	Hi, Alex, 

  How can I possibly put into words my gratitude to you for reinforcing the link between American and Italian Padulesi? Without you and that wonderful web site of yours, I only had my grandmother's Paduli birth certificate and vague family recollections of Benevento. 

  My trip to Paduli was especially meaningful to me because I am the youngest of her grandchildren, and therefore, the last of my generation to have known my grandmother, who died almost twenty years ago. My father is 80 years old now, and was thrilled that I was able to relate stories to him of his mother's childhood home. Because she was 8 yrs. old when she left Italy, and emigrated from Montefalcone, he knew little if any about her life in Paduli. Through the incredible generosity and hospitality of Danilo and  the Luongo brothers, I felt 

like I was, in a manner of speaking, "home" in this small town, over 4000 miles away from Connecticut. 

  Danilo and the Luongos met with us at the Hotel President.  Unfortunately, we did not arrive until after sunset, due to a long drive from Rome and some uncertainty about our surroundings and route. We followed them to Paduli, and the first thing we did was stop at the Limongelli bar for coffee (which I must say is the best coffee I have EVER tasted). I came armed with an array of photocopies of family pictures and documents: my grandmother's birth certificate, funeral cards of various Limongelli relatives, and old pictures of cousins. The funeral cards were especially helpful because I can only speak "Berlitz-type" travel Italian, and in this context, it did not get me very far. Of course, Danilo and the Luongos spoke English very well, and my husband brought his grandmother's 100 yr. old Italian/English dictionary, which helped in a pinch! Although no one at the coffee shop was related to me, it was funny how we had many of the same family names: Alfonso, Clemintina, Rocco, Luigi. Because of the traditional naming practices of Italians, it leads me to believe that somewhere in the past, we are all related. 

After the coffee shop, our hosts took us on a wonderful walking tour of the town, past several of the churches, past the Padre Pio statue, the park, and the old town. I loved seeing the fig trees, bursting with fruit. It made me think of my grandfather, who was a produce dealer, born in Sarno, and the abundance of figs in my dad's childhood memories. We walked to the square where the women washed their clothes years ago and gossiped. This is perhaps where I felt the most tangible connection to my family's past. Surely, grandma and her mother spent much time in this spot. (Maybe I will not complain as much about my broken washing machine, after all!) 

  Our hosts showed us the plaque you mentioned in your website, with the names of Padulesi Americans and also the photos of the St. Rocco festivals through the years. Even though it was a weekday, we saw that the Catholic Church is alive and well in town. As we entered one of the churches, mass was just ending. Danilo stopped a women also named Limongelli. I showed her my pictures as well. It turned out that she actually recognized a very old picture of my dad's Uncle Rocco! Of course, it was from so long ago, she could hardly remember much else. 

I never did get her name, but she held my hand warmly and said pleasant things to me. Although I could not understand the words, I certainly understood the warm sentiments. 

  Danilo gave us several books on Paduli, St. Rocco, and the church, which I brought home to my dad, who can read more Italian than I can. I am especially excited to read the recipes and see if we recognize any from my grandmother. 

  The next day, Danilo met us in Paduli for a tour in the daylight.  Again, I can not express to you the depth of my appreciation. Although this was a business day and he had work to do, he had such a generous spirit. We were on our own for about half an hour or so when we first arrived. I went to the newspaper shop next to the bar to look for postcards. I apologized to the owner in my best Berlitz Italian for my inability to speak very well. I explained to him in Italian that I was from the United States and that my grandmother, Michelina Limongelli, was born in Paduli. Well, this man turned out to be Luigi 

Limongelli, and before I knew it, my pictures were out, and the store was filled with men bearing the Limongelli name! This was especially entertaining, considering the fact that my husband was able to understand about 30% of what they said, but was unable to reply in Italian. I, on the other hand, could reply to about 20%of the conversation, but could not understand  it! Nonetheless, with 

the pictures and some simple phrases, we were able to communicate.  Again, one of the pictures of my dad's Uncle Rocco seemed familiar, but this time, they only thought it looked like someone they knew. 

After we determined that we were not related, another Limongelli took us across the street to yet another Limongelli! From my husband's translation, we learned that there are many people named Limongelli. There were five brothers who lived in Benevento, and during the Napoleanic invasion they moved to Paduli and created this large family bearing their names. We are probably all related somewhere in the past. 

  Danilo then met us in town and took us for a walking tour of the old town, which, as you know,  is in ruins. It was just how I had pictured it, architecturally speaking, although I did not know it would be in ruins. Danilo explained to me how people would live in my grandmother's time in one or two rooms, with their entire families and their animals. As we wandered down the sloping stone roads, past the crumbling buildings, I still could appreciate the beauty and history of it all. 

  I took an entire roll of film.  I soon as I get it developed, I will share with you. 

  I want to write a short letter to express my appreciation to Danilo and the Luongo brothers. Perhaps, you would be so kind as to translate a paragraph for me? I promised Danilo that I would write it in Italian! Unfortunately, I can write no more than "thank you for your hospitality." Nonetheless, I want to convey how full my heart is after experiencing the warmth of the Padulesi people, and Danilo and the Luongos, in particular. 

  Best regards, 

  Lori (Petruzzelli-Touponse)
============= 
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