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It was raining in Ladispoli, Italy, a small tourist town 35 kilometers west of central Rome, when Fabio picked us up in his Fiat Cinco-cento. In late 1970, Ladispoli became popular with Soviet Jewish emigrants who claimed religious discrimination and sought asylum in the USA.
Our small family of three spent over three months in this beautiful place on the Mediterranean Sea waiting for our entry visas. It was off-season when we arrived, and Ladispoli was quiet. We enjoyed our leisurely walks along the shores and wished we could swim, but it was November, and the water was cold.
As emigrants in transition, we lived at the mercy of the Jewish Agency. It paid our rent and provided a small amount of money, barely enough to pay for food. However, it didn’t stop us from touring the ancient city of Rome. We saved every mile-lira from our meager allowance to see the Vatican, Castelo D’Angelo, Fountain de Treville, Villa de Borgessi, and other museums, the names of which I cannot remember now. 
In Ladispoli, thanks to our wonderful landlord Signior Cappuccio, my husband Yefim found work in the officina by cleaning and washing cars. It was there that he met Fabio, one of the customers. They liked each other and became friends. By then, Yefim, who studied Moldovan, a Romance language, in school, could converse in Italian. 
One day Fabio offered to take Yefim and his family on a tour of Rome. On Saturday, early in the morning, under the pouring rain, my husband, his younger sister, and I crammed the tiny Fiat. If you ever rode in the back of the seventies model of Cinco-cento, you would know how small this model was. My legs supported my chin as we rode, but the discomfort didn’t dampen my spirit. I couldn’t wait to see the new sights of Rome. By the time we arrived, the rain had slowed down, and we could see the Coliseum. It was a sight to behold! I could easily envision the battles the Gladiators fought there, the blood oozing from their wounds and the cheering craving more blood crowd raising their thumbs for the weakest one to be killed. 
Done with the Coliseum, Fabio took us to a small non-decrepit church. I would’ve missed it because it wasn’t a stand-alone building. 
My knees shook, my body trembled as we entered it, and I realized I was standing in front of Michelangelo’s marvelous Moses. 
I walked over to one of the little tables with headphones and placed one of them over my head, selected a Russian option, and listened. The story of Moses’s creation mesmerized me. At the end of it, I discovered that Michelangelo became mad when he looked at Moses’s face when he finished. He picked up his chisel and threw it at the statue, screaming angrily, “Porque no parla? Why don’t you talk?’ The chisel landed on Moses’s arm and broke it. Later it was repaired, but the day I saw the statue, I could see why Michelangelo was so disturbed.
Moses looked real. Every vein on his muscles stood out. I could see the wrinkles on his face and the wisdom in his eyes. Moses’s hands looked human. His hair looked soft. It was an unforgettable sight to behold. That Fabio chose this fantastic piece of art to show us was astounding. His kind gesture humbled me. 
We left the church and crossed the street. I thought we were on our way back. But our host had another pleasant surprise for us. A few feet down the road, he opened the door to a small eatery and invited us in. I stood by the tall table and, in confusion, looked at the menu, not recognizing any food while Fabio placed an order. 
When it arrived, I still didn’t know what it was. It almost looked like an open-face “pirog,” a Russian bread-like pastry. But upon closer inspection, I didn’t see sweet—fruity, or savory—meat, fish, or potato filling on top. The flat thing was covered in melted cheese and tomato sauce instead. 
	Our host handed out the already precut portions and motioned for us to eat them. “Mangiare, è buono.” This much Italian I knew. 

I took a bite and instantly fell in love. The combination of melted salted cheese, acidic tomato, and savory garlic were unique on top of bread dough. I couldn’t believe that something so simple could taste so yummy. And this is how I discovered pizza. 
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