avoid the many bodies that mulled about the deck and half-heartedly watched the seagulls as they swirled overhead making a terrible commotion. Gino looked for a quiet place where he could sit and ponder the events of the past weeks, even though he knew that he could not go back and change a thing. He was still in shock as he recalled how close he had come to losing his life, and with regret, admitted that the pain and misery he felt was his own doing. Sitting down in a sunny spot, he leaned against the side of the ship and felt the cool spray of seawater against his face. His thoughts traveled back to the lovely little town of Trabia, Sicily, where he was born. One by one, the faces of his loving family marched by in his mind's eye. As his throat tightened with emotion, he whispered "Addiu, Bedda Sicilia, goodbye, beautiful Sicily". With a heavy heart, he closed his eyes and sadly thought about the day when his gaze settled upon the beauty of Carmela, a married woman--an event that changed his life forever..... TRABIA, SICILY, LATE SPRING, 1900..... The hot Sicilian sun danced along Gino's back. It was almost a half-mile to Carmela's house and as he walked, beads of perspiration formed on his forehead. Occasionally a capricious breeze tossed his hair. Ruts, rocks and pebbles lined the steep, dusty road, but he did not notice the sun or the pebbles; his thoughts were elsewhere. Thinking about Carmela sent shivers down his spine as he recalled when he first saw her in the village church. Not for one moment did he take his eyes away from her. Carmela, caught up in the moment of the intense homily about "hell and damnation" the priest was giving became distracted as she sensed someone behind her She turned and found Gino watching her with a smile and a look that made her heart leap, so she smiled in acknowledgment, wondering whom this handsome man could be. Surely, this was not Gino Catania's son. Everyone in the village knew and liked Gino Catania and his large family, but it had been a while since she had seen any of his family members. She could not recall ever seeing him in church, as he had not been faithful about attending services. Later, by asking questions of the other women in the village, Carmela learned more about young Gino. The women eagerly shared the gossip that he was an attentive and tender lover. One or two women winked knowingly and excitement welled up within her as she hoped to see him again at the village church or in the town. Gino wondered why he had not noticed her before. How could anyone so beautiful go unnoticed? Especially by him. He grinned to himself. Perhaps, if he had gone to church more often, he might have found her sooner. Now, he thought of nothing else but her as he walked briskly along, eager to participate in the rendezvous she had arranged for them.

-End-

