Chapter One
Antonio and Giuseppe Sanguinetti
There is an ironic paradox in that courage requires fear. Fear provides the opportunity for courage. However, one must be willing to face the hard demands of courage, confront that fear, and ultimately triumph over it. 
For the villagers of Bellafortuna, there was fear, but little courage. No one dared to fully take on the Vasaios, the controlling family of the village of Bellafortuna. The villagers came to believe that change would never come - neither now nor ever.  
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Bellafortuna, Sicily 1898

On a beautiful September evening, Antonio Sanguinetti closed his wine store a little early and then, along with his nine-year-old son, Giuseppe, climbed aboard a horse-drawn cart. Just as the sun began its slow descent, sinking below the Sicilian hills far off in the distance, father and son began making their way out of the hilltop, secluded village of Bellafortuna headed toward the fertile valley below.
Antonio Sanguinetti was a wine merchant in the small village of Bellafortuna. His wine store was known as Il Paradiso, an homage to Sicily being referred to as the “Paradise of the Grape.” 
As Antonio and his son descended the hill, they passed a few of their fellow villagers who were on their way back to the village after a hard day’s work in the vineyards and olive groves in the valley. Antonio greeted them all with a wave and a smile, as they yelled their greetings to him and his son in return.
In his haste to leave the store that evening, Antonio had forgotten to remove the white apron he always wore while working, which was tied tightly around his waist. The elder Sanguinetti was tall and slim, with salt and pepper hair that gave him a distinguished look. He had a kind face, hazel eyes, and a pencil thin mustache that made him look slightly older than his forty-two years.
Unlike his father, Giuseppe had milk-chocolate colored brown eyes and raven black hair. But there was no denying that he was a Sanguinetti. He always enjoyed taking the trips down to the valley with his father.
Near the bottom of the hill, Giuseppe asked his father, “Papa, where are we going?”
“Vito Occipinti’s vineyard. Your grandmother made dinner for the family. Vito’s poor wife has been very ill.”
As the cart continued down the Via Valle, a steep, narrow dirt road leading to the valley, Antonio held his horse’s reins loosely in his hands. His horse knew the route just as well as he did. 
When Antonio and Giuseppe reached the valley, Antonio slowed the cart and raised a finger upward, saying to his son resolutely, “This is how you know there is a God. Look at the valley, Giuseppe. It is stunning at this time of the day.”
Even though Giuseppe had lived in Bellafortuna his whole life, the views offered by the valley still revealed to him new vistas every time he traveled there. Giuseppe scanned the entire valley, taking it all in. 
Mulberry trees, with their gnarled branches, shimmered in the light of the setting sun alongside the grapevines, olive trees, and wheat fields. Patches of clouds floating in the blue sky cast long shadows that danced along the valley floor. The sound of the church bell from Bellafortuna echoed across the entire valley, letting the workers know that the workday was coming to a welcome end. Small farm houses, with a wisp of smoke coming from the chimneys as the wives readied dinner, sat close to the road. Behind most of the homes were the vineyards, laid out perfectly, row upon row. A gentle breeze carried the smells of oleander, rosemary, and lavender from the nearby yards.
Giuseppe whispered to his father, “È bello.” (It’s beautiful.)
Antonio replied pointedly, “Bella ma triste.” (Beautiful, but sad.) 
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