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Wounded

Abstract
In lieu of an abstract, below is the essay's first paragraph.

"The train station was cold, damp, and very crowded the day Gianni Roselli left. People, young and old,
were huddled together in a vain effort to keep warm while waiting for the 5:45 to make its regular stop.
Most of them were jovial on this Christmas Eve because they were waiting to be reunited with their
friends and relatives. Some were parents anxiously awaiting the return of their sons from war; other
parents weren't so happy because their sons weren't coming home."

Cover Page Footnote
Appeared in the issue: 1974.

This prose is available in The Angle: https://fisherpub.sjf.edu/angle/vol1974/iss1/6
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The {rain station was cold, damp,
and very crowded the day Gianni
Rosellileft. People, young and old,
were huddled together in a vain ef-
fort to keep warm while waiting for
the 5:45 to make its regular stop.
Most of them were jovial on this
Christmas Eve because they were
waiting to be reunited with their
friends and relatives. Some were
parents anxiously awaiting the re-
turn of their sons from war; other
parents weren’t so happy because
their sons weren’t coming home.

(Gianni and his family were stand-
ing in a circle quite a distancefrom
the chaotic clamor of voices. The
Rosellis were saying good-bye to
their eldest son, a task whichforan
Italian mother is almostimpossible
to accomplish without considerable
weeping. (zianni was on his way to
war, something which he had been
prepared for some [ifteen of his
twenty-two years. He stood silentin
his dark overcoat with one arm
around his mother and the other
tightly around his fiancée, Karen
Williams.

Karen was one of the very few
girls Gianni had met who under-
stood him and his Italian back-
ground, both of which, at times, he
had tried to conceal. Karen was

Carmine Faris is the only writer who
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everything he was looking for and
dreamed of. Her hair, long, black,
and silky, hung loosely over her
shoulders and sometimes hid her
prominent cheek bones, which gave
her a mysterious and Oriental look.
She was a soft-spoken girl who
giggled whenever she smiled. Most
important, Karen was anything but
Italian.

The Roselli family was very Ital-
ian and Mrs. Rosellitried very hard
to keep it that way. One means was
to deny the English language. On
Sunday, before ghe and Mr. Roselli
walked to church, she rose very
early to begin the initial prepara-
tions for the Sunday meal, She made
the spaghetti sauce, then left it
simmering until they returned from
early Mass. Every Sunday morning
Gianni woke up with the smell of
spaghetti sauce in his room, and
turned over in bed hoping to fall
asleep again.

When they returned from Mass,
Mr. and Mrs. Roselli could smell
the spaghetti sauce a block away.
Mrs. Roselli, shorter and stouter
than her husband, walked slowly by
his side. As they neared the house
and the smell of the spaghetti sauce
grew stronger, she lengthened her
stride. Mr. Roselli, however, main-
tained hls slow pace, eyes down-
cast, watching each foot bring him
closer to the house.

“4Ah, Joseph, the spaghetti sauce!
You smell it?’ she shouted to her
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husband who lagged behind.

“Yes, Mamma, I can smell it.”
His eyes remained fixed on each
step he took, rarely looking at his
wife who motioned to catch up to
her.

“Joseph, Cammina! Camminal!”
she called in a very authoritative
voice ahead. But Joseph remained
silent and disregarded her petition.

The very first thing Mrs. Roselli
did after Mass every Sunday morn-
ing was to make a pot of strong
black coffee. Then after having a
cup, she resumed cooking the main
course of the day to Italian music
blaring from the radio. The meal
consisted either of spaghetti and
meathballs, baked lasagna, or
rigitoni. Several side dishes would
also be included: eggplant, zuccini,
or green beans,

Helping in the kitchen which, dur-
ing the summer grew unbearably
hot, would be (zianni’s younger sis-
ter, Carla, who was ten years old,
and Maria, the eldest, who was
fifteen, Mrs. Roselli constantly re-
minded them that they must learn
everything she taught them, just as
her mother had taught her: to sew,
iron, cook, and clean the house so
that when they grewup, they would
be proper wives and mothers.
Above all, she didn’t want them to
be “lazy American wives” whose
only Interests were in wearing
makeup, going out every night, and
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After the movie they walked to
GEORGE’S SNACK BAR, located
next door to GIOVANNI'S PIZ-
ZERIA.

“This looks like a mice place
doesn’t it?” he said sarcastically,
pointing to the pizzeria.

“Looks very Italian anyway."”

Except for one table near the
door, the others were taken.

“Let’'s grab that table before
someone else takes it.”’

“Is it this crowded all the time,
Johnny?’

“No, not most of the time, I guess
they must have heard we were
going to be here.”

While making his way through a
crowd of people, he noticed that
several of his friends were there,
looking wide-eyed at Karen and
smiling approval, but before they
had a chance to “make their
moves,” he was back at the table
with the hamburgers and cokes.

“Locks like GIOVANNI'S isn't
getting wvery much business to-
night,” Gianni said grinning.

Then his grin was replaced by a
look of terror. His mother was out-
gide on her way to buy some bread
dough at the only pizzeria in the
town, GIOVANNIS. Her stern ex-
pression told Gianni that she had
seen him. At once he let go of
Karen’s hand and shuffled his
chair away from hers.

“What's the matter, Johnny?’
she inquired, a puzzled look in her
eyes.

“Don’t come in, Mamma! You’ll
spoil everything,” he prayed si-
lently. His hands began to sweat
and seemed to generate more and
more heat. A moment later her
stocky figure stood towering above
him. The noise in the bar suddenly
stopped and he felt every eye in
the room staring at him. Karen,
completely stunned, was silent.

“You were going to your frenze

house eh?’ his mother said loudly.

*You lie to me. Is that what you
do to your madre, lie to her?” Her
Italian accent was comic-strip Ttal-
ian, but what she said burned his
flesh. And her voice could be heard
all over that restaurant. He heard
snickers and wanted to hide under
the table. After ordering him toget
home immediately, ignoring Karen,
she turned, and walked somberly
out of the door and slammed it be-
hind her. Gianni knew only that he
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grabbed his arm and followed him
outside. She was the first to talk.
“What's wrong with your mother?”’
she asked.

“I probably couldn’t explain it
to you.”

“Please try.”

“First, [ want to apologize for her,
because I know if she embarrassed
me, she embarrassed you too.”

“She didn’t bother me, Johnny.”

“I really wasn’t planning on hav-
ing you meet her, and I'm sorry
vou did. She behaved like a mon-
ster, didn’t she?”

“You can’t say that about your
mother. No one can, for that mat-
ter.”

*“Yeah, but she only likes Ital-
ians!” he said, throwing up his
hands. **She hasn’t told me, but I
know she wants me to marry a
‘nice-Italian girl.” Idon’t know what
my father saw in her, but whatever
he did he made thebiggest mistake
of his life. He knows that now, but
unfortunately he can’t do anything
about it. She just ran him right into
the ground. That’s not going to hap-
pen to me though, 1 won't let it!
Now, let me take you home,”

Karne’s hand gripped his arm,
squeezing it gently with each step
they took. He didn’t understand
why she held on. “It was my fault
in a way.”

“No, it wasn’t. I'm glad she saw
you ‘cause I'm tired of it all. The
sooner she realizes that I'm not
going to listen to her crazy ideas
the better! I only hope that she
hasn’t scared you away.”

“After all the time I waited to get
to know you?’ she laughed. “No
way!”

The year went by rapidly for
Gianni, and for most of it Mrs.
Roselli was unaware of his rela-
tionship with Karen. And that was
the way Gianni wanted to keep it.
Karen's family didn’t act as if they
resented him and Gianni was glad.
He was invited to their house for
dinner several times. Mrs. Williams
liked Gianni very much because he
was so well-mannered and such a
gentleman. The food she cooked
differed so much from his mother’s
cooking thathe soonbegantolike it.

After graduation from high
school, he entered a local college
and began preliminary studies in
architecture. He had wanted to go
away to school but his relationship

PEBINKEJGy rdherbightiheasiliABMR, 1974 with Karen had grown too strong.

She was stillinhigh achool, a senior,
and the following vear she, too
would be attending the same cok
lege. Then he could spend thre¢
more years with her there,

It was past 5:45. The train was
ten minutes late, giving Gianni g
few extra minutes with Karen anc
his parents.

“Remember, now, Mamma,” he
said. “Keep your eyes on Karer
until I get back. Who knows, may-
be I'll even invite you to gur wed
dillg!”

"(Gianni, Gianni,” his mother la
mented, shaking her head.

His father had been illfor severa
years. Gianni still remembered the
strong and active father he once
knew, the man he so often hated fo
being so ruthlessin his punigshment
But now his once strong and mus
cular body had been reduced to z
decrepit old man’s. He was only
forty-eight years old. For an in
stant, Gianni saw himself in his
father’s place and realized that, i
he wanted to keep his sanity, he
would have to listen to his owr
conscience.

At Gianni’s request, Karen wore¢
the simplest dress she owned, not
too short or colorful. Anything, jus:
to keep Mrs. Roselli satisfied, ever
no makeup! She also learned hov
to say “Hello,” “Good-bye,” an
“Thank-you” in Italian.

*It might be hell, Karen, but re
member not tolet whatshe says ge
to you.”

“I"ll just listen, Johnny, don™
worry. The rest will be a snap!’

When Gianm opened the fron
door, everyone was in the living
rooin waiting for them. Carla turnec
off the radio, then sat quietly nex
to Maria. They both smiled, hoping
that they would be the first to be
noticed. His mother stood up.

“Mamma, this is Karen, the gir
I’ve been telling you about.”

“Hello, Mrs. Roselli,”” Karen sait
politely.

Mrs. Roselli peered directly inte
her eyes, then after a heavy sigh
responded, “So you da Karen wht
change my Gianni?”’

“Now, Mamma,” he interrupted
“Be nice for a change!”” he warnec
in Italian.

Then he turned to introduce hi
father, inotionless on the chair, anc
Carla and Maria, who looked dow
shyly.

“Mamma, Karen and I are en
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