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    Preface 
 

       How dear to my heart 
     Are the scenes of my childhood, 
     When fond recollections 
       Presents them to view! 
       The orchard, the meadow, 
       The deep tangled wildwood, 
       And every loved spot 
       That my infancy knew. 
      Samuel Woodsworth 
 
 

       Dedicated 
 
   In fond memory of my father and mother, who, without book theory, quietly or otherwise, 
taught us to love all men, respect those in authority, be kind to those less fortunate than we, and 
above all, to love and revere God. 
   As I reflect on the events of my life I wish to thank my brothers and sisters for their 
contributions to many happy days. 
   In memory of my husband, who understood me and brought so much meaning to my life. 
   And finally, to my dear sons, who made my life complete, in raising them, sharing their joys 
and seeing to their needs.  To the dear grandchildren who now are growing up and a real 
source of joy to me. 
   I see many mistakes in raising my own, but I wish all to know, I did what seemed best at the 
time, sometimes unwisely, sometimes hastily, but always with love and concern. 
   I started getting this all together in Oct. of 1978.  Since then I have re-edited it and added 
much to the original. 
   I had no help in compiling this autobiography so for all the misspelled words or poor diction, I 
take full “Credit.” 
 
             Jan 28, 1981 
 
 
 

 
 2



 3

Chapter  I 
Italy 

 
   My parents were born in the Provincio di Catanzaro, Accaria, Italia, which is in the southern 
part of Italy, Calabria. 
   My father, Giuseppe (Joseph) Mascaro was born April 11, 1876, to Antonio Mascaro and 
Caterina Scalise. 
   Mother, Giuseppa (Josephine) Caligiuri was born February 8 ,1876, to Serafino Caligiuri and 
Angelina Mascaro. 
   I know little of their childhood except that my father had a brother Francisco who had four 
sons.  My grandfather Antonio died when my father was only seven years old. 
   Grandmother Caterina lived to be some 80 years old. 
   The Caligiuri family consisted of three sons, Giuseppe (Joseph), Vincenzo (Vincent) and 
Francisco (Frank).  Also, two daughters.  Mother Giuseppa, the eldest of all, and Maria, the 
youngest, who died many years ago. 
   Grandmom Mascaro lived also to be eighty and Grandpop Caligiuri died in his late seventies. 
   All my grandparents, parents and aunts have passed away.  Of my uncles there remains at this 
writing, one, Uncle Frank Caligiuri who lives in Deer Park, N.Y. and is now 86 years old.  May 
God Bless him. 
    
   My father came to America sometime in the late 1800's.  [He] Worked as a laborer until he 
saved enough to go back to Italy.  There he married my mother. 
   Both were farmers and money was scarce.  They had olive groves, grape vineyards, and 
produce, also many animals.  The women worked in the fields and groves mornings and kept 
house in afternoons.  Usually the children were taken along except when very young, so as they 
grew older were expected to work too. 
   School for women was not required then and the boys only went, as could be afforded, as far as 
possible.  My father had three years of formal education, but he could work out mathematical 
problems in his head quicker than most can with pencil and paper.  My mother learned to read 
numbers and no one could cheat her on purchases.  So you can see that even with little or no 
education they handled the training, morals and respect very well, plus the many problems which 
arise in managing a living for a family.  
   Back to Italy -  
   My parents were only married a short while when they set sail for America.  The hardships 
they endured coming over as third or fourth class, will be related to in later chapters.  Some of 
their relatives traveled with them and later lived close by. 
   I wish I had paid more attention or tried to remember things as they were told us.  Many were 
interesting enough at the time but soon forgotten.  Quite a lot I do remember.  Some I will only 
relate because of hearing about them, but I will state so. 
 
 

 

 
 



 
                      

 
 
 
 
 

 
Top Left - My Maternal Grandparents 
Angelina Mascaro 
Serafino Caligiuri 
 
 
 
Bottom Left - My Paternal Grandmother 
Aunt Mary Giolotti 
Her Father Angelo Giolotti 
Grandmother Caterina Scalise 
 
 
 
Bottom Right - An Early Mascaro Photo 
Giuseppe Mascaro 
Vincent Mascaro 
Angela Mascaro 
Giuseppa Caligiuri 
Serafino Mascaro 
Caterina Mascaro 
Antonio Mascaro 
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                                       The house that Pop built in Avalon, Pennsylvania.   I was born here. 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Chapter II 
Arriving in America 
Starting A Family 

 
   Where they first settled is obscure as they spoke of Bellview, Westview, Sheridan, and Avalon.  
However, they obtained a house and my father worked as a laborer.  They had borders, probably 
relatives who came over with them, or laborers, so my mother had enough to do, cooking, 
washing, cleaning. 
   To the best of my knowledge the first home must have been in a town, as they never spoke of 
produce.  Also, they tell of a relative who had a store nearby.  This was all in the early days of 
their arrival in America, consequently the need to have borders, to help provide. 
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   The children were born in the following order - 
  Catherine    -   October 12, 1904 
  Anthony     -   November 14, 1905 
  Serafino   - January 15, 1907 
  Vincenzo   -     
  Angela       -    

January 14, 1908 - Twins 

      So you see within three years and a half there were five children. 
   Mother tells of how the borders were of great help - washing laundry the first few days - 
cooking, going shopping and even providing some of the things my parents could not afford. 
   The twins both passed away before the rest of us (four) were born.  Vincenzo died at age three 
of meningitis and Angela died at age two of liver ailment.  Their deaths were sometime either 
{just} before or after moving to Avalon. There, we do know were born - Angelina - January 9, 
1910, and  I - Vincenzina - February 10, 1912.  We were named in honor of the two babies who 
died. 
   Life must have been hard for my parents away from loved ones, losing two babies, having a 
family of five again.  Yet I'm sure they had times of blessings.  Since their youthful lives were 
spent in hard work I'm sure they had the stamina to cope.  I can only wish I had known my 
grandparents, but I was quite young when they again returned to Italy.  Whether it was just for a 
visit or a long stay I'll never know. 
   So, again they packed up belongings and five children and sailed back to Italy.  I was only 
about one year old so I do not remember anything about Italy.  My father built a stone house 
there perhaps hoping to stay.  Strangely, the local women helped carry stones from the nearby 
mountains.  One woman later became my Aunt, married my mother's brother Francisco, but that 
was years later, here in Brooklyn.   
   While in Italy sister Frances (Francesca) was born - May 28, 1913. 
   I somehow began to have physical problems, many growths appeared on my right arm and leg.  
The Doctors in the small town could not help me so they sent my mother and I to a town called 
Miada near the ocean, hoping the salt water would help. 
   They continued to get worse, so I had them "cut out", as my father says. What was meant by 
that I do not know.  Anyway, because of the primitive methods, I was left with ugly scars.  The 
Doctors advised getting better treatment if I was to live so...back to America again, with six 
children now.  Frances was still an infant and I was barely two years old.  I wonder how I would 
have dealt with so great a problem.  My parents trusted God and surely He brought them thru.  
The voyage back must have been very trying. 
  These things I only know from what my parents told us. 
   They told of how each time they could afford only third or fourth class passage and had to stay 
below deck most of the time, being allowed on deck only one hour daily.  The first times were 
not so bad because they had no children, but the voyage to Italy with five, and the trip back to 
America with six children, was really an ordeal.  I believe they said it took four weeks to come 
across. 
   Water was rationed and laundry was done sparingly.  So you can imagine the odors they had to 
endure.  My Dad tells of how he tied the diapers to a rope and swung them overboard to wash, 
then just rinse off with the rationed water.  Mother says, our bottoms were so sore it took weeks 
to heal when we got home.  This was the first diaper service. 
   I was relating the story of Dad tying the diapers to a rope and washing them in the sea, my sons 
misunderstood and exclaimed - "Mom, how awful!"  "How could you stay on?"  Immediately I 
realized that they thought my Dad had tied the babies to the rope.   
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Needless to say it was clarified and to their great relief, found it was the diapers not the babies 
who got the sea bath. 
   I try to imagine what it must have been like trying to keep six children contented and well in 
those terrible conditions;  the oldest was now nine.  They suffered no abuse by any of the crew.  
It was just that sanitation and good quarters were not  available to those with limited funds. 
   It just occurred to me, altho I never thought of it before, or my parents never said, perhaps they 
did not know, but could it be possible my growths and boils were caused by these conditions on 
our way to Italy while I was so young?  It's a good question, which we will never know.  In no 
way would I think it was anyone's fault, even if it were so.  Besides I became strong and lean and 
still can carry my share of responsibility. 
   We must have lived in Avalon again for a while because my mother tells us of "running off" to 
the candy store.  The store keeper knew who we were (Angela and I) and marched us back home 
to our distraught parents. Our home in Avalon had many steps and they feared we had fallen and 
someone was taking care of us who did not know where we lived.  Needless to say our bottoms 
were warmed soundly by my father.  I don't think we tried that again. 
   These things are still related only by hearing them from my parents. 
   Then there was the time Frances and I were pounding wooden clothes pins in the ground.  I 
had the hammer, Frances wanted it.  It was snatched out of my hands and Frances clanked me 
soundly on the head.  I'm still trying to figure out whether it knocked some sense into me, or out 
of me. 
   Anyway I forgive you Frances. 
 
 

Chapter III 
Different Home and Way of Life 

 
   Sometime shortly after our arrival [to] America my father rented a farm from Mr. Write.  This 
was in Ingomar, Pa., near Avalon.  We always were told it was Perrysville but found out later 

at the nearest Post Office was probably Perrysville so all mail was addressed Perrysville. th
   On a recent trip out there we found out several things of which I will write later on in this 
book. 
   I will remember this farm.  In fact there was where I first became aware of my existence, and 
the many wonderful things around me. 
   I was sitting on the corral fence one day and as I was eating a raw red beet, I suddenly became 
aware of colors and wondered what they were made of.  
        Red must come from red beets (Russo) 
        White could be made from cow milk (Bianco) 
        Green from ragweed as it was squeezed between the fingers (Verde) 
        Of course brown was made from mud (Bruno) 
        And everybody should know the color blue (Celeste) was made from ink. 
        It never crossed my mind at that time what ink was made from. 
 
 
 
   Slowly I became conscious of many things.  I was a person, like my brothers and sisters.  My 
parents were bigger than I, that's why they could tell us what to do.  Not yet had the real 
knowledge of mother and father entered into the picture. 



   I began to day dream of lots of things, some of which were wonderful, some scary and 
awesome.  Always curious.  How thrilled I was to discover that songs told a story of someone or 
something, not just merely words or music. 
   We had many piasanos, Comari & Compari visit us.  One of them had a son Anthony Todesco, 
who now lives in Toronto.  I am still in contact with Ted & Isabelle (Tedes) and we have 
exchanged visits.  Others were Compari Rafaele & Comari Rosina Aiello, Compari Agazio & 
Comari Sabella Todesco.  Several of the Compari Bagnati family and probably some I don't 
remember. 
   By our baptism certificates, Comari stood for several of us.  Giuseppe and Rafaele Bagnato for 
some.  My Godparents were Rosina Di Mondo Aiello and Rafaele Bagnato. 
   Their visits to us brought some clothing in exchange for produce, chicken and eggs, so I 
remember being told.  Much of our needs must have been met in this way, since money was not 
easy to come by. 
 

  
 

 8



 9

Chapter IV 
Layout of Farm and School 

 
   I distinctly remember how the farm and all the buildings were laid out. 
   A stream ran near the front of the house, crossed under {the} road to the corral and met a 
spring which was used for water and keeping things cool.  The corral across the road was {a} 
triangle and had a wooden three rail fence around it.  Beyond the corral on a hill was a pear and 
apple orchard.  Also by the orchard and on the hill was a cabbage patch. 
   Funny thing about this cabbage patch.  It is where my parents (found) my brother Augustine.  
In those days, stories were made up of where we were found (I don't know or remember where 
they found me). 
   On the side of road where home stood was of course our home (a frame house) with three 
rooms downstairs and three rooms upstairs.  I can picture it vividly.  A short distance from the 
back of {the} house was an elevated barn yard and then the [hugh] barn.  To the left of {the} 
house was the outhouse.  To the right back in a slight hilly section was the small coal mine, 
which only supplied enough coal for our own use.  Also to the left of the house was a large hill 
where we picked wild berries, and had wonderful times, rolling down in summer, sledding in 
winter. 
   The garden lay between {the} house and this hill, and such good vegetables (organically 
grown) came from there. 
   My mother was not a gourmet cook, but the food was tasty and wholesome, no added 
flavorings except salt, pepper, parsley, onion or basil.  To this day I do not like highly seasoned 
foods.  I believe each vegetable or meat product should taste simply as it naturally is. 
   We had chickens, pigs, cows, horses and goats.  Since my mother was never able to nurse any 
of us, they used goats milk, also it made the best cheese. 
    We had good food, good environment and plenty of playmates (in each other).  We needed 
little else. 
   Our clothing [were] often made from flour, sugar or feed bags.  Mother bleached them and 
made our underwear & slips, sheets, pillow cases, towels and dish cloths.  Our outer clothing 
[were] supplied as I mentioned before, in exchange for farm products. 
   We needed no other, we knew no other so there never was any to-do.  We were happy. 
   Since my parents spoke Italian to us, we naturally learned Italian before English.  As my older 
brothers and sisters went to school they in turn taught us English.  But I must say, many things I 
can express better in Italian than English. 
   I am proud to be an American and I love my country but that does not mean I cannot be 
interested in my Italian heritage.  There are many things the Italians have given us and I am 
proud to be a part of them too. 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



  Back to School - 
   When it came time for me to go to school, I truly felt so important (Wow! I'm going to school!)  
But - arriving the first day, I lost my importance.  I remember crying and would not leave my 
sister Catherine.  The second day the teacher told me I'd either have to sit in my own seat or not 
come to school till I would.  Of course I really wanted to go to school, so I reluctantly obeyed. 
     It was a one room school house with a woodstove in {the} middle of {the} room.  I don't 
recall how many rows of seats but I do know there were six grades.  The desks were double 
desks and two sat in each.  Since it was a real country school there were only about twenty 
children in all.  The teacher was principal, adviser, teacher, custodian, fire tender and "nose 
wiper." 
   I soon became happy and one of the "bunch." 
   There was a boy I liked (Orian King) of whom I'll write later. 
 
 

    
 
 
 
   We had to cross a turnip patch to get to school (short way) and we often pulled one out, wiped 
it clean on the grass or with leaves and ate it.  Umm good! 
   I remember too, sitting on the hillside listening to the fog horns on the nearby Ohio river.  My 
parents spoke often of Italy and the boats, so I dreamed of one day going back to Italy on one of 
these boats - My childish mind knew nothing of great ocean liners, a boat was a boat. 
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