Chapter Three
Delivery of a Meal

Living in my grandfather’s home had some unusual perks. One of
these was delivering his dinner to the Sons of Italy on frigid
winter nights.
After my grandfather retired from the steel mill, he
worked as a bartender/manager at the Sons if Italy hall
(bar). The Sons of Italy was a popular fraternal order which
at one time helped the Italian immigrant family as a
provider of insurance and various social services in times of
need, such as death, sickness, unemployment, etc. It had
a big hand in the late 19th and early 20th century in
helping the immigrant families take root and flourish.
Each night my mother would prepare dinner for my
grandfather, typically some pasta and a pork chop or some
meat balls or some fish. We all took turns walking the 4 or
5 blocks from our house to deliver it to him at the Sons.
I particularly liked taking it on cold December evenings
when it was snowing! I wasn’t bucking for some
humanitarian award. The cold and snow were as daunting as
the spectacle of Christmas lights and displays are enticing.
On days when I was able to procure the job, and I freely
admit I volunteered for few other chores, I would bundle up and
set forth. After negotiating a snarling boxer a few doors away and a creepy, dark
alley at the end of the street, I emerged on Main Street. Lighted snowflakes and
Santa beamed form the light poles. I passed Italian groceries, Polish shoe repair
shops, a quiet bank, then a Church, the Regina Elena, a café’, a news store,
Pervosky’s women’s clothing, several ethnic bakeries, Tom McCann’s shoe store,
Autenreith’s five and dime, and a funeral home. Then, across from a bank where
stood a figure of the great Guyasuta, I arrived at Galanty’s hardware, just in front
of the Sons of Italy. It always had a nifty train and a big, shiny bike on display.
In warmer weather the back would be filled with old men playing bocci or
mora very loudly and boisterously. I would watch and fetch errant balls. But in
there colder times, my grandfather would have me sit at the end of the bar and

give me a swallow of whiskey, which took the nip out of the air and made me feel
so grown up.
I was greeted warmly by the old men, speaking Italian so loudly I thought
my ears would burst. I could pretend to understand by nodding. When my head
began to hurt from the constant cuffing, and having been warmed by this cozy
atmosphere, I set forth once more. I retraced my steps through this little town
atmosphere with a very warm feeling of belonging.
I loved these winter walks at Christmas. It only a whiff of cold air and a
winter chill to recall it.

