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My Mamma’s Letteys

-‘;‘ ca "'.\?.. b
(The Second World War started in 1939 and continued till 1945, The
incident is set during this period.)

I still remember to this day my Mamma’s letter-writing. It began in the winge, of
1941. Every night she would sit at the big kitchen table and compose a letter my
brother Johnny, who had been drafted the preceding summer and hadn’t beep heard
from since Pearl Harbour.

[ couldn’tunderstand why Mamma kept writing when Johnny never answered.

“You'll see we'll get a letter from him,” she insisted. Mamma said there was 5
direct line from the brain to the written word that was as powerful as any God-given
light. She was counting on that light to find Johnny.

Whether she said this to reassure herself or Papa or all of us, I don’t know. I do know

it helped hold us together, and one day a letter did arrive. Johnny was alive in the
South Pacific. e

It always amused me that Mamma signed |, j-li= 11
her letters “Cecilia Capuzzi,” and I teased =", ]
her about it. “Why not just write ,:5 3
‘Mamma’?”
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What I had not known was that she always 4
thought of herself as Cecilia Capuzzi. Not
Mamma. I began to see her in a new light,

this petite woman who in heels scarcely measured 150 centimetres.

She wore no makeup, and no Jewellery except for a yellow-gold wedding band. Her

?alr was fine, sti:aight ar}d black, tied in a bun that she refused to cut or perm. Her
Iny spectacles with the silver frames pinched her nose.
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cof;fées_hif n;sl:led aletter, M‘amma gave it to Papa to mail. Then she would put on the

there Wl:fre’teg ;-v NG ?ld Sit around the table, talking about the good times when
01 us sitting there—Papa, Mamma and eight children (Five boys and

three girls). It didn’t :
X S€eém possible that everyone h war of
to get married. Everyope eXceiting yone had gone away to work or to
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By springtime, Mamma had added two more sons to her letter-writing list. Every
night she wogld compose three different letters, then pass them to Papa and me {0
add our greetings.

Bit by bil, news of Mamma'’s letters travelled. One morning a little woman with gun-
metal-grey hair knocked on our door. Her voice trembled when she asked, “Is ictrue
that you write letters 77

“I write to my sons.”

“ And you read too ?” the woman whispered.

48i si. (Yes, yes.)”

The woman opened her shopping bag and pulled out a stack of airmail letters. “Read
...read to me, please.”

The letters were from the woman’s son fighting in Europe, a boy with red hair who,
Mamma remembered, used to sit on our front steps with my brothers. One by one,
Mamma read the letters, translating them from English to Italian. The woman’s eycs
misted and sparkled. “Now I must answer,” she said. But what words to use ?

“Make some coffee, Tavi,” Mamma called to me, as she led the woman (o the
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kitchen and a chair and the table. She took out her pen and ink and airmail paper and
began to write. When she had finished, she read the letter to the woman.
“How did you know I wanted to say that ?”
f 12
“I often stare at my boys’ letters, the 1”} v

same as you, and I wonder what to 410 B

write.” s i L
Soon the woman returned with a friend S8 g | :
and another and another all withsonsat #f/

war, all in need of letters. Mamma had é_ » é 'm ‘

become the neighbourhood letter- M= F~ —

writer. Sometimes she would spend a whole day in writing,

Mamma placed great importance on people signing their names. The little woman
with the grey hair asked Mamma to teach her, “I want to learn to write my name for
my boy to see.” So Mamma took the woman’s hand in hers and led it up and down
and around on paper, over and over, antil she could do it without help. After that,
whenever Mamma wrote a letter for her, the woman signed her name and smiled.
One day, she came to our house and with one look Mamma knew what had
happened. All'hope had gone from her eyes. They sat opether for a long time, ther
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hands touching and their hearts locked as one. Then Mamma Si,l’ld, “Lep, ,
church. There are some things too big for people to ““d‘-.f stand.” Wi, ai}: ".
came home, she couldn’t think of anything except the boy with the red hyj, ™"
After the war Mamma put away pen and paper. “Finito (Finished),” g ...
she was wrong. The women who had come to her with their sons” mail ngy,

with letters from their relatives in Italy. They also came to her for help ip p,
American citizens.

L
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Mamma once confessed that she had always dreamed of writing a novel, w, ¥ didy,
she ? I asked.

“Everyone has a purpose in life,” she said. “Mine seems to be lettcr-writing,” S
tried to explain her zeal for it. '

“A letter pulls people together like nothing else. It can make you cry or shoy with
joy. There’s no finer caress than a love letter, because it makes the world very smy|
and the writer and reader, the only rulers. Girl, a letter is life!” |

Mamma’s letters are all gone now. Yet the recipients still talk of her, carryin
memories of her letters next to their hearts. ;

Word-Meanings |

§f petite :small and trim; perm : give a permanent wave to; stack : pile; sparkled : glittered;
. 2eal:earnestness; recipient : receiver

—Octavia Capuzzi Locks

Read and Write

A. Tick (v) the correct option,

1. Mamma’'s letter began in the winter of

-

51931, (] b.1951 (] c. 1941
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