Brief Notes of My Life

I have been asked many times to write a few notes of my life but was
always reluctant to do so. I have begun with a few remembrances of my
solitary childhood in a little town in the Cilento. At age five, I was taken
away from my parents and sent to live in a little village in Calabria with my
uncle, an archdeacon whom I tolerated but never loved. My young
adulthood was joyless as I wandered from city to city, seeking to make my
own way. My free hours were spent in study.

Now, the mother of my young children has urged me to write a bit about my
life and I don’t know how to refuse to describe to them the odyssey of my
long life.

I have never desired wealth, which is rarely accompanied by the
brotherhood preached by our Lord and Savior, Jesus of Nazareth.

I was born on November 20, 1860, in the little town in Salerno where my
father had his medical practice. He was always serious and self-assured, so
much so that my mother said that he didn’t know how to cry. When I was
two, my eldest sister accidently dropped me on some stairs. I received a
serious head injury and fought between life and death for several months.
As aresult, I remained physically weak but mentally alert, with a great
desire to learn. I began elementary school at 3 years old but quickly learned
to read and write much faster than my classmates.

I'had just turned five when my father decided to return to Calabria at the
request of his brother, Francesco. He went to Martone, a small village of
poor farmers. Not long after this move he was given the position of village
doctor in the small town of St. John. He transferred there with my mother
and his second oldest son, Fortunato. My sister and I were left with our
uncle, the archdeacon who assumed the task of being my teacher and
protector.

He was a good teacher but so gruff and strict that I trembled every time he

called me to recite my lessons. In addition, the beatings and blows were so
severe that I shook with fear during the long recitations, which previously I
had remembered well. I had studied so seriously and willingly. I remember

once he had given me the assignment of memorizing Tasso’s “Jerusalem



Delivered Canto 12”. Badgered, I had studied so willingly that I could recite
it all without missing a single word. When he called me to recite, perhaps
not giving me time to collect myself, I failed and he said, “You will go
hungry until you have learned all of it.” I went on without meals, studying
and repeating the work by myself, but called again by him, and overcome
with fear, I failed a second time. “You will go hungry,” he repeated, “until
you are able to recite it entirely without error.”

I'returned to study with no lunch or dinner and went to bed hungry. The
next morning, I repeated it perfectly to myself. My uncle, who had been
listening to me without my knowing, came to me and gave me lunch and
approval.

When I was barely eight, and sickly, my uncle gave me such a devastating
blow that I fled Martone and went to St. John. I don’t remember how I
managed to cross the river which separated the two towns. My father was
angry and reproved me for my flight. I went to bed and while I was sleeping
my mother came to check on me. Seeing the bruises from my uncle, she
told my father. I had decided never to return to my uncle but he came in
person to give his excuses to my father.

I returned to his home and began to serve again as an altar boy. When I was
nine my uncle decided that I should give a Christmastime sermon in the
town’s biggest church. People from neighboring towns had been invited to
attend. A little pulpit had been built for me and my uncle served as my
acolyte, perhaps prepared to act as my prompter, should I forget a word or
phrase. I began giving the sermon in a loud, clear voice without worrying
about the audience which had filled the nave to hear the young preacher. I
returned home to the festive music of a band and was seated at the head of
the table for dinner.

I had begun to rebel again against the mistreatment. I was a bit older and
couldn’t tolerate the abuse and the bullying. I spoke frankly, man to man
with my father and he allowed me to return to his home permanently. I
continued with my studies at the local public school and received my
diploma with highest honors and the gold medal.



I went to schools in Reggio Calabria at age 16, then to Salerno to complete
my two years at the Ginasio, and then on to the Liceo where I continued my
classical studies. I had planned to go to Naples after graduation to search
for work. However, in the midst of my studies, I was drafted into the Army.
I stayed in the Army for ten years as I had quickly reached the rank of
sergeant and eventually was promoted to second lieutenant.

After my discharge from the Army, I decided to enter the Customs Service. I
was promoted soon to junior officer and interim teacher. I had to leave the
Customs Service earlier than I had planned because I had gotten married in
Naples and felt I should look for better opportunities. I found work at a
political newspaper, “Don Marzio,” which was later sold to new owners. At
this time, I was offered work organizing a library for the prime minister’s
office. I remained with the prime minister, Francesco Crispi, serving as his
secretary. After Crispi’s death in 1901, I decided to go to America.

What was my life in America? I worked at first, in a factory for a short
while, then found employment at an office at a salary of $25 a month.
Eventually, I became a social worker and head of that office.

After 22 years there I left for Chicago with my second wife. She has given
me two children, who are now my pride and joy. Unfortunately, we moved
to Chicago just as the Great Depression was about to engulf the country.
Eventually, I was able to resume my social work with the W.P.A.

We returned to Boston in September 1934, rejoining old friends. Shortly
afterwards I resumed my social work with the W.P.A.

What will my future be? That is in God’s hands. My hope is to continue my
work and to be productive. My little angels will give me the encouragement
and guarantee of Divine help.

Francis P. Malgeri
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