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A novel in the bestselling quartet about two very different women and their complex friendship:
“Everyone should read anything with Ferrante’s name on it” (The Boston Globe).The follow-up to
My Brilliant Friend, The Story of a New Name continues the epic New York Times–bestselling
literary quartet that has inspired an HBO series, and returns us to the world of Lila and Elena,
who grew up together in post-WWII Naples, Italy.In The Story of a New Name, Lila has recently
married and made her entrée into the family business; Elena, meanwhile, continues her studies
and her exploration of the world beyond the neighborhood that she so often finds stifling.
Marriage appears to have imprisoned Lila, and the pressure to excel is at times too much for
Elena. Yet the two young women share a complex and evolving bond that is central to their
emotional lives and a source of strength in the face of life’s challenges. In these Neapolitan
Novels, Elena Ferrante, “one of the great novelists of our time” (The New York Times), gives us a
poignant and universal story about friendship and belonging, a meditation on love and jealousy,
freedom and commitment―at once a masterfully plotted page-turner and an intense, generous-
hearted family saga.“Imagine if Jane Austen got angry and you’ll have some idea of how
explosive these works are.” ―The Australian“Brilliant . . . captivating and insightful . . . the
richness of her storytelling is likely to please fans of Sara Gruen and Silvia Avallone.” ―Booklist
(starred review)

From Publishers WeeklyThe second in a trilogy, book two rejoins narrator Elena Greco and her
"brilliant friend" Lina Cerullo as they leave behind their claustrophobic Italian girlhood and enter
the tumultuous world of young womanhood with all its accompanying love, loss, and confusion.
Against the backdrop of l960s/70s Naples, the previously inseparable girls embark on diverse
paths. At 16, Lila has married the prosperous local grocer, Stefano Carraci, only to discover at
their wedding reception that he has already betrayed her and damned their union. Conversely
Elena has chosen education, a less traditional route to free her from the stultifying village life.
Lina asks Elena to hide a box of notebooks from her husband. Instead, she dumps them in the
river but not without first reading them. Ferrante masterfully combines Elena's recollections of
events with Lila's point of view as documented in her notebooks to drive the narrative. The
women's fraught relationship and shifting fortunes are the life forces of this poignant book.From
Booklist*Starred Review* Ferrante continues the beautiful tale she started in My Brilliant Friend
(2012) with this brilliant second book of a promised trilogy. At 16, best friends Elena and Lila are
weary of their impoverished neighborhood and its crippling traditions, but while Lila seeks to
alter these circumstances through an advantageous marriage, Elena strives to leave it behind by
pursuing her education. When Lila’s marriage fails to help her realize her goals, she becomes
increasingly spiteful, and Elena, busy with an acceptance to college, grows critical of her



progressively unpredictable friend. Once reliant on one another, the girls now find themselves
occupying very different spheres in the rapidly changing landscape of 1970s Naples. As
circumstances alternately draw them close and push them apart, they face difficult changes in
the friendship that has always been their strongest source of love and support. Ferrante’s writing
is captivating and insightful. She delves deeply into the character of the girls’ friendship,
ushering them into womanhood with an honesty that is acutely personal. Her keen grasp of
emotional nuances and minutiae evokes the work of D. H. Lawrence, and the richness of her
storytelling is likely to please fans of Sara Gruen and Silvia Avallone. --Cortney
OphoffReviewPraise for Elena Ferrante and The Neapolitan NovelsThe United States“Ferrante’s
novels are intensely, violently personal, and because of this they seem to dangle bristling key
chains of confession before the unsuspecting reader.”—James Wood, The New Yorker “One of
the more nuanced portraits of feminine friendship in recent memory.”—Megan
O’Grady, Vogue “Amazing! My Brilliant Friend took my breath away. If I were president of the
world I would make everyone read this book. It is so honest and right and opens up heart to so
much. Reading Ferrante reminded me of that child-like excitement when you can’t look up from
the page, when your eyes seem to be popping from your head, when you think: I didn’t know
books could do this!”—Elizabeth Strout, author of Olive Kitteridge “I like the Italian writer, Elena
Ferrante, a lot. I've been reading all her work and all about her.” — John Waters, actor and
director “Elena Ferrante may be the best contemporary novelist you’ve never heard of.”—The
Economist “Ferrante’s freshness has nothing to do with fashion…it is imbued with the most
haunting music of all, the echoes of literary history.”—The New York Times Book Review “I am
such a fan of Ferrante’s work, and have been for quite a while.”—Jennifer Gilmore, author of The
Mothers “The women’s fraught relationship and shifting fortunes are the life forces of the
poignant book” — Publisher’s Weekly “When I read [the Neapolitan novels] I find that I never
want to stop. I feel vexed by the obstacles—my job, or acquaintances on the subway—that
threaten to keep me apart from the books. I mourn separations (a year until the next one—
how?). I am propelled by a ravenous will to keep going.”—Molly Fischer, The New
Yorker“[Ferrante’s Neapolitan Novels] don’t merely offer a teeming vision of working-class
Naples, with its cobblers and professors, communists and mobbed-up businessmen,
womanizing poets and downtrodden wives; they present one of modern fiction’s richest portraits
of a friendship.”—John Powers, Fresh Air, NPR “Elena Ferrante is one of the great novelists of
our time. Her voice is passionate, her view sweeping and her gaze basilisk . . . In these bold,
gorgeous, relentless novels, Ferrante traces the deep connections between the political and the
domestic. This is a new version of the way we live now — one we need, one told brilliantly, by a
woman.”—Roxana Robinson, The New York Times Book Review “An intoxicatingly furious
portrait of enmeshed friends Lila and Elena, Bright and passionate girls from a raucous
neighborhood in world-class Naples. Ferrante writes with such aggression and unnerving
psychological insight about the messy complexity of female friendship that the real world can
drop away when you’re reading her.”—Entertainment Weekly"It's just hypnotic. I could not stop



reading it or thinking about it."—Hillary Clinton “Ferrante seasons the prose with provocative
perceptions not unlike the way Proust did.”—Shelf Awareness “It would be difficult to find a
deeper portrait of women’s friendship than the one in Ferrante’s Neapolitan novels, which unfold
from the fifties to the twenty-first century to tell a single story withthe possessive force of an
origin myth.”—Megan O’Grady, Vogue “Ferrante’s writing is so unencumbered, so natural, and
yet so lovely, brazen, and flush. The constancy of detail and the pacing that zips and skips then
slows to a real-time crawl have an almost psychic effect, bringing you deeply into synchronicity
with the discomforts and urgency of the characters’ emotions. Ferrante is unlike other writers—
not because she’s innovative, but rather because she’s unselfconscious and brutally, diligently
honest.”—Minna Proctor, Bookforum “Ferrante can do a woman’s interior dialogue like no one
else, with a ferocity that is shockingly honest, unnervingly blunt.”—Booklist “The truest evocation
of a complex and lifelong friendship between women I’ve ever read.”—Emily Gould, author
of Friendship “Elena Ferrante is the author of several remarkable, lucid, austerely honest
novels . . . My Brilliant Friend is a large, captivating, amiably peopled bildungsroman.”—James
Wood, The New Yorker “Compelling, visceral and immediate . . . a riveting examination of
power . . . The Neapolitan novels are a tour de force.”—Jennifer Gilmore, The Los Angeles
Times “Those Who Leave and Those Who Stay surpasses the rapturous storytelling of the
previous titles in the Neapolitan Novels.”—Publishers Weekly (starred review) “Ferrante’s voice
feels necessary. She is the Italian Alice Munro.”—Mona Simpson,author
of Casebook and Anywhere But Here “Elena Ferrante will blow you away.”—Alice Sebold, author
of The Lovely Bones “The Days of Abandonment is a powerful, heartrending novel.”—Jhumpa
Lahiri, Pulitzer-prize winning author of The Lowland “The Neapolitan novel cycle is an
unconditional masterpiece . . . I read all the books in a state of immersion; I was totally enthralled.
There was nothing else I wanted to do except follow the lives of Lila and Lenù to the end.”—
Jhumpa Lahiri, Pulitzer-prize winning author of The Lowland “Reading Ferrante reminded me of
that child-like excitement when you can’t look up from the page, when your eyes seem to be
popping from your head, when you think: I didn’t know books could do this!”—Elizabeth Strout,
Pulitzer-prize winning author of The Burgess Boys “Elena Ferrante: the best angry woman writer
ever!”—John Waters, director “The feverish speculation about the identity of Elena Ferrante
betrays an understandable failure of imagination: it seems impossible that right now somewhere
someone sits in a room and draws up these books. Palatial and heartbreaking beyond measure,
the Neapolitan novels seem less written than they do revealed. One simply surrenders. When
the final volume appears—may that day never come!—they’re bound to be acknowledged as
one of the most powerful works of art, in any medium, of our age.”—Gideon Lewis-Kraus, author
of A Sense of Direction “Ferrante tackles girlhood and friendship with amazing force.”—Gwyneth
Paltrow, actor “Elena Ferrante’s The Story of a New Name. Book two in her Naples trilogy. Two
words: Read it.”—Ann Hood, writer (from Twitter) “Ferrante continues to imbue this growing saga
with great magic.”—Booklist(starred review) “One of Italy’s best contemporary novelists.”?—
The Seattle Times“Ferrante’s emotional and carnal candor are so potent.”—Janet Maslin, The



New York Times “Elena Ferrante’s gutsy and compulsively readable new novel, the first of a
quartet, is a terrific entry point for Americans unfamiliar with the famously reclusive writer, whose
go-for-broke tales of women’s shadow selves—those ambivalent mothers and seething
divorcées too complex or unseemly for polite society (and most literary fiction, for that matter)—
shimmer with Balzacian human detail and subtle psychological suspense . . . The Neapolitan
novels offer one of the more nuanced portraits of feminine friendship in recent memory—from
the make-up and break-up quarrels of young girls to the way in which we carefully define
ourselves against each other as teens—Ferrante wisely balances her memoir-like emotional
authenticity with a wry sociological understanding of a society on the verge of dramatic
change.”—Megan O’Grady, Vogue “My Brilliant Friend is a sweeping family-centered epic that
encompasses issues of loyalty, love, and a transforming Europe. This gorgeous novel should
bring a host of new readers to one of Italy’s most acclaimed authors.”—The Barnes and Noble
Review “Ferrante draws an indelible picture of the city’s mean streets and the poverty, violence
and sameness of lives lived in the same place forever . . . She is a fierce writer.”—Shelf
Awareness “Ferrante transforms the love, separation and reunion of two poor urban girls into the
general tragedy of their city.”—The New York Times “Beautifully translated by Ann Goldstein . . .
Ferrante writes with a ferocious, intimate urgency that is a celebration of anger. Ferrante is
terribly good with anger, a very specific sort of wrath harbored by women, who are so often not
allowed to give voice to it. We are angry, a lot of the time, at the position we’re in—whether it’s as
wife, daughter, mother, friend—and I can think of no other woman writing who is so swift and
gorgeous in this rage, so bracingly fearless in mining fury.”—Susanna Sonnenberg, The San
Francisco Chronicle “Everyone should read anything with Ferrante’s name on it.”—The Boston
Globe “The through-line in all of Ferrante’s investigations, for me, is nothing less than one long,
mind-and-heart-shredding howl for the history of women (not only Neapolitan women), and its
implicit j’accuse . . . Ferrante’s effect, critics agree, is inarguable. ‘Intensely, violently personal’
and ‘brutal directness, familial torment’ is how James Wood ventures to categorize her—
descriptions that seem mild after you’ve encountered the work.”—Joan Frank, The San
Francisco Chronicle “Lila, mercurial, unsparing, and, at the end of this first episode in a planned
trilogy from Ferrante, seemingly capable of starting a full-scale neighborhood war, is a
memorable character.”—Publishers Weekly “An engrossing, wildly original contemporary epic
about the demonic power of human (and particularly female) creativity checked by the forces of
history and society.” —The Los Angeles Review of Books “Ferrante’s own writing has no limits, is
willing to take every thought forward to its most radical conclusion and backwards to its most
radical birthing.”-—The New YorkerThe United Kingdom“The Story of a New Name, like its
predecessor, is fiction of the very highest order.”—Independent on Sunday “My Brilliant Friend,
translated by Ann Goldstein, is stunning: an intense, forensic exploration of the friendship
between Lila and the story’s narrator, Elena. Ferrante’s evocation of the working-class district of
Naples where Elena and Lila first meet as two wiry eight-year-olds is cinematic in the density of
its detail.”—The Times Literary Supplement “This is a story about friendship as a mass of roiling



currents—love, envy, pity, spite, dependency and Schadenfreude coiling around one another,
tricky to untangle.”—Intelligent Life “Elena Ferrante may be the best contemporary novelist you
have never heard of. The Italian author has written six lavishly praised novels. But she writes
under a pseudonym and will not offer herself for public consumption. Her characters likewise
defy convention . . . Her prose is crystal, and her storytelling both visceral and compelling.”—The
Economist Ferrante is an expert above all at the rhythm of plotting: certain feuds and oppositions
are kept simmering and in abeyance for years, so that a particular confrontation – a particular
scene – can be many hundreds of pages in coming, but when it arrives seems at once shocking
and inevitable.”—The IndependentItaly “Those Who Leave and Those Who Stay evokes the vital
flux of a heartbeat, of blood flowing through our veins.”—La Repubblica “We don’t know who she
is, but it doesn’t matter. Ferrante’s books are enthralling self-contained monoliths that do not
seek friendship but demand silent, fervid admiration from her passionate readers . . . The thing
most real in these novels is the intense, almost osmotic relationship that unites Elena and Lila,
the two girls from a neighborhood in Naples who are the peerless protagonists of the Neapolitan
novels.”—Famiglia Cristiana “Today it is near impossible to find writers capable of bringing
smells, tastes, feelings, and contradictory passions to their pages. Elena Ferrante, alone, seems
able to do it. There is no writer better suited to composing the great Italian novel of her
generation, her country, and her time than she.”—Il Manifesto “Elena Ferrante is a very great
novelist . . . In a world often held prisoner to minimalism, her writing is extremely powerful, earthy,
and audacious.”—Francesca Marciano, author of The Other Language “Regardless of who is
behind the name Elena Ferrante, the mysterious pseudonym used by the author of the
Neapolitan novels, two things are certain: she is a woman and she knows how to describe
Naples like nobody else. She does so with a style that recalls an enchanted spider web with its
expressive power and the wizardry with which it creates an entire world.”—Huffington
Post (Italy) “A marvel that is without limits and beyond genre.”—Il Salvagente“Elena Ferrante is
proving that literature can cure our present ills; it can cure the spirit by operating as an antidote
to the nervous attempts we make to see ourselves reflected in the present-day of a country that
is increasingly repellent.”—Il Mattino“My Brilliant Friend flows from the soul like an eruption from
Mount Vesuvio.”—La RepubblicaAustralia “No one has a voice quite like Ferrante’s. Her gritty,
ruthlessly frank novels roar off the page with a barbed fury, like an attack that is also a
defense . . . Ferrante’s fictions are fierce, unsentimental glimpses at the way a woman is
constantly under threat, her identity submerged in marriage, eclipsed by motherhood,
mythologised by desire. Imagine if Jane Austen got angry and you’ll have some idea of how
explosive these works are.”—John Freeman, The Australian “One of the most astounding—and
mysterious—contemporary Italian novelists available in translation, Elena Ferrante unfolds the
tumultuous inner lives of women in her thrillingly menacing stories of lost love, negligent mothers
and unfulfilled desires.”—The Age “Ferrante bewitches with her tiny, intricately drawn world . . .
My Brilliant Friend journeys fearlessly into some of that murkier psychological territory where
questions of individual identity are inextricable from circumstance and the ever-changing



identities of others.”—The Melbourne Review “The Neapolitan novels move far from contrivance,
logic or respectability to ask uncomfortable questions about how we live, how we love, how we
singe an existence in a deeply flawed world that expects pretty acquiescence from its women. In
all their beauty, their ugliness, their devotion and deceit, these girls enchant and repulse, like life,
like our very selves.”—The Sydney Morning Herald “The best thing I’ve read this year, far and
away, would be Elena Ferrante…I just think she puts most other writing at the moment in the
shade. She’s marvelous. I like her so much I’m now doing something I only do when I really love
the writer: I’m only allowing myself two pages a day.”—Richard Flanagan, author of Book prize
finalist, The Narrow Road to the Deep NorthSpain “Elena Ferrante’s female characters are
genuine works of art . . . It is clear that her novel is the child of Italian neorealism and an abiding
fascination with scene.”—El PaisAbout the AuthorElena Ferrante is the author of The Days of
Abandonment (Europa, 2005), which was made into a film directed by Roberto Faenza,
Troubling Love (Europa, 2006), adapted by Mario Martone, and The Lost Daughter (Europa,
2008), soon to be a film directed by Maggie Gyllenhaal. She is also the author of Incidental
Inventions (Europa, 2019), illustrated by Andrea Ucini, Frantumaglia: A Writer’s Journey
(Europa, 2016) and a children’s picture book illustrated by Mara Cerri, The Beach at Night
(Europa, 2016). The four volumes known as the “Neapolitan quartet” (My Brilliant Friend, The
Story of a New Name, Those Who Leave and Those Who Stay, and The Story of the Lost Child)
were published by Europa Editions in English between 2012 and 2015. My Brilliant Friend, the
HBO series directed by Saverio Costanzo, premiered in 2018.Read more
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PRAISE FOR ELENA FERRANTE’S NEAPOLITAN NOVELSFROM THE UNITED
STATES“Ferrante can do a woman’s interior dialogue like no one else, with a ferocity that is
shockingly honest, unnervingly blunt.”—Minna Proctor, Booklist“Elena Ferrante’s gutsy and
compulsively readable new novel, the first of a quartet, is a terrific entry point for Americans
unfamiliar with the famously reclusive writer, whose go-for-broke tales of women’s shadow selves
—those ambivalent mothers and seething divorcées too complex or unseemly for polite society
(and most literary fiction, for that matter)—shimmer with Balzacian human detail and subtle
psychological suspense . . . The Neapolitan novels offer one of the more nuanced portraits of
feminine friendship in recent memory—from the make-up and break-up quarrels of young girls to
the way in which we carefully define ourselves against each other as teens—Ferrante wisely
balances her memoir-like emotional authenticity with a wry sociological understanding of a
society on the verge of dramatic change.”—Megan O’Grady, Vogue“Elena Ferrante will blow you
away.”—Alice Sebold, writer“My Brilliant Friend is a sweeping family-centered epic that
encompasses issues of loyalty, love, and a transforming Europe. This gorgeous novel should
bring a host of new readers to one of Italy’s most acclaimed authors.”—The Barnes and Noble
Review"[Ferrante’s Neapolitan Novels] don’t merely offer a teeming vision of working-class
Naples, with its cobblers and professors, communists and mobbed-up businessmen,
womanizing poets and downtrodden wives; they present one of modern fiction’s richest portraits
of a friendship.”—John Powers, Fresh Air, NPR"The feverish speculation about the identity of
Elena Ferrante betrays an understandable failure of imagination: it seems impossible that right
now somewhere someone sits in a room and draws up these books. Palatial and heartbreaking
beyond measure, the Neapolitan novels seem less written than they do revealed. One simply
surrenders. When the final volume appears—may that day never come!— they're bound to be
acknowledged as one of the most powerful works of art, in any medium, of our age.”—Gideon
Lewis-Kraus, author of A Sense of Direction“Ferrante tackles girlhood and friendship with
amazing force.”—Gwyneth Paltrow, actor"Ferrante draws an indelible picture of the city’s mean
streets and the poverty, violence and sameness of lives lived in the same place forever . . . She is
a fierce writer.”—Shelf Awareness"Ferrante transforms the love, separation and reunion of two
poor urban girls into the general tragedy of their city.”—The New York Times“Elena Ferrante: the
best angry woman writer ever!”—John Waters, director"Beautifully translated by Ann
Goldstein . . . Ferrante writes with a ferocious, intimate urgency that is a celebration of anger.
Ferrante is terribly good with anger, a very specific sort of wrath harbored by women, who are so
often not allowed to give voice to it. We are angry, a lot of the time, at the position we’re in—
whether it’s as wife, daughter, mother, friend—and I can think of no other woman writing who is
so swift and gorgeous in this rage, so bracingly fearless in mining fury.”—Susanna Sonnenberg,
The San Francisco Chronicle"Elena Ferrante’s The Story of a New Name. Book two in her
Naples trilogy. Two words: Read it.”—Ann Hood, writer (from Twitter)"The through-line in all of



Ferrante’s investigations, for me, is nothing less than one long, mind-and-heart-shredding howl
for the history of women (not only Neapolitan women), and its implicit j’accuse . . . Ferrante’s
effect, critics agree, is inarguable. ‘Intensely, violently personal’ and ‘brutal directness, familial
torment’ is how James Wood ventures to categorize her—descriptions that seem mild after
you’ve encountered the work.”—Joan Frank, The San Francisco Chronicle"Lila, mercurial,
unsparing, and, at the end of this first episode in a planned trilogy from Ferrante, seemingly
capable of starting a fullscale neighborhood war, is a memorable character.”—Publishers
Weekly"Ferrante’s own writing has no limits, is willing to take every thought forward to its most
radical conclusion and backwards to its most radical birthing.”—The New YorkerFROM THE
UNITED KINGDOM“The Story of a New Name, like its predecessor, is fiction of the very highest
order.”—Independent on Sunday“My Brilliant Friend, translated by Ann Goldstein, is stunning: an
intense, forensic exploration of the friendship between Lila and the story’s narrator, Elena.
Ferrante’s evocation of the working-class district of Naples where Elena and Lila first meet as
two wiry eight-yearolds is cinematic in the density of its detail.”—The Times Literary
Supplement“This is a story about friendship as a mass of roiling currents—love, envy, pity, spite,
dependency and Schadenfreude coiling around one another, tricky to untangle.”—Intelligent
Life“Elena Ferrante may be the best contemporary novelist you have never heard of. The Italian
author has written six lavishly praised novels. But she writes under a pseudonym and will not
offer herself for public consumption. Her characters likewise defy convention . . . Her prose is
crystal, and her storytelling both visceral and compelling.”—The EconomistFROM ITALY“Those
Who Leave and Those Who Stay evokes the vital flux of a heartbeat, of blood flowing through
our veins.”—La Repubblica“We don’t know who she is, but it doesn’t matter. Ferrante’s books
are enthralling self-contained monoliths that do not seek friendship but demand silent, fervid
admiration from her passionate readers . . . The thing most real in these novels is the intense,
almost osmotic relationship that unites Elena and Lila, the two girls from a neighborhood in
Naples who are the peerless protagonists of the Neapolitan novels.”—Famiglia Cristiana“Today
it is near impossible to find writers capable of bringing smells, tastes, feelings, and contradictory
passions to their pages. Elena Ferrante, alone, seems able to do it. There is no writer better
suited to composing the great Italian novel of her generation, her country, and her time.”—Il
Manifesto“Regardless of who is behind the name Elena Ferrante, the mysterious pseudonym
used by the author of the Neapolitan novels, two things are certain: she is a woman and she
knows how to describe Naples like nobody else. She does so with a style that recalls an
enchanted spider web with its expressive power and the wizardry with which it creates an entire
world.”—Huffington Post (Italy)“A marvel that is without limits and beyond genre.”—Il
Salvagente“Elena Ferrante is proving that literature can cure our present ills; it can cure the spirit
by operating as an antidote to the nervous attempts we make to see ourselves reflected in the
present-day of a country that is increasingly repellent.”—Il Mattino“My Brilliant Friend flows from
the soul like an eruption from Mount Vesuvio.”—La RepubblicaFROM AUSTRALIA“No one has a
voice quite like Ferrante’s. Her gritty, ruthlessly frank novels roar off the page with a barbed fury,



like an attack that is also a defense . . . Ferrante’s fictions are fierce, unsentimental glimpses at
the way a woman is constantly under threat, her identity submerged in marriage, eclipsed by
motherhood, mythologised by desire. Imagine if Jane Austen got angry and you’ll have some
idea of how explosive these works are.”—John Freeman, The Australian“One of the most
astounding—and mysterious—contemporary Italian novelists available in translation, Elena
Ferrante unfolds the tumultuous inner lives of women in her thrillingly menacing stories of lost
love, negligent mothers and unfulfilled desires.”—The Age“Ferrante bewitches with her tiny,
intricately drawn world . . . My Brilliant Friend journeys fearlessly into some of that murkier
psychological territory where questions of individual identity are inextricable from circumstance
and the ever-changing identities of others.”—The Melbourne Review“The Neapolitan novels
move far from contrivance, logic or respectability to ask uncomfortable questions about how we
live, how we love, how we singe an existence in a deeply flawed world that expects pretty
acquiescence from its women. In all their beauty, their ugliness, their devotion and deceit, these
girls enchant and repulse, like life, like our very selves.”—The Sydney Morning HeraldFROM
SPAIN“Elena Ferrante’s female characters are genuine works of art . . . It is clear that her novel is
the child of Italian neorealism and an abiding fascination with scene.”—El PaisEuropa
Editions214 West 29th St., Suite 1003New York NY
10001info@europaeditions.comwww.europaeditions.comThis book is a work of fiction. Any
references to historical events, real people, or real locales are used fictitiously.Copyright © 2012
by Edizioni E/OFirst publication 2013 by Europa EditionsTranslation by Ann GoldsteinOriginal
Title: Storia del nuovo cognomeTranslation copyright © 2013 by Europa EditionsAll rights
reserved, including the right of reproduction in whole or in part in any form.Cover Art by
Emanuele Ragniscowww.mekkanografici.comCover photo © Ismo Holtto/Getty ImagesElena
FerranteTHE STORY OF A NEW NAMEBOOK TWO OF THE NEAPOLITAN NOVELSTranslated
from the Italianby Ann GoldsteinINDEX OF CHARACTERS AND NOTES ON THE EVENTS OF
VOLUME I.The Cerullo family (the shoemaker’s family):Fernando Cerullo, shoemaker, Lila’s
father.Nunzia Cerullo, Lila’s mother. She is close to her daughter, but doesn’t have the authority
to support her against her father.Raffaella Cerullo, called Lina, or Lila. She was born in August,
1944, and is sixty-six when she disappears from Naples without leaving a trace. A brilliant
student, at the age of ten she writes a story titled The Blue Fairy. She leaves school after getting
her elementary-school diploma and learns to be a shoemaker.Rino Cerullo, Lila’s older brother,
also a shoemaker. With his father, Fernando, and thanks to Lila and to Stefano Carracci’s money,
he sets up the Cerullo shoe factory. He becomes engaged to Stefano’s sister, Pinuccia Carracci.
Lila’s first son bears his name, Rino.Other children.The Greco family (the porter’s family):Elena
Greco, called Lenuccia or Lenù. Born in August, 1944, she is the author of the long story we are
reading. Elena begins to write it when she learns that her childhood friend Lina Cerullo, called
Lila only by her, has disappeared. After elementary school, Elena continues to study, with
increasing success. Since childhood she has been secretly in love with Nino Sarratore.Peppe,
Gianni, and Elisa, Elena’s younger siblings.The father is a porter at the city hall.The mother is a



housewife. Her limping gait haunts Elena.The Carracci family (Don Achille’s family):Don Achille
Carracci, the ogre of fairy tales, dealer in the black market, loan shark. He was murdered.Maria
Carracci, wife of Don Achille, mother of Stefano, Pinuccia, and Alfonso. She works in the family
grocery store.Stefano Carracci, son of the deceased Don Achille, husband of Lila. He manages
the property accumulated by his father and is the proprietor, along with his sister Pinuccia,
Alfonso, and his mother, Maria, of a profitable grocery store.Pinuccia, the daughter of Don
Achille. She works in the grocery store. She is engaged to Rino, Lila’s brother.Alfonso, son of
Don Achille. He is the schoolmate of Elena. He is the boyfriend of Marisa Sarratore.The Peluso
family (the carpenter’s family):Alfredo Peluso, carpenter. Communist. Accused of killing Don
Achille, he has been convicted and is in prison.Giuseppina Peluso, wife of Alfredo. A former
worker in the tobacco factory, she is devoted to her children and her imprisoned
husband.Pasquale Peluso, older son of Alfredo and Giuseppina, construction worker, militant
Communist. He was the first to become aware of Lila’s beauty and to declare his love for her. He
detests the Solaras. He is engaged to Ada Cap-puccio.Carmela Peluso, also called Carmen,
sister of Pasquale. She is a sales clerk in a notions store. She is engaged to Enzo Scanno.Other
children.The Cappuccio family (the mad widow’s family):Melina, a relative of Nunzia Cerullo, a
widow. She washes the stairs of the apartment buildings in the old neighborhood. She was the
lover of Donato Sarratore, Nino’s father. The Sarratores left the neighborhood precisely because
of that relationship, and Melina has nearly lost her reason.Melina’s husband, who unloaded
crates in the fruit and vegetable market, and died in mysterious circumstances.Ada Cappuccio,
Melina’s daughter. As a girl she helped her mother wash the stairs. Thanks to Lila, she will be
hired as salesclerk in the Carracci’s grocery. She is engaged to Pasquale Peluso.Antonio
Cappuccio, her brother, a mechanic. He is Elena’s boyfriend and is very jealous of Nino
Sarratore.Other children.The Sarratore family (the railway-worker poet’s family):Donato
Sarratore, conductor, poet, journalist. A great womanizer, he was the lover of Melina Cappuccio.
When Elena went on vacation to Ischia, she is compelled to leave in a hurry to escape Donato’s
sexual molestations.Lidia Sarratore, wife of Donato.Nino Sarratore, the oldest of the five children
of Donato and Lidia. He hates his father. He is a brilliant student.Marisa Sarratore, sister of Nino.
She is studying, with mediocre success, to be a secretary.Pino, Clelia, and Ciro Sarratore,
younger children of Donato and Lidia.The Scanno family (the fruit-and-vegetable seller’s
family):Nicola Scanno, fruit-and-vegetable seller.Assunta Scanno, wife of Nicola.Enzo Scanno,
son of Nicola and Assunta, also a fruit-and-vegetable seller. Lila has felt a liking for him since
childhood. Their friendship begins when Enzo, during a school competition, shows an
unsuspected ability in mathematics. Enzo is engaged to Carmen Peluso.Other children.The
Solara family (the family of the owner of the Solara bar-pastry shop):Silvio Solara, owner of the
bar-pastry shop, a Camorrist tied to the illegal trafficking of the neighborhood. He was opposed
to the Cerullo shoe factory.Manuela Solara, wife of Silvio, moneylender: her red book is much
feared in the neighborhood.Marcello and Michele Solara, sons of Silvio and Manuela. Braggarts,
arrogant, they are nevertheless loved by the neighborhood girls, except Lila, of course. Marcello



is in love with Lila but she rejects him. Michele, a little younger than Marcello, is colder, more
intelligent, more violent. He is engaged to Gigliola, the daughter of the pastry maker.The
Spagnuolo family (the baker’s family):Signor Spagnuolo, pastry maker at the Solaras’ bar-pastry
shop.Rosa Spagnuolo, wife of the pastry maker.Gigliola Spagnuolo, daughter of the pastry
maker, engaged to Michele Solara.Other children.The Airota family:Airota, professor of Greek
literature.Adele, his wife.Mariarosa Airota, the older daughter, professor of art history in
Milan.Pietro Airota, student.The teachers:Maestro Ferraro, teacher and librarian.Maestra
Oliviero, teacher. She is the first to notice the potential of Lila and Elena. When Lila writes The
Blue Fairy, Elena, who likes the story a lot, and gives it to Maestra Oliviero to read. But the
teacher, angry because Lila’s parents decided not to send their daughter to middle school, never
says anything about the story. In fact, she stops concerning herself with Lila and concentrates
only on the success of Elena.Professor Gerace, high-school teacher.Professor Galiani, high-
school teacher. She is a very cultured woman and a Communist. She is immediately charmed by
Elena’s intelligence. She lends her books, protects her in the clash with the religion
teacher.Other characters:Gino, son of the pharmacist.Nella Incardo, the cousin of Maestra
Oliviero. She lives in Barano, on Ischia, and Elena stayed with her for a vacation at the
beach.Armando, medical student, son of Professor Galiani.Nadia, student, daughter of
Professor Galiani.Bruno Soccavo, friend of Nino Sarratore and son of a rich industrialist in San
Giovanni a Teduccio, near Naples.Franco Mari, student.1.In the spring of 1966, Lila, in a state of
great agitation, entrusted to me a metal box that contained eight notebooks. She said that she
could no longer keep them at home, she was afraid her husband might read them. I carried off
the box without comment, apart from some ironic allusions to the excessive amount of string she
had tied around it. At that time our relationship was terrible, but it seemed that only I considered
it that way. The rare times we saw each other, she showed no embarrassment, only affection; a
hostile word never slipped out.When she asked me to swear that I wouldn’t open the box for any
reason, I swore. But as soon as I was on the train I untied the string, took out the notebooks,
began to read. It wasn’t a diary, although there were detailed accounts of the events of her life,
starting with the end of elementary school. Rather, it seemed evidence of a stubborn self-
discipline in writing. The pages were full of descriptions: the branch of a tree, the ponds, a stone,
a leaf with its white veinings, the pots in the kitchen, the various parts of a coffeemaker, the
brazier, the coal and bits of coal, a highly detailed map of the courtyard, the broad avenue of
stradone, the rusting iron structure beyond the ponds, the gardens and the church, the cut of the
vegetation alongside the railway, the new buildings, her parents’ house, the tools her father and
her brother used to repair shoes, their gestures when they worked, and above all colors, the
colors of every object at different times of the day. But there were not only pages of description.
Isolated words appeared, in dialect and in Italian, sometimes circled, without comment. And
Latin and Greek translation exercises. And entire passages in English on the neighborhood
shops and their wares, on the cart loaded with fruit and vegetables that Enzo Scanno took
through the streets every day, leading the mule by the halter. And many observations on the



books she read, the films she saw in the church hall. And many of the ideas that she had
asserted in the discussions with Pasquale, in the talks she and I used to have. Of course, the
progress was sporadic, but whatever Lila captured in writing assumed importance, so that even
in the pages written when she was eleven or twelve there was not a single line that sounded
childish.Usually the sentences were extremely precise, the punctuation meticulous, the
handwriting elegant, just as Maestra Oliviero had taught us. But at times, as if a drug had
flooded her veins, Lila seemed unable to bear the order she had imposed on herself. Everything
then became breathless, the sentences took on an overexcited rhythm, the punctuation
disappeared. In general it didn’t take long for her to return to a clear, easy pace. But it might also
happen that she broke off abruptly and filled the rest of the page with little drawings of twisted
trees, humped, smoking mountains, grim faces. I was entranced by both the order and the
disorder, and the more I read, the more deceived I felt. How much practice there was behind the
letter she had sent me on Ischia years earlier: that was why it was so well written. I put
everything back in the box, promising myself not to become inquisitive again.But I soon gave in—
the notebooks exuded the force of seduction that Lila had given off since she was a child. She
had treated the neighborhood, her family, the Solaras, Stefano, every person or thing with
ruthless accuracy. And what to say of the liberty she had taken with me, with what I said, with
what I thought, with the people I loved, with my very physical appearance. She had fixed
moments that were decisive for her without worrying about anything or anyone. Here vividly was
the pleasure she had felt when at ten she wrote her story, The Blue Fairy. Here just as vivid was
what she had suffered when our teacher Maestra Oliviero hadn’t deigned to say a single word
about that story, in fact had ignored it. Here was the suffering and the fury because I had gone to
middle school, neglecting her, abandoning her. Here the excitement with which she had learned
to repair shoes, the desire to prove herself that had induced her to design new shoes, and the
pleasure of completing the first pair with her brother Rino. Here the pain when Fernando, her
father, had said that the shoes weren’t well made. There was everything, in those pages, but
especially hatred for the Solara brothers, the fierce determination with which she had rejected
the love of the older, Marcello, and the moment when she had decided, instead, to marry the
gentle Stefano Carracci, the grocer, who out of love had wanted to buy the first pair of shoes she
had made, vowing that he would keep them forever. Ah, the wonderful moment when, at fifteen,
she had felt herself a rich and elegant lady, on the arm of her fiancé, who, all because he loved
her, had invested a lot of money in her father and brother’s shoe business: Cerullo shoes. And
how much satisfaction she had felt: the shoes of her imagination in large part realized, a house
in the new neighborhood, marriage at sixteen. And what a lavish wedding, how happy she was.
Then Marcello Solara, with his brother Michele, had appeared in the middle of the festivities,
wearing on his feet the very shoes that her husband had said were so dear to him. Her husband.
What sort of man had she married? Now, when it was all over, would the false face be torn off,
revealing the horribly true one underneath? Questions, and the facts, without embellishment, of
our poverty. I devoted myself to those pages, for days, for weeks. I studied them. I ended up



learning by heart the passages I liked, the ones that thrilled me, the ones that hypnotized me,
the ones that humiliated me. Behind their naturalness was surely some artifice, but I couldn’t
discover what it was.Finally, one evening in November, exasperated, I went out carrying the box.
I couldn’t stand feeling Lila on me and in me, even now that I was esteemed myself, even now
that I had a life outside of Naples. I stopped on the Solferino bridge to look at the lights filtered
through a cold mist. I placed the box on the parapet, and pushed it slowly, a little at a time, until it
fell into the river, as if it were her, Lila in person, plummeting, with her thoughts, words, the
malice with which she struck back at anyone, the way she appropriated me, as she did every
person or thing or event or thought that touched her: books and shoes, sweetness and violence,
the marriage and the wedding night, the return to the neighborhood in the new role of Signora
Raffaella Carracci.2.I couldn’t believe that Stefano, so kind, so in love, had given Marcello Solara
the vestige of the child Lila, the evidence of her work on the shoes she had designed.I forgot
about Alfonso and Marisa, who, sitting at the table, were talking to each other, eyes shining. I
paid no more attention to my mother’s drunken laughter. The music faded, along with the voice
of the singer, the dancing couples, and Antonio, who had gone out to the terrace and,
overwhelmed by jealousy, was standing outside the glass door staring at the violet city, the sea.
Even the image of Nino, who had just left the room like an archangel without annunciations, grew
faint. Now I saw only Lila, speaking animatedly into Stefano’s ear, she very pale in her wedding
dress, he unsmiling, a white patch of unease running over his flushed face from his forehead to
his eyes like a Carnival mask. What was happening, what would happen? My friend tugged her
husband’s arm with both hands. She used all her strength, and I who knew her thoroughly felt
that if she could she would have wrenched it from his body, crossed the room holding it high
above her head, blood dripping in her train, and she would have used it as a club or a donkey’s
jawbone to crush Marcello’s face with a solid blow. Ah yes, she would have done it, and at the
idea my heart pounded furiously, my throat became dry. Then she would have dug out the eyes
of both men, she would have torn the flesh from the bones of their faces, she would have bitten
them. Yes, yes, I felt that I wanted that, I wanted it to happen. An end of love and of that
intolerable celebration, no embraces in a bed in Amalfi. Immediately shatter everything and
every person in the neighborhood, tear them to pieces, Lila and I, go and live far away,
lightheartedly descending together all the steps of humiliation, alone, in unknown cities. It
seemed to me the just conclusion to that day. If nothing could save us, not money, not a male
body, and not even studying, we might as well destroy everything immediately. Her rage
expanded in my breast, a force that was mine and not mine, filling me with the pleasure of losing
myself. I wished that that force would overflow. But I realized that I was also afraid of it. I
understood only later that I can be quietly unhappy, because I’m incapable of violent reactions, I
fear them, I prefer to be still, cultivating resentment. Not Lila. When she left her seat, she got up
so decisively that the table shook, along with the silverware on the dirty plates; a glass was
overturned. As Stefano hurried mechanically to cut off the tongue of wine that was heading
toward Signora Solara’s dress, Lila went out quickly through a side door, jerking her dress away



whenever it got caught.I thought of running after her, grabbing her hand, whispering to her let’s
get out, out of here. But I didn’t move. Stefano moved, after a moment of uncertainty, and,
making his way among the dancing couples, joined her.I looked around. Everyone realized that
something had upset the bride. But Marcello continued to chat in a conspiratorial way with Rino,
as if it were normal for him to have those shoes on his feet. The increasingly lewd toasts of the
metal merchant continued. Those who felt at the bottom of the hierarchy of tables and guests
went on struggling to put a good face on things. In other words, no one except me seemed to
realize that the marriage that had just been celebrated—and that would probably last until the
death of the spouses, among the births of many children, many more grandchildren, joys and
sorrows, silver and gold wedding anniversaries—that for Lila, no matter what her husband did in
his attempt to be forgiven, that marriage was already over.3.At first the events disappointed me. I
sat with Alfonso and Marisa, paying no attention to their conversation. I waited for signs of revolt,
but nothing happened. To be inside Lila’s head was, as usual, difficult: I didn’t hear her shouting,
I didn’t hear her threatening. Stefano reappeared half an hour later, very friendly. He had
changed his clothes; the white patch on his forehead and around his eyes had vanished. He
strolled about among friends and relatives waiting for his wife to arrive, and when she returned to
the hall not in her wedding dress but in her traveling outfit, a pastel-blue suit, with very pale
buttons, and a blue hat, he joined her immediately. Lila distributed sugared almonds to the
children, taking them from a crystal bowl with a silver spoon, then she moved among the tables
handing out the wedding favors, first to her relatives, then to Stefano’s. She ignored the entire
Solara family and even her brother Rino, who asked her with an anxious half-smile: Don’t you
love me anymore? She didn’t answer, but gave the wedding favor to Pinuccia. She had an
absent gaze, her cheekbones appeared more prominent than usual. When she got to me, she
distractedly handed me, without even a smile of complicity, the white tulle-wrapped ceramic
basket full of sugared almonds.The Solaras were irritated by that discourtesy, but Stefano made
up for it, embracing them one by one, with a pleasant, soothing expression, and murmuring,
“She’s tired, be patient.”He kissed Rino, too, on the cheeks, but his brother-in-law gave a sign of
displeasure, and I heard him say, “It’s not tiredness, Ste’, she was born twisted and I’m sorry for
you.”Stefano answered seriously, “Twisted things get straightened out.”Afterward I saw him hurry
after his wife, who was already at the door, while the orchestra spewed drunken sounds and
people crowded around for the final goodbyes.No rupture, then, we would not run away together
through the streets of the world. I imagined the newlyweds, handsome, elegant, getting into the
convertible. Soon they would be on the Amalfi coast, in a luxurious hotel, and every
bloodcurdling insult would have changed into a bad mood that was easily erased. No second
thoughts. Lila had detached herself from me definitively and—it suddenly seemed to me—the
distance was in fact greater than I had imagined. She wasn’t only married, her submission to
conjugal rites would not be limited merely to sleeping with a man every night. There was
something I hadn’t understood, which at that moment seemed to me obvious. Lila—bowing to
the fact that some business arrangement or other between her husband and Marcello had been



sealed by her girlish labors—had admitted that she cared about him more than any other person
or thing. If she had already yielded, if she had already swallowed that insult, her bond with
Stefano must truly be strong. She loved him, she loved him like the girls in the photonovels. For
her whole life she would sacrifice to him every quality of her own, and he wouldn’t even be aware
of the sacrifice, he would be surrounded by the wealth of feeling, intelligence, imagination that
were hers, without knowing what to do with them, he would ruin them. I, I thought, am not
capable of loving anyone like that, not even Nino, all I know is how to get along with books. And
for a fraction of a second I saw myself identical to a dented bowl in which my sister Elisa used to
feed a stray cat, until he disappeared, and the bowl stood empty, gathering dust on the landing.
At that point, with a sharp sense of anguish, I felt sure that I had ventured too far. I must go back,
I said to myself, I should be like Carmela, Ada, Gigliola, Lila herself. Accept the neighborhood,
expel pride, punish presumption, stop humiliating the people who love me. When Alfonso and
Marisa went off to meet Nino, I, making a large detour to avoid my mother, joined my boyfriend
on the terrace.My dress was too light: the sun had gone, it was beginning to get cold. As soon as
he saw me, Antonio lit a cigarette and pretended to look at the sea again.“Let’s go,” I said.“Go
yourself, with Sarratore’s son.”“I want to go with you.”“You’re a liar.”“Why?”“Because if he wanted
you, you would leave me here without so much as a goodbye.”It was true, but it enraged me that
he said it so openly, heedless of the words. I hissed, “If you don’t understand that I’m here
running the risk that at any moment my mother might show up and start hitting me because of
you, then it means that you’re thinking only of yourself, that I don’t matter to you at all.”He heard
scarcely any dialect in my voice, he noted the long sentence, the subjunctives, and he lost his
temper. He threw away the cigarette, grabbed me by the wrist with a barely controlled force and
cried—a cry locked in his throat—that he was there for me, only for me, that it was I who had told
him to stay near me in the church and at the celebration, yes, I, and you made me swear, he
gasped, swear, you said, that you won’t ever leave me alone, and so I had a suit made, and I’m
deep in debt to Signora Solara, and to please you, to do as you asked, I didn’t spend even a
minute with my mother or my sisters and brothers: and what is my reward, my reward is that you
treat me like shit, you talk the whole time to the poet’s son and humiliate me in front of my
friends, you make me look ridiculous, because to you I’m no one, because you’re so educated
and I’m not, because I don’t understand the things you say, and it’s true, it’s very true that I don’t
understand you, but God damn it, Lenù, look at me, look me in the face: you think you can order
me around, you think I’m not capable of saying That’s enough, and yet you’re wrong, you know
everything, but you don’t know that if you go out of that door with me now, if now I tell you O.K.
and we go out, but then I discover that you see that jerk Nino Sarratore at school, and who
knows where else, I’ll kill you, Lenù, so think about it, leave me here this minute, he said in
despair, leave me, because it’s better for you, and meanwhile he looked at me, his eyes red and
very large, and uttered the words with his mouth wide open, shouting at me without shouting, his
nostrils flaring, black, and in his face such suffering that I thought Maybe he’s hurting himself
inside, because the words, shouted in his throat like that, in his chest, but without exploding in



the air, are like bits of sharp iron piercing his lungs and his pharynx.I had a confused need for
that aggression. The vise on my wrist, the fear that he would hit me, that river of painful words
ended by consoling me: it seemed to me that at least he valued me.“You’re hurting me,” I
muttered.He slowly relaxed his grip, but remained staring at me with his mouth open. The skin of
my wrist was turning purple, giving him weight and authority, anchoring me to him.“What do you
choose?” he asked.“I want to stay with you,” I said, but sullenly.He closed his mouth, his eyes
filled with tears, he looked at the sea to give himself time to suppress them.Soon afterward we
were in the street. We didn’t wait for Pasquale, Enzo, the girls, we didn’t say goodbye to anyone.
The most important thing was not to be seen by my mother, so we slipped away on foot; by now
it was dark. For a while we walked beside each other without touching, then Antonio hesitantly
put an arm around my shoulders. He wanted me to understand that he expected to be forgiven,
as if he were the guilty one. Because he loved me, he had decided to consider the hours that,
right before his eyes, I had spent with Nino, seducing and seduced, a time of hallucinations.“Did
I leave a bruise?” he asked, trying to take my wrist.I didn’t answer. He grasped my shoulder with
his broad hand, I made a movement of annoyance that immediately caused him to relax his grip.
He waited, I waited. When he tried again to send out that signal of surrender, I put an arm around
his waist.4.We kissed without stopping, behind a tree, in the doorway of a building, along dark
alleys. We took a bus, then another, and reached the station. We went toward the ponds on foot,
still kissing each other on the nearly deserted street that skirted the railroad tracks.I was hot,
even though my dress was light and the cold of the evening pierced the heat of my skin with
sudden shivers. Every so often Antonio clung to me in the shadows, embracing me with such
ardor that it hurt. His lips were burning, and the heat of his mouth kindled my thoughts and my
imagination. Maybe Lila and Stefano, I said to myself, are already in the hotel. Maybe they’re
having dinner. Maybe they’re getting ready for the night. Ah, to sleep next to a man, not to be
cold. I felt Antonio’s tongue moving around my mouth and while he pressed my breasts through
the material of my dress, I touched his sex through the pocket of his pants.The black sky was
stained with pale clouds of stars. The ponds’ odor of moss and putrid earth was yielding to the
sweeter scents of spring. The grass was wet, the water abruptly hiccupped, as if an acorn had
fallen in it, a rock, a frog. We took a path we knew well, which led to a stand of dead trees, with
slender trunks and broken branches. A little farther on was the old canning factory, with its caved-
in roof, all iron beams and fragments of metal. I felt an urgency of pleasure, something that drew
me from inside like a smooth strip of velvet. I wanted desire to find a violent satisfaction, capable
of shattering that whole day. I felt it rubbing, caressing and pricking at the base of my stomach,
stronger than it had ever been. Antonio spoke words of love in dialect, he spoke them in my
mouth, on my neck, insisting. I was silent, I was always silent during those encounters, I only
sighed.“Tell me you love me,” he begged.“Yes.”“Tell me.”“Yes.”I said nothing else. I embraced
him, I clasped him to me with all my strength. I would have liked to be caressed and kissed over
every inch of my body, I felt the need to be rubbed, bitten, I wanted my breath to fail. He pushed
me a little away from him and slid a hand into my bra as he continued to kiss me. But it wasn’t



enough for me, that night it was too little. All the contact that we had had up to that minute, that
he had imposed on me with caution and that I had accepted with equal caution, now seemed to
me inadequate, uncomfortable, too quick. Yet I didn’t know how to tell him that I wanted more, I
didn’t have the words. In each of our secret meetings we celebrated a silent rite, stage by stage.
He caressed my breasts, he lifted my skirt, he touched me between the legs, and meanwhile he
pushed against me, like a signal, the convulsion of tender flesh and cartilage and veins and
blood that vibrated in his pants. But that night I delayed pulling out his sex; I knew that as soon
as I did he would forget about me, he would stop touching me. Breasts, hips, bottom, pubis
would no longer occupy him, he would be concentrated only on my hand, in fact he would
tighten his around it to encourage me to move it with the right rhythm. Then he would get out his
handkerchief and keep it ready for the moment when a light rattling sound would come from his
mouth and from his penis his dangerous liquid. Finally he would draw back, slightly dazed,
perhaps embarrassed, and we would go home. A habitual conclusion, which I now felt a
confused need to change: I didn’t care about being pregnant without being married, I didn’t care
about the sin, the divine overseers nesting in the cosmos above us, the Holy Spirit or any of his
stand-ins, and Antonio felt this and was disoriented. While he kissed me, with growing agitation,
he tried repeatedly to bring my hand down, but I pulled it away, I pushed my pubis against his
fingers, I pushed hard and repeatedly, with drawn-out sighs. Then he withdrew his hand, he tried
to unbutton his pants.“Wait,” I said.I drew him toward the skeleton of the canning factory. It was
darker there, more sheltered, but I could hear the wary rustling of scampering mice. My heart
began to beat hard, I was afraid of the place, of myself, of the craving that possessed me to
obliterate from my manners and from my voice the sense of alienation that I had discovered a
few hours earlier. I wanted to return, and sink into that neighborhood, to be as I had been. I
wanted to throw away studying, the notebooks full of exercises. Exercising for what, after all.
What I could become outside of Lila’s shadow counted for nothing. What was I compared with
her in her wedding dress, with her in the convertible, the blue hat and the pastel suit? What was
I, here with Antonio, secretly, in this rusting ruin, with the scurrying rats, my skirt raised over my
hips, my underpants lowered, yearning and anguished and guilty, while she lay naked, with
languid detachment, on linen sheets, in a hotel that looked out on the sea, and let Stefano
violate her, enter her completely, give her his seed, impregnate her legitimately and without
fear? What was I as Antonio fumbled with his pants and placed his gross male flesh between my
legs, against my naked sex, and clutching my buttocks rubbed against me, moving back and
forth, panting? I didn’t know. I knew only that I was not what I wanted at that moment. It wasn’t
enough for him to rub against me. I wanted to be penetrated, I wanted to tell Lila when she
returned: I’m not a virgin, either, what you do I do, you can’t leave me behind. So I held Antonio
tight around his neck and kissed him, I stood on tiptoe, I sought his sex with mine, I sought it
wordlessly, by trial and error. He realized it and helped me with his hand, I felt him entering just a
little, I trembled with curiosity and fear. But I also felt the effort he was making to stop, to keep
from pushing with all the violence that had been smoldering for an entire afternoon and surely



was still. He was about to stop, I realized, and I pressed against him to persuade him to
continue.But with a deep breath Antonio pushed me away and said in dialect, “No, Lenù, I want
to do it the way it’s done with a wife, not like this.”He grabbed my right hand, brought it to his sex
with a kind of repressed sob, and I resigned myself to masturbating him.Afterward, as we were
leaving the ponds, he said uneasily that he respected me and didn’t want to make me do
something that I would later regret, not in that place, not in that dirty and careless way. He spoke
as if it were he who had gone too far, and maybe he believed that. I didn’t utter a single word the
whole way, and said goodbye with relief. When I knocked on the door, my mother opened it and,
in vain restrained by my brothers and sister, without yelling, without a word of reproach, began
hitting me. My glasses flew to the floor and immediately I shouted with bitter joy, and not a hint of
dialect, “See what you’ve done? You’ve broken my glasses and now because of you I can’t
study, I’m not going to school anymore.”My mother froze, even the hand she had struck me with
remained still in the air, like the blade of an axe.Elisa, my little sister, picked up the glasses and
said softly, “Here, Lenù, they’re not broken.”5.I was overcome by an exhaustion that, no matter
how much I rested, wouldn’t go away. For the first time, I skipped school. I was absent, I think, for
some two weeks, and not even to Antonio did I say that I couldn’t stand it anymore, I wanted to
stop. I left home at the usual time, and wandered all morning through the city. I learned a lot
about Naples in that period. I rummaged among the used books in the stalls of Port’Alba,
unwillingly absorbing titles and authors’ names, and continued toward Toledo and the sea. Or I
climbed the Vomero on Via Salvator Rosa, went up to San Martino, came back down by the
Petraio. Or I explored the Doganella, went to the cemetery, wandered on the silent paths, read
the names of the dead. Sometimes idle young men, stupid old men, even respectable middle-
aged men pursued me with obscene offers. I quickened my pace, eyes lowered, I escaped,
sensing danger, but didn’t stop. In fact the more I skipped school the bigger the hole that those
long mornings of wandering made in the net of scholastic obligations that had imprisoned me
since I was six years old. At the proper time I went home and no one suspected that I, I, had not
gone to school. I spent the afternoon reading novels, then I hurried to the ponds, to Antonio, who
was very happy that I was so available. He would have liked to ask if I had seen Sarratore’s son. I
read the question in his eyes, but he didn’t dare ask, he was afraid of a quarrel, he was afraid
that I would get angry and deny him those few minutes of pleasure. He embraced me, to feel me
compliant against his body, to chase away any doubt. At those moments he dismissed the
possibility that I could insult him by also seeing that other.He was wrong: in reality, although I felt
guilty, I thought only of Nino. I wanted to see him, talk to him, and on the other hand I was afraid
to. I was afraid that he would humiliate me with his superiority. I was afraid that one way or
another he would return to the reasons that the article about my quarrel with the religion teacher
hadn’t been published. I was afraid that he would report to me the cruel judgments of the editors.
I couldn’t have borne it. While I drifted through the city, and at night, in bed, when I couldn’t sleep
and felt my inadequacy with utter clarity, I preferred to believe that my text had been rejected for
pure and simple lack of space. Let it diminish, fade. But it was hard. I hadn’t been equal to Nino’s



brilliance, and so I couldn’t stay with him, be listened to, tell him my thoughts. What thoughts,
after all? I didn’t have any. Better to eliminate myself—no more books, grades, praise. I hoped to
forget everything, slowly: the notions that crowded my head, the languages living and dead,
Italian itself that rose now to my lips even with my sister and brothers. It’s Lila’s fault, I thought, if I
started down this path, I have to forget her, too: Lila always knew what she wanted and got it; I
don’t want anything, I’m made of nothing. I hoped to wake in the morning without desires. Once I
was emptied—I imagined—the affection of Antonio, my affection for him will be enough.Then
one day, on the way home, I met Pinuccia, Stefano’s sister. I learned from her that Lila had
returned from her honeymoon and had had a big lunch to celebrate the engagement of her
sister-in-law and her brother.“You and Rino are engaged?” I asked, feigning surprise.“Yes,” she
said, radiant, and showed me the ring he had given her.I remember that while Pinuccia was
talking I had a single, twisted thought: Lila had a party at her new house and didn’t invite me, but
it’s better that way, I’m glad, stop comparing myself to her, I don’t want to see her anymore. Only
when every detail of the engagement had been examined did I ask, hesitantly, about my friend.
With a treacherous half smile, Pinuccia offered a formula in dialect: she’s learning. I didn’t ask
what. When I got home I slept for the whole afternoon.The next morning I went out at seven as
usual to go to school, or, rather, to pretend to go to school. I had just crossed the stradone, when
I saw Lila get out of the convertible and enter our courtyard without even turning to say goodbye
to Stefano, who was at the wheel. She had dressed with care, and wore large dark glasses, even
though there was no sun. I was struck by a scarf of blue voile that she had knotted in such a way
that it covered her lips, too. I thought resentfully that this was her new style—not Jackie Kennedy
but, rather, the mysterious lady we had imagined we would become ever since we were children.
I kept going without calling to her.After a few steps, however, I turned back, not with a clear
intention but because I couldn’t help it. My heart was pounding, my feelings were confused.
Maybe I wanted to ask her to tell me to my face that our friendship was over. Maybe I wanted to
cry out that I, too, had decided to stop studying and get married—to go and live at Antonio’s
house with his mother and his brothers and sisters, wash the stairs like Melina the madwoman. I
crossed the courtyard quickly, I saw her go in the entranceway that led to her mother-in-law’s
apartment. I started up the stairs, the same ones we had climbed together as children when we
went to ask Don Achille to give us our dolls. I called her, she turned.“You’re back,” I
said.“Yes.”“Why didn’t you tell me?”“I didn’t want you to see me.”“Others can see you and not
me?”“I don’t care about others, I do care about you.”I looked at her uncertainly. What was I not
supposed to see? I climbed the stairs that separated us and delicately pulled aside the scarf,
raised the sunglasses.6.I do it again now, in my imagination, as I begin to tell the story of her
honeymoon, not only as she told it to me there on the landing but as I read it later, in her
notebooks. I had been unjust to her, I had wished to believe in an easy surrender on her part to
be able to humiliate her as I felt humiliated when Nino left the reception; I had wished to diminish
her in order not to feel her loss. There she is, instead, the reception now over, shut up in the
convertible, the blue hat, the pastel suit. Her eyes were burning with rage and as soon as the car



started she blasted Stefano with the most intolerable words and phrases of our
neighborhood.He swallowed the insults in his usual way, with a faint smile, not saying a word,
and finally she was silent. But the silence didn’t last. Lila started again calmly, but panting
slightly. She told him that she wouldn’t stay in that car a minute longer, that it disgusted her to
breathe the air that he breathed, that she wanted to get out, immediately. Stefano saw the
disgust in her face, yet he continued to drive, without saying anything, so she raised her voice
again to make him stop. Then he pulled over, but when Lila tried to open the door he grabbed
her firmly by the wrist.“Now listen to me,” he said softly. “There are serious reasons for what
happened.”He explained to her in placid tones how it went. To keep the shoe factory from closing
down before it even opened its doors, he had found it necessary to enter into a partnership with
Silvio Solara and his sons, who alone could insure not only that the shoes were placed in the
best shops in the city but that in the fall a shop selling Cerullo shoes exclusively would open in
Piazza dei Martiri.“What do I care about your necessities,” Lila interrupted him, struggling to get
free.“My necessities are yours, you’re my wife.”“I? I’m nothing to you, nor are you to me. Let go of
my arm.”Stefano let go of her arm.“Your father and brother are nothing, either?”“Wash your
mouth out when you talk about them, you’re not fit to even mention their names.”But Stefano did
mention their names. He said that it was Francesco himself who had wanted to make the
agreement with Silvio Solara. He said that the biggest obstacle had been Marcello, who was
extremely angry at Lila, at the whole Cerullo family, and, especially, at Pasquale, Antonio, and
Enzo, who had smashed his car and beaten him up. He said that Rino had calmed him down,
that it had taken a lot of patience, and so when Marcello had said, then I want the shoes that
Lina made, Rino had said O.K., take the shoes.It was a bad moment, Lila felt as if she’d been
stabbed in the chest. But just the same she cried, “And you, what did you do?”Stefano had a
moment of embarrassment.“What was I supposed to do? Fight with your brother, ruin your
family, start a war against your friends, lose all the money I invested?”To Lila, every word, in both
tone and content, seemed a hypocritical admission of guilt. She didn’t even let him finish, but
began hitting him on the shoulder with her fists, yelling, “So even you, you said O.K., you went
and got the shoes, you gave them to him?”Stefano let her go on, but when she tried again to
open the door and escape he said to her coldly, Calm down. Lila turned suddenly: calm down
after he had thrown the blame on her father and brother, calm down when all three had treated
her like an old rag, a rag for wiping up the floor. I don’t want to calm down, she shouted, you
piece of shit, take me home right now, repeat what you just said in front of those two other shit
men. And only when she uttered that expression in dialect, shit men, uommen’e mmerd, did she
notice that she had broken the barrier of her husband’s measured tones. A second afterward
Stefano struck her in the face with his strong hand, a violent slap that seemed to her an
explosion of truth. She winced, startled by the painful burning of her cheek. She looked at him,
incredulous, while he started the car and said, in a voice that for the first time since he had
begun to court her was not calm, that in fact trembled, “See what you’ve made me do? See how
you go too far?”“We’ve been wrong about everything,” she murmured.But Stefano denied it



decisively, as if he refused even to consider that possibility, and he made a long speech, part
threat-ening, part didactic, part pathetic.He said, more or less, “We haven’t been wrong about
anything, Lina, we just have to get a few things straight. Your name is no longer Cerullo. You are
Signora Carracci and you must do as I say. I know, you’re not practical, you don’t know what
business is, you think I find money lying on the ground. But it’s not like that. I have to make
money every day, I have to put it where it can grow. You designed the shoes, your father and
brother are good workers, but the three of you together aren’t capable of making money grow.
The Solaras are, and so—please listen to me—I don’t give a damn if you don’t like those people.
Marcello is repulsive to me, too, and when he looks at you, even so much as out of the corner of
his eye, when I think of the things he said about you, I feel like sticking a knife in his stomach. But
if he is useful for making money, then he becomes my best friend. And you know why? Because
if we don’t make money we don’t have this car, I can’t buy you that dress, we lose the house with
everything in it, in the end you can’t act the lady, and our children grow up like the children of
beggars. So just try saying again what you said tonight and I will ruin that beautiful face of yours
so that you can’t go out of the house. You understand? Answer me.”Lila’s eyes narrowed to
cracks. Her cheek had turned purple, but otherwise she was very pale. She didn’t answer
him.7.They reached Amalfi in the evening. Neither had ever been to a hotel, and they were
embarrassed and ill at ease. Stefano was especially intimidated by the vaguely mocking tones of
the receptionist and, without meaning to, assumed a subservient attitude. When he realized it,
he covered his discomfiture with brusque manners, and his ears flushed merely at the request to
show his documents. Meanwhile the porter appeared, a man in his fifties with a thin mustache,
but Stefano refused his help, as if he were a thief, then, thinking better of it, disdainfully gave him
a large tip, even though he didn’t take advantage of his services. Lila followed her husband as he
carried the suitcases up the stairs and—she told me—for the first time had the impression that
somewhere along the way she had lost the youth she had married that morning, and was in the
company of a stranger. Was Stefano really so broad, his legs short and fat, his arms long, his
knuckles white? To whom had she bound herself forever? The rage that had overwhelmed her
during the journey gave way to anxiety.Once they were in the room he made an effort to be
affectionate again, but he was tired and still unnerved by the slap he had had to give her. He
assumed an artificial tone. He praised the room, it was very spacious, opened the French
window, went out on the balcony, said to her, Come and smell the fragrant air, look how the sea
sparkles. But she was seeking a way out of that trap, and, distracted, shook her head no, she
was cold. Stefano immediately closed the window, and remarked that if they wanted to take a
walk and eat outside they’d better put on something warmer, saying, Just in case get me a vest,
as if they had already been living together for many years and she knew how to dig expertly in
the suitcases, to pull out a vest for him exactly as she would have found a sweater for herself.
Lila seemed to agree, but in fact she didn’t open the suitcases, she took out neither sweater nor
vest. She immediately went out into the corridor, she didn’t want to stay in the room a minute
longer. He followed her muttering: I’m also fine like this, but I’m worried about you, you’ll catch



cold.They wandered around Amalfi, to the cathedral, up the steps and back down again, to the
fountain. Stefano now tried to amuse her, but being amusing had never been his strong point,
sentimental tones suited him better, or the sententious phrases of the mature man who knows
what he wants. Lila barely responded, and in the end her husband confined himself to pointing
out this and that, exclaiming, Look. But she, who in other times would have appreciated every
stone, wasn’t interested in the beauty of the narrow streets or the scents of the gardens or the
art and history of Amalfi, or, especially, the voice of her husband, who kept saying, tiresomely,
Beautiful, isn’t it?Soon Lila began to tremble, but not because she was particularly cold; it was
nerves. He realized it and proposed that they return to the hotel, even venturing a remark like:
Then we can hug each other and get warm. But she wanted to keep walking, on and on, until,
overcome by weariness, and though she wasn’t at all hungry, she entered a restaurant, without
consulting him. Stefano followed her patiently.They ordered all kinds of things, ate almost
nothing, drank a lot of wine. At a certain point he could no longer hold back, and asked if she
was still angry. Lila shook her head no, and it was true. At that question, she herself was amazed
not to feel the least rancor toward the Solaras, or her father and brother, or Stefano. Everything
had rapidly changed in her mind. Suddenly, she didn’t care at all about the shoes; in fact she
couldn’t understand why she had been so enraged at seeing them on Marcello’s feet. Now,
instead, the broad wedding band that gleamed on her ring finger frightened and distressed her.
In disbelief, she retraced the day: the church, the ceremony, the celebration. What have I done,
she thought, dazed by wine, and what is this gold circle, this glittering zero I’ve stuck my finger
in. Stefano had one, too, and it shone amid the black hairs, hairy fingers, as the books said. She
remembered him in his bathing suit, as she had seen him at the beach. The broad chest, the
large kneecaps, like overturned pots. There was not the smallest detail that, once recalled,
revealed to her any charm. He was a being, now, with whom she felt she could share nothing
and yet there he was, in his jacket and tie, he moved his fat lips and scratched the fleshy lobe of
an ear and kept sticking his fork in something on her plate to taste it. He had little or nothing to
do with the seller of cured meats who had attracted her, with the ambitious, self-confident, but
well-mannered youth, with the bridegroom of that morning in church. He revealed white jaws, a
red tongue in the dark hole of his mouth: something in and around him had broken. At that table,
amid the coming and going of the waiters, everything that had brought her here to Amalfi
seemed without any logical coherence and yet unbearably real. Thus, while the face of that
unrecognizable being lighted up at the idea that the storm had passed, that she had understood
his reasons, that she had accepted them, that he could finally talk to her about his big plans, she
suddenly had the idea of stealing a knife from the table to stick in his throat when, in the room,
he tried to deflower her.In the end she didn’t do it. Since in that restaurant, at that table, to her
wine-fogged mind, her entire marriage, from the wedding dress to the ring, had turned out to
make no sense, it also seemed to her that any possible sexual demand on Stefano’s part would
make no sense, above all to him. So at first she contemplated how to get the knife (she took the
napkin off her lap, covered the knife with it, placed both back on her lap, prepared to drop the



knife in her purse, and put the napkin back on the table), then she gave it up. The screws holding
together her new condition of wife, the restaurant, Amalfi, seemed to her so loose that at the end
of dinner Stefano’s voice no longer reached her, in her ears there was only a clamor of objects,
living beings, and thoughts, without definition.On the street, he started talking again about the
good side of the Solaras. They knew, he told her, important people in the city government, they
had ties to the parties, the monarchists, the Fascists. He liked to speak as if he really understood
something about the Solaras’ dealings, he took a knowing tone, he said emphatically: Politics is
ugly but it’s important for making money. Lila remembered the discussions she had had with
Pasquale in earlier times, and even the ones she’d had with Stefano during their engagement,
the plan to separate themselves completely from their parents, from the abuses and hypocrisies
and cruelties of the past. He said yes, she thought, he said he agreed, but he wasn’t listening to
me. Who did I talk to. I don’t know this person, I don’t know who he is.And yet when he took her
hand and whispered that he loved her, she didn’t pull away. Maybe she planned to make him
think that everything was in order, that they really were bride and groom on their honeymoon, in
order to wound him more profoundly when she told him, with all the disgust she felt in her
stomach: to get into bed with the hotel porter or with you—you both have smoke-yellowed fingers
—it’s the same revolting thing to me. Or maybe—and this I think is more likely—she was too
frightened and by now was striving to delay every reaction.As soon as they were in the room, he
tried to kiss her, and she recoiled. Gravely, she opened the suitcase, took out her nightgown,
gave her husband his pajamas. That attention made him smile happily at her, and he tried again
to grab her. But she shut herself in the bathroom.Alone, she washed her face for a long time to
get rid of the stupor from the wine, the impression of a world that had lost its contours. She didn’t
succeed; rather, the feeling that her very gestures lacked coordination intensified. What can I do,
she thought. Stay locked in here all night. And then.She was sorry that she hadn’t taken the
knife: for a moment, in fact, she believed that she had, then was forced to admit she hadn’t.
Sitting on the edge of the bathtub, she compared it appreciatively with the one in the new house,
thinking that hers was nicer. Her towels, too, were of a higher quality. Hers? To whom, in fact, did
the towels, the tub—everything—belong? She was bothered by the idea that the ownership of
the nice new things was guaranteed by the last name of that particular individual who was
waiting for her out there. Car-racci’s possessions, she, too, was Carracci’s possession. Stefano
knocked on the door.“What are you doing, do you feel all right?”She didn’t answer.Her husband
waited a little and knocked again. When nothing happened, he twisted the handle nervously and
said in a tone of feigned amusement, “Do I have to break down the door?”Lila didn’t doubt that
he would have been capable of it—the stranger who waited for her outside was capable of
anything. I, too, she thought, am capable of anything. She undressed, she washed, she put on
the nightgown, despising herself for the care with which she had chosen it months earlier.
Stefano—purely a name that no longer coincided with the habits and affections of a few hours
earlier—was sitting on the edge of the bed in his pajamas and he jumped to his feet as soon as
she appeared.“You took your time.”“The time needed.”“You look beautiful.”“I’m very tired, I want



to sleep.”“We’ll sleep later.”“Now. You on your side, I on mine.”“O.K., come here.”“I’m serious.”“I
am, too.”Stefano uttered a little laugh, tried to take her by the hand. She drew back, he
darkened.“What’s wrong with you?”Lila hesitated. She sought the right expression, said softly, “I
don’t want you.”Stefano shook his head uncertainly, as if the three words were in a foreign
language. He murmured that he had been waiting so long for that moment, day and night.
Please, he said, in a pleading tone, and, with an expression almost of dejection, he pointed to
his wine-colored pajama pants, and mumbled with a crooked smile: See what happens to me
just when I look at you. She looked without wanting to and, with a spasm of disgust, averted her
gaze.At that point Stefano realized that she was about to lock herself in the bathroom again and
with an animal leap he grabbed her by the waist, picked her up, and threw her on the bed. What
was happening. It was clear that he didn’t want to understand. He thought they had made peace
at the restaurant, now he was wondering: Why is Lina behaving like this, she’s too young. In fact
he was laughing, on top of her, trying to soothe her.“It’s a beautiful thing,” he said, “you mustn’t
be afraid. I love you more than my mother and my sister.”But no, she was already pulling herself
up to get away from him. How difficult it is to keep up with this girl: she says yes and means no,
she says no and means yes. Stefano muttered: No more of these whims, and he stopped her
again, sat astride her, pinned her wrists against the bedspread.“You said that we should wait
and we waited,” he said, “even though being near you without touching you was terrible and I
suffered. But we’re married now—behave yourself, don’t worry.”He leaned over to kiss her on the
mouth, but she avoided him, turning her face forcefully to right and left, struggling, twisting, as
she repeated, “Leave me alone, I don’t want you, I don’t want you, I don’t want you.”At that point,
almost against his will, the tone of Stefano’s voice rose: “Now you’re really pissing me off,
Lina.”He repeated that remark two or three times, each time louder, as if to assimilate fully an
order that was coming to him from very far away, perhaps even from before he was born. The
order was: be a man, Ste’; either you subdue her now or you’ll never subdue her; your wife has to
learn right away that she is the female and you’re the male and therefore she has to obey. And
Lila hearing him—you’re pissing me off, you’re pissing me off, you’re pissing me off—and seeing
him, broad, heavy above her narrow pelvis, his sex erect, holding up the material of his pajamas
like a tent support, remembered when, years before, he had wanted to grab her tongue with his
fingers and prick it with a pin because she had dared to humiliate Alfonso in a school
competition. He was never Stefano, she seemed to discover suddenly, he was always the oldest
son of Don Achille. And that thought, immediately, brought to the young face of her husband, like
a revival, features that until that moment had remained prudently hidden in his blood but that had
always been there, waiting for their moment. Oh yes, to please the neighborhood, to please her,
Stefano had striven to be someone else, softening his features with courteousness, adapting his
gaze to meekness, modeling his voice on the tones of conciliation; his fingers, his hands, his
whole body had learned to restrain their force. But now the limits that he had imposed for so long
were about to give way, and Lila was seized by a childish terror, greater than when we had gone
down into the cellar to get our dolls. Don Achille was rising from the muck of the neighborhood,



feeding on the living matter of his son. The father was cracking his skin, changing his gaze,
exploding out of his body. And in fact look at him, he tore the nightgown off her chest, bared her
breasts, clasped her fiercely, leaned over to bite her nipples. And when she, as she had always
been able to do, repressed her horror and tried to tear him off her by pulling his hair, groping with
her mouth as she sought to bite him until he bled, he drew back, seized her arms, pinned them
under his huge bent legs, said to her contemptuously: What are you doing, be quiet, you’re just a
twig, if I want to break you I’ll break you. But Lila wouldn’t calm down, she bit the air, she arched
to get his weight off of her. In vain. He now had his hands free and leaning over her he slapped
her lightly with the tips of his fingers and kept telling her, pressing her: see how big it is, eh, say
yes, say yes, say yes, until he took out of his pajamas his stubby sex that, extended over her,
seemed like a puppet without arms or legs, congested by mute stirrings, in a frenzy to uproot
itself from that other, bigger puppet that was saying, hoarsely, Now I’ll make you feel it, Lina, look
how nice it is, nobody’s got one like this. And since she was still writhing, he hit her twice, first
with the palm of his hand, then with the back, and so hard that she understood that if she
continued to resist he would certainly kill her—or at least Don Achille would: who frightened the
neighborhood because you knew that with his strength he could hurl you against a wall or a tree
—and she emptied herself of all rebellion, yielding to a soundless terror, while he drew back,
pulled up her nightgown, whispered in her ear: you don’t realize how much I love you, but you
will know, and tomorrow it will be you asking me to love you as I am now, and more, in fact you
will go down on your knees and beg me, and I will say yes but only if you are obedient, and you
will be obedient.When, after some awkward attempts, he tore her flesh with passionate brutality,
Lila was absent. The night, the room, the bed, his kisses, his hands on her body, every sensation
was absorbed by a single feeling: she hated Stefano Carracci, she hated his strength, she hated
his weight on her, she hated his name and his surname.8.They returned to the neighborhood
four days later. That same evening Stefano invited his parents-in-law and his brother-in-law to
the new house. With a humbler expression than usual, he asked Fernando to tell Lila what had
happened with Silvio Solara. Fernando confirmed to his daughter, in unhappy, disjointed
sentences, Stefano’s version. As for Rino, Carracci asked him, right afterward, to tell why, in the
end, they had made the mutual but painful decision to give Marcello the shoes he insisted on.
Rino, in the manner of a man who knows what’s what, declared pompously: There are situations
in which certain choices are obligatory, then he started in with the serious trouble Pasquale,
Antonio, and Enzo had got into when they beat up the Solara brothers and wrecked their
car.“You know who was more at risk?” he said, leaning toward his sister and raising his voice.
“Them, your friends, those knights in shining armor. Marcello recognized them and was
convinced that you had sent them. Stefano and I—what were we supposed to do? You wanted
those three idiots to get a beating a lot worse than the one they gave? You wanted to ruin them?
And for what, anyway? For a pair of size 43 shoes that your husband can’t wear because they’re
too narrow for him and when it rains the water gets in? We made peace, and, since those shoes
were so important to Marcello, we gave them to him.”Words: with them you can do and undo as



you please. Lila had always been good with words, but on that occasion, contrary to
expectations, she didn’t open her mouth. Relieved, Rino reminded her spitefully that it was she
who, ever since she was a child, had been harassing him, telling him they had to get rich. Then,
she said, laughing, make us rich without complicating our life, which is already too
complicated.At that point—a surprise for the mistress of the house, though certainly not for the
others—the doorbell rang, and Pinuccia, Alfonso, and their mother, Maria, appeared, with a tray
of pastries freshly made by Spagnuolo himself, the Solaras’ pastry maker.At first it seemed that
they had come to celebrate the newlyweds’ return from their honeymoon, since Stefano passed
around the wedding pictures, which he had just picked up from the photographer (for the movie,
he explained, it would take a little longer). But it soon became clear that the wedding of Stefano
and Lila was already old news, the pastries were intended to mark a new happy event: the
engagement of Rino and Pinuccia. All the tension was set aside. Rino replaced the violent tones
of a few minutes earlier with tender modulations in dialect, exaggerated pronouncements of
love, the wonderful idea of having the engagement party right away, in his sister’s lovely house.
Then, with a theatrical gesture, he took a package out of his pocket; the package, when it was
unwrapped, revealed a dark rounded case; and the case, when it was opened, revealed a
diamond ring.Lila noted that it wasn’t that different from the one she wore on her finger, next to
the wedding ring, and wondered where her brother had got the money. There were hugs and
kisses. There was a lot of talk of the future, speculation about who would manage the Cerullo
shoe store in Piazza dei Martiri when the Solaras opened it, in the fall. Rino supposed that
Pinuccia would manage it, maybe by herself, maybe with Gigliola Spagnuolo, who was officially
engaged to Michele and so was making claims. The family reunion became livelier and full of
hope.Lila remained standing most of the time, it hurt to sit down. No one, not even her mother,
who was silent during the entire visit, seemed to notice her swollen, black right eye, the cut on
her lower lip, the bruises on her arms.9.She was still in that state when, there on the stairs that
led to the house of her mother-in-law, I took off her glasses, unwound her scarf. The skin around
her eye had a yellowish color, and her lower lip was a purple stain with fiery red stripes.To her
friends and relatives she said that she had fallen on the rocks in Amalfi on a beautiful sunny
morning, when she and her husband had taken a boat to a beach just at the foot of a yellow wall.
During the engagement lunch for her brother and Pinuccia she had used, in telling that lie, a
sarcastic tone and they had all sarcastically believed her, especially the women, who knew what
had to be said when the men who loved them and whom they loved beat them severely.
Besides, there was no one in the neighborhood, especially of the female sex, who did not think
that she had needed a good thrashing for a long time. So the beatings did not cause outrage,
and in fact sympathy and respect for Stefano increased—there was someone who knew how to
be a man.But when I saw her so battered, my heart leaped to my throat, I embraced her. And
when she said she hadn’t come to visit because she didn’t want me to see her in that state, tears
came to my eyes. The story of her honeymoon, as the photonov-els put it, although stripped
down, almost cold, made me angry, pained me. And yet, I have to admit, I also felt a tenuous



pleasure. I was content to discover that Lila now needed help, maybe protection, and that
admission of fragility not toward the neighborhood but toward me moved me. I felt that the
distances had unexpectedly gotten shorter again and I was tempted to tell her right away that I
had decided to quit school, that school was useless, that I didn’t have the right qualities. It
seemed to me that the news would comfort her.But her mother-in-law looked out over the
banister on the top floor and called her. Lila ended her story with a few hurried sentences, she
said that Stefano had tricked her, that he was just like his father.“You remember that Don Achille
gave us money instead of the dolls?” she asked.“Yes.”“We shouldn’t have taken it.”“We bought
Little Women.”“We were wrong: ever since that moment I’ve been wrong about everything.”She
wasn’t upset, she was sad. She put her dark glasses back on, she reknotted the scarf. I was
pleased about that we (we shouldn’t have taken it, we were wrong), but the abrupt transition to
the I annoyed me: I have been wrong about everything. We, I would have liked to correct her,
always we, but I didn’t. It seemed to me that she was trying to comprehend her new condition,
and that she urgently needed to know what she could hold on to in order to confront it. Before
starting up the flight of stairs she asked, “Would you like to come and study at my
house?”“When?”“This afternoon, tomorrow, every day.”“Stefano will be annoyed.”“If he is the
master, I am the master’s wife.”“I don’t know, Lila.”“I’ll give you a room, I’ll shut you in.”“What’s the
point?”She shrugged.“To know that you’re there.”I didn’t say yes or no. I went off, and wandered
through the city as usual. Lila was sure that I would never quit school. She had assigned me the
role of the friend with glasses and pimples, always bent over her books, smart in school, and she
couldn’t even imagine that I might change. But I didn’t want that role anymore. It seemed to me
that, thanks to the humiliation of the unpublished article, I had thoroughly understood my
inadequacy. Even though Nino was born and had grown up like Lila and me in that wretched
outlying neighborhood, he was able to use school with intelligence, I was not. So stop deluding
myself, stop striving. Accept your lot, as Carmela, Ada, Gigliola, and, in her way, Lila herself have
long since done. I didn’t go to her house that afternoon or the following ones, and I continued to
skip school, tormenting myself.One morning I went wandering not far from the school, along Via
Veterinaria, behind the Botanic Garden. I thought of the conversations I had had recently with
Antonio: he was hoping to avoid military service, as the son of a widowed mother and the sole
support of the family; he wanted to ask for a raise in the shop, and also save so that he could
take over the management of a gas pump along the stradone; we would get married, I would
help out at the pump. The choice of a simple life, my mother would approve. I can’t always
please Lila, I said to myself. But how hard it was to erase from my mind the ambitions inspired by
school. At the time when classes were over, I went, almost without intending it, to the
neighborhood of the school, and walked around there. I was afraid of being seen by the
teachers, and yet, I realized, I wished them to see me. I wanted to be either branded
irremediably as a no longer model student or recaptured by the rhythms of school and submit to
the obligation to go back.The first groups of students appeared. I heard someone calling me, it
was Alfonso. He was waiting for Marisa, but she was late.“Are you going together?” I asked,



teasing.“No, she’s the one who’s got a crush.”“Liar.”“You’re the liar, telling me you were sick, and
look at you, you’re fine. Professor Galiani is always asking about you, I told her you had a bad
fever.”“I did, in fact.”“Obviously.”He was carrying his books, tied up with elastic, under his arm, his
face was strained by the tension of the hours of school. Did Alfonso also conceal Don Achille, his
father, in his breast, despite his delicate appearance? Is it possible that our parents never die,
that every child inevitably conceals them in himself? Would my mother truly emerge from me,
with her limping gait, as my destiny?I asked him, “Did you see what your brother did to
Lina?”Alfonso was embarrassed. “Yes.”“And you didn’t say anything to him?”“You have to see
what Lina did to him.”“Would you be able to act the same way with Marisa?”He laughed timidly.
“No.”“You’re sure?”“Yes.”“Why?”“Because I know you, because we talk, because we go to school
together.”At the moment, I didn’t understand: what did “I know you” mean, what did “we talk” and
“we go to school together” mean? I saw Marisa at the end of the street, she was running
because she was late.PRAISE FOR ELENA FERRANTE’S NEAPOLITAN NOVELSFROM THE
UNITED STATES“Ferrante can do a woman’s interior dialogue like no one else, with a ferocity
that is shockingly honest, unnervingly blunt.”—Minna Proctor, Booklist“Elena Ferrante’s gutsy
and compulsively readable new novel, the first of a quartet, is a terrific entry point for Americans
unfamiliar with the famously reclusive writer, whose go-for-broke tales of women’s shadow selves
—those ambivalent mothers and seething divorcées too complex or unseemly for polite society
(and most literary fiction, for that matter)—shimmer with Balzacian human detail and subtle
psychological suspense . . . The Neapolitan novels offer one of the more nuanced portraits of
feminine friendship in recent memory—from the make-up and break-up quarrels of young girls to
the way in which we carefully define ourselves against each other as teens—Ferrante wisely
balances her memoir-like emotional authenticity with a wry sociological understanding of a
society on the verge of dramatic change.”—Megan O’Grady, Vogue“Elena Ferrante will blow you
away.”—Alice Sebold, writer“My Brilliant Friend is a sweeping family-centered epic that
encompasses issues of loyalty, love, and a transforming Europe. This gorgeous novel should
bring a host of new readers to one of Italy’s most acclaimed authors.”—The Barnes and Noble
Review"[Ferrante’s Neapolitan Novels] don’t merely offer a teeming vision of working-class
Naples, with its cobblers and professors, communists and mobbed-up businessmen,
womanizing poets and downtrodden wives; they present one of modern fiction’s richest portraits
of a friendship.”—John Powers, Fresh Air, NPR"The feverish speculation about the identity of
Elena Ferrante betrays an understandable failure of imagination: it seems impossible that right
now somewhere someone sits in a room and draws up these books. Palatial and heartbreaking
beyond measure, the Neapolitan novels seem less written than they do revealed. One simply
surrenders. When the final volume appears—may that day never come!— they're bound to be
acknowledged as one of the most powerful works of art, in any medium, of our age.”—Gideon
Lewis-Kraus, author of A Sense of Direction“Ferrante tackles girlhood and friendship with
amazing force.”—Gwyneth Paltrow, actor"Ferrante draws an indelible picture of the city’s mean
streets and the poverty, violence and sameness of lives lived in the same place forever . . . She is



a fierce writer.”—Shelf Awareness"Ferrante transforms the love, separation and reunion of two
poor urban girls into the general tragedy of their city.”—The New York Times“Elena Ferrante: the
best angry woman writer ever!”—John Waters, director"Beautifully translated by Ann
Goldstein . . . Ferrante writes with a ferocious, intimate urgency that is a celebration of anger.
Ferrante is terribly good with anger, a very specific sort of wrath harbored by women, who are so
often not allowed to give voice to it. We are angry, a lot of the time, at the position we’re in—
whether it’s as wife, daughter, mother, friend—and I can think of no other woman writing who is
so swift and gorgeous in this rage, so bracingly fearless in mining fury.”—Susanna Sonnenberg,
The San Francisco Chronicle"Elena Ferrante’s The Story of a New Name. Book two in her
Naples trilogy. Two words: Read it.”—Ann Hood, writer (from Twitter)"The through-line in all of
Ferrante’s investigations, for me, is nothing less than one long, mind-and-heart-shredding howl
for the history of women (not only Neapolitan women), and its implicit j’accuse . . . Ferrante’s
effect, critics agree, is inarguable. ‘Intensely, violently personal’ and ‘brutal directness, familial
torment’ is how James Wood ventures to categorize her—descriptions that seem mild after
you’ve encountered the work.”—Joan Frank, The San Francisco Chronicle"Lila, mercurial,
unsparing, and, at the end of this first episode in a planned trilogy from Ferrante, seemingly
capable of starting a fullscale neighborhood war, is a memorable character.”—Publishers
Weekly"Ferrante’s own writing has no limits, is willing to take every thought forward to its most
radical conclusion and backwards to its most radical birthing.”—The New YorkerFROM THE
UNITED KINGDOM“The Story of a New Name, like its predecessor, is fiction of the very highest
order.”—Independent on Sunday“My Brilliant Friend, translated by Ann Goldstein, is stunning: an
intense, forensic exploration of the friendship between Lila and the story’s narrator, Elena.
Ferrante’s evocation of the working-class district of Naples where Elena and Lila first meet as
two wiry eight-yearolds is cinematic in the density of its detail.”—The Times Literary
Supplement“This is a story about friendship as a mass of roiling currents—love, envy, pity, spite,
dependency and Schadenfreude coiling around one another, tricky to untangle.”—Intelligent
Life“Elena Ferrante may be the best contemporary novelist you have never heard of. The Italian
author has written six lavishly praised novels. But she writes under a pseudonym and will not
offer herself for public consumption. Her characters likewise defy convention . . . Her prose is
crystal, and her storytelling both visceral and compelling.”—The EconomistFROM ITALY“Those
Who Leave and Those Who Stay evokes the vital flux of a heartbeat, of blood flowing through
our veins.”—La Repubblica“We don’t know who she is, but it doesn’t matter. Ferrante’s books
are enthralling self-contained monoliths that do not seek friendship but demand silent, fervid
admiration from her passionate readers . . . The thing most real in these novels is the intense,
almost osmotic relationship that unites Elena and Lila, the two girls from a neighborhood in
Naples who are the peerless protagonists of the Neapolitan novels.”—Famiglia Cristiana“Today
it is near impossible to find writers capable of bringing smells, tastes, feelings, and contradictory
passions to their pages. Elena Ferrante, alone, seems able to do it. There is no writer better
suited to composing the great Italian novel of her generation, her country, and her time.”—Il



Manifesto“Regardless of who is behind the name Elena Ferrante, the mysterious pseudonym
used by the author of the Neapolitan novels, two things are certain: she is a woman and she
knows how to describe Naples like nobody else. She does so with a style that recalls an
enchanted spider web with its expressive power and the wizardry with which it creates an entire
world.”—Huffington Post (Italy)“A marvel that is without limits and beyond genre.”—Il
Salvagente“Elena Ferrante is proving that literature can cure our present ills; it can cure the spirit
by operating as an antidote to the nervous attempts we make to see ourselves reflected in the
present-day of a country that is increasingly repellent.”—Il Mattino“My Brilliant Friend flows from
the soul like an eruption from Mount Vesuvio.”—La RepubblicaFROM AUSTRALIA“No one has a
voice quite like Ferrante’s. Her gritty, ruthlessly frank novels roar off the page with a barbed fury,
like an attack that is also a defense . . . Ferrante’s fictions are fierce, unsentimental glimpses at
the way a woman is constantly under threat, her identity submerged in marriage, eclipsed by
motherhood, mythologised by desire. Imagine if Jane Austen got angry and you’ll have some
idea of how explosive these works are.”—John Freeman, The Australian“One of the most
astounding—and mysterious—contemporary Italian novelists available in translation, Elena
Ferrante unfolds the tumultuous inner lives of women in her thrillingly menacing stories of lost
love, negligent mothers and unfulfilled desires.”—The Age“Ferrante bewitches with her tiny,
intricately drawn world . . . My Brilliant Friend journeys fearlessly into some of that murkier
psychological territory where questions of individual identity are inextricable from circumstance
and the ever-changing identities of others.”—The Melbourne Review“The Neapolitan novels
move far from contrivance, logic or respectability to ask uncomfortable questions about how we
live, how we love, how we singe an existence in a deeply flawed world that expects pretty
acquiescence from its women. In all their beauty, their ugliness, their devotion and deceit, these
girls enchant and repulse, like life, like our very selves.”—The Sydney Morning HeraldFROM
SPAIN“Elena Ferrante’s female characters are genuine works of art . . . It is clear that her novel is
the child of Italian neorealism and an abiding fascination with scene.”—El PaisPRAISE FOR
ELENA FERRANTE’S NEAPOLITAN NOVELSFROM THE UNITED STATES“Ferrante can do a
woman’s interior dialogue like no one else, with a ferocity that is shockingly honest, unnervingly
blunt.”—Minna Proctor, Booklist“Elena Ferrante’s gutsy and compulsively readable new novel,
the first of a quartet, is a terrific entry point for Americans unfamiliar with the famously reclusive
writer, whose go-for-broke tales of women’s shadow selves—those ambivalent mothers and
seething divorcées too complex or unseemly for polite society (and most literary fiction, for that
matter)—shimmer with Balzacian human detail and subtle psychological suspense . . . The
Neapolitan novels offer one of the more nuanced portraits of feminine friendship in recent
memory—from the make-up and break-up quarrels of young girls to the way in which we
carefully define ourselves against each other as teens—Ferrante wisely balances her memoir-
like emotional authenticity with a wry sociological understanding of a society on the verge of
dramatic change.”—Megan O’Grady, Vogue“Elena Ferrante will blow you away.”—Alice Sebold,
writer“My Brilliant Friend is a sweeping family-centered epic that encompasses issues of loyalty,



love, and a transforming Europe. This gorgeous novel should bring a host of new readers to one
of Italy’s most acclaimed authors.”—The Barnes and Noble Review"[Ferrante’s Neapolitan
Novels] don’t merely offer a teeming vision of working-class Naples, with its cobblers and
professors, communists and mobbed-up businessmen, womanizing poets and downtrodden
wives; they present one of modern fiction’s richest portraits of a friendship.”—John Powers,
Fresh Air, NPR"The feverish speculation about the identity of Elena Ferrante betrays an
understandable failure of imagination: it seems impossible that right now somewhere someone
sits in a room and draws up these books. Palatial and heartbreaking beyond measure, the
Neapolitan novels seem less written than they do revealed. One simply surrenders. When the
final volume appears—may that day never come!— they're bound to be acknowledged as one of
the most powerful works of art, in any medium, of our age.”—Gideon Lewis-Kraus, author of A
Sense of Direction“Ferrante tackles girlhood and friendship with amazing force.”—Gwyneth
Paltrow, actor"Ferrante draws an indelible picture of the city’s mean streets and the poverty,
violence and sameness of lives lived in the same place forever . . . She is a fierce writer.”—Shelf
Awareness"Ferrante transforms the love, separation and reunion of two poor urban girls into the
general tragedy of their city.”—The New York Times“Elena Ferrante: the best angry woman writer
ever!”—John Waters, director"Beautifully translated by Ann Goldstein . . . Ferrante writes with a
ferocious, intimate urgency that is a celebration of anger. Ferrante is terribly good with anger, a
very specific sort of wrath harbored by women, who are so often not allowed to give voice to it.
We are angry, a lot of the time, at the position we’re in—whether it’s as wife, daughter, mother,
friend—and I can think of no other woman writing who is so swift and gorgeous in this rage, so
bracingly fearless in mining fury.”—Susanna Sonnenberg, The San Francisco Chronicle"Elena
Ferrante’s The Story of a New Name. Book two in her Naples trilogy. Two words: Read it.”—Ann
Hood, writer (from Twitter)"The through-line in all of Ferrante’s investigations, for me, is nothing
less than one long, mind-and-heart-shredding howl for the history of women (not only
Neapolitan women), and its implicit j’accuse . . . Ferrante’s effect, critics agree, is inarguable.
‘Intensely, violently personal’ and ‘brutal directness, familial torment’ is how James Wood
ventures to categorize her—descriptions that seem mild after you’ve encountered the work.”—
Joan Frank, The San Francisco Chronicle"Lila, mercurial, unsparing, and, at the end of this first
episode in a planned trilogy from Ferrante, seemingly capable of starting a fullscale
neighborhood war, is a memorable character.”—Publishers Weekly"Ferrante’s own writing has
no limits, is willing to take every thought forward to its most radical conclusion and backwards to
its most radical birthing.”—The New YorkerFROM THE UNITED KINGDOM“The Story of a New
Name, like its predecessor, is fiction of the very highest order.”—Independent on Sunday“My
Brilliant Friend, translated by Ann Goldstein, is stunning: an intense, forensic exploration of the
friendship between Lila and the story’s narrator, Elena. Ferrante’s evocation of the working-class
district of Naples where Elena and Lila first meet as two wiry eight-yearolds is cinematic in the
density of its detail.”—The Times Literary Supplement“This is a story about friendship as a mass
of roiling currents—love, envy, pity, spite, dependency and Schadenfreude coiling around one



another, tricky to untangle.”—Intelligent Life“Elena Ferrante may be the best contemporary
novelist you have never heard of. The Italian author has written six lavishly praised novels. But
she writes under a pseudonym and will not offer herself for public consumption. Her characters
likewise defy convention . . . Her prose is crystal, and her storytelling both visceral and
compelling.”—The EconomistFROM ITALY“Those Who Leave and Those Who Stay evokes the
vital flux of a heartbeat, of blood flowing through our veins.”—La Repubblica“We don’t know who
she is, but it doesn’t matter. Ferrante’s books are enthralling self-contained monoliths that do not
seek friendship but demand silent, fervid admiration from her passionate readers . . . The thing
most real in these novels is the intense, almost osmotic relationship that unites Elena and Lila,
the two girls from a neighborhood in Naples who are the peerless protagonists of the Neapolitan
novels.”—Famiglia Cristiana“Today it is near impossible to find writers capable of bringing
smells, tastes, feelings, and contradictory passions to their pages. Elena Ferrante, alone, seems
able to do it. There is no writer better suited to composing the great Italian novel of her
generation, her country, and her time.”—Il Manifesto“Regardless of who is behind the name
Elena Ferrante, the mysterious pseudonym used by the author of the Neapolitan novels, two
things are certain: she is a woman and she knows how to describe Naples like nobody else. She
does so with a style that recalls an enchanted spider web with its expressive power and the
wizardry with which it creates an entire world.”—Huffington Post (Italy)“A marvel that is without
limits and beyond genre.”—Il Salvagente“Elena Ferrante is proving that literature can cure our
present ills; it can cure the spirit by operating as an antidote to the nervous attempts we make to
see ourselves reflected in the present-day of a country that is increasingly repellent.”—Il
Mattino“My Brilliant Friend flows from the soul like an eruption from Mount Vesuvio.”—La
RepubblicaFROM AUSTRALIA“No one has a voice quite like Ferrante’s. Her gritty, ruthlessly
frank novels roar off the page with a barbed fury, like an attack that is also a defense . . .
Ferrante’s fictions are fierce, unsentimental glimpses at the way a woman is constantly under
threat, her identity submerged in marriage, eclipsed by motherhood, mythologised by desire.
Imagine if Jane Austen got angry and you’ll have some idea of how explosive these works are.”—
John Freeman, The Australian“One of the most astounding—and mysterious—contemporary
Italian novelists available in translation, Elena Ferrante unfolds the tumultuous inner lives of
women in her thrillingly menacing stories of lost love, negligent mothers and unfulfilled
desires.”—The Age“Ferrante bewitches with her tiny, intricately drawn world . . . My Brilliant
Friend journeys fearlessly into some of that murkier psychological territory where questions of
individual identity are inextricable from circumstance and the ever-changing identities of
others.”—The Melbourne Review“The Neapolitan novels move far from contrivance, logic or
respectability to ask uncomfortable questions about how we live, how we love, how we singe an
existence in a deeply flawed world that expects pretty acquiescence from its women. In all their
beauty, their ugliness, their devotion and deceit, these girls enchant and repulse, like life, like our
very selves.”—The Sydney Morning HeraldFROM SPAIN“Elena Ferrante’s female characters are
genuine works of art . . . It is clear that her novel is the child of Italian neorealism and an abiding



fascination with scene.”—El PaisPRAISE FOR ELENA FERRANTE’S NEAPOLITAN
NOVELSFROM THE UNITED STATES“Ferrante can do a woman’s interior dialogue like no one
else, with a ferocity that is shockingly honest, unnervingly blunt.”—Minna Proctor, Booklist“Elena
Ferrante’s gutsy and compulsively readable new novel, the first of a quartet, is a terrific entry
point for Americans unfamiliar with the famously reclusive writer, whose go-for-broke tales of
women’s shadow selves—those ambivalent mothers and seething divorcées too complex or
unseemly for polite society (and most literary fiction, for that matter)—shimmer with Balzacian
human detail and subtle psychological suspense . . . The Neapolitan novels offer one of the
more nuanced portraits of feminine friendship in recent memory—from the make-up and break-
up quarrels of young girls to the way in which we carefully define ourselves against each other
as teens—Ferrante wisely balances her memoir-like emotional authenticity with a wry
sociological understanding of a society on the verge of dramatic change.”—Megan O’Grady,
Vogue“Elena Ferrante will blow you away.”—Alice Sebold, writer“My Brilliant Friend is a
sweeping family-centered epic that encompasses issues of loyalty, love, and a transforming
Europe. This gorgeous novel should bring a host of new readers to one of Italy’s most acclaimed
authors.”—The Barnes and Noble Review"[Ferrante’s Neapolitan Novels] don’t merely offer a
teeming vision of working-class Naples, with its cobblers and professors, communists and
mobbed-up businessmen, womanizing poets and downtrodden wives; they present one of
modern fiction’s richest portraits of a friendship.”—John Powers, Fresh Air, NPR"The feverish
speculation about the identity of Elena Ferrante betrays an understandable failure of
imagination: it seems impossible that right now somewhere someone sits in a room and draws
up these books. Palatial and heartbreaking beyond measure, the Neapolitan novels seem less
written than they do revealed. One simply surrenders. When the final volume appears—may that
day never come!— they're bound to be acknowledged as one of the most powerful works of art,
in any medium, of our age.”—Gideon Lewis-Kraus, author of A Sense of Direction“Ferrante
tackles girlhood and friendship with amazing force.”—Gwyneth Paltrow, actor"Ferrante draws an
indelible picture of the city’s mean streets and the poverty, violence and sameness of lives lived
in the same place forever . . . She is a fierce writer.”—Shelf Awareness"Ferrante transforms the
love, separation and reunion of two poor urban girls into the general tragedy of their city.”—The
New York Times“Elena Ferrante: the best angry woman writer ever!”—John Waters,
director"Beautifully translated by Ann Goldstein . . . Ferrante writes with a ferocious, intimate
urgency that is a celebration of anger. Ferrante is terribly good with anger, a very specific sort of
wrath harbored by women, who are so often not allowed to give voice to it. We are angry, a lot of
the time, at the position we’re in—whether it’s as wife, daughter, mother, friend—and I can think
of no other woman writing who is so swift and gorgeous in this rage, so bracingly fearless in
mining fury.”—Susanna Sonnenberg, The San Francisco Chronicle"Elena Ferrante’s The Story
of a New Name. Book two in her Naples trilogy. Two words: Read it.”—Ann Hood, writer (from
Twitter)"The through-line in all of Ferrante’s investigations, for me, is nothing less than one long,
mind-and-heart-shredding howl for the history of women (not only Neapolitan women), and its



implicit j’accuse . . . Ferrante’s effect, critics agree, is inarguable. ‘Intensely, violently personal’
and ‘brutal directness, familial torment’ is how James Wood ventures to categorize her—
descriptions that seem mild after you’ve encountered the work.”—Joan Frank, The San
Francisco Chronicle"Lila, mercurial, unsparing, and, at the end of this first episode in a planned
trilogy from Ferrante, seemingly capable of starting a fullscale neighborhood war, is a
memorable character.”—Publishers Weekly"Ferrante’s own writing has no limits, is willing to take
every thought forward to its most radical conclusion and backwards to its most radical
birthing.”—The New YorkerFROM THE UNITED KINGDOM“The Story of a New Name, like its
predecessor, is fiction of the very highest order.”—Independent on Sunday“My Brilliant Friend,
translated by Ann Goldstein, is stunning: an intense, forensic exploration of the friendship
between Lila and the story’s narrator, Elena. Ferrante’s evocation of the working-class district of
Naples where Elena and Lila first meet as two wiry eight-yearolds is cinematic in the density of
its detail.”—The Times Literary Supplement“This is a story about friendship as a mass of roiling
currents—love, envy, pity, spite, dependency and Schadenfreude coiling around one another,
tricky to untangle.”—Intelligent Life“Elena Ferrante may be the best contemporary novelist you
have never heard of. The Italian author has written six lavishly praised novels. But she writes
under a pseudonym and will not offer herself for public consumption. Her characters likewise
defy convention . . . Her prose is crystal, and her storytelling both visceral and compelling.”—The
EconomistFROM ITALY“Those Who Leave and Those Who Stay evokes the vital flux of a
heartbeat, of blood flowing through our veins.”—La Repubblica“We don’t know who she is, but it
doesn’t matter. Ferrante’s books are enthralling self-contained monoliths that do not seek
friendship but demand silent, fervid admiration from her passionate readers . . . The thing most
real in these novels is the intense, almost osmotic relationship that unites Elena and Lila, the two
girls from a neighborhood in Naples who are the peerless protagonists of the Neapolitan
novels.”—Famiglia Cristiana“Today it is near impossible to find writers capable of bringing
smells, tastes, feelings, and contradictory passions to their pages. Elena Ferrante, alone, seems
able to do it. There is no writer better suited to composing the great Italian novel of her
generation, her country, and her time.”—Il Manifesto“Regardless of who is behind the name
Elena Ferrante, the mysterious pseudonym used by the author of the Neapolitan novels, two
things are certain: she is a woman and she knows how to describe Naples like nobody else. She
does so with a style that recalls an enchanted spider web with its expressive power and the
wizardry with which it creates an entire world.”—Huffington Post (Italy)“A marvel that is without
limits and beyond genre.”—Il Salvagente“Elena Ferrante is proving that literature can cure our
present ills; it can cure the spirit by operating as an antidote to the nervous attempts we make to
see ourselves reflected in the present-day of a country that is increasingly repellent.”—Il
Mattino“My Brilliant Friend flows from the soul like an eruption from Mount Vesuvio.”—La
RepubblicaFROM AUSTRALIA“No one has a voice quite like Ferrante’s. Her gritty, ruthlessly
frank novels roar off the page with a barbed fury, like an attack that is also a defense . . .
Ferrante’s fictions are fierce, unsentimental glimpses at the way a woman is constantly under



threat, her identity submerged in marriage, eclipsed by motherhood, mythologised by desire.
Imagine if Jane Austen got angry and you’ll have some idea of how explosive these works are.”—
John Freeman, The Australian“One of the most astounding—and mysterious—contemporary
Italian novelists available in translation, Elena Ferrante unfolds the tumultuous inner lives of
women in her thrillingly menacing stories of lost love, negligent mothers and unfulfilled
desires.”—The Age“Ferrante bewitches with her tiny, intricately drawn world . . . My Brilliant
Friend journeys fearlessly into some of that murkier psychological territory where questions of
individual identity are inextricable from circumstance and the ever-changing identities of
others.”—The Melbourne Review“The Neapolitan novels move far from contrivance, logic or
respectability to ask uncomfortable questions about how we live, how we love, how we singe an
existence in a deeply flawed world that expects pretty acquiescence from its women. In all their
beauty, their ugliness, their devotion and deceit, these girls enchant and repulse, like life, like our
very selves.”—The Sydney Morning HeraldFROM SPAIN“Elena Ferrante’s female characters are
genuine works of art . . . It is clear that her novel is the child of Italian neorealism and an abiding
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limping gait haunts Elena.The Carracci family (Don Achille’s family):Don Achille Carracci, the
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been convicted and is in prison.Giuseppina Peluso, wife of Alfredo. A former worker in the
tobacco factory, she is devoted to her children and her imprisoned husband.Pasquale Peluso,
older son of Alfredo and Giuseppina, construction worker, militant Communist. He was the first
to become aware of Lila’s beauty and to declare his love for her. He detests the Solaras. He is
engaged to Ada Cap-puccio.Carmela Peluso, also called Carmen, sister of Pasquale. She is a
sales clerk in a notions store. She is engaged to Enzo Scanno.Other children.The Cappuccio
family (the mad widow’s family):Melina, a relative of Nunzia Cerullo, a widow. She washes the
stairs of the apartment buildings in the old neighborhood. She was the lover of Donato Sarratore,
Nino’s father. The Sarratores left the neighborhood precisely because of that relationship, and
Melina has nearly lost her reason.Melina’s husband, who unloaded crates in the fruit and
vegetable market, and died in mysterious circumstances.Ada Cappuccio, Melina’s daughter. As
a girl she helped her mother wash the stairs. Thanks to Lila, she will be hired as salesclerk in the
Carracci’s grocery. She is engaged to Pasquale Peluso.Antonio Cappuccio, her brother, a
mechanic. He is Elena’s boyfriend and is very jealous of Nino Sarratore.Other children.The
Sarratore family (the railway-worker poet’s family):Donato Sarratore, conductor, poet, journalist.
A great womanizer, he was the lover of Melina Cappuccio. When Elena went on vacation to
Ischia, she is compelled to leave in a hurry to escape Donato’s sexual molestations.Lidia
Sarratore, wife of Donato.Nino Sarratore, the oldest of the five children of Donato and Lidia. He
hates his father. He is a brilliant student.Marisa Sarratore, sister of Nino. She is studying, with



mediocre success, to be a secretary.Pino, Clelia, and Ciro Sarratore, younger children of Donato
and Lidia.The Scanno family (the fruit-and-vegetable seller’s family):Nicola Scanno, fruit-and-
vegetable seller.Assunta Scanno, wife of Nicola.Enzo Scanno, son of Nicola and Assunta, also a
fruit-and-vegetable seller. Lila has felt a liking for him since childhood. Their friendship begins
when Enzo, during a school competition, shows an unsuspected ability in mathematics. Enzo is
engaged to Carmen Peluso.Other children.The Solara family (the family of the owner of the
Solara bar-pastry shop):Silvio Solara, owner of the bar-pastry shop, a Camorrist tied to the
illegal trafficking of the neighborhood. He was opposed to the Cerullo shoe factory.Manuela
Solara, wife of Silvio, moneylender: her red book is much feared in the neighborhood.Marcello
and Michele Solara, sons of Silvio and Manuela. Braggarts, arrogant, they are nevertheless
loved by the neighborhood girls, except Lila, of course. Marcello is in love with Lila but she
rejects him. Michele, a little younger than Marcello, is colder, more intelligent, more violent. He is
engaged to Gigliola, the daughter of the pastry maker.The Spagnuolo family (the baker’s
family):Signor Spagnuolo, pastry maker at the Solaras’ bar-pastry shop.Rosa Spagnuolo, wife of
the pastry maker.Gigliola Spagnuolo, daughter of the pastry maker, engaged to Michele
Solara.Other children.The Airota family:Airota, professor of Greek literature.Adele, his
wife.Mariarosa Airota, the older daughter, professor of art history in Milan.Pietro Airota,
student.The teachers:Maestro Ferraro, teacher and librarian.Maestra Oliviero, teacher. She is
the first to notice the potential of Lila and Elena. When Lila writes The Blue Fairy, Elena, who
likes the story a lot, and gives it to Maestra Oliviero to read. But the teacher, angry because
Lila’s parents decided not to send their daughter to middle school, never says anything about
the story. In fact, she stops concerning herself with Lila and concentrates only on the success of
Elena.Professor Gerace, high-school teacher.Professor Galiani, high-school teacher. She is a
very cultured woman and a Communist. She is immediately charmed by Elena’s intelligence.
She lends her books, protects her in the clash with the religion teacher.Other characters:Gino,
son of the pharmacist.Nella Incardo, the cousin of Maestra Oliviero. She lives in Barano, on
Ischia, and Elena stayed with her for a vacation at the beach.Armando, medical student, son of
Professor Galiani.Nadia, student, daughter of Professor Galiani.Bruno Soccavo, friend of Nino
Sarratore and son of a rich industrialist in San Giovanni a Teduccio, near Naples.Franco Mari,
student.1.In the spring of 1966, Lila, in a state of great agitation, entrusted to me a metal box
that contained eight notebooks. She said that she could no longer keep them at home, she was
afraid her husband might read them. I carried off the box without comment, apart from some
ironic allusions to the excessive amount of string she had tied around it. At that time our
relationship was terrible, but it seemed that only I considered it that way. The rare times we saw
each other, she showed no embarrassment, only affection; a hostile word never slipped
out.When she asked me to swear that I wouldn’t open the box for any reason, I swore. But as
soon as I was on the train I untied the string, took out the notebooks, began to read. It wasn’t a
diary, although there were detailed accounts of the events of her life, starting with the end of
elementary school. Rather, it seemed evidence of a stubborn self-discipline in writing. The



pages were full of descriptions: the branch of a tree, the ponds, a stone, a leaf with its white
veinings, the pots in the kitchen, the various parts of a coffeemaker, the brazier, the coal and bits
of coal, a highly detailed map of the courtyard, the broad avenue of stradone, the rusting iron
structure beyond the ponds, the gardens and the church, the cut of the vegetation alongside the
railway, the new buildings, her parents’ house, the tools her father and her brother used to repair
shoes, their gestures when they worked, and above all colors, the colors of every object at
different times of the day. But there were not only pages of description. Isolated words appeared,
in dialect and in Italian, sometimes circled, without comment. And Latin and Greek translation
exercises. And entire passages in English on the neighborhood shops and their wares, on the
cart loaded with fruit and vegetables that Enzo Scanno took through the streets every day,
leading the mule by the halter. And many observations on the books she read, the films she saw
in the church hall. And many of the ideas that she had asserted in the discussions with
Pasquale, in the talks she and I used to have. Of course, the progress was sporadic, but
whatever Lila captured in writing assumed importance, so that even in the pages written when
she was eleven or twelve there was not a single line that sounded childish.Usually the sentences
were extremely precise, the punctuation meticulous, the handwriting elegant, just as Maestra
Oliviero had taught us. But at times, as if a drug had flooded her veins, Lila seemed unable to
bear the order she had imposed on herself. Everything then became breathless, the sentences
took on an overexcited rhythm, the punctuation disappeared. In general it didn’t take long for her
to return to a clear, easy pace. But it might also happen that she broke off abruptly and filled the
rest of the page with little drawings of twisted trees, humped, smoking mountains, grim faces. I
was entranced by both the order and the disorder, and the more I read, the more deceived I felt.
How much practice there was behind the letter she had sent me on Ischia years earlier: that was
why it was so well written. I put everything back in the box, promising myself not to become
inquisitive again.But I soon gave in—the notebooks exuded the force of seduction that Lila had
given off since she was a child. She had treated the neighborhood, her family, the Solaras,
Stefano, every person or thing with ruthless accuracy. And what to say of the liberty she had
taken with me, with what I said, with what I thought, with the people I loved, with my very
physical appearance. She had fixed moments that were decisive for her without worrying about
anything or anyone. Here vividly was the pleasure she had felt when at ten she wrote her story,
The Blue Fairy. Here just as vivid was what she had suffered when our teacher Maestra Oliviero
hadn’t deigned to say a single word about that story, in fact had ignored it. Here was the
suffering and the fury because I had gone to middle school, neglecting her, abandoning her.
Here the excitement with which she had learned to repair shoes, the desire to prove herself that
had induced her to design new shoes, and the pleasure of completing the first pair with her
brother Rino. Here the pain when Fernando, her father, had said that the shoes weren’t well
made. There was everything, in those pages, but especially hatred for the Solara brothers, the
fierce determination with which she had rejected the love of the older, Marcello, and the moment
when she had decided, instead, to marry the gentle Stefano Carracci, the grocer, who out of



love had wanted to buy the first pair of shoes she had made, vowing that he would keep them
forever. Ah, the wonderful moment when, at fifteen, she had felt herself a rich and elegant lady,
on the arm of her fiancé, who, all because he loved her, had invested a lot of money in her father
and brother’s shoe business: Cerullo shoes. And how much satisfaction she had felt: the shoes
of her imagination in large part realized, a house in the new neighborhood, marriage at sixteen.
And what a lavish wedding, how happy she was. Then Marcello Solara, with his brother Michele,
had appeared in the middle of the festivities, wearing on his feet the very shoes that her
husband had said were so dear to him. Her husband. What sort of man had she married? Now,
when it was all over, would the false face be torn off, revealing the horribly true one underneath?
Questions, and the facts, without embellishment, of our poverty. I devoted myself to those pages,
for days, for weeks. I studied them. I ended up learning by heart the passages I liked, the ones
that thrilled me, the ones that hypnotized me, the ones that humiliated me. Behind their
naturalness was surely some artifice, but I couldn’t discover what it was.Finally, one evening in
November, exasperated, I went out carrying the box. I couldn’t stand feeling Lila on me and in
me, even now that I was esteemed myself, even now that I had a life outside of Naples. I stopped
on the Solferino bridge to look at the lights filtered through a cold mist. I placed the box on the
parapet, and pushed it slowly, a little at a time, until it fell into the river, as if it were her, Lila in
person, plummeting, with her thoughts, words, the malice with which she struck back at anyone,
the way she appropriated me, as she did every person or thing or event or thought that touched
her: books and shoes, sweetness and violence, the marriage and the wedding night, the return
to the neighborhood in the new role of Signora Raffaella Carracci.1.In the spring of 1966, Lila, in
a state of great agitation, entrusted to me a metal box that contained eight notebooks. She said
that she could no longer keep them at home, she was afraid her husband might read them. I
carried off the box without comment, apart from some ironic allusions to the excessive amount of
string she had tied around it. At that time our relationship was terrible, but it seemed that only I
considered it that way. The rare times we saw each other, she showed no embarrassment, only
affection; a hostile word never slipped out.When she asked me to swear that I wouldn’t open the
box for any reason, I swore. But as soon as I was on the train I untied the string, took out the
notebooks, began to read. It wasn’t a diary, although there were detailed accounts of the events
of her life, starting with the end of elementary school. Rather, it seemed evidence of a stubborn
self-discipline in writing. The pages were full of descriptions: the branch of a tree, the ponds, a
stone, a leaf with its white veinings, the pots in the kitchen, the various parts of a coffeemaker,
the brazier, the coal and bits of coal, a highly detailed map of the courtyard, the broad avenue of
stradone, the rusting iron structure beyond the ponds, the gardens and the church, the cut of the
vegetation alongside the railway, the new buildings, her parents’ house, the tools her father and
her brother used to repair shoes, their gestures when they worked, and above all colors, the
colors of every object at different times of the day. But there were not only pages of description.
Isolated words appeared, in dialect and in Italian, sometimes circled, without comment. And
Latin and Greek translation exercises. And entire passages in English on the neighborhood



shops and their wares, on the cart loaded with fruit and vegetables that Enzo Scanno took
through the streets every day, leading the mule by the halter. And many observations on the
books she read, the films she saw in the church hall. And many of the ideas that she had
asserted in the discussions with Pasquale, in the talks she and I used to have. Of course, the
progress was sporadic, but whatever Lila captured in writing assumed importance, so that even
in the pages written when she was eleven or twelve there was not a single line that sounded
childish.Usually the sentences were extremely precise, the punctuation meticulous, the
handwriting elegant, just as Maestra Oliviero had taught us. But at times, as if a drug had
flooded her veins, Lila seemed unable to bear the order she had imposed on herself. Everything
then became breathless, the sentences took on an overexcited rhythm, the punctuation
disappeared. In general it didn’t take long for her to return to a clear, easy pace. But it might also
happen that she broke off abruptly and filled the rest of the page with little drawings of twisted
trees, humped, smoking mountains, grim faces. I was entranced by both the order and the
disorder, and the more I read, the more deceived I felt. How much practice there was behind the
letter she had sent me on Ischia years earlier: that was why it was so well written. I put
everything back in the box, promising myself not to become inquisitive again.But I soon gave in—
the notebooks exuded the force of seduction that Lila had given off since she was a child. She
had treated the neighborhood, her family, the Solaras, Stefano, every person or thing with
ruthless accuracy. And what to say of the liberty she had taken with me, with what I said, with
what I thought, with the people I loved, with my very physical appearance. She had fixed
moments that were decisive for her without worrying about anything or anyone. Here vividly was
the pleasure she had felt when at ten she wrote her story, The Blue Fairy. Here just as vivid was
what she had suffered when our teacher Maestra Oliviero hadn’t deigned to say a single word
about that story, in fact had ignored it. Here was the suffering and the fury because I had gone to
middle school, neglecting her, abandoning her. Here the excitement with which she had learned
to repair shoes, the desire to prove herself that had induced her to design new shoes, and the
pleasure of completing the first pair with her brother Rino. Here the pain when Fernando, her
father, had said that the shoes weren’t well made. There was everything, in those pages, but
especially hatred for the Solara brothers, the fierce determination with which she had rejected
the love of the older, Marcello, and the moment when she had decided, instead, to marry the
gentle Stefano Carracci, the grocer, who out of love had wanted to buy the first pair of shoes she
had made, vowing that he would keep them forever. Ah, the wonderful moment when, at fifteen,
she had felt herself a rich and elegant lady, on the arm of her fiancé, who, all because he loved
her, had invested a lot of money in her father and brother’s shoe business: Cerullo shoes. And
how much satisfaction she had felt: the shoes of her imagination in large part realized, a house
in the new neighborhood, marriage at sixteen. And what a lavish wedding, how happy she was.
Then Marcello Solara, with his brother Michele, had appeared in the middle of the festivities,
wearing on his feet the very shoes that her husband had said were so dear to him. Her husband.
What sort of man had she married? Now, when it was all over, would the false face be torn off,



revealing the horribly true one underneath? Questions, and the facts, without embellishment, of
our poverty. I devoted myself to those pages, for days, for weeks. I studied them. I ended up
learning by heart the passages I liked, the ones that thrilled me, the ones that hypnotized me,
the ones that humiliated me. Behind their naturalness was surely some artifice, but I couldn’t
discover what it was.Finally, one evening in November, exasperated, I went out carrying the box.
I couldn’t stand feeling Lila on me and in me, even now that I was esteemed myself, even now
that I had a life outside of Naples. I stopped on the Solferino bridge to look at the lights filtered
through a cold mist. I placed the box on the parapet, and pushed it slowly, a little at a time, until it
fell into the river, as if it were her, Lila in person, plummeting, with her thoughts, words, the
malice with which she struck back at anyone, the way she appropriated me, as she did every
person or thing or event or thought that touched her: books and shoes, sweetness and violence,
the marriage and the wedding night, the return to the neighborhood in the new role of Signora
Raffaella Carracci.1.In the spring of 1966, Lila, in a state of great agitation, entrusted to me a
metal box that contained eight notebooks. She said that she could no longer keep them at home,
she was afraid her husband might read them. I carried off the box without comment, apart from
some ironic allusions to the excessive amount of string she had tied around it. At that time our
relationship was terrible, but it seemed that only I considered it that way. The rare times we saw
each other, she showed no embarrassment, only affection; a hostile word never slipped
out.When she asked me to swear that I wouldn’t open the box for any reason, I swore. But as
soon as I was on the train I untied the string, took out the notebooks, began to read. It wasn’t a
diary, although there were detailed accounts of the events of her life, starting with the end of
elementary school. Rather, it seemed evidence of a stubborn self-discipline in writing. The
pages were full of descriptions: the branch of a tree, the ponds, a stone, a leaf with its white
veinings, the pots in the kitchen, the various parts of a coffeemaker, the brazier, the coal and bits
of coal, a highly detailed map of the courtyard, the broad avenue of stradone, the rusting iron
structure beyond the ponds, the gardens and the church, the cut of the vegetation alongside the
railway, the new buildings, her parents’ house, the tools her father and her brother used to repair
shoes, their gestures when they worked, and above all colors, the colors of every object at
different times of the day. But there were not only pages of description. Isolated words appeared,
in dialect and in Italian, sometimes circled, without comment. And Latin and Greek translation
exercises. And entire passages in English on the neighborhood shops and their wares, on the
cart loaded with fruit and vegetables that Enzo Scanno took through the streets every day,
leading the mule by the halter. And many observations on the books she read, the films she saw
in the church hall. And many of the ideas that she had asserted in the discussions with
Pasquale, in the talks she and I used to have. Of course, the progress was sporadic, but
whatever Lila captured in writing assumed importance, so that even in the pages written when
she was eleven or twelve there was not a single line that sounded childish.Usually the sentences
were extremely precise, the punctuation meticulous, the handwriting elegant, just as Maestra
Oliviero had taught us. But at times, as if a drug had flooded her veins, Lila seemed unable to



bear the order she had imposed on herself. Everything then became breathless, the sentences
took on an overexcited rhythm, the punctuation disappeared. In general it didn’t take long for her
to return to a clear, easy pace. But it might also happen that she broke off abruptly and filled the
rest of the page with little drawings of twisted trees, humped, smoking mountains, grim faces. I
was entranced by both the order and the disorder, and the more I read, the more deceived I felt.
How much practice there was behind the letter she had sent me on Ischia years earlier: that was
why it was so well written. I put everything back in the box, promising myself not to become
inquisitive again.But I soon gave in—the notebooks exuded the force of seduction that Lila had
given off since she was a child. She had treated the neighborhood, her family, the Solaras,
Stefano, every person or thing with ruthless accuracy. And what to say of the liberty she had
taken with me, with what I said, with what I thought, with the people I loved, with my very
physical appearance. She had fixed moments that were decisive for her without worrying about
anything or anyone. Here vividly was the pleasure she had felt when at ten she wrote her story,
The Blue Fairy. Here just as vivid was what she had suffered when our teacher Maestra Oliviero
hadn’t deigned to say a single word about that story, in fact had ignored it. Here was the
suffering and the fury because I had gone to middle school, neglecting her, abandoning her.
Here the excitement with which she had learned to repair shoes, the desire to prove herself that
had induced her to design new shoes, and the pleasure of completing the first pair with her
brother Rino. Here the pain when Fernando, her father, had said that the shoes weren’t well
made. There was everything, in those pages, but especially hatred for the Solara brothers, the
fierce determination with which she had rejected the love of the older, Marcello, and the moment
when she had decided, instead, to marry the gentle Stefano Carracci, the grocer, who out of
love had wanted to buy the first pair of shoes she had made, vowing that he would keep them
forever. Ah, the wonderful moment when, at fifteen, she had felt herself a rich and elegant lady,
on the arm of her fiancé, who, all because he loved her, had invested a lot of money in her father
and brother’s shoe business: Cerullo shoes. And how much satisfaction she had felt: the shoes
of her imagination in large part realized, a house in the new neighborhood, marriage at sixteen.
And what a lavish wedding, how happy she was. Then Marcello Solara, with his brother Michele,
had appeared in the middle of the festivities, wearing on his feet the very shoes that her
husband had said were so dear to him. Her husband. What sort of man had she married? Now,
when it was all over, would the false face be torn off, revealing the horribly true one underneath?
Questions, and the facts, without embellishment, of our poverty. I devoted myself to those pages,
for days, for weeks. I studied them. I ended up learning by heart the passages I liked, the ones
that thrilled me, the ones that hypnotized me, the ones that humiliated me. Behind their
naturalness was surely some artifice, but I couldn’t discover what it was.Finally, one evening in
November, exasperated, I went out carrying the box. I couldn’t stand feeling Lila on me and in
me, even now that I was esteemed myself, even now that I had a life outside of Naples. I stopped
on the Solferino bridge to look at the lights filtered through a cold mist. I placed the box on the
parapet, and pushed it slowly, a little at a time, until it fell into the river, as if it were her, Lila in



person, plummeting, with her thoughts, words, the malice with which she struck back at anyone,
the way she appropriated me, as she did every person or thing or event or thought that touched
her: books and shoes, sweetness and violence, the marriage and the wedding night, the return
to the neighborhood in the new role of Signora Raffaella Carracci.2.I couldn’t believe that
Stefano, so kind, so in love, had given Marcello Solara the vestige of the child Lila, the evidence
of her work on the shoes she had designed.I forgot about Alfonso and Marisa, who, sitting at the
table, were talking to each other, eyes shining. I paid no more attention to my mother’s drunken
laughter. The music faded, along with the voice of the singer, the dancing couples, and Antonio,
who had gone out to the terrace and, overwhelmed by jealousy, was standing outside the glass
door staring at the violet city, the sea. Even the image of Nino, who had just left the room like an
archangel without annunciations, grew faint. Now I saw only Lila, speaking animatedly into
Stefano’s ear, she very pale in her wedding dress, he unsmiling, a white patch of unease running
over his flushed face from his forehead to his eyes like a Carnival mask. What was happening,
what would happen? My friend tugged her husband’s arm with both hands. She used all her
strength, and I who knew her thoroughly felt that if she could she would have wrenched it from
his body, crossed the room holding it high above her head, blood dripping in her train, and she
would have used it as a club or a donkey’s jawbone to crush Marcello’s face with a solid blow. Ah
yes, she would have done it, and at the idea my heart pounded furiously, my throat became dry.
Then she would have dug out the eyes of both men, she would have torn the flesh from the
bones of their faces, she would have bitten them. Yes, yes, I felt that I wanted that, I wanted it to
happen. An end of love and of that intolerable celebration, no embraces in a bed in Amalfi.
Immediately shatter everything and every person in the neighborhood, tear them to pieces, Lila
and I, go and live far away, lightheartedly descending together all the steps of humiliation, alone,
in unknown cities. It seemed to me the just conclusion to that day. If nothing could save us, not
money, not a male body, and not even studying, we might as well destroy everything
immediately. Her rage expanded in my breast, a force that was mine and not mine, filling me with
the pleasure of losing myself. I wished that that force would overflow. But I realized that I was
also afraid of it. I understood only later that I can be quietly unhappy, because I’m incapable of
violent reactions, I fear them, I prefer to be still, cultivating resentment. Not Lila. When she left
her seat, she got up so decisively that the table shook, along with the silverware on the dirty
plates; a glass was overturned. As Stefano hurried mechanically to cut off the tongue of wine
that was heading toward Signora Solara’s dress, Lila went out quickly through a side door,
jerking her dress away whenever it got caught.I thought of running after her, grabbing her hand,
whispering to her let’s get out, out of here. But I didn’t move. Stefano moved, after a moment of
uncertainty, and, making his way among the dancing couples, joined her.I looked around.
Everyone realized that something had upset the bride. But Marcello continued to chat in a
conspiratorial way with Rino, as if it were normal for him to have those shoes on his feet. The
increasingly lewd toasts of the metal merchant continued. Those who felt at the bottom of the
hierarchy of tables and guests went on struggling to put a good face on things. In other words,



no one except me seemed to realize that the marriage that had just been celebrated—and that
would probably last until the death of the spouses, among the births of many children, many
more grandchildren, joys and sorrows, silver and gold wedding anniversaries—that for Lila, no
matter what her husband did in his attempt to be forgiven, that marriage was already over.2.I
couldn’t believe that Stefano, so kind, so in love, had given Marcello Solara the vestige of the
child Lila, the evidence of her work on the shoes she had designed.I forgot about Alfonso and
Marisa, who, sitting at the table, were talking to each other, eyes shining. I paid no more attention
to my mother’s drunken laughter. The music faded, along with the voice of the singer, the
dancing couples, and Antonio, who had gone out to the terrace and, overwhelmed by jealousy,
was standing outside the glass door staring at the violet city, the sea. Even the image of Nino,
who had just left the room like an archangel without annunciations, grew faint. Now I saw only
Lila, speaking animatedly into Stefano’s ear, she very pale in her wedding dress, he unsmiling, a
white patch of unease running over his flushed face from his forehead to his eyes like a Carnival
mask. What was happening, what would happen? My friend tugged her husband’s arm with both
hands. She used all her strength, and I who knew her thoroughly felt that if she could she would
have wrenched it from his body, crossed the room holding it high above her head, blood dripping
in her train, and she would have used it as a club or a donkey’s jawbone to crush Marcello’s face
with a solid blow. Ah yes, she would have done it, and at the idea my heart pounded furiously,
my throat became dry. Then she would have dug out the eyes of both men, she would have torn
the flesh from the bones of their faces, she would have bitten them. Yes, yes, I felt that I wanted
that, I wanted it to happen. An end of love and of that intolerable celebration, no embraces in a
bed in Amalfi. Immediately shatter everything and every person in the neighborhood, tear them
to pieces, Lila and I, go and live far away, lightheartedly descending together all the steps of
humiliation, alone, in unknown cities. It seemed to me the just conclusion to that day. If nothing
could save us, not money, not a male body, and not even studying, we might as well destroy
everything immediately. Her rage expanded in my breast, a force that was mine and not mine,
filling me with the pleasure of losing myself. I wished that that force would overflow. But I realized
that I was also afraid of it. I understood only later that I can be quietly unhappy, because I’m
incapable of violent reactions, I fear them, I prefer to be still, cultivating resentment. Not Lila.
When she left her seat, she got up so decisively that the table shook, along with the silverware
on the dirty plates; a glass was overturned. As Stefano hurried mechanically to cut off the tongue
of wine that was heading toward Signora Solara’s dress, Lila went out quickly through a side
door, jerking her dress away whenever it got caught.I thought of running after her, grabbing her
hand, whispering to her let’s get out, out of here. But I didn’t move. Stefano moved, after a
moment of uncertainty, and, making his way among the dancing couples, joined her.I looked
around. Everyone realized that something had upset the bride. But Marcello continued to chat in
a conspiratorial way with Rino, as if it were normal for him to have those shoes on his feet. The
increasingly lewd toasts of the metal merchant continued. Those who felt at the bottom of the
hierarchy of tables and guests went on struggling to put a good face on things. In other words,
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matter what her husband did in his attempt to be forgiven, that marriage was already over.2.I
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white patch of unease running over his flushed face from his forehead to his eyes like a Carnival
mask. What was happening, what would happen? My friend tugged her husband’s arm with both
hands. She used all her strength, and I who knew her thoroughly felt that if she could she would
have wrenched it from his body, crossed the room holding it high above her head, blood dripping
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to pieces, Lila and I, go and live far away, lightheartedly descending together all the steps of
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a conspiratorial way with Rino, as if it were normal for him to have those shoes on his feet. The
increasingly lewd toasts of the metal merchant continued. Those who felt at the bottom of the
hierarchy of tables and guests went on struggling to put a good face on things. In other words,



no one except me seemed to realize that the marriage that had just been celebrated—and that
would probably last until the death of the spouses, among the births of many children, many
more grandchildren, joys and sorrows, silver and gold wedding anniversaries—that for Lila, no
matter what her husband did in his attempt to be forgiven, that marriage was already over.3.At
first the events disappointed me. I sat with Alfonso and Marisa, paying no attention to their
conversation. I waited for signs of revolt, but nothing happened. To be inside Lila’s head was, as
usual, difficult: I didn’t hear her shouting, I didn’t hear her threatening. Stefano reappeared half
an hour later, very friendly. He had changed his clothes; the white patch on his forehead and
around his eyes had vanished. He strolled about among friends and relatives waiting for his wife
to arrive, and when she returned to the hall not in her wedding dress but in her traveling outfit, a
pastel-blue suit, with very pale buttons, and a blue hat, he joined her immediately. Lila
distributed sugared almonds to the children, taking them from a crystal bowl with a silver spoon,
then she moved among the tables handing out the wedding favors, first to her relatives, then to
Stefano’s. She ignored the entire Solara family and even her brother Rino, who asked her with an
anxious half-smile: Don’t you love me anymore? She didn’t answer, but gave the wedding favor
to Pinuccia. She had an absent gaze, her cheekbones appeared more prominent than usual.
When she got to me, she distractedly handed me, without even a smile of complicity, the white
tulle-wrapped ceramic basket full of sugared almonds.The Solaras were irritated by that
discourtesy, but Stefano made up for it, embracing them one by one, with a pleasant, soothing
expression, and murmuring, “She’s tired, be patient.”He kissed Rino, too, on the cheeks, but his
brother-in-law gave a sign of displeasure, and I heard him say, “It’s not tiredness, Ste’, she was
born twisted and I’m sorry for you.”Stefano answered seriously, “Twisted things get straightened
out.”Afterward I saw him hurry after his wife, who was already at the door, while the orchestra
spewed drunken sounds and people crowded around for the final goodbyes.No rupture, then,
we would not run away together through the streets of the world. I imagined the newlyweds,
handsome, elegant, getting into the convertible. Soon they would be on the Amalfi coast, in a
luxurious hotel, and every bloodcurdling insult would have changed into a bad mood that was
easily erased. No second thoughts. Lila had detached herself from me definitively and—it
suddenly seemed to me—the distance was in fact greater than I had imagined. She wasn’t only
married, her submission to conjugal rites would not be limited merely to sleeping with a man
every night. There was something I hadn’t understood, which at that moment seemed to me
obvious. Lila—bowing to the fact that some business arrangement or other between her
husband and Marcello had been sealed by her girlish labors—had admitted that she cared
about him more than any other person or thing. If she had already yielded, if she had already
swallowed that insult, her bond with Stefano must truly be strong. She loved him, she loved him
like the girls in the photonovels. For her whole life she would sacrifice to him every quality of her
own, and he wouldn’t even be aware of the sacrifice, he would be surrounded by the wealth of
feeling, intelligence, imagination that were hers, without knowing what to do with them, he would
ruin them. I, I thought, am not capable of loving anyone like that, not even Nino, all I know is how



to get along with books. And for a fraction of a second I saw myself identical to a dented bowl in
which my sister Elisa used to feed a stray cat, until he disappeared, and the bowl stood empty,
gathering dust on the landing. At that point, with a sharp sense of anguish, I felt sure that I had
ventured too far. I must go back, I said to myself, I should be like Carmela, Ada, Gigliola, Lila
herself. Accept the neighborhood, expel pride, punish presumption, stop humiliating the people
who love me. When Alfonso and Marisa went off to meet Nino, I, making a large detour to avoid
my mother, joined my boyfriend on the terrace.My dress was too light: the sun had gone, it was
beginning to get cold. As soon as he saw me, Antonio lit a cigarette and pretended to look at the
sea again.“Let’s go,” I said.“Go yourself, with Sarratore’s son.”“I want to go with you.”“You’re a
liar.”“Why?”“Because if he wanted you, you would leave me here without so much as a
goodbye.”It was true, but it enraged me that he said it so openly, heedless of the words. I hissed,
“If you don’t understand that I’m here running the risk that at any moment my mother might show
up and start hitting me because of you, then it means that you’re thinking only of yourself, that I
don’t matter to you at all.”He heard scarcely any dialect in my voice, he noted the long sentence,
the subjunctives, and he lost his temper. He threw away the cigarette, grabbed me by the wrist
with a barely controlled force and cried—a cry locked in his throat—that he was there for me,
only for me, that it was I who had told him to stay near me in the church and at the celebration,
yes, I, and you made me swear, he gasped, swear, you said, that you won’t ever leave me alone,
and so I had a suit made, and I’m deep in debt to Signora Solara, and to please you, to do as
you asked, I didn’t spend even a minute with my mother or my sisters and brothers: and what is
my reward, my reward is that you treat me like shit, you talk the whole time to the poet’s son and
humiliate me in front of my friends, you make me look ridiculous, because to you I’m no one,
because you’re so educated and I’m not, because I don’t understand the things you say, and it’s
true, it’s very true that I don’t understand you, but God damn it, Lenù, look at me, look me in the
face: you think you can order me around, you think I’m not capable of saying That’s enough, and
yet you’re wrong, you know everything, but you don’t know that if you go out of that door with me
now, if now I tell you O.K. and we go out, but then I discover that you see that jerk Nino Sarratore
at school, and who knows where else, I’ll kill you, Lenù, so think about it, leave me here this
minute, he said in despair, leave me, because it’s better for you, and meanwhile he looked at
me, his eyes red and very large, and uttered the words with his mouth wide open, shouting at me
without shouting, his nostrils flaring, black, and in his face such suffering that I thought Maybe
he’s hurting himself inside, because the words, shouted in his throat like that, in his chest, but
without exploding in the air, are like bits of sharp iron piercing his lungs and his pharynx.I had a
confused need for that aggression. The vise on my wrist, the fear that he would hit me, that river
of painful words ended by consoling me: it seemed to me that at least he valued me.“You’re
hurting me,” I muttered.He slowly relaxed his grip, but remained staring at me with his mouth
open. The skin of my wrist was turning purple, giving him weight and authority, anchoring me to
him.“What do you choose?” he asked.“I want to stay with you,” I said, but sullenly.He closed his
mouth, his eyes filled with tears, he looked at the sea to give himself time to suppress



them.Soon afterward we were in the street. We didn’t wait for Pasquale, Enzo, the girls, we didn’t
say goodbye to anyone. The most important thing was not to be seen by my mother, so we
slipped away on foot; by now it was dark. For a while we walked beside each other without
touching, then Antonio hesitantly put an arm around my shoulders. He wanted me to understand
that he expected to be forgiven, as if he were the guilty one. Because he loved me, he had
decided to consider the hours that, right before his eyes, I had spent with Nino, seducing and
seduced, a time of hallucinations.“Did I leave a bruise?” he asked, trying to take my wrist.I didn’t
answer. He grasped my shoulder with his broad hand, I made a movement of annoyance that
immediately caused him to relax his grip. He waited, I waited. When he tried again to send out
that signal of surrender, I put an arm around his waist.3.At first the events disappointed me. I sat
with Alfonso and Marisa, paying no attention to their conversation. I waited for signs of revolt, but
nothing happened. To be inside Lila’s head was, as usual, difficult: I didn’t hear her shouting, I
didn’t hear her threatening. Stefano reappeared half an hour later, very friendly. He had changed
his clothes; the white patch on his forehead and around his eyes had vanished. He strolled about
among friends and relatives waiting for his wife to arrive, and when she returned to the hall not in
her wedding dress but in her traveling outfit, a pastel-blue suit, with very pale buttons, and a blue
hat, he joined her immediately. Lila distributed sugared almonds to the children, taking them
from a crystal bowl with a silver spoon, then she moved among the tables handing out the
wedding favors, first to her relatives, then to Stefano’s. She ignored the entire Solara family and
even her brother Rino, who asked her with an anxious half-smile: Don’t you love me anymore?
She didn’t answer, but gave the wedding favor to Pinuccia. She had an absent gaze, her
cheekbones appeared more prominent than usual. When she got to me, she distractedly
handed me, without even a smile of complicity, the white tulle-wrapped ceramic basket full of
sugared almonds.The Solaras were irritated by that discourtesy, but Stefano made up for it,
embracing them one by one, with a pleasant, soothing expression, and murmuring, “She’s tired,
be patient.”He kissed Rino, too, on the cheeks, but his brother-in-law gave a sign of displeasure,
and I heard him say, “It’s not tiredness, Ste’, she was born twisted and I’m sorry for you.”Stefano
answered seriously, “Twisted things get straightened out.”Afterward I saw him hurry after his
wife, who was already at the door, while the orchestra spewed drunken sounds and people
crowded around for the final goodbyes.No rupture, then, we would not run away together
through the streets of the world. I imagined the newlyweds, handsome, elegant, getting into the
convertible. Soon they would be on the Amalfi coast, in a luxurious hotel, and every
bloodcurdling insult would have changed into a bad mood that was easily erased. No second
thoughts. Lila had detached herself from me definitively and—it suddenly seemed to me—the
distance was in fact greater than I had imagined. She wasn’t only married, her submission to
conjugal rites would not be limited merely to sleeping with a man every night. There was
something I hadn’t understood, which at that moment seemed to me obvious. Lila—bowing to
the fact that some business arrangement or other between her husband and Marcello had been
sealed by her girlish labors—had admitted that she cared about him more than any other person



or thing. If she had already yielded, if she had already swallowed that insult, her bond with
Stefano must truly be strong. She loved him, she loved him like the girls in the photonovels. For
her whole life she would sacrifice to him every quality of her own, and he wouldn’t even be aware
of the sacrifice, he would be surrounded by the wealth of feeling, intelligence, imagination that
were hers, without knowing what to do with them, he would ruin them. I, I thought, am not
capable of loving anyone like that, not even Nino, all I know is how to get along with books. And
for a fraction of a second I saw myself identical to a dented bowl in which my sister Elisa used to
feed a stray cat, until he disappeared, and the bowl stood empty, gathering dust on the landing.
At that point, with a sharp sense of anguish, I felt sure that I had ventured too far. I must go back,
I said to myself, I should be like Carmela, Ada, Gigliola, Lila herself. Accept the neighborhood,
expel pride, punish presumption, stop humiliating the people who love me. When Alfonso and
Marisa went off to meet Nino, I, making a large detour to avoid my mother, joined my boyfriend
on the terrace.My dress was too light: the sun had gone, it was beginning to get cold. As soon as
he saw me, Antonio lit a cigarette and pretended to look at the sea again.“Let’s go,” I said.“Go
yourself, with Sarratore’s son.”“I want to go with you.”“You’re a liar.”“Why?”“Because if he wanted
you, you would leave me here without so much as a goodbye.”It was true, but it enraged me that
he said it so openly, heedless of the words. I hissed, “If you don’t understand that I’m here
running the risk that at any moment my mother might show up and start hitting me because of
you, then it means that you’re thinking only of yourself, that I don’t matter to you at all.”He heard
scarcely any dialect in my voice, he noted the long sentence, the subjunctives, and he lost his
temper. He threw away the cigarette, grabbed me by the wrist with a barely controlled force and
cried—a cry locked in his throat—that he was there for me, only for me, that it was I who had told
him to stay near me in the church and at the celebration, yes, I, and you made me swear, he
gasped, swear, you said, that you won’t ever leave me alone, and so I had a suit made, and I’m
deep in debt to Signora Solara, and to please you, to do as you asked, I didn’t spend even a
minute with my mother or my sisters and brothers: and what is my reward, my reward is that you
treat me like shit, you talk the whole time to the poet’s son and humiliate me in front of my
friends, you make me look ridiculous, because to you I’m no one, because you’re so educated
and I’m not, because I don’t understand the things you say, and it’s true, it’s very true that I don’t
understand you, but God damn it, Lenù, look at me, look me in the face: you think you can order
me around, you think I’m not capable of saying That’s enough, and yet you’re wrong, you know
everything, but you don’t know that if you go out of that door with me now, if now I tell you O.K.
and we go out, but then I discover that you see that jerk Nino Sarratore at school, and who
knows where else, I’ll kill you, Lenù, so think about it, leave me here this minute, he said in
despair, leave me, because it’s better for you, and meanwhile he looked at me, his eyes red and
very large, and uttered the words with his mouth wide open, shouting at me without shouting, his
nostrils flaring, black, and in his face such suffering that I thought Maybe he’s hurting himself
inside, because the words, shouted in his throat like that, in his chest, but without exploding in
the air, are like bits of sharp iron piercing his lungs and his pharynx.I had a confused need for



that aggression. The vise on my wrist, the fear that he would hit me, that river of painful words
ended by consoling me: it seemed to me that at least he valued me.“You’re hurting me,” I
muttered.He slowly relaxed his grip, but remained staring at me with his mouth open. The skin of
my wrist was turning purple, giving him weight and authority, anchoring me to him.“What do you
choose?” he asked.“I want to stay with you,” I said, but sullenly.He closed his mouth, his eyes
filled with tears, he looked at the sea to give himself time to suppress them.Soon afterward we
were in the street. We didn’t wait for Pasquale, Enzo, the girls, we didn’t say goodbye to anyone.
The most important thing was not to be seen by my mother, so we slipped away on foot; by now
it was dark. For a while we walked beside each other without touching, then Antonio hesitantly
put an arm around my shoulders. He wanted me to understand that he expected to be forgiven,
as if he were the guilty one. Because he loved me, he had decided to consider the hours that,
right before his eyes, I had spent with Nino, seducing and seduced, a time of hallucinations.“Did
I leave a bruise?” he asked, trying to take my wrist.I didn’t answer. He grasped my shoulder with
his broad hand, I made a movement of annoyance that immediately caused him to relax his grip.
He waited, I waited. When he tried again to send out that signal of surrender, I put an arm around
his waist.3.At first the events disappointed me. I sat with Alfonso and Marisa, paying no attention
to their conversation. I waited for signs of revolt, but nothing happened. To be inside Lila’s head
was, as usual, difficult: I didn’t hear her shouting, I didn’t hear her threatening. Stefano
reappeared half an hour later, very friendly. He had changed his clothes; the white patch on his
forehead and around his eyes had vanished. He strolled about among friends and relatives
waiting for his wife to arrive, and when she returned to the hall not in her wedding dress but in
her traveling outfit, a pastel-blue suit, with very pale buttons, and a blue hat, he joined her
immediately. Lila distributed sugared almonds to the children, taking them from a crystal bowl
with a silver spoon, then she moved among the tables handing out the wedding favors, first to
her relatives, then to Stefano’s. She ignored the entire Solara family and even her brother Rino,
who asked her with an anxious half-smile: Don’t you love me anymore? She didn’t answer, but
gave the wedding favor to Pinuccia. She had an absent gaze, her cheekbones appeared more
prominent than usual. When she got to me, she distractedly handed me, without even a smile of
complicity, the white tulle-wrapped ceramic basket full of sugared almonds.The Solaras were
irritated by that discourtesy, but Stefano made up for it, embracing them one by one, with a
pleasant, soothing expression, and murmuring, “She’s tired, be patient.”He kissed Rino, too, on
the cheeks, but his brother-in-law gave a sign of displeasure, and I heard him say, “It’s not
tiredness, Ste’, she was born twisted and I’m sorry for you.”Stefano answered seriously, “Twisted
things get straightened out.”Afterward I saw him hurry after his wife, who was already at the
door, while the orchestra spewed drunken sounds and people crowded around for the final
goodbyes.No rupture, then, we would not run away together through the streets of the world. I
imagined the newlyweds, handsome, elegant, getting into the convertible. Soon they would be
on the Amalfi coast, in a luxurious hotel, and every bloodcurdling insult would have changed into
a bad mood that was easily erased. No second thoughts. Lila had detached herself from me



definitively and—it suddenly seemed to me—the distance was in fact greater than I had
imagined. She wasn’t only married, her submission to conjugal rites would not be limited merely
to sleeping with a man every night. There was something I hadn’t understood, which at that
moment seemed to me obvious. Lila—bowing to the fact that some business arrangement or
other between her husband and Marcello had been sealed by her girlish labors—had admitted
that she cared about him more than any other person or thing. If she had already yielded, if she
had already swallowed that insult, her bond with Stefano must truly be strong. She loved him,
she loved him like the girls in the photonovels. For her whole life she would sacrifice to him every
quality of her own, and he wouldn’t even be aware of the sacrifice, he would be surrounded by
the wealth of feeling, intelligence, imagination that were hers, without knowing what to do with
them, he would ruin them. I, I thought, am not capable of loving anyone like that, not even Nino,
all I know is how to get along with books. And for a fraction of a second I saw myself identical to
a dented bowl in which my sister Elisa used to feed a stray cat, until he disappeared, and the
bowl stood empty, gathering dust on the landing. At that point, with a sharp sense of anguish, I
felt sure that I had ventured too far. I must go back, I said to myself, I should be like Carmela,
Ada, Gigliola, Lila herself. Accept the neighborhood, expel pride, punish presumption, stop
humiliating the people who love me. When Alfonso and Marisa went off to meet Nino, I, making a
large detour to avoid my mother, joined my boyfriend on the terrace.My dress was too light: the
sun had gone, it was beginning to get cold. As soon as he saw me, Antonio lit a cigarette and
pretended to look at the sea again.“Let’s go,” I said.“Go yourself, with Sarratore’s son.”“I want to
go with you.”“You’re a liar.”“Why?”“Because if he wanted you, you would leave me here without
so much as a goodbye.”It was true, but it enraged me that he said it so openly, heedless of the
words. I hissed, “If you don’t understand that I’m here running the risk that at any moment my
mother might show up and start hitting me because of you, then it means that you’re thinking
only of yourself, that I don’t matter to you at all.”He heard scarcely any dialect in my voice, he
noted the long sentence, the subjunctives, and he lost his temper. He threw away the cigarette,
grabbed me by the wrist with a barely controlled force and cried—a cry locked in his throat—that
he was there for me, only for me, that it was I who had told him to stay near me in the church and
at the celebration, yes, I, and you made me swear, he gasped, swear, you said, that you won’t
ever leave me alone, and so I had a suit made, and I’m deep in debt to Signora Solara, and to
please you, to do as you asked, I didn’t spend even a minute with my mother or my sisters and
brothers: and what is my reward, my reward is that you treat me like shit, you talk the whole time
to the poet’s son and humiliate me in front of my friends, you make me look ridiculous, because
to you I’m no one, because you’re so educated and I’m not, because I don’t understand the
things you say, and it’s true, it’s very true that I don’t understand you, but God damn it, Lenù, look
at me, look me in the face: you think you can order me around, you think I’m not capable of
saying That’s enough, and yet you’re wrong, you know everything, but you don’t know that if you
go out of that door with me now, if now I tell you O.K. and we go out, but then I discover that you
see that jerk Nino Sarratore at school, and who knows where else, I’ll kill you, Lenù, so think



about it, leave me here this minute, he said in despair, leave me, because it’s better for you, and
meanwhile he looked at me, his eyes red and very large, and uttered the words with his mouth
wide open, shouting at me without shouting, his nostrils flaring, black, and in his face such
suffering that I thought Maybe he’s hurting himself inside, because the words, shouted in his
throat like that, in his chest, but without exploding in the air, are like bits of sharp iron piercing his
lungs and his pharynx.I had a confused need for that aggression. The vise on my wrist, the fear
that he would hit me, that river of painful words ended by consoling me: it seemed to me that at
least he valued me.“You’re hurting me,” I muttered.He slowly relaxed his grip, but remained
staring at me with his mouth open. The skin of my wrist was turning purple, giving him weight
and authority, anchoring me to him.“What do you choose?” he asked.“I want to stay with you,” I
said, but sullenly.He closed his mouth, his eyes filled with tears, he looked at the sea to give
himself time to suppress them.Soon afterward we were in the street. We didn’t wait for Pasquale,
Enzo, the girls, we didn’t say goodbye to anyone. The most important thing was not to be seen
by my mother, so we slipped away on foot; by now it was dark. For a while we walked beside
each other without touching, then Antonio hesitantly put an arm around my shoulders. He
wanted me to understand that he expected to be forgiven, as if he were the guilty one. Because
he loved me, he had decided to consider the hours that, right before his eyes, I had spent with
Nino, seducing and seduced, a time of hallucinations.“Did I leave a bruise?” he asked, trying to
take my wrist.I didn’t answer. He grasped my shoulder with his broad hand, I made a movement
of annoyance that immediately caused him to relax his grip. He waited, I waited. When he tried
again to send out that signal of surrender, I put an arm around his waist.4.We kissed without
stopping, behind a tree, in the doorway of a building, along dark alleys. We took a bus, then
another, and reached the station. We went toward the ponds on foot, still kissing each other on
the nearly deserted street that skirted the railroad tracks.I was hot, even though my dress was
light and the cold of the evening pierced the heat of my skin with sudden shivers. Every so often
Antonio clung to me in the shadows, embracing me with such ardor that it hurt. His lips were
burning, and the heat of his mouth kindled my thoughts and my imagination. Maybe Lila and
Stefano, I said to myself, are already in the hotel. Maybe they’re having dinner. Maybe they’re
getting ready for the night. Ah, to sleep next to a man, not to be cold. I felt Antonio’s tongue
moving around my mouth and while he pressed my breasts through the material of my dress, I
touched his sex through the pocket of his pants.The black sky was stained with pale clouds of
stars. The ponds’ odor of moss and putrid earth was yielding to the sweeter scents of spring.
The grass was wet, the water abruptly hiccupped, as if an acorn had fallen in it, a rock, a frog.
We took a path we knew well, which led to a stand of dead trees, with slender trunks and broken
branches. A little farther on was the old canning factory, with its caved-in roof, all iron beams and
fragments of metal. I felt an urgency of pleasure, something that drew me from inside like a
smooth strip of velvet. I wanted desire to find a violent satisfaction, capable of shattering that
whole day. I felt it rubbing, caressing and pricking at the base of my stomach, stronger than it
had ever been. Antonio spoke words of love in dialect, he spoke them in my mouth, on my neck,



insisting. I was silent, I was always silent during those encounters, I only sighed.“Tell me you love
me,” he begged.“Yes.”“Tell me.”“Yes.”I said nothing else. I embraced him, I clasped him to me
with all my strength. I would have liked to be caressed and kissed over every inch of my body, I
felt the need to be rubbed, bitten, I wanted my breath to fail. He pushed me a little away from him
and slid a hand into my bra as he continued to kiss me. But it wasn’t enough for me, that night it
was too little. All the contact that we had had up to that minute, that he had imposed on me with
caution and that I had accepted with equal caution, now seemed to me inadequate,
uncomfortable, too quick. Yet I didn’t know how to tell him that I wanted more, I didn’t have the
words. In each of our secret meetings we celebrated a silent rite, stage by stage. He caressed
my breasts, he lifted my skirt, he touched me between the legs, and meanwhile he pushed
against me, like a signal, the convulsion of tender flesh and cartilage and veins and blood that
vibrated in his pants. But that night I delayed pulling out his sex; I knew that as soon as I did he
would forget about me, he would stop touching me. Breasts, hips, bottom, pubis would no longer
occupy him, he would be concentrated only on my hand, in fact he would tighten his around it to
encourage me to move it with the right rhythm. Then he would get out his handkerchief and keep
it ready for the moment when a light rattling sound would come from his mouth and from his
penis his dangerous liquid. Finally he would draw back, slightly dazed, perhaps embarrassed,
and we would go home. A habitual conclusion, which I now felt a confused need to change: I
didn’t care about being pregnant without being married, I didn’t care about the sin, the divine
overseers nesting in the cosmos above us, the Holy Spirit or any of his stand-ins, and Antonio
felt this and was disoriented. While he kissed me, with growing agitation, he tried repeatedly to
bring my hand down, but I pulled it away, I pushed my pubis against his fingers, I pushed hard
and repeatedly, with drawn-out sighs. Then he withdrew his hand, he tried to unbutton his
pants.“Wait,” I said.I drew him toward the skeleton of the canning factory. It was darker there,
more sheltered, but I could hear the wary rustling of scampering mice. My heart began to beat
hard, I was afraid of the place, of myself, of the craving that possessed me to obliterate from my
manners and from my voice the sense of alienation that I had discovered a few hours earlier. I
wanted to return, and sink into that neighborhood, to be as I had been. I wanted to throw away
studying, the notebooks full of exercises. Exercising for what, after all. What I could become
outside of Lila’s shadow counted for nothing. What was I compared with her in her wedding
dress, with her in the convertible, the blue hat and the pastel suit? What was I, here with Antonio,
secretly, in this rusting ruin, with the scurrying rats, my skirt raised over my hips, my underpants
lowered, yearning and anguished and guilty, while she lay naked, with languid detachment, on
linen sheets, in a hotel that looked out on the sea, and let Stefano violate her, enter her
completely, give her his seed, impregnate her legitimately and without fear? What was I as
Antonio fumbled with his pants and placed his gross male flesh between my legs, against my
naked sex, and clutching my buttocks rubbed against me, moving back and forth, panting? I
didn’t know. I knew only that I was not what I wanted at that moment. It wasn’t enough for him to
rub against me. I wanted to be penetrated, I wanted to tell Lila when she returned: I’m not a



virgin, either, what you do I do, you can’t leave me behind. So I held Antonio tight around his
neck and kissed him, I stood on tiptoe, I sought his sex with mine, I sought it wordlessly, by trial
and error. He realized it and helped me with his hand, I felt him entering just a little, I trembled
with curiosity and fear. But I also felt the effort he was making to stop, to keep from pushing with
all the violence that had been smoldering for an entire afternoon and surely was still. He was
about to stop, I realized, and I pressed against him to persuade him to continue.But with a deep
breath Antonio pushed me away and said in dialect, “No, Lenù, I want to do it the way it’s done
with a wife, not like this.”He grabbed my right hand, brought it to his sex with a kind of repressed
sob, and I resigned myself to masturbating him.Afterward, as we were leaving the ponds, he said
uneasily that he respected me and didn’t want to make me do something that I would later
regret, not in that place, not in that dirty and careless way. He spoke as if it were he who had
gone too far, and maybe he believed that. I didn’t utter a single word the whole way, and said
goodbye with relief. When I knocked on the door, my mother opened it and, in vain restrained by
my brothers and sister, without yelling, without a word of reproach, began hitting me. My glasses
flew to the floor and immediately I shouted with bitter joy, and not a hint of dialect, “See what
you’ve done? You’ve broken my glasses and now because of you I can’t study, I’m not going to
school anymore.”My mother froze, even the hand she had struck me with remained still in the air,
like the blade of an axe.Elisa, my little sister, picked up the glasses and said softly, “Here, Lenù,
they’re not broken.”4.We kissed without stopping, behind a tree, in the doorway of a building,
along dark alleys. We took a bus, then another, and reached the station. We went toward the
ponds on foot, still kissing each other on the nearly deserted street that skirted the railroad
tracks.I was hot, even though my dress was light and the cold of the evening pierced the heat of
my skin with sudden shivers. Every so often Antonio clung to me in the shadows, embracing me
with such ardor that it hurt. His lips were burning, and the heat of his mouth kindled my thoughts
and my imagination. Maybe Lila and Stefano, I said to myself, are already in the hotel. Maybe
they’re having dinner. Maybe they’re getting ready for the night. Ah, to sleep next to a man, not to
be cold. I felt Antonio’s tongue moving around my mouth and while he pressed my breasts
through the material of my dress, I touched his sex through the pocket of his pants.The black sky
was stained with pale clouds of stars. The ponds’ odor of moss and putrid earth was yielding to
the sweeter scents of spring. The grass was wet, the water abruptly hiccupped, as if an acorn
had fallen in it, a rock, a frog. We took a path we knew well, which led to a stand of dead trees,
with slender trunks and broken branches. A little farther on was the old canning factory, with its
caved-in roof, all iron beams and fragments of metal. I felt an urgency of pleasure, something
that drew me from inside like a smooth strip of velvet. I wanted desire to find a violent
satisfaction, capable of shattering that whole day. I felt it rubbing, caressing and pricking at the
base of my stomach, stronger than it had ever been. Antonio spoke words of love in dialect, he
spoke them in my mouth, on my neck, insisting. I was silent, I was always silent during those
encounters, I only sighed.“Tell me you love me,” he begged.“Yes.”“Tell me.”“Yes.”I said nothing
else. I embraced him, I clasped him to me with all my strength. I would have liked to be caressed



and kissed over every inch of my body, I felt the need to be rubbed, bitten, I wanted my breath to
fail. He pushed me a little away from him and slid a hand into my bra as he continued to kiss me.
But it wasn’t enough for me, that night it was too little. All the contact that we had had up to that
minute, that he had imposed on me with caution and that I had accepted with equal caution, now
seemed to me inadequate, uncomfortable, too quick. Yet I didn’t know how to tell him that I
wanted more, I didn’t have the words. In each of our secret meetings we celebrated a silent rite,
stage by stage. He caressed my breasts, he lifted my skirt, he touched me between the legs,
and meanwhile he pushed against me, like a signal, the convulsion of tender flesh and cartilage
and veins and blood that vibrated in his pants. But that night I delayed pulling out his sex; I knew
that as soon as I did he would forget about me, he would stop touching me. Breasts, hips,
bottom, pubis would no longer occupy him, he would be concentrated only on my hand, in fact
he would tighten his around it to encourage me to move it with the right rhythm. Then he would
get out his handkerchief and keep it ready for the moment when a light rattling sound would
come from his mouth and from his penis his dangerous liquid. Finally he would draw back,
slightly dazed, perhaps embarrassed, and we would go home. A habitual conclusion, which I
now felt a confused need to change: I didn’t care about being pregnant without being married, I
didn’t care about the sin, the divine overseers nesting in the cosmos above us, the Holy Spirit or
any of his stand-ins, and Antonio felt this and was disoriented. While he kissed me, with growing
agitation, he tried repeatedly to bring my hand down, but I pulled it away, I pushed my pubis
against his fingers, I pushed hard and repeatedly, with drawn-out sighs. Then he withdrew his
hand, he tried to unbutton his pants.“Wait,” I said.I drew him toward the skeleton of the canning
factory. It was darker there, more sheltered, but I could hear the wary rustling of scampering
mice. My heart began to beat hard, I was afraid of the place, of myself, of the craving that
possessed me to obliterate from my manners and from my voice the sense of alienation that I
had discovered a few hours earlier. I wanted to return, and sink into that neighborhood, to be as I
had been. I wanted to throw away studying, the notebooks full of exercises. Exercising for what,
after all. What I could become outside of Lila’s shadow counted for nothing. What was I
compared with her in her wedding dress, with her in the convertible, the blue hat and the pastel
suit? What was I, here with Antonio, secretly, in this rusting ruin, with the scurrying rats, my skirt
raised over my hips, my underpants lowered, yearning and anguished and guilty, while she lay
naked, with languid detachment, on linen sheets, in a hotel that looked out on the sea, and let
Stefano violate her, enter her completely, give her his seed, impregnate her legitimately and
without fear? What was I as Antonio fumbled with his pants and placed his gross male flesh
between my legs, against my naked sex, and clutching my buttocks rubbed against me, moving
back and forth, panting? I didn’t know. I knew only that I was not what I wanted at that moment. It
wasn’t enough for him to rub against me. I wanted to be penetrated, I wanted to tell Lila when
she returned: I’m not a virgin, either, what you do I do, you can’t leave me behind. So I held
Antonio tight around his neck and kissed him, I stood on tiptoe, I sought his sex with mine, I
sought it wordlessly, by trial and error. He realized it and helped me with his hand, I felt him



entering just a little, I trembled with curiosity and fear. But I also felt the effort he was making to
stop, to keep from pushing with all the violence that had been smoldering for an entire afternoon
and surely was still. He was about to stop, I realized, and I pressed against him to persuade him
to continue.But with a deep breath Antonio pushed me away and said in dialect, “No, Lenù, I
want to do it the way it’s done with a wife, not like this.”He grabbed my right hand, brought it to
his sex with a kind of repressed sob, and I resigned myself to masturbating him.Afterward, as we
were leaving the ponds, he said uneasily that he respected me and didn’t want to make me do
something that I would later regret, not in that place, not in that dirty and careless way. He spoke
as if it were he who had gone too far, and maybe he believed that. I didn’t utter a single word the
whole way, and said goodbye with relief. When I knocked on the door, my mother opened it and,
in vain restrained by my brothers and sister, without yelling, without a word of reproach, began
hitting me. My glasses flew to the floor and immediately I shouted with bitter joy, and not a hint of
dialect, “See what you’ve done? You’ve broken my glasses and now because of you I can’t
study, I’m not going to school anymore.”My mother froze, even the hand she had struck me with
remained still in the air, like the blade of an axe.Elisa, my little sister, picked up the glasses and
said softly, “Here, Lenù, they’re not broken.”4.We kissed without stopping, behind a tree, in the
doorway of a building, along dark alleys. We took a bus, then another, and reached the station.
We went toward the ponds on foot, still kissing each other on the nearly deserted street that
skirted the railroad tracks.I was hot, even though my dress was light and the cold of the evening
pierced the heat of my skin with sudden shivers. Every so often Antonio clung to me in the
shadows, embracing me with such ardor that it hurt. His lips were burning, and the heat of his
mouth kindled my thoughts and my imagination. Maybe Lila and Stefano, I said to myself, are
already in the hotel. Maybe they’re having dinner. Maybe they’re getting ready for the night. Ah,
to sleep next to a man, not to be cold. I felt Antonio’s tongue moving around my mouth and while
he pressed my breasts through the material of my dress, I touched his sex through the pocket of
his pants.The black sky was stained with pale clouds of stars. The ponds’ odor of moss and
putrid earth was yielding to the sweeter scents of spring. The grass was wet, the water abruptly
hiccupped, as if an acorn had fallen in it, a rock, a frog. We took a path we knew well, which led
to a stand of dead trees, with slender trunks and broken branches. A little farther on was the old
canning factory, with its caved-in roof, all iron beams and fragments of metal. I felt an urgency of
pleasure, something that drew me from inside like a smooth strip of velvet. I wanted desire to
find a violent satisfaction, capable of shattering that whole day. I felt it rubbing, caressing and
pricking at the base of my stomach, stronger than it had ever been. Antonio spoke words of love
in dialect, he spoke them in my mouth, on my neck, insisting. I was silent, I was always silent
during those encounters, I only sighed.“Tell me you love me,” he begged.“Yes.”“Tell me.”“Yes.”I
said nothing else. I embraced him, I clasped him to me with all my strength. I would have liked to
be caressed and kissed over every inch of my body, I felt the need to be rubbed, bitten, I wanted
my breath to fail. He pushed me a little away from him and slid a hand into my bra as he
continued to kiss me. But it wasn’t enough for me, that night it was too little. All the contact that



we had had up to that minute, that he had imposed on me with caution and that I had accepted
with equal caution, now seemed to me inadequate, uncomfortable, too quick. Yet I didn’t know
how to tell him that I wanted more, I didn’t have the words. In each of our secret meetings we
celebrated a silent rite, stage by stage. He caressed my breasts, he lifted my skirt, he touched
me between the legs, and meanwhile he pushed against me, like a signal, the convulsion of
tender flesh and cartilage and veins and blood that vibrated in his pants. But that night I delayed
pulling out his sex; I knew that as soon as I did he would forget about me, he would stop
touching me. Breasts, hips, bottom, pubis would no longer occupy him, he would be
concentrated only on my hand, in fact he would tighten his around it to encourage me to move it
with the right rhythm. Then he would get out his handkerchief and keep it ready for the moment
when a light rattling sound would come from his mouth and from his penis his dangerous liquid.
Finally he would draw back, slightly dazed, perhaps embarrassed, and we would go home. A
habitual conclusion, which I now felt a confused need to change: I didn’t care about being
pregnant without being married, I didn’t care about the sin, the divine overseers nesting in the
cosmos above us, the Holy Spirit or any of his stand-ins, and Antonio felt this and was
disoriented. While he kissed me, with growing agitation, he tried repeatedly to bring my hand
down, but I pulled it away, I pushed my pubis against his fingers, I pushed hard and repeatedly,
with drawn-out sighs. Then he withdrew his hand, he tried to unbutton his pants.“Wait,” I said.I
drew him toward the skeleton of the canning factory. It was darker there, more sheltered, but I
could hear the wary rustling of scampering mice. My heart began to beat hard, I was afraid of the
place, of myself, of the craving that possessed me to obliterate from my manners and from my
voice the sense of alienation that I had discovered a few hours earlier. I wanted to return, and
sink into that neighborhood, to be as I had been. I wanted to throw away studying, the notebooks
full of exercises. Exercising for what, after all. What I could become outside of Lila’s shadow
counted for nothing. What was I compared with her in her wedding dress, with her in the
convertible, the blue hat and the pastel suit? What was I, here with Antonio, secretly, in this
rusting ruin, with the scurrying rats, my skirt raised over my hips, my underpants lowered,
yearning and anguished and guilty, while she lay naked, with languid detachment, on linen
sheets, in a hotel that looked out on the sea, and let Stefano violate her, enter her completely,
give her his seed, impregnate her legitimately and without fear? What was I as Antonio fumbled
with his pants and placed his gross male flesh between my legs, against my naked sex, and
clutching my buttocks rubbed against me, moving back and forth, panting? I didn’t know. I knew
only that I was not what I wanted at that moment. It wasn’t enough for him to rub against me. I
wanted to be penetrated, I wanted to tell Lila when she returned: I’m not a virgin, either, what you
do I do, you can’t leave me behind. So I held Antonio tight around his neck and kissed him, I
stood on tiptoe, I sought his sex with mine, I sought it wordlessly, by trial and error. He realized it
and helped me with his hand, I felt him entering just a little, I trembled with curiosity and fear. But
I also felt the effort he was making to stop, to keep from pushing with all the violence that had
been smoldering for an entire afternoon and surely was still. He was about to stop, I realized,



and I pressed against him to persuade him to continue.But with a deep breath Antonio pushed
me away and said in dialect, “No, Lenù, I want to do it the way it’s done with a wife, not like
this.”He grabbed my right hand, brought it to his sex with a kind of repressed sob, and I resigned
myself to masturbating him.Afterward, as we were leaving the ponds, he said uneasily that he
respected me and didn’t want to make me do something that I would later regret, not in that
place, not in that dirty and careless way. He spoke as if it were he who had gone too far, and
maybe he believed that. I didn’t utter a single word the whole way, and said goodbye with relief.
When I knocked on the door, my mother opened it and, in vain restrained by my brothers and
sister, without yelling, without a word of reproach, began hitting me. My glasses flew to the floor
and immediately I shouted with bitter joy, and not a hint of dialect, “See what you’ve done?
You’ve broken my glasses and now because of you I can’t study, I’m not going to school
anymore.”My mother froze, even the hand she had struck me with remained still in the air, like
the blade of an axe.Elisa, my little sister, picked up the glasses and said softly, “Here, Lenù,
they’re not broken.”5.I was overcome by an exhaustion that, no matter how much I rested,
wouldn’t go away. For the first time, I skipped school. I was absent, I think, for some two weeks,
and not even to Antonio did I say that I couldn’t stand it anymore, I wanted to stop. I left home at
the usual time, and wandered all morning through the city. I learned a lot about Naples in that
period. I rummaged among the used books in the stalls of Port’Alba, unwillingly absorbing titles
and authors’ names, and continued toward Toledo and the sea. Or I climbed the Vomero on Via
Salvator Rosa, went up to San Martino, came back down by the Petraio. Or I explored the
Doganella, went to the cemetery, wandered on the silent paths, read the names of the dead.
Sometimes idle young men, stupid old men, even respectable middle-aged men pursued me
with obscene offers. I quickened my pace, eyes lowered, I escaped, sensing danger, but didn’t
stop. In fact the more I skipped school the bigger the hole that those long mornings of wandering
made in the net of scholastic obligations that had imprisoned me since I was six years old. At the
proper time I went home and no one suspected that I, I, had not gone to school. I spent the
afternoon reading novels, then I hurried to the ponds, to Antonio, who was very happy that I was
so available. He would have liked to ask if I had seen Sarratore’s son. I read the question in his
eyes, but he didn’t dare ask, he was afraid of a quarrel, he was afraid that I would get angry and
deny him those few minutes of pleasure. He embraced me, to feel me compliant against his
body, to chase away any doubt. At those moments he dismissed the possibility that I could insult
him by also seeing that other.He was wrong: in reality, although I felt guilty, I thought only of Nino.
I wanted to see him, talk to him, and on the other hand I was afraid to. I was afraid that he would
humiliate me with his superiority. I was afraid that one way or another he would return to the
reasons that the article about my quarrel with the religion teacher hadn’t been published. I was
afraid that he would report to me the cruel judgments of the editors. I couldn’t have borne it.
While I drifted through the city, and at night, in bed, when I couldn’t sleep and felt my inadequacy
with utter clarity, I preferred to believe that my text had been rejected for pure and simple lack of
space. Let it diminish, fade. But it was hard. I hadn’t been equal to Nino’s brilliance, and so I



couldn’t stay with him, be listened to, tell him my thoughts. What thoughts, after all? I didn’t have
any. Better to eliminate myself—no more books, grades, praise. I hoped to forget everything,
slowly: the notions that crowded my head, the languages living and dead, Italian itself that rose
now to my lips even with my sister and brothers. It’s Lila’s fault, I thought, if I started down this
path, I have to forget her, too: Lila always knew what she wanted and got it; I don’t want anything,
I’m made of nothing. I hoped to wake in the morning without desires. Once I was emptied—I
imagined—the affection of Antonio, my affection for him will be enough.Then one day, on the
way home, I met Pinuccia, Stefano’s sister. I learned from her that Lila had returned from her
honeymoon and had had a big lunch to celebrate the engagement of her sister-in-law and her
brother.“You and Rino are engaged?” I asked, feigning surprise.“Yes,” she said, radiant, and
showed me the ring he had given her.I remember that while Pinuccia was talking I had a single,
twisted thought: Lila had a party at her new house and didn’t invite me, but it’s better that way,
I’m glad, stop comparing myself to her, I don’t want to see her anymore. Only when every detail
of the engagement had been examined did I ask, hesitantly, about my friend. With a treacherous
half smile, Pinuccia offered a formula in dialect: she’s learning. I didn’t ask what. When I got
home I slept for the whole afternoon.The next morning I went out at seven as usual to go to
school, or, rather, to pretend to go to school. I had just crossed the stradone, when I saw Lila get
out of the convertible and enter our courtyard without even turning to say goodbye to Stefano,
who was at the wheel. She had dressed with care, and wore large dark glasses, even though
there was no sun. I was struck by a scarf of blue voile that she had knotted in such a way that it
covered her lips, too. I thought resentfully that this was her new style—not Jackie Kennedy but,
rather, the mysterious lady we had imagined we would become ever since we were children. I
kept going without calling to her.After a few steps, however, I turned back, not with a clear
intention but because I couldn’t help it. My heart was pounding, my feelings were confused.
Maybe I wanted to ask her to tell me to my face that our friendship was over. Maybe I wanted to
cry out that I, too, had decided to stop studying and get married—to go and live at Antonio’s
house with his mother and his brothers and sisters, wash the stairs like Melina the madwoman. I
crossed the courtyard quickly, I saw her go in the entranceway that led to her mother-in-law’s
apartment. I started up the stairs, the same ones we had climbed together as children when we
went to ask Don Achille to give us our dolls. I called her, she turned.“You’re back,” I
said.“Yes.”“Why didn’t you tell me?”“I didn’t want you to see me.”“Others can see you and not
me?”“I don’t care about others, I do care about you.”I looked at her uncertainly. What was I not
supposed to see? I climbed the stairs that separated us and delicately pulled aside the scarf,
raised the sunglasses.5.I was overcome by an exhaustion that, no matter how much I rested,
wouldn’t go away. For the first time, I skipped school. I was absent, I think, for some two weeks,
and not even to Antonio did I say that I couldn’t stand it anymore, I wanted to stop. I left home at
the usual time, and wandered all morning through the city. I learned a lot about Naples in that
period. I rummaged among the used books in the stalls of Port’Alba, unwillingly absorbing titles
and authors’ names, and continued toward Toledo and the sea. Or I climbed the Vomero on Via



Salvator Rosa, went up to San Martino, came back down by the Petraio. Or I explored the
Doganella, went to the cemetery, wandered on the silent paths, read the names of the dead.
Sometimes idle young men, stupid old men, even respectable middle-aged men pursued me
with obscene offers. I quickened my pace, eyes lowered, I escaped, sensing danger, but didn’t
stop. In fact the more I skipped school the bigger the hole that those long mornings of wandering
made in the net of scholastic obligations that had imprisoned me since I was six years old. At the
proper time I went home and no one suspected that I, I, had not gone to school. I spent the
afternoon reading novels, then I hurried to the ponds, to Antonio, who was very happy that I was
so available. He would have liked to ask if I had seen Sarratore’s son. I read the question in his
eyes, but he didn’t dare ask, he was afraid of a quarrel, he was afraid that I would get angry and
deny him those few minutes of pleasure. He embraced me, to feel me compliant against his
body, to chase away any doubt. At those moments he dismissed the possibility that I could insult
him by also seeing that other.He was wrong: in reality, although I felt guilty, I thought only of Nino.
I wanted to see him, talk to him, and on the other hand I was afraid to. I was afraid that he would
humiliate me with his superiority. I was afraid that one way or another he would return to the
reasons that the article about my quarrel with the religion teacher hadn’t been published. I was
afraid that he would report to me the cruel judgments of the editors. I couldn’t have borne it.
While I drifted through the city, and at night, in bed, when I couldn’t sleep and felt my inadequacy
with utter clarity, I preferred to believe that my text had been rejected for pure and simple lack of
space. Let it diminish, fade. But it was hard. I hadn’t been equal to Nino’s brilliance, and so I
couldn’t stay with him, be listened to, tell him my thoughts. What thoughts, after all? I didn’t have
any. Better to eliminate myself—no more books, grades, praise. I hoped to forget everything,
slowly: the notions that crowded my head, the languages living and dead, Italian itself that rose
now to my lips even with my sister and brothers. It’s Lila’s fault, I thought, if I started down this
path, I have to forget her, too: Lila always knew what she wanted and got it; I don’t want anything,
I’m made of nothing. I hoped to wake in the morning without desires. Once I was emptied—I
imagined—the affection of Antonio, my affection for him will be enough.Then one day, on the
way home, I met Pinuccia, Stefano’s sister. I learned from her that Lila had returned from her
honeymoon and had had a big lunch to celebrate the engagement of her sister-in-law and her
brother.“You and Rino are engaged?” I asked, feigning surprise.“Yes,” she said, radiant, and
showed me the ring he had given her.I remember that while Pinuccia was talking I had a single,
twisted thought: Lila had a party at her new house and didn’t invite me, but it’s better that way,
I’m glad, stop comparing myself to her, I don’t want to see her anymore. Only when every detail
of the engagement had been examined did I ask, hesitantly, about my friend. With a treacherous
half smile, Pinuccia offered a formula in dialect: she’s learning. I didn’t ask what. When I got
home I slept for the whole afternoon.The next morning I went out at seven as usual to go to
school, or, rather, to pretend to go to school. I had just crossed the stradone, when I saw Lila get
out of the convertible and enter our courtyard without even turning to say goodbye to Stefano,
who was at the wheel. She had dressed with care, and wore large dark glasses, even though



there was no sun. I was struck by a scarf of blue voile that she had knotted in such a way that it
covered her lips, too. I thought resentfully that this was her new style—not Jackie Kennedy but,
rather, the mysterious lady we had imagined we would become ever since we were children. I
kept going without calling to her.After a few steps, however, I turned back, not with a clear
intention but because I couldn’t help it. My heart was pounding, my feelings were confused.
Maybe I wanted to ask her to tell me to my face that our friendship was over. Maybe I wanted to
cry out that I, too, had decided to stop studying and get married—to go and live at Antonio’s
house with his mother and his brothers and sisters, wash the stairs like Melina the madwoman. I
crossed the courtyard quickly, I saw her go in the entranceway that led to her mother-in-law’s
apartment. I started up the stairs, the same ones we had climbed together as children when we
went to ask Don Achille to give us our dolls. I called her, she turned.“You’re back,” I
said.“Yes.”“Why didn’t you tell me?”“I didn’t want you to see me.”“Others can see you and not
me?”“I don’t care about others, I do care about you.”I looked at her uncertainly. What was I not
supposed to see? I climbed the stairs that separated us and delicately pulled aside the scarf,
raised the sunglasses.5.I was overcome by an exhaustion that, no matter how much I rested,
wouldn’t go away. For the first time, I skipped school. I was absent, I think, for some two weeks,
and not even to Antonio did I say that I couldn’t stand it anymore, I wanted to stop. I left home at
the usual time, and wandered all morning through the city. I learned a lot about Naples in that
period. I rummaged among the used books in the stalls of Port’Alba, unwillingly absorbing titles
and authors’ names, and continued toward Toledo and the sea. Or I climbed the Vomero on Via
Salvator Rosa, went up to San Martino, came back down by the Petraio. Or I explored the
Doganella, went to the cemetery, wandered on the silent paths, read the names of the dead.
Sometimes idle young men, stupid old men, even respectable middle-aged men pursued me
with obscene offers. I quickened my pace, eyes lowered, I escaped, sensing danger, but didn’t
stop. In fact the more I skipped school the bigger the hole that those long mornings of wandering
made in the net of scholastic obligations that had imprisoned me since I was six years old. At the
proper time I went home and no one suspected that I, I, had not gone to school. I spent the
afternoon reading novels, then I hurried to the ponds, to Antonio, who was very happy that I was
so available. He would have liked to ask if I had seen Sarratore’s son. I read the question in his
eyes, but he didn’t dare ask, he was afraid of a quarrel, he was afraid that I would get angry and
deny him those few minutes of pleasure. He embraced me, to feel me compliant against his
body, to chase away any doubt. At those moments he dismissed the possibility that I could insult
him by also seeing that other.He was wrong: in reality, although I felt guilty, I thought only of Nino.
I wanted to see him, talk to him, and on the other hand I was afraid to. I was afraid that he would
humiliate me with his superiority. I was afraid that one way or another he would return to the
reasons that the article about my quarrel with the religion teacher hadn’t been published. I was
afraid that he would report to me the cruel judgments of the editors. I couldn’t have borne it.
While I drifted through the city, and at night, in bed, when I couldn’t sleep and felt my inadequacy
with utter clarity, I preferred to believe that my text had been rejected for pure and simple lack of



space. Let it diminish, fade. But it was hard. I hadn’t been equal to Nino’s brilliance, and so I
couldn’t stay with him, be listened to, tell him my thoughts. What thoughts, after all? I didn’t have
any. Better to eliminate myself—no more books, grades, praise. I hoped to forget everything,
slowly: the notions that crowded my head, the languages living and dead, Italian itself that rose
now to my lips even with my sister and brothers. It’s Lila’s fault, I thought, if I started down this
path, I have to forget her, too: Lila always knew what she wanted and got it; I don’t want anything,
I’m made of nothing. I hoped to wake in the morning without desires. Once I was emptied—I
imagined—the affection of Antonio, my affection for him will be enough.Then one day, on the
way home, I met Pinuccia, Stefano’s sister. I learned from her that Lila had returned from her
honeymoon and had had a big lunch to celebrate the engagement of her sister-in-law and her
brother.“You and Rino are engaged?” I asked, feigning surprise.“Yes,” she said, radiant, and
showed me the ring he had given her.I remember that while Pinuccia was talking I had a single,
twisted thought: Lila had a party at her new house and didn’t invite me, but it’s better that way,
I’m glad, stop comparing myself to her, I don’t want to see her anymore. Only when every detail
of the engagement had been examined did I ask, hesitantly, about my friend. With a treacherous
half smile, Pinuccia offered a formula in dialect: she’s learning. I didn’t ask what. When I got
home I slept for the whole afternoon.The next morning I went out at seven as usual to go to
school, or, rather, to pretend to go to school. I had just crossed the stradone, when I saw Lila get
out of the convertible and enter our courtyard without even turning to say goodbye to Stefano,
who was at the wheel. She had dressed with care, and wore large dark glasses, even though
there was no sun. I was struck by a scarf of blue voile that she had knotted in such a way that it
covered her lips, too. I thought resentfully that this was her new style—not Jackie Kennedy but,
rather, the mysterious lady we had imagined we would become ever since we were children. I
kept going without calling to her.After a few steps, however, I turned back, not with a clear
intention but because I couldn’t help it. My heart was pounding, my feelings were confused.
Maybe I wanted to ask her to tell me to my face that our friendship was over. Maybe I wanted to
cry out that I, too, had decided to stop studying and get married—to go and live at Antonio’s
house with his mother and his brothers and sisters, wash the stairs like Melina the madwoman. I
crossed the courtyard quickly, I saw her go in the entranceway that led to her mother-in-law’s
apartment. I started up the stairs, the same ones we had climbed together as children when we
went to ask Don Achille to give us our dolls. I called her, she turned.“You’re back,” I
said.“Yes.”“Why didn’t you tell me?”“I didn’t want you to see me.”“Others can see you and not
me?”“I don’t care about others, I do care about you.”I looked at her uncertainly. What was I not
supposed to see? I climbed the stairs that separated us and delicately pulled aside the scarf,
raised the sunglasses.6.I do it again now, in my imagination, as I begin to tell the story of her
honeymoon, not only as she told it to me there on the landing but as I read it later, in her
notebooks. I had been unjust to her, I had wished to believe in an easy surrender on her part to
be able to humiliate her as I felt humiliated when Nino left the reception; I had wished to diminish
her in order not to feel her loss. There she is, instead, the reception now over, shut up in the



convertible, the blue hat, the pastel suit. Her eyes were burning with rage and as soon as the car
started she blasted Stefano with the most intolerable words and phrases of our
neighborhood.He swallowed the insults in his usual way, with a faint smile, not saying a word,
and finally she was silent. But the silence didn’t last. Lila started again calmly, but panting
slightly. She told him that she wouldn’t stay in that car a minute longer, that it disgusted her to
breathe the air that he breathed, that she wanted to get out, immediately. Stefano saw the
disgust in her face, yet he continued to drive, without saying anything, so she raised her voice
again to make him stop. Then he pulled over, but when Lila tried to open the door he grabbed
her firmly by the wrist.“Now listen to me,” he said softly. “There are serious reasons for what
happened.”He explained to her in placid tones how it went. To keep the shoe factory from closing
down before it even opened its doors, he had found it necessary to enter into a partnership with
Silvio Solara and his sons, who alone could insure not only that the shoes were placed in the
best shops in the city but that in the fall a shop selling Cerullo shoes exclusively would open in
Piazza dei Martiri.“What do I care about your necessities,” Lila interrupted him, struggling to get
free.“My necessities are yours, you’re my wife.”“I? I’m nothing to you, nor are you to me. Let go of
my arm.”Stefano let go of her arm.“Your father and brother are nothing, either?”“Wash your
mouth out when you talk about them, you’re not fit to even mention their names.”But Stefano did
mention their names. He said that it was Francesco himself who had wanted to make the
agreement with Silvio Solara. He said that the biggest obstacle had been Marcello, who was
extremely angry at Lila, at the whole Cerullo family, and, especially, at Pasquale, Antonio, and
Enzo, who had smashed his car and beaten him up. He said that Rino had calmed him down,
that it had taken a lot of patience, and so when Marcello had said, then I want the shoes that
Lina made, Rino had said O.K., take the shoes.It was a bad moment, Lila felt as if she’d been
stabbed in the chest. But just the same she cried, “And you, what did you do?”Stefano had a
moment of embarrassment.“What was I supposed to do? Fight with your brother, ruin your
family, start a war against your friends, lose all the money I invested?”To Lila, every word, in both
tone and content, seemed a hypocritical admission of guilt. She didn’t even let him finish, but
began hitting him on the shoulder with her fists, yelling, “So even you, you said O.K., you went
and got the shoes, you gave them to him?”Stefano let her go on, but when she tried again to
open the door and escape he said to her coldly, Calm down. Lila turned suddenly: calm down
after he had thrown the blame on her father and brother, calm down when all three had treated
her like an old rag, a rag for wiping up the floor. I don’t want to calm down, she shouted, you
piece of shit, take me home right now, repeat what you just said in front of those two other shit
men. And only when she uttered that expression in dialect, shit men, uommen’e mmerd, did she
notice that she had broken the barrier of her husband’s measured tones. A second afterward
Stefano struck her in the face with his strong hand, a violent slap that seemed to her an
explosion of truth. She winced, startled by the painful burning of her cheek. She looked at him,
incredulous, while he started the car and said, in a voice that for the first time since he had
begun to court her was not calm, that in fact trembled, “See what you’ve made me do? See how



you go too far?”“We’ve been wrong about everything,” she murmured.But Stefano denied it
decisively, as if he refused even to consider that possibility, and he made a long speech, part
threat-ening, part didactic, part pathetic.He said, more or less, “We haven’t been wrong about
anything, Lina, we just have to get a few things straight. Your name is no longer Cerullo. You are
Signora Carracci and you must do as I say. I know, you’re not practical, you don’t know what
business is, you think I find money lying on the ground. But it’s not like that. I have to make
money every day, I have to put it where it can grow. You designed the shoes, your father and
brother are good workers, but the three of you together aren’t capable of making money grow.
The Solaras are, and so—please listen to me—I don’t give a damn if you don’t like those people.
Marcello is repulsive to me, too, and when he looks at you, even so much as out of the corner of
his eye, when I think of the things he said about you, I feel like sticking a knife in his stomach. But
if he is useful for making money, then he becomes my best friend. And you know why? Because
if we don’t make money we don’t have this car, I can’t buy you that dress, we lose the house with
everything in it, in the end you can’t act the lady, and our children grow up like the children of
beggars. So just try saying again what you said tonight and I will ruin that beautiful face of yours
so that you can’t go out of the house. You understand? Answer me.”Lila’s eyes narrowed to
cracks. Her cheek had turned purple, but otherwise she was very pale. She didn’t answer him.6.I
do it again now, in my imagination, as I begin to tell the story of her honeymoon, not only as she
told it to me there on the landing but as I read it later, in her notebooks. I had been unjust to her, I
had wished to believe in an easy surrender on her part to be able to humiliate her as I felt
humiliated when Nino left the reception; I had wished to diminish her in order not to feel her loss.
There she is, instead, the reception now over, shut up in the convertible, the blue hat, the pastel
suit. Her eyes were burning with rage and as soon as the car started she blasted Stefano with
the most intolerable words and phrases of our neighborhood.He swallowed the insults in his
usual way, with a faint smile, not saying a word, and finally she was silent. But the silence didn’t
last. Lila started again calmly, but panting slightly. She told him that she wouldn’t stay in that car
a minute longer, that it disgusted her to breathe the air that he breathed, that she wanted to get
out, immediately. Stefano saw the disgust in her face, yet he continued to drive, without saying
anything, so she raised her voice again to make him stop. Then he pulled over, but when Lila
tried to open the door he grabbed her firmly by the wrist.“Now listen to me,” he said softly. “There
are serious reasons for what happened.”He explained to her in placid tones how it went. To keep
the shoe factory from closing down before it even opened its doors, he had found it necessary to
enter into a partnership with Silvio Solara and his sons, who alone could insure not only that the
shoes were placed in the best shops in the city but that in the fall a shop selling Cerullo shoes
exclusively would open in Piazza dei Martiri.“What do I care about your necessities,” Lila
interrupted him, struggling to get free.“My necessities are yours, you’re my wife.”“I? I’m nothing to
you, nor are you to me. Let go of my arm.”Stefano let go of her arm.“Your father and brother are
nothing, either?”“Wash your mouth out when you talk about them, you’re not fit to even mention
their names.”But Stefano did mention their names. He said that it was Francesco himself who



had wanted to make the agreement with Silvio Solara. He said that the biggest obstacle had
been Marcello, who was extremely angry at Lila, at the whole Cerullo family, and, especially, at
Pasquale, Antonio, and Enzo, who had smashed his car and beaten him up. He said that Rino
had calmed him down, that it had taken a lot of patience, and so when Marcello had said, then I
want the shoes that Lina made, Rino had said O.K., take the shoes.It was a bad moment, Lila
felt as if she’d been stabbed in the chest. But just the same she cried, “And you, what did you
do?”Stefano had a moment of embarrassment.“What was I supposed to do? Fight with your
brother, ruin your family, start a war against your friends, lose all the money I invested?”To Lila,
every word, in both tone and content, seemed a hypocritical admission of guilt. She didn’t even
let him finish, but began hitting him on the shoulder with her fists, yelling, “So even you, you said
O.K., you went and got the shoes, you gave them to him?”Stefano let her go on, but when she
tried again to open the door and escape he said to her coldly, Calm down. Lila turned suddenly:
calm down after he had thrown the blame on her father and brother, calm down when all three
had treated her like an old rag, a rag for wiping up the floor. I don’t want to calm down, she
shouted, you piece of shit, take me home right now, repeat what you just said in front of those
two other shit men. And only when she uttered that expression in dialect, shit men, uommen’e
mmerd, did she notice that she had broken the barrier of her husband’s measured tones. A
second afterward Stefano struck her in the face with his strong hand, a violent slap that seemed
to her an explosion of truth. She winced, startled by the painful burning of her cheek. She looked
at him, incredulous, while he started the car and said, in a voice that for the first time since he
had begun to court her was not calm, that in fact trembled, “See what you’ve made me do? See
how you go too far?”“We’ve been wrong about everything,” she murmured.But Stefano denied it
decisively, as if he refused even to consider that possibility, and he made a long speech, part
threat-ening, part didactic, part pathetic.He said, more or less, “We haven’t been wrong about
anything, Lina, we just have to get a few things straight. Your name is no longer Cerullo. You are
Signora Carracci and you must do as I say. I know, you’re not practical, you don’t know what
business is, you think I find money lying on the ground. But it’s not like that. I have to make
money every day, I have to put it where it can grow. You designed the shoes, your father and
brother are good workers, but the three of you together aren’t capable of making money grow.
The Solaras are, and so—please listen to me—I don’t give a damn if you don’t like those people.
Marcello is repulsive to me, too, and when he looks at you, even so much as out of the corner of
his eye, when I think of the things he said about you, I feel like sticking a knife in his stomach. But
if he is useful for making money, then he becomes my best friend. And you know why? Because
if we don’t make money we don’t have this car, I can’t buy you that dress, we lose the house with
everything in it, in the end you can’t act the lady, and our children grow up like the children of
beggars. So just try saying again what you said tonight and I will ruin that beautiful face of yours
so that you can’t go out of the house. You understand? Answer me.”Lila’s eyes narrowed to
cracks. Her cheek had turned purple, but otherwise she was very pale. She didn’t answer him.6.I
do it again now, in my imagination, as I begin to tell the story of her honeymoon, not only as she



told it to me there on the landing but as I read it later, in her notebooks. I had been unjust to her, I
had wished to believe in an easy surrender on her part to be able to humiliate her as I felt
humiliated when Nino left the reception; I had wished to diminish her in order not to feel her loss.
There she is, instead, the reception now over, shut up in the convertible, the blue hat, the pastel
suit. Her eyes were burning with rage and as soon as the car started she blasted Stefano with
the most intolerable words and phrases of our neighborhood.He swallowed the insults in his
usual way, with a faint smile, not saying a word, and finally she was silent. But the silence didn’t
last. Lila started again calmly, but panting slightly. She told him that she wouldn’t stay in that car
a minute longer, that it disgusted her to breathe the air that he breathed, that she wanted to get
out, immediately. Stefano saw the disgust in her face, yet he continued to drive, without saying
anything, so she raised her voice again to make him stop. Then he pulled over, but when Lila
tried to open the door he grabbed her firmly by the wrist.“Now listen to me,” he said softly. “There
are serious reasons for what happened.”He explained to her in placid tones how it went. To keep
the shoe factory from closing down before it even opened its doors, he had found it necessary to
enter into a partnership with Silvio Solara and his sons, who alone could insure not only that the
shoes were placed in the best shops in the city but that in the fall a shop selling Cerullo shoes
exclusively would open in Piazza dei Martiri.“What do I care about your necessities,” Lila
interrupted him, struggling to get free.“My necessities are yours, you’re my wife.”“I? I’m nothing to
you, nor are you to me. Let go of my arm.”Stefano let go of her arm.“Your father and brother are
nothing, either?”“Wash your mouth out when you talk about them, you’re not fit to even mention
their names.”But Stefano did mention their names. He said that it was Francesco himself who
had wanted to make the agreement with Silvio Solara. He said that the biggest obstacle had
been Marcello, who was extremely angry at Lila, at the whole Cerullo family, and, especially, at
Pasquale, Antonio, and Enzo, who had smashed his car and beaten him up. He said that Rino
had calmed him down, that it had taken a lot of patience, and so when Marcello had said, then I
want the shoes that Lina made, Rino had said O.K., take the shoes.It was a bad moment, Lila
felt as if she’d been stabbed in the chest. But just the same she cried, “And you, what did you
do?”Stefano had a moment of embarrassment.“What was I supposed to do? Fight with your
brother, ruin your family, start a war against your friends, lose all the money I invested?”To Lila,
every word, in both tone and content, seemed a hypocritical admission of guilt. She didn’t even
let him finish, but began hitting him on the shoulder with her fists, yelling, “So even you, you said
O.K., you went and got the shoes, you gave them to him?”Stefano let her go on, but when she
tried again to open the door and escape he said to her coldly, Calm down. Lila turned suddenly:
calm down after he had thrown the blame on her father and brother, calm down when all three
had treated her like an old rag, a rag for wiping up the floor. I don’t want to calm down, she
shouted, you piece of shit, take me home right now, repeat what you just said in front of those
two other shit men. And only when she uttered that expression in dialect, shit men, uommen’e
mmerd, did she notice that she had broken the barrier of her husband’s measured tones. A
second afterward Stefano struck her in the face with his strong hand, a violent slap that seemed



to her an explosion of truth. She winced, startled by the painful burning of her cheek. She looked
at him, incredulous, while he started the car and said, in a voice that for the first time since he
had begun to court her was not calm, that in fact trembled, “See what you’ve made me do? See
how you go too far?”“We’ve been wrong about everything,” she murmured.But Stefano denied it
decisively, as if he refused even to consider that possibility, and he made a long speech, part
threat-ening, part didactic, part pathetic.He said, more or less, “We haven’t been wrong about
anything, Lina, we just have to get a few things straight. Your name is no longer Cerullo. You are
Signora Carracci and you must do as I say. I know, you’re not practical, you don’t know what
business is, you think I find money lying on the ground. But it’s not like that. I have to make
money every day, I have to put it where it can grow. You designed the shoes, your father and
brother are good workers, but the three of you together aren’t capable of making money grow.
The Solaras are, and so—please listen to me—I don’t give a damn if you don’t like those people.
Marcello is repulsive to me, too, and when he looks at you, even so much as out of the corner of
his eye, when I think of the things he said about you, I feel like sticking a knife in his stomach. But
if he is useful for making money, then he becomes my best friend. And you know why? Because
if we don’t make money we don’t have this car, I can’t buy you that dress, we lose the house with
everything in it, in the end you can’t act the lady, and our children grow up like the children of
beggars. So just try saying again what you said tonight and I will ruin that beautiful face of yours
so that you can’t go out of the house. You understand? Answer me.”Lila’s eyes narrowed to
cracks. Her cheek had turned purple, but otherwise she was very pale. She didn’t answer
him.7.They reached Amalfi in the evening. Neither had ever been to a hotel, and they were
embarrassed and ill at ease. Stefano was especially intimidated by the vaguely mocking tones of
the receptionist and, without meaning to, assumed a subservient attitude. When he realized it,
he covered his discomfiture with brusque manners, and his ears flushed merely at the request to
show his documents. Meanwhile the porter appeared, a man in his fifties with a thin mustache,
but Stefano refused his help, as if he were a thief, then, thinking better of it, disdainfully gave him
a large tip, even though he didn’t take advantage of his services. Lila followed her husband as he
carried the suitcases up the stairs and—she told me—for the first time had the impression that
somewhere along the way she had lost the youth she had married that morning, and was in the
company of a stranger. Was Stefano really so broad, his legs short and fat, his arms long, his
knuckles white? To whom had she bound herself forever? The rage that had overwhelmed her
during the journey gave way to anxiety.Once they were in the room he made an effort to be
affectionate again, but he was tired and still unnerved by the slap he had had to give her. He
assumed an artificial tone. He praised the room, it was very spacious, opened the French
window, went out on the balcony, said to her, Come and smell the fragrant air, look how the sea
sparkles. But she was seeking a way out of that trap, and, distracted, shook her head no, she
was cold. Stefano immediately closed the window, and remarked that if they wanted to take a
walk and eat outside they’d better put on something warmer, saying, Just in case get me a vest,
as if they had already been living together for many years and she knew how to dig expertly in



the suitcases, to pull out a vest for him exactly as she would have found a sweater for herself.
Lila seemed to agree, but in fact she didn’t open the suitcases, she took out neither sweater nor
vest. She immediately went out into the corridor, she didn’t want to stay in the room a minute
longer. He followed her muttering: I’m also fine like this, but I’m worried about you, you’ll catch
cold.They wandered around Amalfi, to the cathedral, up the steps and back down again, to the
fountain. Stefano now tried to amuse her, but being amusing had never been his strong point,
sentimental tones suited him better, or the sententious phrases of the mature man who knows
what he wants. Lila barely responded, and in the end her husband confined himself to pointing
out this and that, exclaiming, Look. But she, who in other times would have appreciated every
stone, wasn’t interested in the beauty of the narrow streets or the scents of the gardens or the
art and history of Amalfi, or, especially, the voice of her husband, who kept saying, tiresomely,
Beautiful, isn’t it?Soon Lila began to tremble, but not because she was particularly cold; it was
nerves. He realized it and proposed that they return to the hotel, even venturing a remark like:
Then we can hug each other and get warm. But she wanted to keep walking, on and on, until,
overcome by weariness, and though she wasn’t at all hungry, she entered a restaurant, without
consulting him. Stefano followed her patiently.They ordered all kinds of things, ate almost
nothing, drank a lot of wine. At a certain point he could no longer hold back, and asked if she
was still angry. Lila shook her head no, and it was true. At that question, she herself was amazed
not to feel the least rancor toward the Solaras, or her father and brother, or Stefano. Everything
had rapidly changed in her mind. Suddenly, she didn’t care at all about the shoes; in fact she
couldn’t understand why she had been so enraged at seeing them on Marcello’s feet. Now,
instead, the broad wedding band that gleamed on her ring finger frightened and distressed her.
In disbelief, she retraced the day: the church, the ceremony, the celebration. What have I done,
she thought, dazed by wine, and what is this gold circle, this glittering zero I’ve stuck my finger
in. Stefano had one, too, and it shone amid the black hairs, hairy fingers, as the books said. She
remembered him in his bathing suit, as she had seen him at the beach. The broad chest, the
large kneecaps, like overturned pots. There was not the smallest detail that, once recalled,
revealed to her any charm. He was a being, now, with whom she felt she could share nothing
and yet there he was, in his jacket and tie, he moved his fat lips and scratched the fleshy lobe of
an ear and kept sticking his fork in something on her plate to taste it. He had little or nothing to
do with the seller of cured meats who had attracted her, with the ambitious, self-confident, but
well-mannered youth, with the bridegroom of that morning in church. He revealed white jaws, a
red tongue in the dark hole of his mouth: something in and around him had broken. At that table,
amid the coming and going of the waiters, everything that had brought her here to Amalfi
seemed without any logical coherence and yet unbearably real. Thus, while the face of that
unrecognizable being lighted up at the idea that the storm had passed, that she had understood
his reasons, that she had accepted them, that he could finally talk to her about his big plans, she
suddenly had the idea of stealing a knife from the table to stick in his throat when, in the room,
he tried to deflower her.In the end she didn’t do it. Since in that restaurant, at that table, to her



wine-fogged mind, her entire marriage, from the wedding dress to the ring, had turned out to
make no sense, it also seemed to her that any possible sexual demand on Stefano’s part would
make no sense, above all to him. So at first she contemplated how to get the knife (she took the
napkin off her lap, covered the knife with it, placed both back on her lap, prepared to drop the
knife in her purse, and put the napkin back on the table), then she gave it up. The screws holding
together her new condition of wife, the restaurant, Amalfi, seemed to her so loose that at the end
of dinner Stefano’s voice no longer reached her, in her ears there was only a clamor of objects,
living beings, and thoughts, without definition.On the street, he started talking again about the
good side of the Solaras. They knew, he told her, important people in the city government, they
had ties to the parties, the monarchists, the Fascists. He liked to speak as if he really understood
something about the Solaras’ dealings, he took a knowing tone, he said emphatically: Politics is
ugly but it’s important for making money. Lila remembered the discussions she had had with
Pasquale in earlier times, and even the ones she’d had with Stefano during their engagement,
the plan to separate themselves completely from their parents, from the abuses and hypocrisies
and cruelties of the past. He said yes, she thought, he said he agreed, but he wasn’t listening to
me. Who did I talk to. I don’t know this person, I don’t know who he is.And yet when he took her
hand and whispered that he loved her, she didn’t pull away. Maybe she planned to make him
think that everything was in order, that they really were bride and groom on their honeymoon, in
order to wound him more profoundly when she told him, with all the disgust she felt in her
stomach: to get into bed with the hotel porter or with you—you both have smoke-yellowed fingers
—it’s the same revolting thing to me. Or maybe—and this I think is more likely—she was too
frightened and by now was striving to delay every reaction.As soon as they were in the room, he
tried to kiss her, and she recoiled. Gravely, she opened the suitcase, took out her nightgown,
gave her husband his pajamas. That attention made him smile happily at her, and he tried again
to grab her. But she shut herself in the bathroom.Alone, she washed her face for a long time to
get rid of the stupor from the wine, the impression of a world that had lost its contours. She didn’t
succeed; rather, the feeling that her very gestures lacked coordination intensified. What can I do,
she thought. Stay locked in here all night. And then.She was sorry that she hadn’t taken the
knife: for a moment, in fact, she believed that she had, then was forced to admit she hadn’t.
Sitting on the edge of the bathtub, she compared it appreciatively with the one in the new house,
thinking that hers was nicer. Her towels, too, were of a higher quality. Hers? To whom, in fact, did
the towels, the tub—everything—belong? She was bothered by the idea that the ownership of
the nice new things was guaranteed by the last name of that particular individual who was
waiting for her out there. Car-racci’s possessions, she, too, was Carracci’s possession. Stefano
knocked on the door.“What are you doing, do you feel all right?”She didn’t answer.Her husband
waited a little and knocked again. When nothing happened, he twisted the handle nervously and
said in a tone of feigned amusement, “Do I have to break down the door?”Lila didn’t doubt that
he would have been capable of it—the stranger who waited for her outside was capable of
anything. I, too, she thought, am capable of anything. She undressed, she washed, she put on



the nightgown, despising herself for the care with which she had chosen it months earlier.
Stefano—purely a name that no longer coincided with the habits and affections of a few hours
earlier—was sitting on the edge of the bed in his pajamas and he jumped to his feet as soon as
she appeared.“You took your time.”“The time needed.”“You look beautiful.”“I’m very tired, I want
to sleep.”“We’ll sleep later.”“Now. You on your side, I on mine.”“O.K., come here.”“I’m serious.”“I
am, too.”Stefano uttered a little laugh, tried to take her by the hand. She drew back, he
darkened.“What’s wrong with you?”Lila hesitated. She sought the right expression, said softly, “I
don’t want you.”Stefano shook his head uncertainly, as if the three words were in a foreign
language. He murmured that he had been waiting so long for that moment, day and night.
Please, he said, in a pleading tone, and, with an expression almost of dejection, he pointed to
his wine-colored pajama pants, and mumbled with a crooked smile: See what happens to me
just when I look at you. She looked without wanting to and, with a spasm of disgust, averted her
gaze.At that point Stefano realized that she was about to lock herself in the bathroom again and
with an animal leap he grabbed her by the waist, picked her up, and threw her on the bed. What
was happening. It was clear that he didn’t want to understand. He thought they had made peace
at the restaurant, now he was wondering: Why is Lina behaving like this, she’s too young. In fact
he was laughing, on top of her, trying to soothe her.“It’s a beautiful thing,” he said, “you mustn’t
be afraid. I love you more than my mother and my sister.”But no, she was already pulling herself
up to get away from him. How difficult it is to keep up with this girl: she says yes and means no,
she says no and means yes. Stefano muttered: No more of these whims, and he stopped her
again, sat astride her, pinned her wrists against the bedspread.“You said that we should wait
and we waited,” he said, “even though being near you without touching you was terrible and I
suffered. But we’re married now—behave yourself, don’t worry.”He leaned over to kiss her on the
mouth, but she avoided him, turning her face forcefully to right and left, struggling, twisting, as
she repeated, “Leave me alone, I don’t want you, I don’t want you, I don’t want you.”At that point,
almost against his will, the tone of Stefano’s voice rose: “Now you’re really pissing me off,
Lina.”He repeated that remark two or three times, each time louder, as if to assimilate fully an
order that was coming to him from very far away, perhaps even from before he was born. The
order was: be a man, Ste’; either you subdue her now or you’ll never subdue her; your wife has to
learn right away that she is the female and you’re the male and therefore she has to obey. And
Lila hearing him—you’re pissing me off, you’re pissing me off, you’re pissing me off—and seeing
him, broad, heavy above her narrow pelvis, his sex erect, holding up the material of his pajamas
like a tent support, remembered when, years before, he had wanted to grab her tongue with his
fingers and prick it with a pin because she had dared to humiliate Alfonso in a school
competition. He was never Stefano, she seemed to discover suddenly, he was always the oldest
son of Don Achille. And that thought, immediately, brought to the young face of her husband, like
a revival, features that until that moment had remained prudently hidden in his blood but that had
always been there, waiting for their moment. Oh yes, to please the neighborhood, to please her,
Stefano had striven to be someone else, softening his features with courteousness, adapting his



gaze to meekness, modeling his voice on the tones of conciliation; his fingers, his hands, his
whole body had learned to restrain their force. But now the limits that he had imposed for so long
were about to give way, and Lila was seized by a childish terror, greater than when we had gone
down into the cellar to get our dolls. Don Achille was rising from the muck of the neighborhood,
feeding on the living matter of his son. The father was cracking his skin, changing his gaze,
exploding out of his body. And in fact look at him, he tore the nightgown off her chest, bared her
breasts, clasped her fiercely, leaned over to bite her nipples. And when she, as she had always
been able to do, repressed her horror and tried to tear him off her by pulling his hair, groping with
her mouth as she sought to bite him until he bled, he drew back, seized her arms, pinned them
under his huge bent legs, said to her contemptuously: What are you doing, be quiet, you’re just a
twig, if I want to break you I’ll break you. But Lila wouldn’t calm down, she bit the air, she arched
to get his weight off of her. In vain. He now had his hands free and leaning over her he slapped
her lightly with the tips of his fingers and kept telling her, pressing her: see how big it is, eh, say
yes, say yes, say yes, until he took out of his pajamas his stubby sex that, extended over her,
seemed like a puppet without arms or legs, congested by mute stirrings, in a frenzy to uproot
itself from that other, bigger puppet that was saying, hoarsely, Now I’ll make you feel it, Lina, look
how nice it is, nobody’s got one like this. And since she was still writhing, he hit her twice, first
with the palm of his hand, then with the back, and so hard that she understood that if she
continued to resist he would certainly kill her—or at least Don Achille would: who frightened the
neighborhood because you knew that with his strength he could hurl you against a wall or a tree
—and she emptied herself of all rebellion, yielding to a soundless terror, while he drew back,
pulled up her nightgown, whispered in her ear: you don’t realize how much I love you, but you
will know, and tomorrow it will be you asking me to love you as I am now, and more, in fact you
will go down on your knees and beg me, and I will say yes but only if you are obedient, and you
will be obedient.When, after some awkward attempts, he tore her flesh with passionate brutality,
Lila was absent. The night, the room, the bed, his kisses, his hands on her body, every sensation
was absorbed by a single feeling: she hated Stefano Carracci, she hated his strength, she hated
his weight on her, she hated his name and his surname.7.They reached Amalfi in the evening.
Neither had ever been to a hotel, and they were embarrassed and ill at ease. Stefano was
especially intimidated by the vaguely mocking tones of the receptionist and, without meaning to,
assumed a subservient attitude. When he realized it, he covered his discomfiture with brusque
manners, and his ears flushed merely at the request to show his documents. Meanwhile the
porter appeared, a man in his fifties with a thin mustache, but Stefano refused his help, as if he
were a thief, then, thinking better of it, disdainfully gave him a large tip, even though he didn’t
take advantage of his services. Lila followed her husband as he carried the suitcases up the
stairs and—she told me—for the first time had the impression that somewhere along the way
she had lost the youth she had married that morning, and was in the company of a stranger. Was
Stefano really so broad, his legs short and fat, his arms long, his knuckles white? To whom had
she bound herself forever? The rage that had overwhelmed her during the journey gave way to



anxiety.Once they were in the room he made an effort to be affectionate again, but he was tired
and still unnerved by the slap he had had to give her. He assumed an artificial tone. He praised
the room, it was very spacious, opened the French window, went out on the balcony, said to her,
Come and smell the fragrant air, look how the sea sparkles. But she was seeking a way out of
that trap, and, distracted, shook her head no, she was cold. Stefano immediately closed the
window, and remarked that if they wanted to take a walk and eat outside they’d better put on
something warmer, saying, Just in case get me a vest, as if they had already been living together
for many years and she knew how to dig expertly in the suitcases, to pull out a vest for him
exactly as she would have found a sweater for herself. Lila seemed to agree, but in fact she
didn’t open the suitcases, she took out neither sweater nor vest. She immediately went out into
the corridor, she didn’t want to stay in the room a minute longer. He followed her muttering: I’m
also fine like this, but I’m worried about you, you’ll catch cold.They wandered around Amalfi, to
the cathedral, up the steps and back down again, to the fountain. Stefano now tried to amuse
her, but being amusing had never been his strong point, sentimental tones suited him better, or
the sententious phrases of the mature man who knows what he wants. Lila barely responded,
and in the end her husband confined himself to pointing out this and that, exclaiming, Look. But
she, who in other times would have appreciated every stone, wasn’t interested in the beauty of
the narrow streets or the scents of the gardens or the art and history of Amalfi, or, especially, the
voice of her husband, who kept saying, tiresomely, Beautiful, isn’t it?Soon Lila began to tremble,
but not because she was particularly cold; it was nerves. He realized it and proposed that they
return to the hotel, even venturing a remark like: Then we can hug each other and get warm. But
she wanted to keep walking, on and on, until, overcome by weariness, and though she wasn’t at
all hungry, she entered a restaurant, without consulting him. Stefano followed her patiently.They
ordered all kinds of things, ate almost nothing, drank a lot of wine. At a certain point he could no
longer hold back, and asked if she was still angry. Lila shook her head no, and it was true. At that
question, she herself was amazed not to feel the least rancor toward the Solaras, or her father
and brother, or Stefano. Everything had rapidly changed in her mind. Suddenly, she didn’t care at
all about the shoes; in fact she couldn’t understand why she had been so enraged at seeing
them on Marcello’s feet. Now, instead, the broad wedding band that gleamed on her ring finger
frightened and distressed her. In disbelief, she retraced the day: the church, the ceremony, the
celebration. What have I done, she thought, dazed by wine, and what is this gold circle, this
glittering zero I’ve stuck my finger in. Stefano had one, too, and it shone amid the black hairs,
hairy fingers, as the books said. She remembered him in his bathing suit, as she had seen him
at the beach. The broad chest, the large kneecaps, like overturned pots. There was not the
smallest detail that, once recalled, revealed to her any charm. He was a being, now, with whom
she felt she could share nothing and yet there he was, in his jacket and tie, he moved his fat lips
and scratched the fleshy lobe of an ear and kept sticking his fork in something on her plate to
taste it. He had little or nothing to do with the seller of cured meats who had attracted her, with
the ambitious, self-confident, but well-mannered youth, with the bridegroom of that morning in



church. He revealed white jaws, a red tongue in the dark hole of his mouth: something in and
around him had broken. At that table, amid the coming and going of the waiters, everything that
had brought her here to Amalfi seemed without any logical coherence and yet unbearably real.
Thus, while the face of that unrecognizable being lighted up at the idea that the storm had
passed, that she had understood his reasons, that she had accepted them, that he could finally
talk to her about his big plans, she suddenly had the idea of stealing a knife from the table to
stick in his throat when, in the room, he tried to deflower her.In the end she didn’t do it. Since in
that restaurant, at that table, to her wine-fogged mind, her entire marriage, from the wedding
dress to the ring, had turned out to make no sense, it also seemed to her that any possible
sexual demand on Stefano’s part would make no sense, above all to him. So at first she
contemplated how to get the knife (she took the napkin off her lap, covered the knife with it,
placed both back on her lap, prepared to drop the knife in her purse, and put the napkin back on
the table), then she gave it up. The screws holding together her new condition of wife, the
restaurant, Amalfi, seemed to her so loose that at the end of dinner Stefano’s voice no longer
reached her, in her ears there was only a clamor of objects, living beings, and thoughts, without
definition.On the street, he started talking again about the good side of the Solaras. They knew,
he told her, important people in the city government, they had ties to the parties, the
monarchists, the Fascists. He liked to speak as if he really understood something about the
Solaras’ dealings, he took a knowing tone, he said emphatically: Politics is ugly but it’s important
for making money. Lila remembered the discussions she had had with Pasquale in earlier times,
and even the ones she’d had with Stefano during their engagement, the plan to separate
themselves completely from their parents, from the abuses and hypocrisies and cruelties of the
past. He said yes, she thought, he said he agreed, but he wasn’t listening to me. Who did I talk
to. I don’t know this person, I don’t know who he is.And yet when he took her hand and
whispered that he loved her, she didn’t pull away. Maybe she planned to make him think that
everything was in order, that they really were bride and groom on their honeymoon, in order to
wound him more profoundly when she told him, with all the disgust she felt in her stomach: to get
into bed with the hotel porter or with you—you both have smoke-yellowed fingers—it’s the same
revolting thing to me. Or maybe—and this I think is more likely—she was too frightened and by
now was striving to delay every reaction.As soon as they were in the room, he tried to kiss her,
and she recoiled. Gravely, she opened the suitcase, took out her nightgown, gave her husband
his pajamas. That attention made him smile happily at her, and he tried again to grab her. But
she shut herself in the bathroom.Alone, she washed her face for a long time to get rid of the
stupor from the wine, the impression of a world that had lost its contours. She didn’t succeed;
rather, the feeling that her very gestures lacked coordination intensified. What can I do, she
thought. Stay locked in here all night. And then.She was sorry that she hadn’t taken the knife: for
a moment, in fact, she believed that she had, then was forced to admit she hadn’t. Sitting on the
edge of the bathtub, she compared it appreciatively with the one in the new house, thinking that
hers was nicer. Her towels, too, were of a higher quality. Hers? To whom, in fact, did the towels,



the tub—everything—belong? She was bothered by the idea that the ownership of the nice new
things was guaranteed by the last name of that particular individual who was waiting for her out
there. Car-racci’s possessions, she, too, was Carracci’s possession. Stefano knocked on the
door.“What are you doing, do you feel all right?”She didn’t answer.Her husband waited a little
and knocked again. When nothing happened, he twisted the handle nervously and said in a tone
of feigned amusement, “Do I have to break down the door?”Lila didn’t doubt that he would have
been capable of it—the stranger who waited for her outside was capable of anything. I, too, she
thought, am capable of anything. She undressed, she washed, she put on the nightgown,
despising herself for the care with which she had chosen it months earlier. Stefano—purely a
name that no longer coincided with the habits and affections of a few hours earlier—was sitting
on the edge of the bed in his pajamas and he jumped to his feet as soon as she appeared.“You
took your time.”“The time needed.”“You look beautiful.”“I’m very tired, I want to sleep.”“We’ll sleep
later.”“Now. You on your side, I on mine.”“O.K., come here.”“I’m serious.”“I am, too.”Stefano
uttered a little laugh, tried to take her by the hand. She drew back, he darkened.“What’s wrong
with you?”Lila hesitated. She sought the right expression, said softly, “I don’t want you.”Stefano
shook his head uncertainly, as if the three words were in a foreign language. He murmured that
he had been waiting so long for that moment, day and night. Please, he said, in a pleading tone,
and, with an expression almost of dejection, he pointed to his wine-colored pajama pants, and
mumbled with a crooked smile: See what happens to me just when I look at you. She looked
without wanting to and, with a spasm of disgust, averted her gaze.At that point Stefano realized
that she was about to lock herself in the bathroom again and with an animal leap he grabbed her
by the waist, picked her up, and threw her on the bed. What was happening. It was clear that he
didn’t want to understand. He thought they had made peace at the restaurant, now he was
wondering: Why is Lina behaving like this, she’s too young. In fact he was laughing, on top of her,
trying to soothe her.“It’s a beautiful thing,” he said, “you mustn’t be afraid. I love you more than
my mother and my sister.”But no, she was already pulling herself up to get away from him. How
difficult it is to keep up with this girl: she says yes and means no, she says no and means yes.
Stefano muttered: No more of these whims, and he stopped her again, sat astride her, pinned
her wrists against the bedspread.“You said that we should wait and we waited,” he said, “even
though being near you without touching you was terrible and I suffered. But we’re married now—
behave yourself, don’t worry.”He leaned over to kiss her on the mouth, but she avoided him,
turning her face forcefully to right and left, struggling, twisting, as she repeated, “Leave me
alone, I don’t want you, I don’t want you, I don’t want you.”At that point, almost against his will,
the tone of Stefano’s voice rose: “Now you’re really pissing me off, Lina.”He repeated that remark
two or three times, each time louder, as if to assimilate fully an order that was coming to him
from very far away, perhaps even from before he was born. The order was: be a man, Ste’; either
you subdue her now or you’ll never subdue her; your wife has to learn right away that she is the
female and you’re the male and therefore she has to obey. And Lila hearing him—you’re pissing
me off, you’re pissing me off, you’re pissing me off—and seeing him, broad, heavy above her



narrow pelvis, his sex erect, holding up the material of his pajamas like a tent support,
remembered when, years before, he had wanted to grab her tongue with his fingers and prick it
with a pin because she had dared to humiliate Alfonso in a school competition. He was never
Stefano, she seemed to discover suddenly, he was always the oldest son of Don Achille. And
that thought, immediately, brought to the young face of her husband, like a revival, features that
until that moment had remained prudently hidden in his blood but that had always been there,
waiting for their moment. Oh yes, to please the neighborhood, to please her, Stefano had striven
to be someone else, softening his features with courteousness, adapting his gaze to meekness,
modeling his voice on the tones of conciliation; his fingers, his hands, his whole body had
learned to restrain their force. But now the limits that he had imposed for so long were about to
give way, and Lila was seized by a childish terror, greater than when we had gone down into the
cellar to get our dolls. Don Achille was rising from the muck of the neighborhood, feeding on the
living matter of his son. The father was cracking his skin, changing his gaze, exploding out of his
body. And in fact look at him, he tore the nightgown off her chest, bared her breasts, clasped her
fiercely, leaned over to bite her nipples. And when she, as she had always been able to do,
repressed her horror and tried to tear him off her by pulling his hair, groping with her mouth as
she sought to bite him until he bled, he drew back, seized her arms, pinned them under his huge
bent legs, said to her contemptuously: What are you doing, be quiet, you’re just a twig, if I want
to break you I’ll break you. But Lila wouldn’t calm down, she bit the air, she arched to get his
weight off of her. In vain. He now had his hands free and leaning over her he slapped her lightly
with the tips of his fingers and kept telling her, pressing her: see how big it is, eh, say yes, say
yes, say yes, until he took out of his pajamas his stubby sex that, extended over her, seemed like
a puppet without arms or legs, congested by mute stirrings, in a frenzy to uproot itself from that
other, bigger puppet that was saying, hoarsely, Now I’ll make you feel it, Lina, look how nice it is,
nobody’s got one like this. And since she was still writhing, he hit her twice, first with the palm of
his hand, then with the back, and so hard that she understood that if she continued to resist he
would certainly kill her—or at least Don Achille would: who frightened the neighborhood
because you knew that with his strength he could hurl you against a wall or a tree—and she
emptied herself of all rebellion, yielding to a soundless terror, while he drew back, pulled up her
nightgown, whispered in her ear: you don’t realize how much I love you, but you will know, and
tomorrow it will be you asking me to love you as I am now, and more, in fact you will go down on
your knees and beg me, and I will say yes but only if you are obedient, and you will be
obedient.When, after some awkward attempts, he tore her flesh with passionate brutality, Lila
was absent. The night, the room, the bed, his kisses, his hands on her body, every sensation
was absorbed by a single feeling: she hated Stefano Carracci, she hated his strength, she hated
his weight on her, she hated his name and his surname.7.They reached Amalfi in the evening.
Neither had ever been to a hotel, and they were embarrassed and ill at ease. Stefano was
especially intimidated by the vaguely mocking tones of the receptionist and, without meaning to,
assumed a subservient attitude. When he realized it, he covered his discomfiture with brusque



manners, and his ears flushed merely at the request to show his documents. Meanwhile the
porter appeared, a man in his fifties with a thin mustache, but Stefano refused his help, as if he
were a thief, then, thinking better of it, disdainfully gave him a large tip, even though he didn’t
take advantage of his services. Lila followed her husband as he carried the suitcases up the
stairs and—she told me—for the first time had the impression that somewhere along the way
she had lost the youth she had married that morning, and was in the company of a stranger. Was
Stefano really so broad, his legs short and fat, his arms long, his knuckles white? To whom had
she bound herself forever? The rage that had overwhelmed her during the journey gave way to
anxiety.Once they were in the room he made an effort to be affectionate again, but he was tired
and still unnerved by the slap he had had to give her. He assumed an artificial tone. He praised
the room, it was very spacious, opened the French window, went out on the balcony, said to her,
Come and smell the fragrant air, look how the sea sparkles. But she was seeking a way out of
that trap, and, distracted, shook her head no, she was cold. Stefano immediately closed the
window, and remarked that if they wanted to take a walk and eat outside they’d better put on
something warmer, saying, Just in case get me a vest, as if they had already been living together
for many years and she knew how to dig expertly in the suitcases, to pull out a vest for him
exactly as she would have found a sweater for herself. Lila seemed to agree, but in fact she
didn’t open the suitcases, she took out neither sweater nor vest. She immediately went out into
the corridor, she didn’t want to stay in the room a minute longer. He followed her muttering: I’m
also fine like this, but I’m worried about you, you’ll catch cold.They wandered around Amalfi, to
the cathedral, up the steps and back down again, to the fountain. Stefano now tried to amuse
her, but being amusing had never been his strong point, sentimental tones suited him better, or
the sententious phrases of the mature man who knows what he wants. Lila barely responded,
and in the end her husband confined himself to pointing out this and that, exclaiming, Look. But
she, who in other times would have appreciated every stone, wasn’t interested in the beauty of
the narrow streets or the scents of the gardens or the art and history of Amalfi, or, especially, the
voice of her husband, who kept saying, tiresomely, Beautiful, isn’t it?Soon Lila began to tremble,
but not because she was particularly cold; it was nerves. He realized it and proposed that they
return to the hotel, even venturing a remark like: Then we can hug each other and get warm. But
she wanted to keep walking, on and on, until, overcome by weariness, and though she wasn’t at
all hungry, she entered a restaurant, without consulting him. Stefano followed her patiently.They
ordered all kinds of things, ate almost nothing, drank a lot of wine. At a certain point he could no
longer hold back, and asked if she was still angry. Lila shook her head no, and it was true. At that
question, she herself was amazed not to feel the least rancor toward the Solaras, or her father
and brother, or Stefano. Everything had rapidly changed in her mind. Suddenly, she didn’t care at
all about the shoes; in fact she couldn’t understand why she had been so enraged at seeing
them on Marcello’s feet. Now, instead, the broad wedding band that gleamed on her ring finger
frightened and distressed her. In disbelief, she retraced the day: the church, the ceremony, the
celebration. What have I done, she thought, dazed by wine, and what is this gold circle, this



glittering zero I’ve stuck my finger in. Stefano had one, too, and it shone amid the black hairs,
hairy fingers, as the books said. She remembered him in his bathing suit, as she had seen him
at the beach. The broad chest, the large kneecaps, like overturned pots. There was not the
smallest detail that, once recalled, revealed to her any charm. He was a being, now, with whom
she felt she could share nothing and yet there he was, in his jacket and tie, he moved his fat lips
and scratched the fleshy lobe of an ear and kept sticking his fork in something on her plate to
taste it. He had little or nothing to do with the seller of cured meats who had attracted her, with
the ambitious, self-confident, but well-mannered youth, with the bridegroom of that morning in
church. He revealed white jaws, a red tongue in the dark hole of his mouth: something in and
around him had broken. At that table, amid the coming and going of the waiters, everything that
had brought her here to Amalfi seemed without any logical coherence and yet unbearably real.
Thus, while the face of that unrecognizable being lighted up at the idea that the storm had
passed, that she had understood his reasons, that she had accepted them, that he could finally
talk to her about his big plans, she suddenly had the idea of stealing a knife from the table to
stick in his throat when, in the room, he tried to deflower her.In the end she didn’t do it. Since in
that restaurant, at that table, to her wine-fogged mind, her entire marriage, from the wedding
dress to the ring, had turned out to make no sense, it also seemed to her that any possible
sexual demand on Stefano’s part would make no sense, above all to him. So at first she
contemplated how to get the knife (she took the napkin off her lap, covered the knife with it,
placed both back on her lap, prepared to drop the knife in her purse, and put the napkin back on
the table), then she gave it up. The screws holding together her new condition of wife, the
restaurant, Amalfi, seemed to her so loose that at the end of dinner Stefano’s voice no longer
reached her, in her ears there was only a clamor of objects, living beings, and thoughts, without
definition.On the street, he started talking again about the good side of the Solaras. They knew,
he told her, important people in the city government, they had ties to the parties, the
monarchists, the Fascists. He liked to speak as if he really understood something about the
Solaras’ dealings, he took a knowing tone, he said emphatically: Politics is ugly but it’s important
for making money. Lila remembered the discussions she had had with Pasquale in earlier times,
and even the ones she’d had with Stefano during their engagement, the plan to separate
themselves completely from their parents, from the abuses and hypocrisies and cruelties of the
past. He said yes, she thought, he said he agreed, but he wasn’t listening to me. Who did I talk
to. I don’t know this person, I don’t know who he is.And yet when he took her hand and
whispered that he loved her, she didn’t pull away. Maybe she planned to make him think that
everything was in order, that they really were bride and groom on their honeymoon, in order to
wound him more profoundly when she told him, with all the disgust she felt in her stomach: to get
into bed with the hotel porter or with you—you both have smoke-yellowed fingers—it’s the same
revolting thing to me. Or maybe—and this I think is more likely—she was too frightened and by
now was striving to delay every reaction.As soon as they were in the room, he tried to kiss her,
and she recoiled. Gravely, she opened the suitcase, took out her nightgown, gave her husband



his pajamas. That attention made him smile happily at her, and he tried again to grab her. But
she shut herself in the bathroom.Alone, she washed her face for a long time to get rid of the
stupor from the wine, the impression of a world that had lost its contours. She didn’t succeed;
rather, the feeling that her very gestures lacked coordination intensified. What can I do, she
thought. Stay locked in here all night. And then.She was sorry that she hadn’t taken the knife: for
a moment, in fact, she believed that she had, then was forced to admit she hadn’t. Sitting on the
edge of the bathtub, she compared it appreciatively with the one in the new house, thinking that
hers was nicer. Her towels, too, were of a higher quality. Hers? To whom, in fact, did the towels,
the tub—everything—belong? She was bothered by the idea that the ownership of the nice new
things was guaranteed by the last name of that particular individual who was waiting for her out
there. Car-racci’s possessions, she, too, was Carracci’s possession. Stefano knocked on the
door.“What are you doing, do you feel all right?”She didn’t answer.Her husband waited a little
and knocked again. When nothing happened, he twisted the handle nervously and said in a tone
of feigned amusement, “Do I have to break down the door?”Lila didn’t doubt that he would have
been capable of it—the stranger who waited for her outside was capable of anything. I, too, she
thought, am capable of anything. She undressed, she washed, she put on the nightgown,
despising herself for the care with which she had chosen it months earlier. Stefano—purely a
name that no longer coincided with the habits and affections of a few hours earlier—was sitting
on the edge of the bed in his pajamas and he jumped to his feet as soon as she appeared.“You
took your time.”“The time needed.”“You look beautiful.”“I’m very tired, I want to sleep.”“We’ll sleep
later.”“Now. You on your side, I on mine.”“O.K., come here.”“I’m serious.”“I am, too.”Stefano
uttered a little laugh, tried to take her by the hand. She drew back, he darkened.“What’s wrong
with you?”Lila hesitated. She sought the right expression, said softly, “I don’t want you.”Stefano
shook his head uncertainly, as if the three words were in a foreign language. He murmured that
he had been waiting so long for that moment, day and night. Please, he said, in a pleading tone,
and, with an expression almost of dejection, he pointed to his wine-colored pajama pants, and
mumbled with a crooked smile: See what happens to me just when I look at you. She looked
without wanting to and, with a spasm of disgust, averted her gaze.At that point Stefano realized
that she was about to lock herself in the bathroom again and with an animal leap he grabbed her
by the waist, picked her up, and threw her on the bed. What was happening. It was clear that he
didn’t want to understand. He thought they had made peace at the restaurant, now he was
wondering: Why is Lina behaving like this, she’s too young. In fact he was laughing, on top of her,
trying to soothe her.“It’s a beautiful thing,” he said, “you mustn’t be afraid. I love you more than
my mother and my sister.”But no, she was already pulling herself up to get away from him. How
difficult it is to keep up with this girl: she says yes and means no, she says no and means yes.
Stefano muttered: No more of these whims, and he stopped her again, sat astride her, pinned
her wrists against the bedspread.“You said that we should wait and we waited,” he said, “even
though being near you without touching you was terrible and I suffered. But we’re married now—
behave yourself, don’t worry.”He leaned over to kiss her on the mouth, but she avoided him,



turning her face forcefully to right and left, struggling, twisting, as she repeated, “Leave me
alone, I don’t want you, I don’t want you, I don’t want you.”At that point, almost against his will,
the tone of Stefano’s voice rose: “Now you’re really pissing me off, Lina.”He repeated that remark
two or three times, each time louder, as if to assimilate fully an order that was coming to him
from very far away, perhaps even from before he was born. The order was: be a man, Ste’; either
you subdue her now or you’ll never subdue her; your wife has to learn right away that she is the
female and you’re the male and therefore she has to obey. And Lila hearing him—you’re pissing
me off, you’re pissing me off, you’re pissing me off—and seeing him, broad, heavy above her
narrow pelvis, his sex erect, holding up the material of his pajamas like a tent support,
remembered when, years before, he had wanted to grab her tongue with his fingers and prick it
with a pin because she had dared to humiliate Alfonso in a school competition. He was never
Stefano, she seemed to discover suddenly, he was always the oldest son of Don Achille. And
that thought, immediately, brought to the young face of her husband, like a revival, features that
until that moment had remained prudently hidden in his blood but that had always been there,
waiting for their moment. Oh yes, to please the neighborhood, to please her, Stefano had striven
to be someone else, softening his features with courteousness, adapting his gaze to meekness,
modeling his voice on the tones of conciliation; his fingers, his hands, his whole body had
learned to restrain their force. But now the limits that he had imposed for so long were about to
give way, and Lila was seized by a childish terror, greater than when we had gone down into the
cellar to get our dolls. Don Achille was rising from the muck of the neighborhood, feeding on the
living matter of his son. The father was cracking his skin, changing his gaze, exploding out of his
body. And in fact look at him, he tore the nightgown off her chest, bared her breasts, clasped her
fiercely, leaned over to bite her nipples. And when she, as she had always been able to do,
repressed her horror and tried to tear him off her by pulling his hair, groping with her mouth as
she sought to bite him until he bled, he drew back, seized her arms, pinned them under his huge
bent legs, said to her contemptuously: What are you doing, be quiet, you’re just a twig, if I want
to break you I’ll break you. But Lila wouldn’t calm down, she bit the air, she arched to get his
weight off of her. In vain. He now had his hands free and leaning over her he slapped her lightly
with the tips of his fingers and kept telling her, pressing her: see how big it is, eh, say yes, say
yes, say yes, until he took out of his pajamas his stubby sex that, extended over her, seemed like
a puppet without arms or legs, congested by mute stirrings, in a frenzy to uproot itself from that
other, bigger puppet that was saying, hoarsely, Now I’ll make you feel it, Lina, look how nice it is,
nobody’s got one like this. And since she was still writhing, he hit her twice, first with the palm of
his hand, then with the back, and so hard that she understood that if she continued to resist he
would certainly kill her—or at least Don Achille would: who frightened the neighborhood
because you knew that with his strength he could hurl you against a wall or a tree—and she
emptied herself of all rebellion, yielding to a soundless terror, while he drew back, pulled up her
nightgown, whispered in her ear: you don’t realize how much I love you, but you will know, and
tomorrow it will be you asking me to love you as I am now, and more, in fact you will go down on



your knees and beg me, and I will say yes but only if you are obedient, and you will be
obedient.When, after some awkward attempts, he tore her flesh with passionate brutality, Lila
was absent. The night, the room, the bed, his kisses, his hands on her body, every sensation
was absorbed by a single feeling: she hated Stefano Carracci, she hated his strength, she hated
his weight on her, she hated his name and his surname.8.They returned to the neighborhood
four days later. That same evening Stefano invited his parents-in-law and his brother-in-law to
the new house. With a humbler expression than usual, he asked Fernando to tell Lila what had
happened with Silvio Solara. Fernando confirmed to his daughter, in unhappy, disjointed
sentences, Stefano’s version. As for Rino, Carracci asked him, right afterward, to tell why, in the
end, they had made the mutual but painful decision to give Marcello the shoes he insisted on.
Rino, in the manner of a man who knows what’s what, declared pompously: There are situations
in which certain choices are obligatory, then he started in with the serious trouble Pasquale,
Antonio, and Enzo had got into when they beat up the Solara brothers and wrecked their
car.“You know who was more at risk?” he said, leaning toward his sister and raising his voice.
“Them, your friends, those knights in shining armor. Marcello recognized them and was
convinced that you had sent them. Stefano and I—what were we supposed to do? You wanted
those three idiots to get a beating a lot worse than the one they gave? You wanted to ruin them?
And for what, anyway? For a pair of size 43 shoes that your husband can’t wear because they’re
too narrow for him and when it rains the water gets in? We made peace, and, since those shoes
were so important to Marcello, we gave them to him.”Words: with them you can do and undo as
you please. Lila had always been good with words, but on that occasion, contrary to
expectations, she didn’t open her mouth. Relieved, Rino reminded her spitefully that it was she
who, ever since she was a child, had been harassing him, telling him they had to get rich. Then,
she said, laughing, make us rich without complicating our life, which is already too
complicated.At that point—a surprise for the mistress of the house, though certainly not for the
others—the doorbell rang, and Pinuccia, Alfonso, and their mother, Maria, appeared, with a tray
of pastries freshly made by Spagnuolo himself, the Solaras’ pastry maker.At first it seemed that
they had come to celebrate the newlyweds’ return from their honeymoon, since Stefano passed
around the wedding pictures, which he had just picked up from the photographer (for the movie,
he explained, it would take a little longer). But it soon became clear that the wedding of Stefano
and Lila was already old news, the pastries were intended to mark a new happy event: the
engagement of Rino and Pinuccia. All the tension was set aside. Rino replaced the violent tones
of a few minutes earlier with tender modulations in dialect, exaggerated pronouncements of
love, the wonderful idea of having the engagement party right away, in his sister’s lovely house.
Then, with a theatrical gesture, he took a package out of his pocket; the package, when it was
unwrapped, revealed a dark rounded case; and the case, when it was opened, revealed a
diamond ring.Lila noted that it wasn’t that different from the one she wore on her finger, next to
the wedding ring, and wondered where her brother had got the money. There were hugs and
kisses. There was a lot of talk of the future, speculation about who would manage the Cerullo



shoe store in Piazza dei Martiri when the Solaras opened it, in the fall. Rino supposed that
Pinuccia would manage it, maybe by herself, maybe with Gigliola Spagnuolo, who was officially
engaged to Michele and so was making claims. The family reunion became livelier and full of
hope.Lila remained standing most of the time, it hurt to sit down. No one, not even her mother,
who was silent during the entire visit, seemed to notice her swollen, black right eye, the cut on
her lower lip, the bruises on her arms.8.They returned to the neighborhood four days later. That
same evening Stefano invited his parents-in-law and his brother-in-law to the new house. With a
humbler expression than usual, he asked Fernando to tell Lila what had happened with Silvio
Solara. Fernando confirmed to his daughter, in unhappy, disjointed sentences, Stefano’s version.
As for Rino, Carracci asked him, right afterward, to tell why, in the end, they had made the
mutual but painful decision to give Marcello the shoes he insisted on. Rino, in the manner of a
man who knows what’s what, declared pompously: There are situations in which certain choices
are obligatory, then he started in with the serious trouble Pasquale, Antonio, and Enzo had got
into when they beat up the Solara brothers and wrecked their car.“You know who was more at
risk?” he said, leaning toward his sister and raising his voice. “Them, your friends, those knights
in shining armor. Marcello recognized them and was convinced that you had sent them. Stefano
and I—what were we supposed to do? You wanted those three idiots to get a beating a lot worse
than the one they gave? You wanted to ruin them? And for what, anyway? For a pair of size 43
shoes that your husband can’t wear because they’re too narrow for him and when it rains the
water gets in? We made peace, and, since those shoes were so important to Marcello, we gave
them to him.”Words: with them you can do and undo as you please. Lila had always been good
with words, but on that occasion, contrary to expectations, she didn’t open her mouth. Relieved,
Rino reminded her spitefully that it was she who, ever since she was a child, had been harassing
him, telling him they had to get rich. Then, she said, laughing, make us rich without complicating
our life, which is already too complicated.At that point—a surprise for the mistress of the house,
though certainly not for the others—the doorbell rang, and Pinuccia, Alfonso, and their mother,
Maria, appeared, with a tray of pastries freshly made by Spagnuolo himself, the Solaras’ pastry
maker.At first it seemed that they had come to celebrate the newlyweds’ return from their
honeymoon, since Stefano passed around the wedding pictures, which he had just picked up
from the photographer (for the movie, he explained, it would take a little longer). But it soon
became clear that the wedding of Stefano and Lila was already old news, the pastries were
intended to mark a new happy event: the engagement of Rino and Pinuccia. All the tension was
set aside. Rino replaced the violent tones of a few minutes earlier with tender modulations in
dialect, exaggerated pronouncements of love, the wonderful idea of having the engagement
party right away, in his sister’s lovely house. Then, with a theatrical gesture, he took a package
out of his pocket; the package, when it was unwrapped, revealed a dark rounded case; and the
case, when it was opened, revealed a diamond ring.Lila noted that it wasn’t that different from
the one she wore on her finger, next to the wedding ring, and wondered where her brother had
got the money. There were hugs and kisses. There was a lot of talk of the future, speculation



about who would manage the Cerullo shoe store in Piazza dei Martiri when the Solaras opened
it, in the fall. Rino supposed that Pinuccia would manage it, maybe by herself, maybe with
Gigliola Spagnuolo, who was officially engaged to Michele and so was making claims. The
family reunion became livelier and full of hope.Lila remained standing most of the time, it hurt to
sit down. No one, not even her mother, who was silent during the entire visit, seemed to notice
her swollen, black right eye, the cut on her lower lip, the bruises on her arms.8.They returned to
the neighborhood four days later. That same evening Stefano invited his parents-in-law and his
brother-in-law to the new house. With a humbler expression than usual, he asked Fernando to
tell Lila what had happened with Silvio Solara. Fernando confirmed to his daughter, in unhappy,
disjointed sentences, Stefano’s version. As for Rino, Carracci asked him, right afterward, to tell
why, in the end, they had made the mutual but painful decision to give Marcello the shoes he
insisted on. Rino, in the manner of a man who knows what’s what, declared pompously: There
are situations in which certain choices are obligatory, then he started in with the serious trouble
Pasquale, Antonio, and Enzo had got into when they beat up the Solara brothers and wrecked
their car.“You know who was more at risk?” he said, leaning toward his sister and raising his
voice. “Them, your friends, those knights in shining armor. Marcello recognized them and was
convinced that you had sent them. Stefano and I—what were we supposed to do? You wanted
those three idiots to get a beating a lot worse than the one they gave? You wanted to ruin them?
And for what, anyway? For a pair of size 43 shoes that your husband can’t wear because they’re
too narrow for him and when it rains the water gets in? We made peace, and, since those shoes
were so important to Marcello, we gave them to him.”Words: with them you can do and undo as
you please. Lila had always been good with words, but on that occasion, contrary to
expectations, she didn’t open her mouth. Relieved, Rino reminded her spitefully that it was she
who, ever since she was a child, had been harassing him, telling him they had to get rich. Then,
she said, laughing, make us rich without complicating our life, which is already too
complicated.At that point—a surprise for the mistress of the house, though certainly not for the
others—the doorbell rang, and Pinuccia, Alfonso, and their mother, Maria, appeared, with a tray
of pastries freshly made by Spagnuolo himself, the Solaras’ pastry maker.At first it seemed that
they had come to celebrate the newlyweds’ return from their honeymoon, since Stefano passed
around the wedding pictures, which he had just picked up from the photographer (for the movie,
he explained, it would take a little longer). But it soon became clear that the wedding of Stefano
and Lila was already old news, the pastries were intended to mark a new happy event: the
engagement of Rino and Pinuccia. All the tension was set aside. Rino replaced the violent tones
of a few minutes earlier with tender modulations in dialect, exaggerated pronouncements of
love, the wonderful idea of having the engagement party right away, in his sister’s lovely house.
Then, with a theatrical gesture, he took a package out of his pocket; the package, when it was
unwrapped, revealed a dark rounded case; and the case, when it was opened, revealed a
diamond ring.Lila noted that it wasn’t that different from the one she wore on her finger, next to
the wedding ring, and wondered where her brother had got the money. There were hugs and



kisses. There was a lot of talk of the future, speculation about who would manage the Cerullo
shoe store in Piazza dei Martiri when the Solaras opened it, in the fall. Rino supposed that
Pinuccia would manage it, maybe by herself, maybe with Gigliola Spagnuolo, who was officially
engaged to Michele and so was making claims. The family reunion became livelier and full of
hope.Lila remained standing most of the time, it hurt to sit down. No one, not even her mother,
who was silent during the entire visit, seemed to notice her swollen, black right eye, the cut on
her lower lip, the bruises on her arms.9.She was still in that state when, there on the stairs that
led to the house of her mother-in-law, I took off her glasses, unwound her scarf. The skin around
her eye had a yellowish color, and her lower lip was a purple stain with fiery red stripes.To her
friends and relatives she said that she had fallen on the rocks in Amalfi on a beautiful sunny
morning, when she and her husband had taken a boat to a beach just at the foot of a yellow wall.
During the engagement lunch for her brother and Pinuccia she had used, in telling that lie, a
sarcastic tone and they had all sarcastically believed her, especially the women, who knew what
had to be said when the men who loved them and whom they loved beat them severely.
Besides, there was no one in the neighborhood, especially of the female sex, who did not think
that she had needed a good thrashing for a long time. So the beatings did not cause outrage,
and in fact sympathy and respect for Stefano increased—there was someone who knew how to
be a man.But when I saw her so battered, my heart leaped to my throat, I embraced her. And
when she said she hadn’t come to visit because she didn’t want me to see her in that state, tears
came to my eyes. The story of her honeymoon, as the photonov-els put it, although stripped
down, almost cold, made me angry, pained me. And yet, I have to admit, I also felt a tenuous
pleasure. I was content to discover that Lila now needed help, maybe protection, and that
admission of fragility not toward the neighborhood but toward me moved me. I felt that the
distances had unexpectedly gotten shorter again and I was tempted to tell her right away that I
had decided to quit school, that school was useless, that I didn’t have the right qualities. It
seemed to me that the news would comfort her.But her mother-in-law looked out over the
banister on the top floor and called her. Lila ended her story with a few hurried sentences, she
said that Stefano had tricked her, that he was just like his father.“You remember that Don Achille
gave us money instead of the dolls?” she asked.“Yes.”“We shouldn’t have taken it.”“We bought
Little Women.”“We were wrong: ever since that moment I’ve been wrong about everything.”She
wasn’t upset, she was sad. She put her dark glasses back on, she reknotted the scarf. I was
pleased about that we (we shouldn’t have taken it, we were wrong), but the abrupt transition to
the I annoyed me: I have been wrong about everything. We, I would have liked to correct her,
always we, but I didn’t. It seemed to me that she was trying to comprehend her new condition,
and that she urgently needed to know what she could hold on to in order to confront it. Before
starting up the flight of stairs she asked, “Would you like to come and study at my
house?”“When?”“This afternoon, tomorrow, every day.”“Stefano will be annoyed.”“If he is the
master, I am the master’s wife.”“I don’t know, Lila.”“I’ll give you a room, I’ll shut you in.”“What’s the
point?”She shrugged.“To know that you’re there.”I didn’t say yes or no. I went off, and wandered



through the city as usual. Lila was sure that I would never quit school. She had assigned me the
role of the friend with glasses and pimples, always bent over her books, smart in school, and she
couldn’t even imagine that I might change. But I didn’t want that role anymore. It seemed to me
that, thanks to the humiliation of the unpublished article, I had thoroughly understood my
inadequacy. Even though Nino was born and had grown up like Lila and me in that wretched
outlying neighborhood, he was able to use school with intelligence, I was not. So stop deluding
myself, stop striving. Accept your lot, as Carmela, Ada, Gigliola, and, in her way, Lila herself have
long since done. I didn’t go to her house that afternoon or the following ones, and I continued to
skip school, tormenting myself.One morning I went wandering not far from the school, along Via
Veterinaria, behind the Botanic Garden. I thought of the conversations I had had recently with
Antonio: he was hoping to avoid military service, as the son of a widowed mother and the sole
support of the family; he wanted to ask for a raise in the shop, and also save so that he could
take over the management of a gas pump along the stradone; we would get married, I would
help out at the pump. The choice of a simple life, my mother would approve. I can’t always
please Lila, I said to myself. But how hard it was to erase from my mind the ambitions inspired by
school. At the time when classes were over, I went, almost without intending it, to the
neighborhood of the school, and walked around there. I was afraid of being seen by the
teachers, and yet, I realized, I wished them to see me. I wanted to be either branded
irremediably as a no longer model student or recaptured by the rhythms of school and submit to
the obligation to go back.The first groups of students appeared. I heard someone calling me, it
was Alfonso. He was waiting for Marisa, but she was late.“Are you going together?” I asked,
teasing.“No, she’s the one who’s got a crush.”“Liar.”“You’re the liar, telling me you were sick, and
look at you, you’re fine. Professor Galiani is always asking about you, I told her you had a bad
fever.”“I did, in fact.”“Obviously.”He was carrying his books, tied up with elastic, under his arm, his
face was strained by the tension of the hours of school. Did Alfonso also conceal Don Achille, his
father, in his breast, despite his delicate appearance? Is it possible that our parents never die,
that every child inevitably conceals them in himself? Would my mother truly emerge from me,
with her limping gait, as my destiny?I asked him, “Did you see what your brother did to
Lina?”Alfonso was embarrassed. “Yes.”“And you didn’t say anything to him?”“You have to see
what Lina did to him.”“Would you be able to act the same way with Marisa?”He laughed timidly.
“No.”“You’re sure?”“Yes.”“Why?”“Because I know you, because we talk, because we go to school
together.”At the moment, I didn’t understand: what did “I know you” mean, what did “we talk” and
“we go to school together” mean? I saw Marisa at the end of the street, she was running
because she was late.9.She was still in that state when, there on the stairs that led to the house
of her mother-in-law, I took off her glasses, unwound her scarf. The skin around her eye had a
yellowish color, and her lower lip was a purple stain with fiery red stripes.To her friends and
relatives she said that she had fallen on the rocks in Amalfi on a beautiful sunny morning, when
she and her husband had taken a boat to a beach just at the foot of a yellow wall. During the
engagement lunch for her brother and Pinuccia she had used, in telling that lie, a sarcastic tone



and they had all sarcastically believed her, especially the women, who knew what had to be said
when the men who loved them and whom they loved beat them severely. Besides, there was no
one in the neighborhood, especially of the female sex, who did not think that she had needed a
good thrashing for a long time. So the beatings did not cause outrage, and in fact sympathy and
respect for Stefano increased—there was someone who knew how to be a man.But when I saw
her so battered, my heart leaped to my throat, I embraced her. And when she said she hadn’t
come to visit because she didn’t want me to see her in that state, tears came to my eyes. The
story of her honeymoon, as the photonov-els put it, although stripped down, almost cold, made
me angry, pained me. And yet, I have to admit, I also felt a tenuous pleasure. I was content to
discover that Lila now needed help, maybe protection, and that admission of fragility not toward
the neighborhood but toward me moved me. I felt that the distances had unexpectedly gotten
shorter again and I was tempted to tell her right away that I had decided to quit school, that
school was useless, that I didn’t have the right qualities. It seemed to me that the news would
comfort her.But her mother-in-law looked out over the banister on the top floor and called her.
Lila ended her story with a few hurried sentences, she said that Stefano had tricked her, that he
was just like his father.“You remember that Don Achille gave us money instead of the dolls?” she
asked.“Yes.”“We shouldn’t have taken it.”“We bought Little Women.”“We were wrong: ever since
that moment I’ve been wrong about everything.”She wasn’t upset, she was sad. She put her dark
glasses back on, she reknotted the scarf. I was pleased about that we (we shouldn’t have taken
it, we were wrong), but the abrupt transition to the I annoyed me: I have been wrong about
everything. We, I would have liked to correct her, always we, but I didn’t. It seemed to me that
she was trying to comprehend her new condition, and that she urgently needed to know what
she could hold on to in order to confront it. Before starting up the flight of stairs she asked,
“Would you like to come and study at my house?”“When?”“This afternoon, tomorrow, every
day.”“Stefano will be annoyed.”“If he is the master, I am the master’s wife.”“I don’t know, Lila.”“I’ll
give you a room, I’ll shut you in.”“What’s the point?”She shrugged.“To know that you’re there.”I
didn’t say yes or no. I went off, and wandered through the city as usual. Lila was sure that I would
never quit school. She had assigned me the role of the friend with glasses and pimples, always
bent over her books, smart in school, and she couldn’t even imagine that I might change. But I
didn’t want that role anymore. It seemed to me that, thanks to the humiliation of the unpublished
article, I had thoroughly understood my inadequacy. Even though Nino was born and had grown
up like Lila and me in that wretched outlying neighborhood, he was able to use school with
intelligence, I was not. So stop deluding myself, stop striving. Accept your lot, as Carmela, Ada,
Gigliola, and, in her way, Lila herself have long since done. I didn’t go to her house that afternoon
or the following ones, and I continued to skip school, tormenting myself.One morning I went
wandering not far from the school, along Via Veterinaria, behind the Botanic Garden. I thought of
the conversations I had had recently with Antonio: he was hoping to avoid military service, as the
son of a widowed mother and the sole support of the family; he wanted to ask for a raise in the
shop, and also save so that he could take over the management of a gas pump along the



stradone; we would get married, I would help out at the pump. The choice of a simple life, my
mother would approve. I can’t always please Lila, I said to myself. But how hard it was to erase
from my mind the ambitions inspired by school. At the time when classes were over, I went,
almost without intending it, to the neighborhood of the school, and walked around there. I was
afraid of being seen by the teachers, and yet, I realized, I wished them to see me. I wanted to be
either branded irremediably as a no longer model student or recaptured by the rhythms of
school and submit to the obligation to go back.The first groups of students appeared. I heard
someone calling me, it was Alfonso. He was waiting for Marisa, but she was late.“Are you going
together?” I asked, teasing.“No, she’s the one who’s got a crush.”“Liar.”“You’re the liar, telling me
you were sick, and look at you, you’re fine. Professor Galiani is always asking about you, I told
her you had a bad fever.”“I did, in fact.”“Obviously.”He was carrying his books, tied up with
elastic, under his arm, his face was strained by the tension of the hours of school. Did Alfonso
also conceal Don Achille, his father, in his breast, despite his delicate appearance? Is it possible
that our parents never die, that every child inevitably conceals them in himself? Would my
mother truly emerge from me, with her limping gait, as my destiny?I asked him, “Did you see
what your brother did to Lina?”Alfonso was embarrassed. “Yes.”“And you didn’t say anything to
him?”“You have to see what Lina did to him.”“Would you be able to act the same way with
Marisa?”He laughed timidly. “No.”“You’re sure?”“Yes.”“Why?”“Because I know you, because we
talk, because we go to school together.”At the moment, I didn’t understand: what did “I know
you” mean, what did “we talk” and “we go to school together” mean? I saw Marisa at the end of
the street, she was running because she was late.9.She was still in that state when, there on the
stairs that led to the house of her mother-in-law, I took off her glasses, unwound her scarf. The
skin around her eye had a yellowish color, and her lower lip was a purple stain with fiery red
stripes.To her friends and relatives she said that she had fallen on the rocks in Amalfi on a
beautiful sunny morning, when she and her husband had taken a boat to a beach just at the foot
of a yellow wall. During the engagement lunch for her brother and Pinuccia she had used, in
telling that lie, a sarcastic tone and they had all sarcastically believed her, especially the women,
who knew what had to be said when the men who loved them and whom they loved beat them
severely. Besides, there was no one in the neighborhood, especially of the female sex, who did
not think that she had needed a good thrashing for a long time. So the beatings did not cause
outrage, and in fact sympathy and respect for Stefano increased—there was someone who
knew how to be a man.But when I saw her so battered, my heart leaped to my throat, I
embraced her. And when she said she hadn’t come to visit because she didn’t want me to see
her in that state, tears came to my eyes. The story of her honeymoon, as the photonov-els put it,
although stripped down, almost cold, made me angry, pained me. And yet, I have to admit, I also
felt a tenuous pleasure. I was content to discover that Lila now needed help, maybe protection,
and that admission of fragility not toward the neighborhood but toward me moved me. I felt that
the distances had unexpectedly gotten shorter again and I was tempted to tell her right away
that I had decided to quit school, that school was useless, that I didn’t have the right qualities. It



seemed to me that the news would comfort her.But her mother-in-law looked out over the
banister on the top floor and called her. Lila ended her story with a few hurried sentences, she
said that Stefano had tricked her, that he was just like his father.“You remember that Don Achille
gave us money instead of the dolls?” she asked.“Yes.”“We shouldn’t have taken it.”“We bought
Little Women.”“We were wrong: ever since that moment I’ve been wrong about everything.”She
wasn’t upset, she was sad. She put her dark glasses back on, she reknotted the scarf. I was
pleased about that we (we shouldn’t have taken it, we were wrong), but the abrupt transition to
the I annoyed me: I have been wrong about everything. We, I would have liked to correct her,
always we, but I didn’t. It seemed to me that she was trying to comprehend her new condition,
and that she urgently needed to know what she could hold on to in order to confront it. Before
starting up the flight of stairs she asked, “Would you like to come and study at my
house?”“When?”“This afternoon, tomorrow, every day.”“Stefano will be annoyed.”“If he is the
master, I am the master’s wife.”“I don’t know, Lila.”“I’ll give you a room, I’ll shut you in.”“What’s the
point?”She shrugged.“To know that you’re there.”I didn’t say yes or no. I went off, and wandered
through the city as usual. Lila was sure that I would never quit school. She had assigned me the
role of the friend with glasses and pimples, always bent over her books, smart in school, and she
couldn’t even imagine that I might change. But I didn’t want that role anymore. It seemed to me
that, thanks to the humiliation of the unpublished article, I had thoroughly understood my
inadequacy. Even though Nino was born and had grown up like Lila and me in that wretched
outlying neighborhood, he was able to use school with intelligence, I was not. So stop deluding
myself, stop striving. Accept your lot, as Carmela, Ada, Gigliola, and, in her way, Lila herself have
long since done. I didn’t go to her house that afternoon or the following ones, and I continued to
skip school, tormenting myself.One morning I went wandering not far from the school, along Via
Veterinaria, behind the Botanic Garden. I thought of the conversations I had had recently with
Antonio: he was hoping to avoid military service, as the son of a widowed mother and the sole
support of the family; he wanted to ask for a raise in the shop, and also save so that he could
take over the management of a gas pump along the stradone; we would get married, I would
help out at the pump. The choice of a simple life, my mother would approve. I can’t always
please Lila, I said to myself. But how hard it was to erase from my mind the ambitions inspired by
school. At the time when classes were over, I went, almost without intending it, to the
neighborhood of the school, and walked around there. I was afraid of being seen by the
teachers, and yet, I realized, I wished them to see me. I wanted to be either branded
irremediably as a no longer model student or recaptured by the rhythms of school and submit to
the obligation to go back.The first groups of students appeared. I heard someone calling me, it
was Alfonso. He was waiting for Marisa, but she was late.“Are you going together?” I asked,
teasing.“No, she’s the one who’s got a crush.”“Liar.”“You’re the liar, telling me you were sick, and
look at you, you’re fine. Professor Galiani is always asking about you, I told her you had a bad
fever.”“I did, in fact.”“Obviously.”He was carrying his books, tied up with elastic, under his arm, his
face was strained by the tension of the hours of school. Did Alfonso also conceal Don Achille, his



father, in his breast, despite his delicate appearance? Is it possible that our parents never die,
that every child inevitably conceals them in himself? Would my mother truly emerge from me,
with her limping gait, as my destiny?I asked him, “Did you see what your brother did to
Lina?”Alfonso was embarrassed. “Yes.”“And you didn’t say anything to him?”“You have to see
what Lina did to him.”“Would you be able to act the same way with Marisa?”He laughed timidly.
“No.”“You’re sure?”“Yes.”“Why?”“Because I know you, because we talk, because we go to school
together.”At the moment, I didn’t understand: what did “I know you” mean, what did “we talk” and
“we go to school together” mean? I saw Marisa at the end of the street, she was running
because she was late.
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PlantBirdWoman, “The Story of a New Name by Elena Ferrante: A review. The Story of a New
Name is the second in Elena Ferrante's highly-praised Neapolitan Quartet. In it, we again meet
the two friends. Lila and Elena, both born in August 1944 and now in their late teens and early
twenties.By the end of the first book, My Brilliant Friend, teenaged Lila was already married to
the wealthy grocer Stefano. Their marriage had continued the neighborhood pattern of rape and
beatings. The "brilliant" Lila, who, like Elena, had longed for a different kind of life away from the
impoverished neighborhood where they grew up, had escaped the poverty of her childhood in
her marriage to Stefano, but she couldn't escape the culture of male domination and physical
abuse. That was simply the accepted way of the world.It was inevitable that the spirited Lila
would eventually rebel and seek more from life. The only surprising thing about that was where
and from whom she sought that "more."Elena, meanwhile, with the help and encouragement of
her teachers and her own hard work, as well as a little bit of luck, continued her progress through
the educational system. She escaped the trap of an early marriage and managed to continue to
college, which opened up a whole new world to her.The story of Elena's first trip away from her
neighborhood to go to the college at Pisa brought back some vivid memories for me. I could
relate very well to the apprehension and anxiety of a girl who had lived all her life in an insular
neighborhood as she struggled to find her way and her place in this new world she had entered.
Been there. Done that. Got the tee shirt.This really is, in so many ways, a heartbreaking story.
The barriers that life throws up for these two young women must seem almost unreal to younger
women readers living in Western societies today, but their older mothers, aunts, grandmothers
can testify that the barriers really did exist and, in all too many instances, still do, even if in
modified form.Elena continues to be the narrator of this story, but her narration is informed by
some notebooks of Lila's. Lila had given them to her and pressed her to keep them - but not read
them - so that Stefano would not find them. They were notebooks containing her writing about
her feelings and experiences from the time of childhood right up through her marriage. Of
course, Elena could not resist the temptation of reading them, and so she is able to tell us what
Lila was feeling concerning many of the events of both their lives.The two young women had
always been competitive, especially about school, but, as they reach adulthood, they also
become competitive about men. They are attracted to the same young man, although Elena
denies her attraction. This attraction will have important consequences for their friendship and
for their lives.Throughout these years, the friendship undergoes repeated trials. The lives of the
two have diverged in very significant ways and, at times, they are emotionally distant as well as
physically distant from each other. But always something brings them back together.I loved this
book. I thought it was even better than My Brilliant Friend. From the very first page of The Story
of a New Name I was mesmerized. I would have liked to read the entire book in one sitting, but,
unfortunately, life intervened. I had work to do, places to go, appointments to keep, but I always
returned to it as soon as I could, because I just couldn't wait to find out what was going to



happen next.My only real problem with the book was one of the same ones I had with the first
entry, namely trying to keep the cast of thousands straight! All those confusing names and all
those families and their interrelationships. Had the author not again included that index of
characters at the beginning as a handy reference, I might have been irretrievably lost.As it is, I
now feel that I know and understand Lila and Elena. The drama of their lives seems so real, so
well-written, and so engrossing that one can't help feeling that it must be based upon real life.
The author herself is something of a mystery, but she grew up in Naples and it seems likely that
she experienced or observed events similar to the ones that she describes in her books.Or
maybe she just has a really vivid imagination.”

Spindrift, “Simply Brilliant..... I am so happy that I have had this wonderful series by Elena
Ferrante recommended to me. I just finished "The Story of a New Name" after reading "My
Brilliant Friend" and am feeling that wonderful euphoria that only a real lover of literature feels
when there are two more books to look forward to that will continue my enchanting experience
with these expertly drawn characters. I have hit a bit of a dry spell lately in my reading and feel
like I have discovered a spectacular secluded beach with a sparkling azure sea surrounded by a
forest of Redwood trees among a tired old smelly city full of toxic odors and blighted buildings.
These books have added an exponential lovely aura to my early summer days and the fact that I
have two to still read is just such a comforting feeling. In these times when there seems to be
nothing new under the literary sun I am so pleased that I have found Elena Ferrante. The
characters in this story are so expertly drawn that they stay with me all day long after I have
closed the book for a few hours. This is really something of a soap opera drawn against the
backdrop of post WW2 Naples, Italy. "The neighborhood" with all of it's many inhabitants
become a character all to it's self. The class struggle among the political and social turbulence
wrap themselves around these young girls who have a friendship that is the heart of the story.
Poverty, class differences, and blight come alive to carry the love lives and personal crisis' along
on the putrid smelling wind of the landscape.The story begins in 1950's Naples....but it could
really be in any time and in any place. The foundation of the narrative is how omnipotent class,
money, and social standing are in who we will all eventually become. I grew up in a tired little
industrial town in Southern California in the same time period. The situation was identical. Young
people, girls especially it seems, are totally at the mercy of the families that they are born into.
Poverty is bone crushing. When education is not important to parents their children suffer
horribly. Yet, if they have not been exposed to rising above poor and oppressive circumstances
themselves, they are predestined to raise their children in the same depressing mode. Violence
is the foundation of many of these homes. Large families stuffed into tiny and squalid dwellings
filled with cigarette smoke, cheap food, alcoholism, violence, and always pervasive misery. How
to escape? Young girls literally radiate towards men who are violent because that is all they
know. This is the crux of Ferrante's brilliant narrative. Her protagonists Lila and Lennucia choose
different paths....mainly because of Linnucia's father's willingness to pay the small fee for her to



continue into middle school while Lila's shoemaker father didn't believe in educating his girl
child. Lila is beautiful and a man magnet....this is her "way out". So the tale is a universal one. It
happens every day and everywhere. This is such a fascinating fact of life and Elena Ferrante
weaves her narrative with so much honesty and brutal reality that the reader is spellbound with
the facts of what is nothing more than the universal truth of life. All over the world it is the
same.Give yourself the gift of the Neapolitan Series this summer. It is actually very relevant to
the current presidential race in the USA and the current brexit situation. Globalism and classism
and how they affect young lives are the themes of these wonderful books. Since the best seller
list is looking rather bleak this summer...I cannot recommend this reading experience more
enthusiastically. This is a GIFT....don't miss it.”

Cornwallgurl, “Onwards, but not necessarily upwards, in the lives of the tangled two. Being on
holiday, I went straight into this from the first book. I was still interested enough to want to do
this, but I have to confess my interest waned. The complex and varied cast of characters come
and go - the Grocers are in the ascendancy, and then the Café owners. There are a lot of
unpleasant people, all fighting with each other. When I lived in Naples an Italian told me that the
basic problem with the Italian state was - apart from the fact that it was barely 100 years old (at
the time) as a nation state - that Italians did not understand the concept of the state, only that of
the family. I think this is reflected in the books, although the endless quarrels, warring factions,
jealousy and violence within individual families and within their close acquaintances suggests
they are not that good at families either. By now the theme of the possibly unhealthy symbiotic
relationship between the two girls is firmly established. There are also a few unsubtle pointers
as to which future characters you need to be aware of; I felt the metaphorical big foam football
finger of fate hanging over the unlovable Nino's head. The message was, "beware, this bloke is
going to feature a lot and he is not good news". Elena (the narrator) is hopelessly infatuated with
him and his seeming intellectual brilliance. Not a good sign. Elena's struggles to rise out of the
poverty and violence of her upbringing through her intelligence, aided by sympathetic teachers
and a huge amount of self discipline and effort, is one of the more fascinating parts of the book,
as is Lila's indifference towards her innate brilliance and her toying with dangerous men, and a
seeming marriage of convenience with a deeply unlikeable and violent man, who is nevertheless
initially besotted with her. As, seemingly, is everyone who comes within her dangerous orbit. No
one behaves particularly well; everyone is guilty of some sort of betrayal and the central
relationship continues to confuse. Elena is as chronically a bad judge of character as she is a
brilliantly conscientious student.  Cue the next book.”

Sheila, “The Story of a New Name. I loved My Brilliant Friend the first of the Neapolitan Novels,
and have just started the 2nd in the series The Story of a New Name. Often the 2nd book in a
series is a disappointment but not this one, it follows on from From 16 year old Lila's wedding to
Stefano. The second novel gives the details of Stefano broken promises to Lila, he has invited



the Solara brothers to the wedding and has sold them the shoes Lila and her brother hand
crafted, and that Stefano told her he would treasure forever. Lila considers the marriage over as
soon as it begins.”

MaryL, “Wonderful. So glad to have found this writer. A gripping tale. A lesson in italian socio and
political history through the lives of 2 girls becoming women. Thought provoking. Read this and
now reading the 3rd in the Neapolitan quartet. Thoroughly recommend”

MissB, “This is love. I've never read books so quickly with such .... This is love. I've never read
books so quickly with such intensity. I'm on my 4th book and I'm dreading to reach the last page
knowing that it's the last second they'd be part of my life. Story is about the two dazzling girls and
how they each shape each others lives and really exquisitely told.I share a close friendship with
two girls myself for over two decades and they are each so very magical. Not many people can
enter our worlds but these girls in the books and Elena Ferrante really have. Best story telling.I'd
say this is the least favourite out the four- but it's still an integral part of the whole story that
couldn't be without.”

The book by Paulo Coelho has a rating of  5 out of 4.6. 6,147 people have provided feedback.
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