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THE NARRATORS

This book is made of many voices. The narrators are its co-authors. This list in-
cludes the basic data about each of them, listed in the following order:

First name, last name (double last names are listed under the last), year of
birth in parentheses (date of death is added if applicable), profession; political
qualifications (if any); relationship to the events at the Fosse Ardeatine and the
Resistance; and place and date of the interview(s). Unless otherwise indicated,
all interviews were recorded by the author in Rome. Place names are included
only if they refer to a historically relevant neighborhood in the city (e.g., Val
Melaina) or if the interview was recorded in a place other than Rome, in which
case the province is indicated in parentheses: e.g., Genzano (Rome).

Relatives of the men killed at the Fosse Ardeatine are italicized; former parti-
sans are bolded.

All the original tapes and transcripts are kept in the “Franco Coggiola
Archive” of the Circolo Gianni Bosio in Rome and can be consulted by request.

Elisabetta Agnini (1932), lawyer; niece of Ferdinando Agnini, killed at the
Fosse Ardeatine; February 2, 1998.

Silvana Ajo Cagli (1927), Jewish bookstore owner; February 6, 1998.

Bruno Alfonsi (1942), carpenter; Giustiniana, July 10, 1998.

Roberto Bacchiocchi (1976), computer technician; Alleanza Nazionale local,
piazza Bologna, February 13, 1998.

Alberto Baldazzi (1923), office worker; nephew of Cencio Baldazzi, founder of
the Arditi del Popolo; partisan in the Partito d’Azione, friend and comrade of
many partisans killed at the Fosse Ardeatine; Trionfale, May 5, 1998.

Pasquale Balsamo (1924), journalist, partisan in the central GAP, participant in
the action at via Rasella; May 26, 1998.

Franco Bartolini (1920), varnisher; member of central GAP and Bandiera Rossa;
former official of the National Crafts Council; Garbatella, May14 and 25, 1998.

Simone Benedetti (1975), vocational school graduate; conscientious objector;
Torbellamonaca, May 5, 1998.

Rosario Bentivegna (1922), physician; partisan in the central GAD, participant in
the action of via Rasella; February 6 and May 11, 1998.
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Enrico Bertocci (1982), high school student; July 28, 1997.

Antonia Bianchi [pseudonym] (1976), English literature student; Novemberl3,
1997.

Leonardo Bocale (ca. 1930), wine farmer; Genzano (Rome), January 26, 1975.

Giuseppe Bolgia (1931), office worker; his mother was killed in the air raid of
July 19, 1943; his father Michele Bolgia was killed at the Fosse Ardeatine;
March 13, 1998.

Francesco Bonini (1976), sociology student; April 13, 1998.

Gaetano Bordoni (n.d.), barber; interviewed by Alfredo Martini, San Lorenzo,
April 8, 1976.

Simone Bova (1982), high school student; September 12, 1997.

Antonello Branca (1936-2002), filmmaker; July 31, 1997.

Daniela Bruno (1982), high school student; February 17, 1998.

Lucio Bruscoli (1926), contractor; partisan; November 6, 1997.

Massimo C. [last name witheld on request] (1982), high school student; April
28, 1998.

Virginia Calanca (1925), confectioner; Trastevere, May 15, 1998.

Angelo Capecci (1922), city employee; brother of Mario and Alfredo Capecci,
killed at Forte Bravetta and the Fosse Ardeatine; Isola Farnese, September 6,
1998.

Gianfranco Capozio (1938), professor of Economic History; nephew of Ottavio
Capozio and Domenico Polli, killed at the Fosse Ardeatine; January 16,
1998.

Goffredo Cappelletti (1930), construction worker; nephew of Alberto Giac-
chini and Giovanni Senesi, killed at the Fosse Ardeatine; November 18.1997.

Stefano Cappelli (1981), high school student; April 6, 1998.

Carla Capponi, (1919-2000), Communist Party official, member of the central
GAD, participant in the action of via Rasella; May 28, 1997 and August 14,
1998.

Lucan Carpette (1928), painter; Testaccio, March 18, 1998.

Carlo Castellani (1928), employee of the Ministry of the Interior; son of Luigi
Castellani, killed at La Storta; March 6, 1998.

Rosa Castra (1967), physician; Torbellamonaca Center for Social Integration,
May 5, 1998.

Luigi Catemario (1967), estate administrator; descendent of the Tittoni family,
owners of Palazzo Tittoni in via Rasella; via Rasella, October 7, 1998.

Daniela Centi (1953), high school teacher; October 11, 1997.

Mauro Centi (1945), manager; October 11, 1997.

Nicola Centi (1978), engineering student; October 11, 1997.

Fabrizio Ceravolo (1982), high school student, February 17, 1998.
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Luciano Chiolli (1949), railroad worker; nephew of Giuseppe and Francesco
Cimelli, killed at the Fosse Ardeatine; Villa Gordiani, May 23, 1998.

Lina Ciavarella (1915), sister of Francesco Ciavarella, killed at the Fosse Ardea-
tine; Milan, January 9, 1999.

Marco Daniele Clarke (1951), politician in Alleanza Nazionale, president of the
XX District; September 21, 1997.

Romina Cometti (1974), foreign language student; June of 1997.

Anna Cortini (1947), librarian; daughter of Laura Garroni and Giulio Cortini,
partisans in the central GAP; November 19, 1997.

Emanuele D’Amore (1980), unemployed; Torbellamonaca, May 5, 1998.

Modesto De Angelis (1931), special-effects TV technician; son of Gerardo De
Angelis, killed at the Fosse Ardeatine; December 11, 1998.

Paolo De Carolis (1938), civil service executive; son of Ugo De Carolis, killed
at the Fosse Ardeatine; March and May of 1998.

Rina Del Pio (1923), seamstress; Trastevere, May 11, 1998.

Giovanni Di Ruscio (1974), university student; Alleanza Nazionale activist;
February 13, 1998.

Sibilla Drisaldi (1967), musician, English student; December 12, 1997.

Tiberio Ducci (1899-1978), butcher, local Communist official; Genzano
(Rome), April 29, 1975.

Duccio Ellero (1973), history student; Garbatella, December 20, 1997.

Bruno Eluisi (1918), office worker; brother of Aldo Eluisi, killed at the Fosse
Ardeatine; Trastevere, May 7, 1998.

Tamara Eluisi (1947), niece of Aldo Fluisi, killed at the Fosse Ardeatine; Traste-
vere, May 7, 1998.

Don Giovanni Fagiolo (1913-2000), Salesian priest; among the first to enter
the Fosse Ardeatine after the massacre; January 16, 1998.

Claudio Fano (1935), lawyer, former president of Rome’s Jewish Community;
son of Giorgio Fano, killed at the Fosse Ardeatine; December16, 1997.

Ester Fano (1936), professor of economic history; daughter of Giorgio Fano,
killed at the Fosse Ardeatine; January 6, 1998.

Adolfo Fantini (1927), official in the cooperative movement; son of Riziero
Fantini, executed in December of 1943 at Forte Bravetta; Genoa (Genoa),
March 17, 1998.

Filadelfo Fetoni (1927), retired carabiniere; Giustiniana, July 30, 1997.

Anita Ferola (1940); seamstress; daughter of Enrico Ferola, killed at the Fosse
Ardeatine; September 22, 1998.

Giuseppina Ferola (1932), hospital worker; daughter of Enrico Ferola, killed at
the Fosse Ardeatine; November 22, 1998.

Raffaella Ferraro (1971), English student; May 3, 1998.
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Gianfranco Fini (1952), secretary of the Alleanza Nazionale Party; December 1,
1997.

Mario Fiorentini (1918), professor of mathematics; member of the central GAD,
participant in the organization of action of via Rasella; July 15, July 29, and
November 1, 1997, January 5, March 2, and November 7, 1998.

Fiorino Fiorini (1910), construction worker; partisan; December 8, 1997.

Fabio Fortino (1978), electronics technician; Torbellamonaca, May 5, 1998.

Bruno Frasca (1942), post office worker; son of Celestino Frasca, killed at the
Fosse Ardeatine; via Rasella, January 5, 1998.

Giovanni Frate, secretary of the San Lorenzo partisans’ association; interviewed
by Alfredo Martini, San Lorenzo, November 17, 1975.

Alberto Funaro (1953), rabbi, teacher; nephew of Alberto Funaro, killed at the
Fosse Ardeatine; June 2, 1998.

Carla Gabrieli (1952), researcher in English literature; November 20, 1997.

Vittorio Gabrieli (1917), professor of English literature; partisan in the Partito
d’Azione; February 17, 1998.

Vincenza Gatti (1935), concierge in palazzo Tittoni in via Rasella; October 14,
1998.

Chiara Gaudino (1979), high school student; March 25, 1998

Valentino Gerratana (1919-2000), professor of philosophy; member of the cen-
tral GAP; July 19, 1997.

Federico Gherardini (1982), high school student; August 21, 1997.

Giovanni Gigliozzi (1919), journalist; president of ANFIM; cousin of Romolo
Gigliozzi, killed at the Fosse Ardeatine; February 24, 1998.

Liana Gigliozzi (1941), daughter of Romolo Gigliozzi, killed at the Fosse Ardea-
tine; December 29, 1998.

Silvio Gigliozzi (1937), airport employee; son of Romolo Gigliozzi, killed at the
Fosse Ardeatine; Ostia, January 2, 1998.

Siegmund Fago Golfarelli (1913), general director, National Tourist Agency;
former captain in the grenadiers, awarded the gold medal for the defense of
Rome; May 22, 1998.

Flavio Govoni (1964), physician; nephew of Aladino Govoni, killed at the Fosse
Ardeatine; April 21, 1998.

Antonio Guidi (1982), high school student, April 6, 1998.

Roberto Guzzo (1915), writer; member of the leadership of the Movimento Co-
munista d’Ttalia (Bandiera Rossa); December 14, 1998.

Nicoletta Leoni (1962), secretary of ANFIM, granddaughter of Nicola Ugo
Stame, killed at the Fosse Ardeatine; February 24, 1998.

Sara Leoni (1972), English student; September 12, 1997.

Silvano Leoni (1982), high school student, April 6, 1998.
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Armandino Liberti (1924), porter; Communist Party activist, songwriter;
Trionfale, November 21, 1973.

Daniele Limpido (1982), high school student, February 17, 1998.

Pino Lo Vetere (1967), cultural cooperative worker; Zagarolo, August 25, 1997.

Gemma Luzzi (1942), historian, high school teacher; November 23, 1998.

Marco Maceroni (1980), high school student, April 22, 1998.

Michele Manacorda (1971), law student; August 17, 1997.

Tommaso Manacorda (1976), anthropology student; August 21, 1997.

Riccardo Mancini, partisan in the Socialist Matteotti brigades; tortured at via
Tasso; La Storta, June 4, 1998.

Iva Manieri (1907), mother of nine children; a political exile, with Antonio
Gramsci, in Ustica in the 1920s; Val Melaina, January 24, 1998.

Maria Marcelli (1913), pottery artist; January 22, 1998.

Pierluigi Martino (1980), high school student; April 22, 1998.

Anna Menichetti (1940), daughter of Mario Menichetti, a political exile in the
1920s; Val Melaina, April 21, 1998.

Valtera Menichetti (1926), office worker; daughter of Mario Menichetti, a po-
litical exile in the 1920s; Val Melaina, April 15, 1998.

Maria Michetti (1922), professor of sociology; partisan, Communist member of
Rome’s city and province councils; September 4, 1997.

Miriam Mondati (1991), high school student; April 22, 1998.

Adriana Cordero Lanza di Montezemolo (1931), farmer; daughter of Giuseppe
Cordero Lanza di Montezemolo, killed at the Fosse Ardeatine; April 17,
1998.

Adriano Mordenti (1946), journalist, photographer, musician; March 11, 1998.

Emanuele Moriconi (1982), high school student; February 27, 1998.

Orfeo Mucci (1911-1998), carpenter; political commissar of Bandiera Rossa—
many activists of this movement, who were killed at the Fosse Ardeatine and
at Forte Bravetta, were his friends and comrades; December 8, 1997.

Teresa Mussoni (1926); at seventeen, she was engaged to Alberto Cozzi, killed
at the Fosse Ardeatine; Valle Aurelia, February 24, 1998.

Marisa Musu (1925-2002), journalist; partisan in the central GAP; July 24, 1997.

Aldo Natoli (1913), Communist Party leader; February 13, 1998 and (with
Nicola Gallerano) February 17, 1987.

Antonio Neri (1980), high school student; July 18, 1997.

Antonio Nicolardi (1921), farmhand; Alessano (Lecce, Puglia), September 25,
1999.

Lucia Ottobrini (1924), partisan in the central GAP; July 15 and 27, 1997.

Antonio Pappagallo (1917), office worker; nephew of Don Pietro Pappagallo,
killed at the Fosse Ardeatine; May 26, 1998.
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Daniele Parrotta (1979); engineering student; October 11, 1997.

Vittorio Pavoncello (1954), merchant; May 16, 1998.

Vanda Perretta (1937), professor of German literature; February 4, 1999.

Puci De Vecchi Petroni (1920), wife of Guglielmo Petroni, writer, tortured at
via Tasso; December 20, 1997.

Maria Grazia Petterini (1935), office worker; October15, 1997.

Fulvio Piasco (1931), brother of Renzo Piasco, killed at the Fosse Ardeatine; S.
Angelo Romano, September 7, 1998.

Caterina Pierantoni (1915-2002), sister of Luigi Pierantoni, killed at the Fosse
Ardeatine; May 29, 1998.

Daniele Pifano (ca. 1950), hospital worker; leader in Autonomia operaia; May
14, 1998.

Ada Pignotti (1920), retired office worker; her husband, Umberto Pignotti, her
brother-in-law Angelo Pignotti, her husband’s cousin Antonio Prosperi, and
a brother-in-law once removed, Fulvio Mastrangeli, all were killed at the
Fosse Ardeatine; February 23, 1998.

Angelo Pignotti (1949), office worker, nephew of Angelo and Umberto Pig-
notti, both killed at the Fosse Ardeatine; April 29, 1998.

Luciano Pizzoli (1937), city transit worker; July 4, 1997.

Gabriella Polli (1943), post office worker, daughter of Domenico Polli and
niece of Ottavio Capozio, both killed at the Fosse Ardeatine; Alatri (Frosi-
none), May 18, 1998.

Stefano Portelli (1976), anthropology student; July 25, 1998.

Vanda Prosperi (1929), housewife; daughter of a Quadraro deportee; Quadraro,
September 28, 1998.

Vanda Ravone (1933), fur maker; Giustiniana, June 4, 1998.

Maria Teresa Regard (1924-2000); journalist; partisan in the central GAP, pris-
oner in via Tasso; April 20, 1998.

Alfredo Ronconi (1927), restaurant owner; son of Ettore Ronconi, killed at the
Fosse Ardeatine; Genzano (Rome), December 12, 1998.

Giovanna Rossi (n.d.), a pseudonym for a former partisan who does not wish to
be identified here; September 4, 1997.

Maria Antonietta Saracino (1950), researcher in English literature; May 22, 1998.

Alessia Salvatori (1971), English student; December12, 1997.

Marzia Santilli (1981), high school student; February 17, 1998.

Marco Sbarrini (1974), engineer, son of Giulia Spizzichino; seven of his
mother’s relatives (the Di Consiglio family) were killed at the Fosse Ardea-
tine, nineteen in extermination camps; January 14, 1998.

Ugo Scattoni (1934), school janitor; son of Umberto Scattoni, killed at the
Fosse Ardeatine; September 2, 1997.
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Giulia Seller (1979), high school student, August 21, 1997.

Francesca Silighini (1983), high school student, October 14, 1997.

Vera Simoni (1922), daughter of Simone Simoni, killed at the Fosse Ardeatine;
May 4, 1998.

Irene Sirchia (1982), high school student; Zagarolo (Rome), August 25, 1997.

Giulia Spizzichino (1926), merchant; seven of her relatives (the Di Consiglio
family) were killed at the Fosse Ardeatine; nineteen in extermination camps;
January 14, 1998.

Settimia Spizzichino (1919-2001), office worker; deported to Bergen-Belsen—
her mother, two brothers, and three nephews and nieces died in extermina-
tion camps; Garbatella, November 22, 1997.

Valeria Spizzichino (1935), Hebrew teacher; seven of her relatives (the Di Con-
siglio family) were killed at the Fosse Ardeatine, nineteen in extermination
camps; December 30, 1997.

Neelam Srivastava (1972), English student; September 25, 1997.

Rosetta Stame (1937), teacher; daughter of Nicola Ugo Stame, killed at the
Fosse Ardeatine; February 28, 1998.

Achille Tartaro (1936), professor of Italian literature; November 6, 1998.

Paolo Emilio Taviani (1912-2001), Christian Democrat senator, former cabinet
member; partisan; December 10, 1998.

Amedeo Tedesco (1943), salesman; son of Cesare Tedesco, killed at the Fosse
Ardeatine; May 22, 1998.

Fortunata Tedesco (1912), wife of Cesare Tedesco, killed at the Fosse Ardeatine;
cight of her relatives were deported and killed in extermination camps;
Testaccio, June 3, 1998.

Ornella Tedesco (1939), daughter of Cesare Tedesco, killed at the Fosse Ardea-
tine; June 3, 1998.

Piero Terracina (1928), manager; deported to Auschwitz—his parents, a grand-
father, two uncles, and four brothers and sisters died in the extermination
camp; February 8, 1998.

Gabriele Tomassini (1981), high school student; May 5, 1978.

Peter Tompkins (Rome, 1919), journalist and writer; Allied agent in Rome in
1944; April 26, 1998.

Umberto Turco (1928), film-set designer and maker; partisan, former husband
of a sister of Ornello Leonardi, killed at the Fosse Ardeatine; November 12,
1997.

Massimo Uffreduzzi (1925), journalist; militant in the Repubblica Sociale Ita-
liana; May 15 and August 3, 1998.

Unidentified woman from Tivoli (ca. 1925); Fosse Ardeatine, November 8,
1997.
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Unidentified speaker (name withheld by request), custodian at the Fosse Ardea-
tine monument; November 8, 1997.

Francesco Vincenti, concierge, folk poet; Bassiano (Rome), July 18, 1977.

Sergio Volponi (1934), office manager; son of Guido Volponi, killed at the
Fosse Ardeatine; May 25, 1998.

Vera Yaria (n.d.), high school teacher; born and raised in via Rasella; April 6,
1998.

Matteo Zapparoli (1977), university student; September 6, 1997.

Maria Zevi (1917-1999), professor of architecture; partisan; November 19,
1997.

Giovanni Zuccheretti (1931), butcher; twin of Piero Zuccheretti, killed by the
explosion of the bomb in via Rasella; December 15, 1997.



CHAPTER 1

INTRODUCTION

Padre celeste Dio di tanto amore

Dona forza a mia Musa o gran
sovrano

Un fatto orrendo che mi strappa il
cuore

E mentre scrivo me trema la mano.

Roma, giardino di rose e di fiori
Sei dominata da un popolo strano
Per dominar la nostra capitale

No’ spera bene chi ci portd il male.

Heavenly Father, ever loving God
Give power to my Muse, almighty
king.
An awful deed that tears my heart in
two
And my hand shakes as I write.
Rome, garden of flowers and roses,
Is dominated by a strange people
Who dominate our capital.
But evil mongers should expect no
good.
—Egidio Cristini, 1957"

I. There Was No Request

On March 25, 1944, the newspapers in Rome published a release from the state

news agency. It was issued by the German Command of the city at 10:55 PM.

the night before:

During the afternoon of March 23, 1944 criminal elements carried out an attack,
by throwing bombs at a German Police column which was passing along the via
Rasella. In consequence of this attack, 32 German policemen were killed and sev-
eral wounded. This vile ambush was carried out by Badoglio-Communist ele-
ments. Investigation is still being carried out to clarify up to which point this
criminal act is to be attributed to Anglo-American incitement.

The German Command is firmly determined to put an end to the activity of
these heartless bandits. No one shall sabotage unpunished the renewed Italo-Ger-
man cooperation. The German Command, therefore, has given orders that for
every German killed, ten Badoglio-Communist criminals will be shot. This order

has already been carried out.”
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Vanda Perretta. A flash. The three of us, very small, with my mother, facing a wall. And
my mother reading aloud, half aloud, the posted bill that ended: “the order—has
been—carried out.”“The order has been carried out” is a phrase that has stayed in my

mind, concerning the Fosse Ardeatine.?

On March 23, 1944, during the Nazi occupation of Rome, a unit of the
Gruppi di Azione Patriottica (GAP), an underground Resistance group
linked to the Communist Party, attacked a unit of German police, causing
thirty-three German casualties. Less than twenty-four hours later, the Ger-
mans retaliated by killing three hundred thirty-five prisoners in an aban-
doned quarry on the via Ardeatina that came to be known as the Fosse
Ardeatine. The next day, the official newspaper of the Vatican, the Osserva-
tore Romano, carried the German press release, along with an editorial com-
ment: “When facing such events, any honest soul is deeply pained in the
name of humanity and of Christian sentiments. On one hand, thirty-two vic-
tims; on the other, three hundred and twenty persons sacrificed for the cul-
prits who have escaped arrest [...] Standing apart from and above the
contention [ . ..] we invoke from these irresponsible parties the respect for
human life, which they have no right ever to sacrifice; and the respect for in-
nocence, which is fatally the victim; from those in positions of responsibility,
we ask that they be conscious of their responsibility toward themselves, to-
ward the lives they are to safeguard, and toward history and civilization.”

These events and the struggle over their memory and meaning illuminate the
history and identity of Rome, the contradictions and conflicts of Italian democ-
racy, the ethics of armed resistance. This book deals with the events of those
twenty-four hours by covering over a century of history and memory.

The fearful symmetry of action and reaction, attack and retaliation, crime
and punishment was to dominate the memory of these events—as if the case
had been opened and closed in the space of two paragraphs, as if nothing had
happened before and nothing afterward, as if the sequence from the attack in via
Rasella to the massacre at the Fosse Ardeatine was a self-contained and inevitable
cycle. Once “the order has been carried out” and order has been restored, there
is nothing left to say—we may as well bury the whole thing, as the Nazis buried
the bodies under a pile of dark sand from the crumbling caves and a heap of
garbage to disguise the smell.
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Popular belief and political distortions of memory, perpetrated by the popu-
lar press, the media, the Church, and conservative political forces, have gener-
ated a widely believed narrative according to which the Germans asked the
partisans to deliver themselves; and only after the partisans failed to do so did
they proceed to retaliation. This belief has bred, in turn, a great deal of defama-
tion of the partisans involved and of the anti-Fascist struggle as a whole. The
above-quoted German press release, however, proclaims a simple truth, which
the Nazi commanders would reluctantly confirm in their postwar trials: the re-
taliation was carried out less than twenty four hours after the attack and was an-
nounced only after it was already accomplished. There was no request made to
the partisans to turn themselves in, there was no opportunity for them to do
so—nor was there any real search for “the culprits.”

All this has been a matter of public record in archives and publications for
half a century. Yet these events have been obfuscated by popular beliefs and nar-
ratives drenched in ignorance and misinformation that turn responsibility
around and do not so much accuse the Germans of perpetrating the massacre as
accuse the partisans of causing it by an “irresponsible” act and by not turning
themselves in to prevent the retaliation. This narrative is hard to resist, because
it possesses the appeal of a nonconformist counternarrative, an alternative to the
official story of the Resistance as the foundation of the republic, and yet it avails
itself of the institutional power of agencies, parties, and media, which are far
from marginal or subaltern in the nation’s public life. All is welded together by
the commonsense belief that one does not take revenge on three hundred thirty-
five innocents before even trying to find the perpetrators.

The Osservatore Romano editorial is exemplary in this sense. It describes the
partisan attack as a criminal act, with “victims” (the Germans) and “culprits”
(the partisans), while the men killed in the Fosse Ardeatine are merely “sacri-
ficed.” Such a religiously loaded term can hardly be used by the newspaper of
the Catholic Church in a neutral, incidental fashion. A “sacrifice,” the act of
making sacred, is a reparation for guilt, a necessary purification and atonement
after a crime. Unwittingly perhaps, yet significantly, the Church’s organ seems
to suggest that what happened at the Fosse Ardeatine was some kind of liturgi-
cal event.

The Osservatore Romano editorial also gives the impression that the Germans
tried to arrest the culprits before they resolved to commit the massacre. The
Germans did not—but I'm not aware of any corrections or revisions from
Church sources. This is the beginning of the shift of guilt from the Nazi execu-
tioners to the “cowardly” and “irresponsible” partisans. Along with the political
Right, media and sources close to the Church and the Catholic world were to
play a major part in perpetuating this version over the years, allowing it to seep
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into the veins of public imagination and thus contributing to poisoning the
memory of the event, and along with it the memory of the Resistance and the
identity and origins of the Republic. Herein lies the real, long-term success of
the Nazi retaliation.

On the day [ began to think of writing this book, I mentioned the Fosse Ardea-
tine to a friend: a very intelligent, highly educated woman with a lifetime of Left
activism. She reacted: “Look, I'm asking you this iz camera caritatis [confiden-
tially] and would not say it elsewhere: why didn’t they turn themselves in?” My
friend did not know that the news of the attack and the retaliation was released
only after the massacre had taken place and that therefore there was no request
to surrender nor any opportunity to do so. She did not know that in a 1950s
court case the partisans who participated in the attack were declared not re-
sponsible for the German retaliation (the Supreme Court rendered a similar ver-
dict in the spring of 1999; so long has this accusation been kept in circulation).*

The fact is that I didn’t really know it either—at least, not until the contro-
versy flared up again after one of the Nazi executioners, the former SS captain
Erich Priebke, was identified in Argentina, extradited to Italy in 1994, and sen-
tenced to life imprisonment in 1998. I had never subscribed to the theory of the
partisans guilt, yet the origin of this book is due in part to my surprise at dis-
covering to what extent I, too, had been subject to this false belief, so deeply
rooted in commonsense.

One Saturday morning, November 1997, in the crypt in which the graves of
the victims are laid at the Fosse Ardeatine, I overheard a conversation between a
group of elderly ladies. They had been on a religious visit to the Divino Amore
(the Shrine of Divine Love), a popular holy site nearby, and then came to the
Fosse. They were deeply moved. Yet they were convinced that the Nazis were only
“following orders,” and were resentful of the partisans: “And then they awarded
a gold medal to the one who planted the bomb in via Rasella, but he’s the one I
would have shot. Because if he was such a hero, he might have come out and said:
‘Instead of killing all these people, here I am, 'm the one who did it.””

In my office at the University of Rome, a student, Sara Leoni, told me a fan-
tastic tale: “My grandmother took in, in her home, one of the people who threw
the bomb in via Rasella—Carla Capponi. And they all kept telling her, you have
to confess, or else they’ll kill two hundred people. And she decided she would-
n’t confess.” It’s a mythic tale—like many others whose function is to reinforce
the narrators’ personal involvement in an important event in history—and it’s
far from being the only wrong narrative about the actions of the partisans after
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via Rasella (incidentally, the bomb was not “thrown”). Later, Sara Leoni’s aunt
explained that the person who had stayed with her parents before and after via
Rasella was actually Carla Capponi’s mother. Yet she, too, thinks she remembers
heated discussions on the need for the partisans to turn themselves in.

Gianfranco Fini, secretary of the post-Fascist Alleanza Nazionale (National
Alliance) party, the initiator of a process of formal disentanglement of the Ital-
ian Right from its Fascist origins and identity, vice-prime minister in the
Berlusconi government, explained: “The military action as such was consid-
ered—even by the old men who had fought in the Repubblica Sociale [Mus-
solini’s Fascist Italian Social Republic of 1943-45, supported by the Nazis],
who had remained Fascists to the end—it was considered legitimate. What was
considered cowardly was the fact that they didn’t turn themselves in, although
everyone was aware of the consequences because everyone knew about the law
of retaliation.” Mario Fiorentini, a member of the underground partisan
Gruppi di Azione Patriottica (GAP) and one of the organizers of the attack in
via Rasella, commented: “In Rome, if you ask ten persons about via Rasella,
maybe three uphold the point of view of the GAP, two don’t know what to say,
and five are against it.” This state of public opinion is based on a few wide-
spread assumptions: that the retaliation was automatic, and therefore that the
partisans ought to have expected it; that all would have been avoided had the
partisans turned themselves in; and that the executioners were not responsible
for the massacre because they were merely carrying out orders. The German
soldiers killed in via Rasella and the men killed at the Fosse Ardeatine thus all
appear equally as victims of the partisans.

The story of via Rasella and the Fosse Ardeatine is perhaps the one ground
on which the discourse of the most extreme Right has merged seamlessly with
middle-of-the-road commonsense, a convergence that makes the prevalent
and false narratives on the Fosse Ardeatine so deeply disturbing. I remember
the shocked surprise of many historians and anthropologists at 2 1994 con-
ference on Nazi massacres in Europe when they discovered the “divided mem-
ory” of Civitella Val di Chiana and other communities.® If only they had read
what conservative and moderate media had been writing for years, or listened
to the conversations of common people in bars and barbershops and trains,
they would have been better prepared. Unfortunately, these levels of discourse
have apparently been considered below the dignity of politicians, historians,
and anthropologists. The anti-partisan literature is, indeed, often profession-
ally despicable; and the delusion of a general anti-Fascist consensus, fostered
by politicians and intellectuals, led to the belief that Fascism was beyond the
pale of credibility in democratic, Resistance-born Italy. For these reasons, the
intellectual and political Left did not feel compelled to take notice of such
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narratives and popular beliefs—until it found itself suddenly staring them in
the face, aggressive and arrogant, in the years of historical revisionism and

negationism.
2. The Sense of History in Rome

Via Romagna, via Tasso principale Via Romagna, via Tasso was the place;

ventitre marzo fu la ricorrenza March 23 was the anniversary

di chi ci fe’ passa’ tempi brutali Of those who made us live us such
brutal times.®

Li tedeschi la presero avvertenza The Germans were well upon their
guard,

Misero gran pattuglia ogni viale They placed patrols on every avenue.

Chi s’ha da vendica’ no’ ha pitt The patience of the avengers has run

pazienza out:

chi bomb’a mano chi co’ rivoltella Some with grenades, some with gun
in hand,

tedeschi morti pe’ la via Rasella And Germans lie dead along the via
Rasella.

—Egidio Cristini, 1957

It is no wonder that folk poets should sing of via Rasella, of the Fosse Ardeatine,
of via Romagna, where the men and women of the Resistance were tortured by
the Fascists, or of via Tasso, where they were held and tortured by the SS, under
the command of Albert Kappler and his subaltern Erich Priebke. Because of the
sheer numbers of the victims and of the endless controversies surrounding their
memory, the Fosse Ardeatine has become an open wound in the memory and
feelings of Rome. One has only to scratch the surface of memory and the sto-
ries gush out. Rome is filled with them; in one way or another, they touch all
Romans. I hardly had to step out of my office to collect from students and col-
leagues any number of stories not unlike Sara Leoni’s family myth. As for me,
only when this book was all but finished did I find out that Pilo Albertelli, one
of the most illustrious victims, had been my mother’s philosophy teacher; that
two other victims, Mario and Alfredo Capecci, as children used to run and play
in the fields where my house was later built; that a student whose thesis I ad-
vised was the grandson of another victim; and that, according to my cousin, a
friend of my father’s was among those who were arrested and held briefly after
via Rasella.

Many of the stories I heard from colleagues and students, and later in the city
at large, are family narratives that combine the appropriation of the historical
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event (“I was there” or “My father was there”) with classic tales of escape from
danger: “In my family this narrative was always handed down: Dad talked about
how that day he had passed by via Rasella just before or just after; he heard
screams, he didn’t know what was going on, he realized only later. A lot of peo-
ple he knows kept replaying this movie: “You see, that man was walking maybe
twenty steps ahead of me and he was taken when they closed the street, it's a
miracle I'm alive’” (Antonietta Saracino).

Other stories are about memory, names, places, rituals: “I, too, have a per-
sonal recollection. A girl in my class, a friend of mine, her grandfather died at
the Fosse Ardeatine, and there’s a square near where I live in which there’s a
plaque; it says that he died at the Fosse Ardeatine, and she used to tell me about
it. So this was my first impact with this episode that I hardly knew anything
about, so it was very direct. His name was Zicconi. But I don’t know his first
name” (Neelam Srivastava); “[My parents] were in the Partito d’Azione [the
Party of Action, a democratic Left, anti-Fascist organization], and they used to
tell me about those times, and about the Fosse Ardeatine in particular. They
were close friends with two people killed at the Fosse Ardeatine—Pilo Albertelli,
and another whose name was Pierantoni” (Carla Gabrieli).

Vanda Perretta—When they opened up the Fosse Ardeatine, my mother grabbed us
three little girls by the hand and took us there, to the Fosse Ardeatine. Which weren’t
as they are today, and it has always stayed in my memory as something very soft, be-
cause the ground was soft, because of the sand, you walked on soft ground, as if on a
big carpet. And there was this soft smell of the tuberoses, which since then I can no
longer bear around me. Because I thought I recognized in the tuberoses the smell of
death that was inside the Fosse Ardeatine.

Finally, other narratives described a relationship with the urban space: “One
may not have a specific knowledge of what happened, but one knows anyway
because living in Rome, living in that neighborhood, every year there are cere-
monies or something, it is always commemorated, it’s not a thing that sinks into
oblivion. I live [nearby] at Eur, so one often goes by the Fosse, on the via
Ardeatina. I also remember that, as a child, it was natural to ask what it was. I
remember that I was taken there, I was rather small, and I was shaken, truly, by
this frightening image of this expanse of, let’s say, graves” (Alessia Salvatori).

Three hundred and thirty-five people mean three generations of as many fami-
lies, both close and distant relations; for each person killed and each survivor
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there are friends, coworkers, party and union comrades, schoolmates, church re-
lations, and neighbors. The story of the Fosse Ardeatine is a sequence of con-
centric circles that widen until they cover the entire city. Only among young
people in the periphery whose families immigrated to Rome one generation
after the war did I find that this story was not known or was only a dim detail
out of history books in school. To speak of the Fosse Ardeatine and its memory,
in other words, is to speak of Rome.

Antonio Pappagallo, who came from the same small southern town as his
uncle Father Pietro Pappagallo and his friend and mentor Gioacchino Ges-
mundo, both killed at the Fosse Ardeatine, says:

Many times they invited me to a school down in Terlizzi, which I don’t like; I
don’t know how to speak in public. The principal says, “Speak, say something.”
He left me out there on the podium, and I had to, I made an effort, and said:
“Children, let me give you one example and that’s all. Take Gesmundo and Don
Pietro, who are from your town, and imagine a funnel; and they are dropped in
it, this mixture of two opposites—in theory: my uncle, Catholic, a priest; and
Gesmundo, a free thinker—the Communist that he was. How is it that, after
these two persons go through the funnel, you can no longer tell which is Don
Pietro and which is Gesmundo, because their identities merge, and we couldn’t
say that one is more of a priest than the other or that the other is more of a Com-
munist, if by Communist we mean altruism toward one’s neighbor.”

“At the Fosse Ardeatine, you'll find my father [an Air Force general], but you'll
also find a fourteen-year-old child, you'll find priests, you'll find workers, you'll
find clerks, the military, carabinieri [army police]—you were right perhaps when
you said a while ago that the Fosse Ardeatine is the symbol of Italy’s tragedy as a
whole, because that’s where everything is gathered, all are represented, it was but
the symbol of what was happening everywhere, in the streets of Rome” (Vera Si-
moni). The men killed in the Fosse Ardeatine were Catholics, Jews, atheists; some
had no politics, most came from the whole range of political ideals: Communists
of many stripes, Socialists, Liberals, members of the Partito d’Azione, Christian
Democrats, and monarchists. There are military men and civilians; aristocrats,
peddlers, manual workers, merchants, lawyers. Some were active participants in
the Resistance and had staked their lives on the struggle; others were just rounded
up at random, in the wrong place at the wrong time, still others were included to
fill a quota or for not renouncing their Jewish identity and faith. “When I think
of the Ardeatine,” writes Vittorio Foa, one of the “founding fathers” of Italian
democracy, “inspirations are almost naturalistic: the unification, the convergence
of life lines . . . They killed Jews because they were Jews, not because of what they
thought or did; they killed anti-Fascists for what they thought or did; they killed
men that had nothing to do with the Resistance, only because they were numbers,
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needed to fill a quota.”” The men who died at the Fosse Ardeatine came from
every neighborhood, suburb, slum (quartiere, rione, borgata) in Rome—Trastevere
and Montesacro, Torpignattara and Trionfale, Portico d’Ottavia and Centocelle,
Testaccio and La Storta. Many were born in the city; but Rome is a place to which
people come from many places, and the Fosse Ardeatine saw the end of lives begun
in other parts of Italy—in Abruzzi, in Puglie, in Turin, in the Roman hills—and
in foreign countries—in Luxemburg, Hungary, Turkey, and Ukraine.

In Rome, history wears a capital H, and its burden seems to frustrate and an-
nihilate the work of memory or to make it seem irrelevant. Too often, history is
a faraway sphere, distant from the daily lives of its people or a crushing, annihi-
lating weight upon them. This is why the relationship between Rome and the
Fosse Ardeatine is so important. As I worked on this book, I relearned the streets
and the buildings of “my hometown.” I saw St. Peter’s and the Coliseum, but I
also discovered other sites of history, other monuments of my Rome: not so
much the mausoleum of the Fosse Ardeatine as some of those huge popular
housing projects, as big and teeming as cities and as beautiful: in Trionfale,
where Cencio Baldazzi raised a generation of anti-Fascists into the Partito
d’Azione; in Testaccio, where the tenants placed a stone in the middle of the
courtyard in memory of their neighbors killed at the Fosse Ardeatine and at
Auschwitz; in Val Melaina, a tenement building once called Stalingrad, and even
today a bulwark of class consciousness, again with a plaque on the main gate to
commemorate neighbors killed at the Fosse Ardeatine.

The Fosse Ardeatine was not the only, and by no means the worst, Nazi mas-
sacre in Italy or in Europe. But it was the only “metropolitan” massacre, the only
cold-blooded mass execution perpetrated in the space of a big city, in which the
variety of the victims synthesized the complex stratification of life stories in a
metropolis. This is why it has such a powerful hold on memory and identity.
The only thing the dead have in common is their gender: they are all men. But
this fact underscores the role of women in surviving and remembering.

The Fosse Ardeatine is the symbolic maelstrom in which the space of the city
and a century of its stories come together, so that to speak about it is to speak
of the whole history of Rome in the twentieth century, the history of “this rebel
city that was never tamed,” as the old Communist song proclaims, a city so dif-
ferent from the clichés and stereotypes, a city that resisted the Nazis actively and
passively, intensely and diffusely, and for this paid such a terrible price.

3. Context and Background

Rome is an ancient city but a relatively recent capital, just as Italy is an ancient
country but a relatively young nation and an even younger democracy. Until
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1870, Rome was the capital of the pope’s temporal domain, which covered most
of central Italy. The rest of the country was broken into small states and foreign
possessions and became united and independent only in 1861 under the former
king of Sardinia. Only in 1870 did the Italian army enter Rome. The Church
did not recognize the new state of things until 1929, when it reached an agree-
ment with Benito Mussolini’s Fascist regime; since then, and especially after
World War II, it has systematically interfered in Italian politics.

The growth of a modern and democratic Italy, in the midst of social conflict,
colonial wars in Ethiopia and Libya, and the traumatic experience of World War
I, took a dramatic detour with the rise of Fascism in 1922. While it continued
and accelerated the modernization of certain aspects of Italian life, the Fascist
regime jailed and exiled political opponents, abolished freedom of speech and of
the press, destroyed working-class organizations, and made living and working
conditions worse for the popular classes, at the same time that it sought and at
times achieved consent with demagogic and paternalistic policies and by creat-
ing the illusion of Italy as a great power that revived the glories of the Roman
Empire. Throughout this time, an anti-Fascist underground was active both in
the country and in exile: Communists, Socialists, and Partito d’Azione (a radi-
cal-liberal group with Socialist influences) were the most organized opposition,
but Liberals and some Catholics also kept dissent alive. Support for the regime
peaked after the occupation of Ethiopia, but it began to ebb after the alliance
with Hitler’s Nazi Germany and the racist laws discriminating against Jewish cit-
izens in 1938.

After Italy joined the war in 1940, defeats in North Africa, the Italian army’s
disastrous participation in the Russian campaign, the Allied landings in Sicily
and Salerno, the impact of the war on living conditions, and the stepping up of
repression dissolved popular faith in the regime. The air raid on Rome on July
19, 1943 brought the Fascist regime to an end. Mussolini was removed from
power; General Pietro Badoglio’s new government signed an armistice with the
Allies on September 8, 1943 (Italy joined the war on the Allied side a few
months later); on the same day, the Germans occupied Rome and began taking
control over the central and northern parts of the country. Under German su-
pervision, Mussolini established the so-called Repubblica Sociale Italiana (RSI).

Resistance to the German occupation and to Mussolini’s puppet government
began immediately upon the Germans’ takeover. The battle fought by Roman
military and civilians at the city gate of Porta San Paolo soon after September 8
was the beginning of a mass struggle that lasted, in the cities and the hills, until
liberation was proclaimed on April 25, 1945. The Resistance was coordinated
by a Comitato di Liberazione Nazionale (CLN), which included most of the
anti-Fascist political parties: Communists, Socialists, Partito d’Azione, Christian
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Democrats, Liberals, Labor Democrats, and other smaller groups. Military per-
sonnel loyal to the king and to Badoglio’s government (therefore labeled as
“badogliani”) participated in the Resistance through the Fronte Militare Clan-
destino, the underground military front; dissenting Communists and Leftists
created the Movimento Comunista d’Italia-Bandiera Rossa (Red Flag). While
political leadership was shared in the CLN, the actual fighting was conducted
predominately by units organized by the Communist Party and the Partito
d’Azione (named, respectively, Brigate Garibaldi and Giustizia e Libertd). As the
historian Claudio Pavone has shown, the Resistance was a combination of three
wars, partly distinct and partly overlapping: a war of national liberation from
German occupation; a class war against capitalism; and a “civil war” between
anti-Fascists and Italian supporters of Hitler and Mussolini.?

The German occupation of Rome lasted nine months, from September 8,
1943 to July 4, 1944. It was a time of hunger, fear, Allied bombardments, re-
pression, and mass deportations, which culminated in the deportation of the
Jews (beginning on October 16, 1943) and the massacre at the Fosse Ardeatine.
Throughout this time, the partisan movement struck the Germans at every op-
portunity, especially through the Gruppi di Azione Patriottica (GAP), a small
underground unit organized by the Communist Party. The GAP’s most suc-
cessful action was the attack on a Nazi police unit at via Rasella, in the center of
Rome, on March 23, 1944, resulting in thirty-three German casualties. The
next day, the Germans retaliated at the Fosse Ardeatine.

After the war, Italy’s government consisted of a coalition of the CLN parties
that had led the Resistance. A 1946 referendum ended the monarchy and es-
tablished a republic; in 1948, the new constitution was approved. It is one of the
most democratically advanced constitutions in the West, based on a concept of
participatory and egalitarian democracy founded on the experience of the Re-
sistance. Meanwhile, however, U.S. influence had caused the ousting of the
Communists and Socialists from the government coalition. After the Left’s de-
feat in the 1948 elections, the Christian Democrat party stayed in power until
1992, when it dissolved after charges of corruption. The anti-Fascist founda-
tions of the written constitution were largely overshadowed by the Cold War
and by the influence of the Church: many of its provisions were never enforced.

Throughout the 1950s, it was the Left that kept the memory of Resistance
alive, both because the Left subscribed to its democratic ethos and because the Re-
sistance legitimized Communists and Socialists as co-founders of the democratic
republic. The narrative of the Resistance as foundation of the state was retrieved
by the Center-Left governments (a coalition of Christian Democrats and Social-
ists) after the 1960s. By then, however, the memory of the Resistance was too
often a patriotic ritual emptied of its radical and participatory message. Indeed,
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the belief that Italian institutions were too democratic to allow for effective gov-
ernment became widespread also in progressive and Left opinion. When the
Right-wing coalition headed by Silvio Berlusconi, including the neo-Fascists of the
Movimento Sociale Italiano (later renamed Alleanza Nazionale), won the 1994
elections, the drive to change the constitution was supported by a historical revi-
sionism that challenged the meaning of the Resistance as the foundation of the
Italian state. In 2002, the Berlusconi government has announced a drive to purge
history textbooks of anti-Fascist “bias.”

This context accentuates the historical and political meaning of the Fosse
Ardeatine. On the one hand, the massacre is remembered as the most dramatic
war crime perpetrated in the country’s capital, the most symbolically powerful
event of the brutality of Nazi occupation. On the other hand, the mythic nar-
rative that blamed the Resistance for bringing it about and not stopping it is a
powerful element in the anti-partisan, anti-anti-Fascist discourse of today’s
dominant ideology.

4. Where Stories Begin and End

If you look up “Fosse Ardeatine” on the Internet, you will hit a tourist infor-
mation site with a page in English on the monument and its history. It begins:
“23 March 1944 a bomb exploded in Via Rasella killing thirty-two German
troops. In retaliation the Germans decided to kill ten Italians for each man
that was killed.”?

Stories, says the anthropologist Bruce Jackson, generate their own boundaries
of acceptable reality: nothing worth mentioning happens before the stories
begin, and nothing happens after they end.!® A narrative beginning disturbs the
order, an ending restores it. While the bulk of historical literature on via Rasella
and the Fosse Ardeatine treats them as a single, self-enclosed event, the purpose
of this book is to question this approach. In the first place, I will try to demon-
strate that the partisan action in via Rasella and the Nazi massacre at the Fosse
Ardeatine are not one event but rwo, bound by a relationship that is undeniable
but nevertheless problematic. In the second place, I will try to show that they
are part of a sequence of events that did not begin with the explosion in via
Rasella and did not end with the explosion triggered by the SS to close the caves
over the bodies of the victims.

The story does not begin there, in the first place, because that is not where
the stories of the victims begin, and because while via Rasella was indeed the
most dramatic partisan action in Rome, contrary to popular belief it was not the
first, and not even the first that resulted in German casualties. Yet none of the
previous attacks triggered an automatic retaliation.
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And it does not end there, either, because the Fosse Ardeatine was not the
only—nor the last—Nazi massacre in Rome. It was preceded and followed by
the execution of seventy-two political prisoners at Forte Bravetta, ten men at
Pietralata on October 23, 1943, ten women guilty of taking bread from a
bakery at Ostiense, fourteen prisoners murdered by retreating Germans on
June 4, 1944, the day of Rome’s liberation, at La Storta. In no case was there
any partisan “provocation” to motivate or “justify” the crime. And we should
not forget the mass deportations and the thousands of deaths they entailed:
twelve hundred Jews arrested and deported on October 16, 1943, and eight
hundred arrested and deported in the following months, only a handful sur-
viving; hundreds of carabinieri deported; thousands of able-bodied men
taken off the streets and pressed into forced labor in Germany and at the
front; seven hundred men arrested and deported from the working-class
neighborhood of Quadraro in April of 1944. And all the other faces of war:
air raids, hunger, deserters and dodgers from the Fascist draft in hiding,
refugees camping out, curfews.

The story does not end there, with order restored after the massacre, most
of all because the Fosse Ardeatine is not only the place where so many stories
lead but is also the place from which countless other stories emerge and
branch out. There is the story of the public struggle over meaning and mem-
ory that is still being waged in the media and the courts, as well as over sym-
bols, plaques, inscriptions, and ceremonies: over this “ugly story” trials and
court cases go on more than half a century later, and people are still literally
coming to blows. Much more painful, almost always silent and unheard, are
the burdens and the tensions that pervade the lives and feelings of those who
were left behind—parents, wives, children, grandchildren, sisters and brothers
of the murdered. To write the history of public mourning over the massacre is
to re-read the mutations of political climate over half a century, from the Cold
War to the 1960s to the current age of revision and negation; to write the
story of private mourning is to try to understand how it has been possible to
carry on afterward. The history of the Fosse Ardeatine is truly, as in the title
of Robert Katz’s pioneering 1965 book, the history of Death in Rome, but in
a broader sense, because it is the history of how the city—its institutions and
its inhabitants—elaborated, sometimes in agreement, often in conflict or in
mutual disregard, the sense of this mass death that yet was the absurd, violent,
cruel death of individuals.

Ada Pignotti was twenty-three and had been married only a few months
when her husband and three other relatives were killed at the Fosse Ardeatine.
None of them was known to have been involved in the Resistance but they all
happened to be near via Rasella on the day of the attack. She says:
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In those days, after it happened, in "forty-four—you didn’t talk about it, there was
no way you could talk about it. I worked for forty years, and even at the office,
most of the time, whenever they asked me, I wouldn't say a thing—because they
always reacted: oh well, blame it on the one who placed the bomb. I acted like I
didn’t hear them, because it was always the same reaction: oh, it wasn’t the Ger-
mans’ fault; the fault was of the one who set the bomb. Theyd say, because if he
had turned himself in, they wouldn’t have killed them. But where does it say so,
where is that written? When did they say so? When? They didn't say a word, they
didn’t post any bills—they did it later, after they had already killed the 335. Be-
cause we followed it day by day, the whole tragedy; and as I said, when we read it
in the paper, my sister-in-law and [, I nearly fainted and she along with me. There
was no way to talk about it, it was always the same: what, are you defending those
who set the bomb? I'm not defending anyone, but this is the way things are,
there’s no way you can turn them around.

The alibi of the partisans’ guilt exorcises the experience of these women who
by their very presence disturb the peace of pacified consciences. For each of
them, it was difficult and painful to come to terms with the reasons and the
causes of what befell them, and not all of them reached the same conclusions.
The same is true for the partisans who took part in the attack at via Rasella and
in other actions in which they had to kill. “The act of giving death, of destroy-
ing, is something that destroys you in turn, it cuts off a piece of you each time,”
says Carla Capponi. For them, too, coming to terms with these events was a
long and complex effort, with differing conclusions, leading some to an active
struggle for memory and others to silence, some to a life of political activity and
others to a turn away from politics and toward professional or intellectual work.

5. Oral Sources

The word for revenge is “report a crime” or “report to five families.”
The revenge is the story.”
—Maxine Hong Kingston, The Woman Warrior'!

One of the differences between oral and written sources is that the latter are doc-
uments while the former are always acts. Oral sources are not to be thought of
in terms of nouns and objects but in terms of verbs and processes; not the mem-
ory and the tale but the remembering and the telling. Oral sources are never
anonymous or impersonal, as written documents may often be. The tale and the
memory may include materials shared with others, but the rememberer and the
teller are always individual persons who take on the task of remembering and
the responsibility of telling. Settimia Spizzichino, the only woman survivor
among the Jews deported on October 16, 1944, said: “I made a promise when
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I was in the camp, I made a solemn promise to my companions, who were being
picked out [to be killed] or dying from disease and abuse. I rebelled, I didn’t
know whether to curse God or pray to Him, and repeated over and over, Lord
save me, save me, because I must go back and tell.”

However, to tell—as many extermination camp survivors were dramatically
to discover—requires the presence of someone who will listen. One of the
things that make oral sources different is that they are the achievement of a
shared labor between the narrators and the researcher who seeks them out, lis-
tens, and interrogates.

I, too, felt a personal responsibility toward this story. I first felt the impulse
to “report a crime” on a summer day in 1994, a few months after the Right-wing
coalition headed by Silvio Berlusconi won the elections, when for the first time
in postwar Europe a party harking openly back to Fascism (the Movimento So-
ciale Italiano, which later changed its name to Alleanza Nazionale) returned to
state power. That day, I discovered a big black swastika painted over the stone,
across the street from where I live, that commemorates the fourteen men mur-
dered by the Nazis on June 4, 1944 at La Storta. As I watched the neighborhood
artisans discuss the best mean to erase the outrage from the monument, I felt
that it was my duty, as a citizen, to respond to this revival of Fascism with all the
means at my disposal—that is, with the tools of my trade.

Yet, this story was calling me not only for reasons of civil morality but because
it was a unique intellectual, methodological challenge and opportunity for the
practice and theory of oral history. Oral history is basically the process of creating
relationships: between narrators and narratees, between events in the past and di-
alogic narratives in the present. The historian must work on both the factual and
the narrative planes, the referent and the signifier, the past and the present, and,
most of all, on the space between all of them. But it was not only I as researcher
and the narrators who spoke to me who thought of this wotk as something that
had to be done. Many of those who helped me transcribe the interviews made a
gift of their work; others, who could not afford to, accepted payment that was all
but symbolic. They did this not for my sake but for the sake of the story that
needed to be told.

Now, the Fosse Ardeatine is both an event that actually happened and one
that is intensely remembered and conflictually narrated. It has generated such a
large and heterogeneous bibliography that we might be tempted to say, in the
words of Washington Irving, that it has been made unknowable by a surfeit of
historians.'? I do not intend to join their number, so this book contains no new
factual revelations or discoveries. As far as the material sequence of events goes,
I rely on the skepticism and conclusions of existing scholarship. Aside from a
few personal documents made available by the interviewees, my documentary
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sources are books, essays, news items, and court records that were all previously
published and available. I use them mainly to establish a problematic but plau-
sible framework of events, against which the creative work of memory and nar-
rative can be measured and tested.

Thus, I do not make “history with oral sources only,” as the saying goes. Yet,
oral sources are what interest me. In the first place, the personal and private feel-
ings and stories they tell have operated below the level of attention of most his-
torians, cultural institutions, and official media, overly concerned with a narrow
definition of what constitutes “fact” and remaining all but unaware of the lives
that came before and, most of all, after—until they rediscovered them, as if
frozen in time, during the Priebke trial. Through these narratives, we fill this
temporal gap and follow the transformations of the meaning of the Fosse Ardea-
tine for the persons involved and for the city of Rome. These stories function as
the tool that allows us to reconstruct the struggle over memory, to explore the
relation between material facts and personal subjectivity, and to perceive the
multiple, mutable ways of elaborating on and facing death.

In the second place, I am specifically fascinated by the pervasiveness of erroneous
tales, myths, legends, and silences, such as those that have been woven around these
events. Though oral history is careful to distinguish between events and narratives,
history and memory, it does so in order to treat narratives and memory as histori-
cal facts. When an incorrect reconstruction of history becomes popular belief, we
are not called on only to rectify the facts but also to interrogate ourselves on how
and why this commonsense took shape and on its meanings and uses. This is where
the specific reliability of oral sources arises: even when they do not tell the events as
they occurred, the discrepancies and the errors are themselves events, clues for the
work of desire and pain over time, for the painful search for meaning.

This is all the more necessary at a time like this, when the struggle over mem-
ory not only concerns the debates among historians or factional recriminations
over the past but becomes the ground on which the very identity of our Re-
public and our democracy, born out of those events, stands or falls.

6. Creation and Use of Sources

A few technical notes on the creation and treatment of the oral sources. This
book is based on about two hundred interviews, of different length (a few, es-
pecially with young people, from ten to thirty minutes; one was over twelve
hours long; most go from one and a half to three hours). Some of the narrators
were interviewed more than once. In some cases, I recorded group interviews,
ad hoc meetings in schools, public debates, ceremonies, and commemorations.
All the interviews were taped by me between July 1997 and February 1999. 1
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also used some earlier recordings, made by myself or—in three or four cases—
by others but for projects in which I participated. I transcribed about 30 percent
of the interviews myself, and parceled out the others. I had verbal authorization
(usually on tape) from the narrators to use the interviews for this book; most of
them were shown the passages of the manuscript in which they were quoted and
suggested changes and clarifications.

The choice of interviewees was based on the following criteria:

relatives of the persons killed at the Fosse Ardeatine were chosen in order
to seek a balance between those who were noted for their participation in
public struggle for memory, and others who had been less visible or more
silent and sometimes had a more ambivalent attitude toward the events.
The families’ association (ANFIM) gave me all the help I asked for, but I
also went outside the organized circle of relatives;

* partisans: the members of the GAP (Gruppi di Azione Patriottica), the un-
derground unit that conducted the attack in via Rasella, as well as those
who were members of other organizations or had been active in other parts
of the city, were interviewed to provide a sense of the context in which the
events in via Rasella took place;

the areas in the city where those who were killed lived, and those in which
the partisans had acted: Trastevere, Testaccio, Trionfale, Val Melaina, the
Ghetto, Quadraro, Torpignattara, and others. In order to document these
spaces, I also interviewed persons who were not directly involved but were

helpful in recreating the context;
bearers of Right-wing memory, especially young people, not just in the

name of some abstract notion of pluralism, but because they have infor-
mation and experiences that I could not have tapped otherwise, and be-
cause a battle over memory cannot be waged by pretending that the other
side does not exist;

people who were not directly involved, generationally and socially diverse,
but who were important for their relationship to the city and its memory
or who helped me to understand the impact of the events beyond the cir-
cle of those personally affected;

* many young people, ages fifteen to twenty five, friends of my sons, students
in my department and in other schools, to find out what they knew and to
investigate the generational change in the meaning and perception of the
Fosse Ardeatine as an event and as a place.

I constructed the book as a multivoiced narrative, a montage of fragments of
varying lengths, because it was impossible to use all of the thousands of pages of
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transcript and because oral history is not just the collection of stories but also
their interpretation and representation. The interpretation begins with the selec-
tion of sources, continues in the researcher’s active role in the interview, and cul-
minates in the open comments of the authorial voice and the meanings implicit
in editing and montage. The explicit and implicit interpretive dimension of this
book is, of course, my responsibility, which is why it appears under my name.

The quotations are reported as verbatim as possible, because the meanings
implicit in the narrators’ linguistic choices and narrative strategies cannot be
extracted without destroying them. Yet, for reasons of space and readability I
have made frequent internal cuts, montage, and transpositions. I wanted the
printed words to retain the same guality as the oral performance: I do not be-
lieve in the “objectivity” and “fidelity” of a literal transcription that reproduces
a gripping oral discourse as a boring written text. My editorial interventions
vary in proportion to the factuality of each quotation: there is more editing if
the factual function prevails, less if I am attempting to draw attention to the
quality of the speech. Also, I took into account the desired self-fashioning of
the interviewees, some of whom preferred not to be quoted in the colloquial,
often vernacular language that we used spontancously in most interviews (a
good deal of which is inevitably lost in translation). I have tried to retain the
dialogic, conversational context in which the narratives took shape. Finally, the
only objective criterion is that I do not attribute to my interviewees a single
word that they did not actually say.

I kept all the interviews in mind in the course of my work, but I did not have
the space to quote them in full. As I wove the narrators’ voices into one another
and into my own, I felt that I was running the risk of fragmenting the whole-
ness of each personal narrative. I made up for this limitation by opening each
chapter with installments of one story, which is thus reported almost in its en-
tirety; and by closing each chapter with longer excerpts from individual stories.
I hope this will allow readers to know in depth at least one person and to obtain
a fuller sense of the rhythm of the narratives. I did not have the time and the
energy to conduct the many interviews I should have. I must therefore render
both my apologies and thanks to the persons I interviewed and who are not
mentioned in the book, or who are quoted only in fragments, and to the per-
sons who are not in the book because I did not seek them out or find them, or
because they no longer wished to speak about these things.

7. The Time of Names

Late October 2000. In a room of the former Nazi prison at via Tasso in Rome,
now a museum, a young actor, Ascanio Celestini, performs a one-man mono-
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logue based on the first edition of this book. With all the tenderness it takes to
tell a terrible story, he goes over the events and the feelings, weaving the stories
in this book with his own personal and family narratives. The stories that Ada
Pignotti and Gabriella Polli told me are now his, and through him they are re-
turned to a community of listeners.

December 2002. Giovanna Marini, Italy’s greatest musician, sits in my living
room and sings for the first time the long ballad she has composed after reading
this book. It has taken her three agonizing years to boil it down to ten minutes.
She was a child at the time, and she remembered the discussions at home, the
names of the killed. “This story needs to be told,” she says.

The function of a book made of stories is to generate other stories, to feed
the engine of remembering and telling. Thus, once the book was finished, I was
unable to close it. It was constantly reopened by its readers’ need and desire to
tell, recall, and discuss. The story kept calling to me, even louder than at the
beginning.

November 15, 2000, at the City Council Hall in Rome’s Capitol: the launch-
ing of Carla Capponi’s autobiography, Con cuore di donna—with a woman’s
heart. Carla is one of the protagonists of the Resistance and of this book. As I
look over the room, I see many beautiful gray haired faces, a generation gather-
ing around one of its living symbols. Of the speakers on the platform, I am the
only one who is not from that generation, and I wonder why I have been in-
cluded. Then Carla generously mentions my book, and I understand. So many
times, in allusions, suggestions, and fragments, the members of the generation
of the Resistance and the relatives of the killed at the Fosse Ardeatine have asked
me: “Who will tell this story after we are gone?”

Much of my oral history work stems from the experience of reading William
Faulkner’s Absalom, Absalom! In that book, young Quentin Compson wonders
why old Miss Rosa Caulfield is telling her life story to him, of all people. Then
he understands: she is telling him the story because he already knows it, so
that—weaving it with other stories and passions—he will be able to keep telling
it. Carla Capponi and Ada Pignotti did not “choose” me the way Miss Rosa
chose Quentin; it was I who sought them out. But because I listened to their
stories and wrote them down, I am bound to keep telling them.

I knew then in practice what I had known in theory. A tradition is a process
in which even mere repetition is a crucial, a necessary task; every silence an ir-
reparable tear in the delicate lace of memory. It is not only in Africa that, as
Jomo Kenyatta once said, each time an old person dies a library is burned. In
our world, also, when an anti-Fascist is silent, a piece of liberty is burned. Carla
Capponi died two weeks after her book was released. But she had told her story,

and helped me tell mine.
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Over the years, I have attended many ceremonies and rites in commemoration
of the massacre of the Fosse Ardeatine. I would like this book to be, like all cer-
emonies, a narrative of history and memory, but also an active intervention in
history (and today memory itself has become a crucial historical facz). Because,
as Primo Levi said, “it happened, so it can happen again.” The use of rituals, if
they have one, is to stand against such returns.

Of all the rituals and ceremonies I have witnessed at the Fosse Ardeatine, the
most moving moment for me is the simple, endless roll call of the names of the
dead. Some of the relatives, who have been listening to it for half a century, are
weary even of this: “always the same thing, the list of names, you stand there for
three hours, listening to all the names. They ought to do a littde more, say a lit-
tle more, and all they do is they set up a nice wreath, call these names, and go
out to lunch” (Gabriella Polli). Others are still moved: “Listen, each year, when
they name them, when they read the list of all the people, all the names, one re-
ally feels the life of each of them, of these very different people” (Adriana Mon-
tezemolo). For me, to whom it was new, it was another demonstration of how
“the three hundred and thirty-five” are both a symbolic collective entity and
three hundred and thirty-five concrete, distinct individuals. And if it takes so
long to call their names, it must have taken a very long time to kill them. How
slow, how long was this death!

So let us begin: Ferdinando Agnini, Antonio Ajroldi, Teodato Albanese, Pilo
Albertelli, Ivanoe Amoretti, Aldo Angelai, Virgilio Angeli, Paolo Angelini,
Giovanni Angelucci, Bruno Annarummi, Lazzaro Anticoli . . .
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... Vito Artale, Cesare Astrologo, Raffaele Aversa, Carlo Avolio, Manfredi Az-
zarita, Ugo Baglivo, Giovanni Ballina, Aldo Banzi, Silvio Barbieri, Nino Benati,
Donato Bendicenti, Lallo Berardi, Elio Bernabei, Secondo Bernardini, Tito
Bernardini, Aldo Berolsheimer, Giorgio Leone Blumstein, Michele Bolgia . . .

Ada Pignotti. I, after we'd talked to the friars, at [the catacombs] of San Callisto, they told us,
they explained, said, see there? That’s where they buried them. We rushed to see. And what did we
find? Nothing, a garbage dump. It was nothing but trash, stuff—imagine, we had, those heaps,
we had to make our way through them. And on one side there was the passage they went through,
and there, there they dragged them, they carried them inside. So we went in—ﬂies, I can’t tell
_you what we found. A stench, such a stink that you couldn’t breathe, human flesh decaying. And
we went in, only part of the way, because it was barred. It’s barred on this side, it’s barred on that
side, because [the Germans] set off two bombs and walled them in.You see, they dumped them in
a dungeon, all of them. So day after day people, like us, went to see, and we did see—in fact,
dfter a while they began to bring photographs of the missing, hoping, you know, that someone
might recognize them and say they had seen them somewhere else—I mean, it was a delusion,
life was nothing but a delusion. So it was.

Later, though, when they began to exhume them, then we went every day. I remember that I
was there when they found my husband, who—my brother-in-law [Angelo] was found the day
before; the next day they found my . . . my husband. And my brother in law’s wallet lay on his
legs. Therefore, my husband died first and after him died . . . after him they killed [my husband].
One on top of the other. So it was. But what was there for you to see? What was there to identify?
What? Nothing! They had heaped them inside one another, so all, all that was there, the ooze,
the thing, something, something that, that made you lose your . . . I don’t know, that drove you
crazy, the things you saw. And his face—What was there to see, his face, it was all askew . . .And

then, the blackened skin, and nothing else. Horrible, just horrible.
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I. Beginnings

“What is, after all, a beginning?” asks the Israeli author Amos Oz: “Is there, after
all, a truly appropriate incipit for a story? Or isn't there always—latent, but al-
ways there—a beginning before the beginning?”’

Where does this story begin? Does it begin with the explosion of the charge
set by the partisans in via Rasella (April 23, 1944), with the collapse of the Ital-
ian state and the Nazi occupation of Rome (September 8, 1943), with the fall
of Fascism (July 25, 1943), or much earlier than that? All the narrators move
backward in time, searching for another beginning to give the story shape and
meaning. A biography of General Sabato Martelli Castaldi, killed at the Fosse
Ardeatine, begins with his birth in another century: “It is one p.m. of August
19, 1896, and Argia gives birth to her first child.” Even the SS captain Erich
Priebke, one of the perpetrators of the massacre of the Fosse Ardeatine, tries to
explain himself by going back in time: “I, Erich Priebke, was born on July 29,
1913, in Berlin-Hennigsdorf . . 2 When I began to discuss this project, friends
told me that I ought to begin with October 16, 1943, the date of the raid and
deportation of the Roman Jews; others set the start further back, on the day the
Fascist government issued the race laws discriminating against Italian Jews: “No-
vember 11, 1938—a day no one forgets.”® Perhaps we should go further back
still. The symbolic meaning of the Fosse Ardeatine is intimately connected to
the urban space where it happened, to its meaning and identity. So this chapter
is about the deep background of the massacre, about the city where this history
began, and about the people who lived in it.

Adolfo Fantini. The story starts at the beginning of the century. My father came from
an extremely poor family, he lived in a small village in the countryside in the Abruzzi,
called Coppito. My grandfather was a brick maker; they used to pug clay by hand and
when school was out my father would go along with my grandfather, make the rounds
of those kilns, making bricks. They lived in the steepest, rockiest part of the village;
in winter, water ran downhill mingled with the sludge from the animals, because the
ground floors of the houses were stables. This was the kind of village from which my
father left to go to America. When my mother tried to clean up and modernize those
hovels, where my father was born, they dug out the floor where the stable used to
be—she had turned it into a living room—and on the doorstep they found, carved in

the concrete: “Viva il socialismo.” I'm talking about a century ago . . .

“We, our village’s name was Oricola [in the Abruzzi]. Dad was poor, he had
nothing, he was a peasant. What we raised, we made two parts for those who work

the land and one part for, how shall we call him, for the landlord. But when all was



PLACES AND TIMES ,/ 25

said and done, the landlord took everything. And then the strike happened” (Ada
Pignotti). At the turn of the century, poverty, exploitation, political repression
pushed the rural population to seck a better life elsewhere. Migration was both an
alternative to and a form of class struggle. Millions emigrated to the Americas; tens
of thousand, especially from the rural South, flocked to Rome, the capital of newly
united Italy, where hands were needed for rebuilding and expansion.

Orfeo Mucci. 1 was born in Rome, in San Lorenzo, one hundred percent proletarian
neighborhood. My father was a carpenter and he was the secretary of the woodwork-
ers’ league of the general union [Confederazione generale del lavoro, CGL]. An anar-
chist, an anarchist by faith. He was born in ‘84, my dad, but in 1908—10 he was al-
ready an activist. My grandfather, in Benevento, had taken part in the insurrection of
the First International [1874]. They were defeated, of course, and were arrested by the
carabinieri, always the carabinieri, and he had to leave Benevento and came to Rome,

with his children. By the time he was two, my father was already in Rome.

Ada Pignotti’s husband was killed at the Fosse Ardeatine; Adolfo Fantini’s father
was one of the first partisans executed, in December of 1943 at Forte Bravetta,
in Rome; Orfeo Mucci was the political commissar of Bandiera Rossa, a Left
splinter group that lost more than sixty members at the Fosse Ardeatine. Their
memory contains all the space and all the time of social opposition movements
in Italy: the First International and the insurrection led by the founder of anar-
chism, Mikhail Bakunin himself, in the Matese mountains near Benevento, in
1874; the rural poverty and the birth of socialist ideals; emigration, America; the
struggles of Southern peasants for rights and for land . . . Orfeo Mucci died in
1998. The young people of the centri sociali (independent aggregations of alter-
native youth) erected a plaque, on a street of his native San Lorenzo, to this old
man whose life and memory encompassed all the history of opposition in Italy.

Adolfo Fantini. So, my father in that village managed to go to school up to the third grade,
because that’s all there was. As a young boy, he had already joined the early socialist cir-
cles. He cried when he had to quit school; anyway, at sixteen, in 1910, he sails with a
group of other emigrants to America. [In Boston] he worked as a digger, and he went to
school at night, to the night school. There he joined the anarchist groups, and wrote for
a newspaper, La Scintilla [The Spark]. He had been excited by reading Jack London, and
would sign himself “Jack” in those articles he wrote. He was a friend of Sacco and
Vanzetti; my brother still has a letter that Sacco and Vanzetti wrote to him from jail be-
cause he had come back to Italy in ‘22 to campaign to save Sacco and Vanzetti and spoke
at a number of rallies, and they wrote to thank him . . . In 1920, ‘22, when it seemed
that there might be an upheaval, a revolution—he was excited, and came back to Italy.
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2. The Magnet

The first capital of independent Italy, in 1861, was Turin, in Piedmont, the seat
of the royal Savoia family. The capital was moved to Florence in 1865, in prepa-
ration for the final move to Rome, which was accomplished in 1870, when the
city was liberated from the pope’s domain. Within twenty years, the population
of the newly proclaimed capital rose from 240,000 to 460,000. About 90 per-
cent of the increase was from immigration. First came the elite and the bureau-
cracy of the new national state, then a much larger contingent of rural migrants
that became the new working classes: masons and laborers—hands for the gas
works, the water works, the flour mills, the slaughterhouse, the market—drivers
for the first streetcars.* From Umbria, Abruzzi, Puglia, Marche, and from the
Roman countryside, rural workers and their families flocked to Rome in a flow
that Fascism would later try to stem. Children and grandchildren of these first
generations of new Romans are listed both among the partisans of via Rasella
and among the men killed at the Fosse Ardeatine:

Bruno Frasca. My father was from Veroli [Southern Lazio]—actually, the countryside
around Veroli, a hamlet called Santa Francesca. My grandparents were peasants. They
might have owned a little parcel, but mostly they worked on shares: half the crop went
to the landlord, and they kept the rest. They grew olives, grapes, wheat, those wheat
fields were something to see . . . Now most of it is all gone to pasture . . . it’s sad
when you go out there and all you see is pasture. [ went to school, there; fourth and
fifth grade. I remember those old rough houses which if they came back today, young
people would have a heart attack—the poverty of those times . . . In fact, the people
from my father’s village began to live a little better only in the ‘50s, when they came

to Rome to work as laborers, construction workers, even if they didn’t have resident’s

papers . ..

At the turn of the century, the Capecci family moved from estate to estate in
the Roman Campagna, following the cattle routes. Angelo Capecci recalls:
“Three months in one place, six months somewhere else, a year in another place.
Because the cattle growers rented the land. My father was a farmhand, and he
tended the cattle, and so on. They changed so many places, in the midst of
malaria, lost two children to malaria. All kinds of trouble: we'd load our few pos-
sessions on a cart and leave, and perhaps from Sutri we'd wind up all the way to
Castel Romano, thirty kilometers on the via Casilina . . . In ’35, we came here
[at Isola Farnese].” Angelo Capecci’s brother, Mario, was executed at Forte
Bravetta for his role in the resistance; his other brother, Alfredo, age nineteen,
was killed at the Fosse Ardeatine.
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“Out of 335 ltalians slaughtered that day by the Germans, 13 came from
Puglia.”® The “heel” of Southern Italy, Puglia was a land of stark class oppression,
with rich agriculture, poor farm workers, and impoverished middle classes.
Among them were Teodato Albanese, lawyer; Umberto Bucci (b. 1892), who was
killed together with his son Bruno; Gaetano La Vecchia (b. 1902), cabinet maker;
Giuseppe Lotti (b. 1903), plasterer; Uccio Pisino (b. 1917), navy officer, military
commander of Bandiera Rossa; Antonio Ayroldi (b. 1906), army general; Ugo
Baglivo, lawyer; Nicola Stame, opera singer, a leader of Bandiera Rossa . . . From
the same small town, Terlizzi, came a priest, Pietro Pappagallo (1888) and a
Communist teacher of philosophy, Gioacchino Gesmundo (1908).

Antonio Pappagallo. My father had seven brothers; five were in the same trade, rope
makers. In those days all agriculture was based on carts, there were no machines, so
they made good money, they were well-to-do artisans for the times. I remember in
Terlizzi, which now has been cut down almost to nothing, we used to go to the the-
ater, to the beach, we’d rent a coach and go to Molfetta . . . My father and my mother
gave birth to thirteen children, seven living; and one child is one thing, and seven is
another. My mother, at fifty, was finished, nephritis and all, it’s no shame to talk about
these things. I was the youngest: you divide wealth and share poverty.

Time is long and geography is wide in these stories. They begin in all corners
of Italy, go on for generations, and converge into the darkness of the caves on
the via Ardeatina.

Bruno Frasca. My father had gone to Africa; the firm he worked for built all the side-
walks of Addis Ababa [in Ethiopia, then an Italian colony]. Then he came home and I
guess he wanted to get married, and he went back to his hometown, and he was talk-
ing to a person who, ironically, happened to be my wife’s grandmother, and he says,
“Well, I'm back, now I'd like to find a good girl, and get married.” And this lady said
to him, “There’s a good girl who is in Rome now, she’s working in Rome”—because
my grandmother, my grandfather, and my mother worked in Rome, in a hotel near via
Sistina. And the moment they told him she was in Rome and was a good girl, they say
he felt like a chill all over, and my mother says, “It was the shudder of death.” In fact,
they met, got married, he moved to Rome, and that’s where he met his death.

3. Building Fever

Celestino Frasca settled in a street in the center of Rome called via Rasella. His
wife ran a laundry and he worked as a mason. As historian Italo Insolera writes,
“In the 1870s, peasants and farm workers from Lazio or Abruzzi, who had fallen
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into poverty in their villages used to stand around in piazza Montanara or piazza
Farnese waiting to be hired for the sowing, harvesting, haymaking in the
malaria-ridden campagna.” They became the thousands of construction work-
ers required by the “building fever” that accompanied Rome’s population boom
in the 1880s.° Among the builders of modern Rome who came at that time was
the ancestor and namesake of the protagonist of the GAP action at via Rasella.

Rosario Bentivegna. My grandfather [also named Rosario Bentivegna] came to Rome soon
after 1870. He was [an architect], he had quite a scientific and professional career; he’s the
one who built Mondello [the beach suburb] in Palermo. He was from Palermo, his fam-
ily came from Corleone, and he had ancestors who had been executed by the Bourbons
[kings of the Two Sicilies] for being garibaldini [followers of independence hero Giuseppe
Garibaldi]. My grandfather’s father, Vincenzo Bentivegna, was one of the three colonels
who were with Garibaldi on the Aspromonte; my grandfather’s uncle, Francesco Ben-
tivegna [was] executed in 1856, a friend of [Risorgimento hero Carlo] Pisacane.” My
grandfather Rosario was a Mason, he was a member of the radical party, and he was vice-
mayor in the [progressive] Nathan administration in Rome [1907—1913]. He drafted the
city plan of 1911, the building of the first working-class neighborhoods—Ostiense,
Testaccio, all that area. Then he designed Valle Giulia, via Veneto.

The building fever needed building materials. “In the immediate Southern
surroundings of Rome, outside the San Paolo and San Sebastiano gates [the de-
parture points of the via Appia, from which the via Ardeatina branches off],
lithoidal tuffs are found along or upon strata of loose granulated tuff, a sort of
reddish-colored lapillus that makes up pozzolana, which, when mixed with lime,
generates a mass that hardens to air or water. The best pozzolana is the brown-
red type, and is quarried in many sites, both for building use in the city and for
export.”® Around the turn of the century, quarrying and brick-making estab-
lishments multiplied quickly; at the apex of the building fever, no fewer than
one hundred and seventy quarries were scattered in the southern quadrant of the
periphery.” The so-called Cave Ardeatine, Ardeatine “caves,” or quarries, were
among the sources from which the materials with which Rome was built were
extracted. The name would be changed to Fosse Ardeatine, Ardeatine “graves”
(or “ditches”) after the massacre.

The new building trades mingled and merged with the old artisan crafts.
Blacksmiths such as Enrico Ferola (b. 1901), or house painters and varnishers
like Aldo Eluisi (b. in Venice, 1898), were among the protagonists of popular
anti-Fascism who died at the Fosse Ardeatine. Many of the men killed at the
Fosse Ardeatine came from the wood trades: they were cabinet makers, car-
penters, joiners, house painters. Some were immigrants, like Antonio Gallarello
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(b. 1884, Benevento, Campania), Otello Di Peppe (b. 1890, Chieti, Abruzzi),
Antonio Margioni (b. 1900, Civitavecchia, Lazio), and Vincenzo Saccotelli (b.
1897, Andria, Puglie); others were native Romans, like Orazio Corsi (b. 1891),
Fernando Norma (b. 1907), Umberto Scattoni (b. 1901), and Duilio Cibei,
who was only fifteen.

Orfeo Mucci. Back then my father was a carpenter and he did window casings and
frames for [public housing projects]. He got married in 1908 and rented an apart-
ment; he was the union secretary, so he wouldn’t accept a project apartment because,
he’d say, “ don’t want later on people to say that I was privileged because I was the
secretary.” So we were left homeless. Anyway, there were an older brother, born in
1909; myself, born in 1911; my brother, who died, born in 1913; and my sister, 1916.
All this time we lived in San Lorenzo, where we had a small apartment: one room,

kitchen, toilet, [ mean, and a small room, and that’s where we grew up.

The artisans, with their combination of self-employed individualism and
class consciousness, of old traditions and modernity, were a key group in unions
and radical movements in Rome.!? Franco Bartolini, a former partisan and a
skilled artisan, notes: “Artisans, skilled crafts workers, they’re a category, a social
order, that is seldom mentioned; but in those days [under Fascism] we made our
living with crafts, because there were no factories in the center of Rome. Arti-
sans were independent by nature, and some of them had some kind of [cultural]
background. And out of them came cadres, comrades who fought along with me
in the [Resistance]: Pietro Benedetti, [Guido] Rattoppatore [both executed at
Forte Bravetta], [Umberto] Scattoni, Vittorio Buttaroni, [Antonio] Gallarello,
and many more [all killed at the Fosse Ardeatine].”

4. The Heart of the State

After the capital was moved to Rome in 1870, “Immigration to Rome [ . . .] was
of two different stripes. From Turin, via Florence, came the government work-
ers who had been transferred there from Turin, and the merchants and services
that went with them. From the rural surroundings of Rome and from the South
came a motley crowd of people hunting for fortune, or at least for status, for a
little job to eke out a living. . . .”!!

If we turn our attention from the popular classes to the middle classes, the ge-
ography of the Fosse Ardeatine becomes even broader. As Rome became the center
of the state machine, many businesses moved their headquarters there, and the in-
crease in the population generated jobs for clerks and managers, clients for lawyers
and doctors, schools for teachers. The peasant immigration from Southern and
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Central Italy mingled with the influx of a middle class that came also from other
regions, including the North. The massacre at the Fosse Ardeatine, in other words,
was not an exclusively Roman wound: by striking the capital, it struck the whole
country, in a symbolic as well as in a literal, demographic sense.

On the walls of the Nazi detention and torture chambers in via Tasso, now a
museum, the men killed at the Fosse Ardeatine are listed by profession. Clerks
and office workers are the largest group—eighty seven. There are seventy-one
merchants, forty-six members of the armed forces (as well as thirty-nine indus-
trial workers and twenty-seven artisans). They are the protagonists and heirs of
the middle-class expansion that characterizes the growth of the city. Many came
from the nearby central regions or from the south; but others came from Emilia,
Tuscany, Marche, Piedmont, Veneto. Among the eleven lawyers killed at the
Fosse Ardeatine, some were from Rome and Lazio, others from the south
(Puglie, Sardinia), still others from Tuscany or Piedmont.

The population increase and the change in social composition generated a
growth in education that drew teachers and professors. Among them were Paolo
Petrucci, from Trieste, who had been acquitted by a German military court and
yet was killed at the Fosse Ardeatine; Salvatore Canalis, from Sardinia, a mem-
ber of the Partito d’Azione; Pilo Albertelli, from Parma, a teacher of anti-Fascists
and a protagonist of the Resistance; and Gioacchino Gesmundo from Tetlizzi,
near Bari. Pietro Ingrao, a former student of his and later a charismatic Com-
munist leader, writes: “I met Gioacchino Gesmundo back in 1933, when he
taught in my lyceum in Formia. In the climate of conformity and cowardice that
engulfed Italian society at the time, we were stunned by professor Gesmundo’s
daring audacity—which would later contribute to his arrest. He openly chal-
lenged the Fascists, also in the choice of textbooks: he would make us read [lib-
eral authors like Benedetto] Croce and [Gaetano] Salvemini, though he knew
that the regime hated them.”'?

This reckless courage would lead Gioacchino Gesmundo to blow his cover,
resulting in his arrest, torture, and death at the Fosse Ardeatine. “In practice, he
was the first political commissar for the GAP,” says Rosario Bentivegna, and he
played a crucial part in the theoretical and moral formation of a generation of
partisans, including the protagonists of the action at via Rasella. Carla Capponi,
another member of the GAP who acted in via Rasella, recalls that “Gesmundo
used to come to my house and lecture”; Rosario Bentivegna remembers that he
explained why “German soldiers were enemies that we ought to strike”:

“What about retaliations?” we would object.
“Retaliations, indeed,” he would reply. “Look,” Gesmundo would tell us: “our
action is not the isolated act of a group of terrorists, that has no impact and echo
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among the masses. We are the vanguard of a struggle in which the great majority
of the people take part. The enemy knows it, too: this is why they resort, in Italy
and elsewhere, to retaliations.”?

5. Soldiers

The leading force in the liberation and unification of Italy had been the king-
dom of Piedmont; thus, after the government and the royal family moved to
Rome from the Piedmontese capital of Turin, “many had the impression that
Rome had fallen into the hands not of the Italians, but of the Piedmontese,”
who formed the backbone of the bureaucracy and the military.!*

In the very conservative middle-class neighborhood of Monte Mario, a small
square is named after Giuseppe Cordero Lanza di Montezemolo, staff lieutenant
colonel, leader of the underground Front of Military Resistance, killed at the
Fosse Ardeatine. There’s a pub at the corner. I ask the young owner and a girl
there whether they know who he was; they have no idea. Next to the street sign,
a black graffito screams: “Honor and freedom for Priebke.” I wonder if whoever
wrote it was aware of the irony of honoring the killer in a space named for the
killed. Another hand, in red, has attempted to correct it, changing libero, “free,”
into boia, “murderer,” but to no avail. Nearby, another graffito says in red: “No
to military expenses.” Perhaps Colonel Montezemolo, military hero, would not
have liked this one either.

Adriana Montezemolo. Our family comes from Piedmont, we have family stories that we
know, going back for centuries. I guess the first one we hear about was a Cordero, from
the time of the Crusades; he must have been, I think, of Spanish origins. He went to
the Crusades, and on his way back he stopped in Piedmont and stayed. And then there
were several branches of the Cordero family, among which was Cordero di Monteze-
molo. Later, my father added this other name, Lanza, because his grandmother was a
Lanza, and she was the last of the name so he added it to our family name.

We are a military family by tradition: a number of navy officers, army officers and,
yes, we are a big family, we have cousins everywhere. My father’s father was the sixth
of nine children; [my father] was one of three brothers: he was an army officer, a gen-
eral staff officer, and his brothers were officers in the navy. Unfortunately, the last one,
the youngest, died in the very first year of the war. He was commander of a submarine
in the Aegean Sea, and did not come back, did not return to base, he was never found.

The second instead, after many vicissitudes, also joined the military underground.
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The family always remained in Piedmont, our place of origins actually is Mondovi,
and there is a small town called Montezemolo, near Mondovi. We moved to Rome be-
cause during the [second world] war my father was ordered to the Supreme Command
and we came to Rome to keep him company, and then we stayed, because that time is

so vivid in history, so important, that we didn’t have the heart to go back to Turin.

Twenty-seven members of the armed forces were killed at the Fosse Ardea-
tine. The armed forces drew personnel from all over Italy to the central head-
quarters in Rome. Among those who were killed at the Fosse Ardeatine were
southerners such as Sabato Martelli Castaldi, Ugo De Carolis, Roberto Rendina,
Romeo Rodriguez Pereira, all from Campania; northerners such as Giovanni
Frignani, the officer who arrested Mussolini (Ravenna), Aladino Govoni, an ac-
tive-service officer in the grenadiers and a military commander of Bandiera
Rossa (Ferrara), Fiorenzo Semini, navy ensign (Genova), and Manfredi Azzarita,
a cavalry captain (Venice).

Vera Simoni. [My father] had fought in the First World War, 1915-18, and he had four
silver medals, two bronze ones, and a war cross. At Caporetto [where the Italian army
suffered a humiliating defeat] he held his post and received a silver medal for this, I
think I ought to tell you about it so you can understand how brave he was. It was a
stronghold at Caporetto, and my father led a small group of soldiers, but the foreign
bulletin, the German bulletin, later said: we are trying to take this stronghold, but it
is invincible. He held it for three days, and the enemy thought it was held by quite a
force. Then the post was taken, with the use of gas, my father was taken prisoner, and

learned of the birth of his son when he was in the camp.

Orfeo Mucci’s father also served in the war, in a different rank: “While the
sons of the bourgeoisie were concerned with the honor of the homeland, the
sons of the proletariat, including myself, were worried about the ruin in their
families, because since 1911 with the invasion of Libya, then Albania, war was
in their blood. In fact in 1914 the peasants, the poor Christs, went to war to put
the crown on the head of the dwarf that called himself king of Iraly. During the
war, my dad was on the line of fire; my brother died, and they didn't let [my fa-
ther] come home to see him. Then my sister was born, in 1916; they gave him
home leave and he stayed home for nine months. He was a man who would
never wear a cap on his head so he wouldn’t have to take it off to salute his su-
periors. Very stern. And we, all of us children, sang verses against the govern-
ment, against the king, and we were the rebels of the neighborhood.”

Armando Bussi, a Republican, lost his left eye in World War I; he was a pris-
oner in Germany, escaped, fought for the revolution in Bohemia, and in the
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next war joined the military committee of the Partito d’Azione, held firm under
torture by a Fascist gang, and died at the Fosse Ardeatine.'” Two of Enrico Fer-
ola’s brothers were killed in that war: “They had volunteered, and they died. He
had another brother, and the Fascists beat him so hard that his lungs busted and
he died” (Giuseppina Ferola). Enrico, the only brother left, was killed at the
Fosse Ardeatine.

Roberto Lordi, Sabato Martelli Castaldi (a silver medal, two bronze medals,
two commendations), and Ugo De Carolis (two silver medals) were career offi-
cers in World War I; they were all killed in the next war, at the Fosse Ardeatine.
Vincenzo “Cencio” Baldazzi was a volunteer: “Four brothers, all volunteered to
the First World War, and all came back mutilated, invalid, and one died from
the wounds. I think Cencio was sixteen when he joined the Arditi [army com-
mando troops]; he was hit by a grenade in his thigh, and he wore a silver plate,
he walked with a limp for the rest of his life”(Alberto Baldazzi). A veteran of the
Arditi assault troops, soon after the war Cencio Baldazzi was the founder and
soul of the Arditi del Popolo, the people’s assault troops, who fought Fascism
hand to hand until the end.

6. In the Shadow of St. Peter’s

Carla Capponi. My ancestors on my father’s side had four quarters of nobility—ruined
aristocracy, pitiful, had lost everything. They were from Ascoli Piceno and had been
master paper makers since the 1600s. So they had those very ancient books in the
house, because it seems that they used to be suppliers of paper to Venice from An-
cona . . . all those ancient papers were later lost and scattered, a tragic thing, because
they sold their palace, went bankrupt. My great-grandmother is the one who trans-
lated [Henryk] Sienkiewicz[’s Quo Vadis?]. She spoke German perfectly because her
mother was German and Jewish, she was from Vienna and had married an Italian—
I'm talking about the 1820s, the very beginning of the century. And they came to
Rome often, my great-grandmother with my great-grandfather, because he was the
supplier to the Vatican state for stamps and stamped paper, and he brought them to
Rome on his coach. This wife of his, the marchioness Silvestri—the lottery had just
been invented, and she was crazy about the lottery and wasted a fantastic amount of
money on the lottery. I found a piece of paper she had written, in a very very thin
handwriting, where she listed her bets—I mean, bets of a thousand lire, in those
times! You know what a thousand lire meant—a girl’s dowry. And [Bartolomeo]

Pinelli painted her portrait.

Rome became the capital of the state in 1870, but it had always been the cap-
ital of the Church. This was the vernacular, picturesque, paternalistic, irreverent,
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and devout Rome depicted by painter Bartolomeo Pinelli and poet Gioacchino
Belli, with its turbulent folk, petty aristocracy, omnipresent clergy, and rising
country merchants: “I have a paper here, in which Prince Boncompagni writes
a letter to my ancestor Antonio Tittoni, who was a big landowner, he owned a
number of farms, and he was the only supplier to the pope and to the French
garrison stationed in Rome to protect the pope, and he wanted a house in
Rome; and the letter says, ‘Youre the only person to whom I can sell this
house€—in via Rasella” (Antonio Catemario).

After Rome was reunited with Italy, these old Church-connected families
were joined by new families with connections both to the Church and to the
armed forces: a son of Giuseppe Montezemolo is a cardinal, and former Vatican
ambassador to Israel; a brother of air force general Giuseppe Simoni was a car-
dinal, Vatican ambassador to the United States, a decorated military chaplain,
confessor to Mother Francesca Cabrini and, according to his niece Vera Simoni,
inventor of the phrase “Praise the Lord and pass the ammunition.”

Rome, however, also drew humbler priests, such as Don Giuseppe Morosini,
chaplain to the military underground, who was executed at Forte Bravetta (he is
the source for the main character in Roberto Rossellini’s The Open City). Don
Ferdinando Giorgi was “a splendid example of [a] patriot priest,” one who gath-
ered arms and organized sabotage actions with the Partito d’Azione and the mili-
tary underground; he was among the first to discover the bodies after the massacre
in the Fosse Ardeatine.'® Don Primo Vannutelli was a teacher of anti-Fascists; Don
Pietro Pecoraro was among the demonstrators for peace in St. Peter’s Square on
April 13, 1944. And Don Pietro Pappagallo: “He came to Rome in 25, served at
a number of churches as a young priest, a vice-parson, then at St. John’s in the Lat-
eran, the Sanctuary of Divine Love, and other churches. My uncle was a priestly
priest, a priest to the nth power, in the sense of altruism: he truly felt his mission,
whoever knocked at my uncle’s door . . .” (Antonio Pappagallo).

Don Pietro Pappagallo was arrested for providing refugees and members of the
underground with false documents. “He said: all that is needed is a photograph and
a stamp—a mysterious Neapolitan stamp that gave legal refugee status to all those
unhappy lost and wanted people, swept in the terrible whirlwind of persecution.””
Together with the priest Don Pappagallo, in his apartment, the Fascists arrested
Roberto Rendina, a colonel of the military underground. They died together at the
Fosse Ardeatine, another type of alliance between the army and the Church. Don
Pietro’s nephew, Antonio, says: “He was a victim of his mission, I believe that for a
priest to die this way means that he was a priestly priest, a priest for real.”

Antonio Pappagallo. In 1927, 1 think, he was assigned to the Snia Viscosa. It was a [chem-
ical] plant of three thousand workers, who worked round the clock, three shifts round
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the clock. So many people came to Rome to work, and there weren’t enough houses,
and many young workers came from Southern Italy, so the owners had set up a board-
ing house in the plant. It was a boarding house for young workers, so that instead of
having to search all over for a place to live, they could get room and board there—
they paid of course . . . And the boarding house was run by two priests, my uncle and
Don [ . . .], and by the nuns.

Some divisions of the SniaViscosa were somewhat dangerous, poisonous, so that some-
times some of the workers wouldn’t show up to work, and [the managers] would call the
boarding house and ask for volunteers to do overtime. Which Don Pappagallo did not ac-
cept: it wasn’t right that the worker who had already done his seven hours, out of greed
or out of need [should do more]. These were dangerous places, you could only stay in
them a certain amount of time. So there was a disagreement between him and the man-

agement and, to make a long story short, he left and finally landed at the Vatican.

Before 1870, the Vatican was the hub of an underworld of petty jobs, alms, er-
rands, deals, crafts, and trades that virtually supported the whole population of
Rome. The Italian state and the Fascist regime would curb but not abolish this role.

Giovanni Zuccheretti. The Zuccherettis have been around the Vatican for three genera-
tions and they still are, of course. My uncle worked in the commissary. When we were
kids, my brother and I would go into the Vatican for breakfast: white bread, butter,
milk. My uncle worked in the bakery: bakery, milk store, everything, And the Vatican
guards, they saw us two little twins and let us through; we’d go over, white bread, but-
ter, and everything . . .

Carla Capponi. We lived in a house and garden that belonged to a man who restored
ancient armors for the Vatican Museum. Imagine us, little girls, with these armors
hanging on the wall, that used to belong to those knights in silver armor. He polished
them, and I guess, he also made some deals on the side. We lived in via di Porta Fab-
brica, and lived there until 1930. It was called Porta Fabbrica [Works’ Gate] because
it was a neighborhood by Porta Cavalleggeri [old city gates] that had originated when
construction began on Saint Peter’s Church; that’s why the street was called via delle
Fornaci [Kiln Road], because they cooked tiles, bricks; and via di Porta Fabbrica be-

»y»

cause of the great fabbrica, the making of St. Peter’s.

Behind St. Peter’s Church, squeezed between Porta Cavalleggeri, the tunnel
under the Gianicolo hill leading to the embankment on the Tiber, and the urban
rail station, almost smothered by the monument they helped build, stood the
hovels, alleys, and slums of an ancient, ever-shifting proletariat. In 1925, the city
administration contracted private interests to tear down what Rome’s governor
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Filippo Cremonesi described as “this sort of Abyssinian village,” and replace it
with “a truly distinguished residential neighborhood”—of course, with a differ-
ent population. Fifteen years later, however, at the beginning of World War II,

the houses and the people were still the same.!®

Carla Capponi. That’s where the popolino, the small people, so called, lived. Actually,
this was an expression that the Fascists used: popolo, popolino, popolame—lower people,
populace—meaning “common people.” They were the workers, but the kind of work-
ers that construction workers are in Rome: with no permanent job and no fixed

abode, they were living in shacks.

“It was a neighborhood of common people, in a way, because it was just out-
side the [Vatican] gate, beyond the tunnel. [During the war] the tunnel was al-
ways filled with refugees; they had set up partitions to separate the families that
lived, ate, slept, did everything in there” (Giovanni Zuccheretti). In this Rome
teeming with ruses and strategies for survival, Giovanni Zuccheretti grew up
with his twin brother Piero, who was killed at age eleven from the explosion in
via Rasella; in the same streets, in the shade of the same palaces and monuments,
grew up Carla Capponi, a member of the GAP unit that led the attack and set
the bomb that killed him.

Giovanni Zuccheretti. My [maternal] grandfather came to Rome when he was seven-
teen, ragged and hungry; then he went back for his children and took them up here.
He did sleight of hand, card tricks; he came from Naples to Rome doing that. Then he
joined the pawnshop gang, a mafia of sorts [that bought pawned jewelry cheaply, by
scaring competition away]: “They won’t let you buy the stuff, they’ll threaten you,
too.” But my grandfather couldn’t stay out of trouble, because he was afraid of nobody.
Then by 1929 he managed to get a franchise for photographs on Saint Peter’s Square,
and he had a little photo shop in piazza Sforza Cavalli, across from St. Peter’s Church,

which was torn down [in the 1920s by Fascist urban renewal].

Carla Capponi. Imagine, I remember, I was a child: they still had the borghi [ancient
narrow streets in the neighborhood of St. Peter’s]. Along via Traspontina, there was
this woman who sold vegetables, and she had a coal stove and a huge big pot; she
used to cook chicory, she'd clean it herself, boil it, and sell it in big cooked balls,
like that, you know, she had a basket and all these cooked balls, which my mother
would buy. And do you know why she did it like this? She was paralyzed, and they
kept her in a chair with a hole underneath and she wore a big apron up front. And
she would push this thing around—she was huge . . . But I remember so many

weird things . . .
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7. Roman Hills

Don Giovanni Fagiolo. That morning, my mother’s brother and cousin, they were deliv-
ering wine in via Rasella, via del Boccaccio; and, as it happened, the bomb went off,
they tried to get away, but my mother’s cousin didn’t make it and was arrested. And
he was killed then [at the Fosse Ardeatine]. Ronconi—Ettore. My mother’s brother
instead managed to get away, so he wasn’t caught. The other, instead, was caught,
taken to Regina Coeli [jail], and then . . . But he didn’t know a thing about it. I mean,

he was nothing special, he was a worker, I think he had communist ideas . . .

Ettore Ronconi, born in 1897 in Genzano, was an anti-Fascist. In the 1920s,
like many opponents of Fascism, he had been exiled to Sardinia and Lucania for
seven years. “He was a wine broker, he sold wine. He was in via Rasella, deliv-
ering wine to the little inn near via Rasella, and what happened happened. He
was having lunch with the owners, and they were all arrested; the others were re-
leased, though, but they kept my father because they checked the record and
found that he was an anti-Fascist. He never came back” (Alfredo Ronconi). Et-
tore Ronconi was one of four men from Genzano killed at the Fosse Ardeatine.
The others were Ivano Scarioli (b. 1921, farmhand); Sebastiano Silvestri (b.
1915, farmer), and Vittorio Buttaroni (b. 1915, chauffeur; he had fought in the
defense of Rome on September 8, 1943 and in the Resistance with the Partito
d’Azione, Bandiera Rossa, and the Communist GAP).

Genzano was the red heart of the Castelli Romani, the hill towns that overlook
Rome from the Alban hills: a crucible of rebel ideas and dramatic struggles, a
crossways between the modernity of the city they look down on, the ancient rural
poverty of small farmers and farm hands, and the persistence of feudal estates.

“Yes, it was in [18]98: the insurrection. Food prices were going up, and in
Genzano there was a revolution, for real, a rebellion” (Leonardo Bocale). Those
were the years when a flour tax brought working people to the edge of starva-
tion. Protests broke out all over Italy; in Milan, General Bava Beccaris fired can-
nons on the workers’ demonstration (the king gave him a medal). In Genzano,
two men were killed.

Tiberio Ducci. I was born in [18]99, but I had the close, tangible mediation of living
men who went through those times. On May 8, 1898, the town was seething, and
those who actually started it were the young people—not the men, the women! They
carried a jacket, it was called pollacchera then, a jacket on the tip of a cane, red; and
they screamed that they wanted to eat, so to speak. They wanted scales, public scales,
to check the weight of bread. Along the streets, out there, it started; then the conflict,

the conflict broke out. I mean—the soldiers fired upon the crowd, that’s it. There
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were two dead, two dead—it so happens one’s name was Pace and the other’s Tem-

pesta: Peace and Tempest. After that, the repression came, arrests, and then jail.

Don Giovanni Fagiolo. After all, Communism in Genzano is understandable, because
they were all poor. I was a boy, and, in the morning, when school was out, we’'d go
help my father in his vineyard. We would walk by a square, and see these groups of
men, with hoe in hand, waiting to be called and hired. And they said, if one returned
home, who hadn’t been hired for the day, his wife wouldn’t set the pot on the fire.
They owned nothing, only their arms; if they weren’t called to work, what could they
do? This is why they accepted these doctrines that gave hope for something, They did-
n’t study the Communist doctrine, they didn’t have the time; but it gave them hope.

The peasants’ and farm workers’ league, outlawed after 1898, was reestab-
lished in 1907. “And the battle came, and it was bloody,” said Tiberio Ducci.
Seventy years later, at first Ducci asked to have the tape recorder turned off when
he talked about the “bloody” sabotage—the cutting of the vines, a tragic wound
for this wine-centered culture: “I mean, even if someone hears, it’s been so
long . . . So many vines were cut. They had no other support, no other weapon
and force, because they were on strike and had nothing to eat.” After two years
of struggle, “the owners gave the six hour day to the hands, and the possibility
of negotiating wages through the organization.” It was then that Dandolo
Spinetti, about ten years old, learned the song about the Commandments of So-
cialism: “. .. six, my children like yours, they must all go to school; seven, if
you don’t have heart, stay away, when the big bang comes . . .”

Alfredo Ronconi. And so my father—T’ll tell you right away. I had no father from thir-
teen on, because he was a political exile for seven years. I was thirteen, and when I
saw him again I was twenty. He was exiled because the Fascists were going down the
street with their pennant, and he did not give the Fascist salute. They got him, they
beat him up, purged him, and I never saw him again, he was sent to the islands, that’s
all. He was an anarchist; in those days, we were just boys, and we were beginning to
shout viva il comunismo, and women from the windows kept telling us to shut up, “If

they catch you they’ll put you in jail. . .

I remember a day in the 1970s, April 25, the anniversary of liberation from
Fascism, in Genzano: six former partisans on a stage, there to tell the story of
the Resistance. The “bobjacks,” the four-pronged nails that rent the tires of Ger-
man trucks on the via Appia, the blowing up of Nazi trains and convoys, the
refugees hidden and protected by the population, the armed skirmishes' . . .
Each narrator strove to outdo the others, tracing the origins deeper and deeper
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in the past: anti-Fascism in the 1920s and ’30s, the Socialist electoral victory in
the 1910s, the struggles at the turn of the century, the rebellion of 1898, and
further back still, in an extraordinary reverse narrative in search of a beginning.

Leonardo Bocale. Back again to ancient things, Genzano was always in rebellion, even in
the 1800s. In the 1800s, in the days of the pope’s state, the genzanesi were always ri-
oting, And I remember—the old timers told me, the old folks—that Cardinal Jacobini
invited His Holiness to his house in Genzano. And so all the hungry genzanesi stood in
front of the pope’s coach (I don’t know who was the pope in those days, I guess it was
Pius IX, for sure); they all stood around, sort of overran this coach, and he from be-
hind the curtains, the pope, said: “What’s the matter with all these people? What do
they want?” And the people then were so uncouth, and screamed, “Holiness, big

loaves! Holiness, big loaves!” Because the price was always the same, a baiocco a loaf,
but the loaf kept getting smaller and smaller. The bakers were making smaller loaves,

and the pay was always the same. The ancients told me about it.

Salvatore Capogrossi, union organizer and former mayor of Genzano,
writes in his memoirs: “The farm hands were paid a lira a day for work that
started at dawn and ended at sunset, at the bells of the Ave Maria—which, by
silent agreement with the landowners, the parsons of Genzano and Lanuvio
always rang later than it was supposed to be.”? The Castelli were “dominated
for centuries directly by the Church’s hierarchy or by the baronial families,”
which dotted the landscape with villas and palaces (including the pope’s sum-
mer residence in Castelgandolfo);?! still, the lot of the common people was a
rural poverty hard enough to stir resentment but not so desperate as to forbid
organization. Social ideas reached the Castelli through summer visitors and
tourists coming up from Rome or wine dealers like Ettore Ronconi commut-
ing to and fro. This relationship generated both a paternalistic sense of de-
pendency and a rebellious republicanism, which inspired the carbonari
underground and the garibaldini ranks in the Risorgimento (the struggle for
Italy’s independence and unification).

Umberto Turco. I had a grandfather, who was my mother’s father, who was a railroad
construction worker from Naples, and he wound up in this little town of Lanuvio,
working on the Rome-Naples line. And this grandfather was, in a way, the elite of the
working class, because he was a railroad worker and a railroad worker in those days
was important. And he was a Socialist, who brought Socialism to this town of Anar-
chists and Republicans. My father tells me they had a ritual where they cut their fin-
ger, drew blood, and then they were supposed to stab some kind of puppet with
knives, I mean, strange forms of Republican-type initiations.
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This impatient and irreverent republicanism, so vivid in the Castelli as well
as in the popular neighborhoods of the pope’s city, is at the roots of Socialism
and Communism in Rome; but it also flows through the fighting anti-Fascism
of the Arditi del Popolo, into the popular soul of the apparently elitist radical-
democrat Partito d’Azione and its partisan arm, Giustizia e Liberta. Vincenzo
“Cencio” Baldazzi, founder of the Arditi del Popolo, a mythic figure in Rome’s
people’s movements, was born in Genzano in the dramatic year of 1898: we will
find him on the barricades that stopped the Fascists in San Lorenzo and Trion-
fale in 1921 and (after years of jail and exile) at the defense of Rome at Porta
San Paolo on September 8, 1943.22 In those years, the Castelli gave other mem-
bers to the Partito d’Azione: Vittorio Buttaroni (from Genzano); Mario Intrec-
cialagli (b. 1922, shoemaker, from Montecompatri); Edmondo Fondi (a
disabled veteran); the brothers Italo and Spartaco Pula (a varnisher and a black-
smith from Velletri, whose very names testify to their family’s beliefs). Pilo Al-
bertelli wrote that Spartaco Pula was a man “who fears nobody and nothing,”
the author of daring sabotage actions at the military airport in Centocelle, “al-

ways the first to fire upon police patrols he happened to clash with.”?? They
were all killed at the Fosse Ardeatine.

8. Portico d’Ottavia

It would be better to include Jews in the list, rather than Italians. . .
—SS Obersturmfiihrer Herbert Kappler

. . . because the Jews held all the capital, they ran the economic des-
tinies of Rome, didn’t they? Besides, like all Protestants, they always
tried to accumulate capital . . .

—Antonia Bianchi

Alberto Funaro. I was born in 1953, in Rome, in a family that has been in Rome for
many years—according to what I have been able to reconstruct from the archives of
the Jewish community, I think at least from 1700—who knows, perhaps, if we went
even farther back . . . But unfortunately the documents were destroyed or taken away
by the Nazis when they raided the community’s library. My father was, I'd say, a work-
ing man, my mother was a housewife, my grandparents I think were merchants of
some kind. My grandfather on my mother’s side was deported to Auschwitz, with a
daughter; and on my father’s side, my father’s brother, whose name I wear, Alberto
Funaro, was executed at the Fosse Ardeatine. Generally, in Rome, Jews name their
children after their father; my grandfather’s name was Lazzaro, which he was proba-
bly the only Lazzaro Funaro in Rome. When I was born and my father brought him
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the news, my grandfather said, “Look, I don’t want you to name him after me; give

him the name of that poor son of mine who was executed at the Fosse Ardeatine.”

“Oh, I'm a true Roman. Because us Jews, were the real Romans of Rome”
(Settimia Spizzichino). “I feel deeply Roman, in this Roman tradition, the
Roman Jews are the only Romans who can trace back for generations, take it for
granted like the air you breathe, this familiarity with the city” (Claudio Fano).
There has always been a Jewish community in Rome, at least since the second
century before Christ. Of course, Jewish culture also has a tradition of mobility:
at the Fosse Ardeatine, it is witnessed by men like Salomone Drucker and Gior-
gio Leone Blumstein, born in Lvov (Lemberg, now in Ukraine). But if we go
through the list of those killed at the Fosse Ardeatine, the correspondence be-
tween Jewish identity and Roman birth is striking: the Jews were less than half
of one percent of the population of Rome, but they are 50 percent of the native
Romans killed at the Fosse Ardeatine.

Adriano Mordenti. The culture of [Rome’s Jewish ghetto] is deeply steeped into romani-
tudine; the Communist local of Ponte Regola Campitelli was a local deeply steeped in
Jewish Romanness—with an additional trait that is not just resignation—it’s more like
exorcism, with a talent for sarcasm, for baroque humor, that makes it unique. With this
firm belief: that one cannot help being a Jew given the proximity to the cupolone [St.
Peter’s dome]. And I have a theory: that the proximity to the Vatican has functioned
somewhat like the Vesuvius in Naples, or the earthquake in California. The Vesuvius may
erupt any moment, and Pompei is here to remind us, and this is why Neapolitans are
crazy, a city of philosophers. In Rome, we had the Vatican, and so—I mean, there was
this tradition that many really believed was true: my mother really believed that it was
part of Rome’s hagaddah [the story of the Jews’ exodus out of Egypt] that Roman Jews
were allowed to eat ham, the only ones in the world. Why? Because we have this pain

in the ass of living right here, a hundred yards from the enemy.

Claudio Fano. My [paternal] great-grandfather had been a rabbi of sorts, because he had
lived through the last years of the ghetto, when you couldn’t get an education, so he
was not entirely self-taught but had learned from those who had come before him and
had been cut off from what we would call today the free world. And in fact in Rome
they also told the story that after a couple of rabbis died who had a personality, a cul-
ture of their own, Rome was left with no rabbis at all because no one wanted to come
to the last ghetto still open—still closed, rather—in Europe. So finally they got this
rascal who came from Israel and later the community had to kick him out; and they
set up a triad of rabbis who had a little knowledge, and my great-grandfather was one
of them. This is a story of the 1850s, just about; the ghetto was opened in 1870.
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The participation of many Jews in the struggle for Italian unity and inde-
pendence, followed by the opening of Rome’s ghetto by the Italian administra-
tion after 1870, generated a strong identification between the Jewish
community and the Italian state that was to last until the end of the 1930s.

Piero Terracina. My grandfather was born in 1860. He remembered very clearly when
the Italians, the bersaglieri, liberated Rome. The ghetto had already been opened dur-
ing the Roman Republic, in 1848. After the Republic, they put the gates back up, but
it was a lot milder. From what he remembered, as early as 1870, practically they still
lived in the ghetto but they would go out regularly and came back in at night. As a boy,
like most Roman Jews born in the ghetto, he had attended the ghetto school, where
they taught the Torah, mainly. So he was very religious, he had a large library of books
in Hebrew, he read Hebrew books all the time. We of the later generations perhaps
were a little less observant; we would not observe the Sabbath properly. He wouldn’t
ride a bus, wouldn’t do certain things. We did. So I'd say, we were believers, yes; but

observant, much less.

Adriano Mordenti. 1 had [my Jewish heritage] also thanks to my grandfather, the family,
the local-—Grandpa Dino was the Jewish-est presence in the family, the one who was
educated, who spoke Hebrew, and who retained an identity beyond the delusions of
assimilationism. His father had known the closed ghetto, his grandfather spoke He-
brew and didn’t speak Italian; and this came through, in spite of the euphoria for the
liberation of Rome. Just look at the Temple: it smacks more of Mazzini than of Moses.
It went to the Jews’ head: just read the sonnets of Crescenzo Del Monte [the Jewish
vernacular poet]. He has this very funny one about the knight crosses, when the Jews
started being knighted and were getting these crosses from the state and didn’t know
whether to accept them or not; finally they take it but laugh about it. Mayor Nathan,
all know but won'’t tell, was the son of a Jewish woman. I mean, they were all per-
suaded that it was all over, we're citizens like the rest—but it wasn’t that way at all.

And even if it were, it wouldn’t be a good reason for giving up everything, would it?

“My [maternal] grandmother, Clara, had been born in Naples. Her father
had been a volunteer with Garibaldi, or at least he had tried to be, because he
left Naples to fight in the Third War of Independence [in 1866], but the king
wanted to keep the garibaldini out of the war, so he never fought, he just waited,
and came back” (Ester Fano). Ester and her brother Claudio, children of Gior-
gio Fano, who was killed at the Fosse Ardeatine, tell a representative story of the
combination of intellectual and commercial pursuits in a middle-class Jewish
family. On the one hand, the maternal side was steeped in the liberal, intellec-
tual heritage of the relatively liberated Naples (“They spoke of progress and free-
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dom, hardly ever of religion: being Jews meant that they had become attuned to
progress earlier than the rest”). On the other hand, the paternal side resented the
isolation and closure of the ghetto of Rome: “Rome was a sleepy hamlet,” says
Ester. “It didnt have a middle class, and there was this popish presence in all its
forms, which were never modern. And the ghetto was a world aside, also lin-
guistically. It had a thin bourgeois crust, and all the rest was sub-popular, less
than lumpen.” Yet her brother Claudio also tells of the initiative and enterprise
of a rising merchant class:

Claudio Fano. My grandfather had a lace store, and in those times lace came from Eng-
land. So he had the idea—in this ruin that was life in the ghetto—of sending his son to
England by himself. So this son went to England, studied lace making, learned certain
techniques, returned to Rome, and started making the rounds of the Castelli teaching
the women how to make lace. He would give them thread, parcel out the work, and
then he’d come around, and the lace they made would be sold as English lace.

“I come from a big family, six children. A petty bourgeois family, my fa-
ther was a small, small merchant” (Settimia Spizzichino). There were no
Rothschilds in Rome. When we read “merchant” by the names of Jews killed
at the Fosse Ardeatine, we must envision less a prosperous mercantile and fi-
nancial bourgeoisie (Giorgio Leone Blumstein, born in Lemberg in 1895,
“banker”) than the petty trade and service sector of Rome’s vernacular econ-
omy (Jewish and non-Jewish), halfway between street life and lower-middle
class, from the small traffic of street peddlers (like Pacifico Di Segni, Leone
Fornaro, Settimio Funaro, and Cesare Mieli) to the small businesses of large
families (Michele Di Veroli worked in his father’s, Attilio’s, store, and they
were killed together), to the salesmen and brokers, up to larger enterprises
whose origins were still rooted in this environment. “Most of the rag-and-
bone peddlers in Rome were Jews. They had a role then, because in those
times [it was important to] retrieve rags, papers, stuff. My motherd set aside
all her rags, now we throw it all away, but my mother used to set them aside
because she would trade them for a couple of glasses or something, this was
the economy of the city of Rome” (Umberto Turco). These were the toler-
ated, and therefore obligatory, activities for Jews in Rome until Fascism
barred them even from this petty trade.

Even the more prosperous middle class suffered from the Fascist regime. The
family firm of Ester and Claudio Fano’s ancestors had become suppliers to the
king and made their fortune on women’s trousseaus and military supplies. Then
the firm declined, partly because the younger generations were less interested in
the trade, partly because of the restrictions caused by Fascism and the war.
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Claudio Fano. During the war they couldn’t get the material, after the war they were
confiscated by the Allies for two years. Meanwhile, one of the partners had been de-
ported [to the extermination camp], my grandfather had no sons who had gone into
the business, mother’s brother had escaped to the United States after the race laws,
you may have heard of him, Paolo Milano [a major literary essayist and critic]: he was
anything but a merchant. There was this family atmosphere whereby commerce is not

as noble as intellectual pursuits . . .

9. Monuments: Testaccio, Trionfale . . .

Righetto Ferruggia. 1 am Righetto, from Testaccio, born in 1930, April 6. Son of a Re-
publican—they were real [Republicans], not like the Republicans of today. They were
carbonari for real, anti-Fascists by nature. He was a fisherman, he made a living out of
the fish he fished out of the river, and then the guards would come to the house and
pick him up, take him up to the police station, keep him a couple of nights because an
ambassador or something was coming [and all subversives were rounded up}-—and he
was subjected to being picked up like that. All around here, it was nothing but coun-
tryside. Testaccio was dangerous, because of the outlaws, the bandits. Testaccio was

known for knife fights, for the outlawry in it.

Testaccio was one of the neighborhoods that Rosario Bentivegna’s grandfather
helped plan and build, conceived as a model working-class neighborhood, intended
for the “clamorous arts,” the noisy trades of artisans and industrial workers. How-
ever, the firm that had contracted its construction from the city administration in
1872, under extremely favorable terms, left the project unfinished. In 1907, “the
State found itself faced with the onerous, passive legacy of a pseudo-free enterprise
that had proved itself economically rather inept, politically reactionary, socially class-
biased.” At that point Testaccio, unfinished, with hardly any services, “could very
well be described as a throwaway neighborhood” whose population “was crowded,
from 2.4 persons to each room at best up to 4.8 in the most crowded dwellings.”?

In time population growth, the nearby slaughterhouse, and the inflow of Jew-
ish families from the adjacent and even more crowded ghetto generated small
businesses and enterprises. “Then, step by step, it got civilized, the buildings
went up, the church was born, the slaughter house was born, so many houses
were born, and here it is, nowadays . . . Testaccio is a warm-hearted neighbor-
hood, a humane neighborhood—and the food is good in Testaccio. Anywhere
you go, the food is good” (Righetto Ferruggia).

Valeria Spizzichino. All right: I was born in Testaccio, from a Jewish family; my father was

amerchant, he sold house linen and carpets. My father was from a poor family, he had to
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leave school at age nine—I mean, he only had a second grade education, but he kidded us
because though I had a diploma and all I wasn’t as good as him with figures. He worked
at all kinds of trades, he was a laborer, he sold door to door, paintings, he ran this store,
and he was very well liked. I remember perfectly via Amerigo Vespucci, the Giolitti ice

cream store near the corner, | grew up with their cassata and ice-cream cups . . .

The boundary between the popular plains of Testaccio and the elite Aventino
hill, from the Tiber to Porta San Paolo (St. Paul’s Gate), is a broad straight street:
via Marmorata. Along this street, the battle for Rome was fought on September
8, 1943; Allied tanks paraded here on the day of liberation, June 4, 1944, and
the workers of Rome fought horse-mounted police in July 1960.

Testaccio stands where the river harbor of ancient Rome used to be. It takes
its name from the mound of piled up ancient pottery shards (¢estae) that over-
looks the neighborhood. Today, this huge pile of scraps that “documents, at a
distance of twenty centuries, the commerce of Rome” is dotted with small
restaurants and trendy music clubs. The land where the housing projects stand
today used to be occupied by the Roman warehouses and docks, emporium and
horrea. At the center of the courtyard in one of the project buildings in via Mar-
morata, number 169, stands a square marble stone that carries on one side a
Latin inscription—ex horreis reis publicae, “from the warehouses of the Repub-
lic’—and on the other a more recent one: “To restore justice and liberty to Italy
/ Adolfo Caviglia / Cesare Tedesco / fell at the Fosse Ardeatine / victims of Nazi
inhumanity / Guglielmo Caviglia / Lazzaro Di Porto / Davide Moresco / Mario
Milano / Mario Natili / died in concentration camps in Germany.”

Fortunata Tedesco. First we lived near via del Mare, in via dei Fienili; we sublet from a
family, they rented us two rooms and we moved in. Later, however, my sister found a
place here in Testaccio, at via Marmorata, number 169. She had been married in April,
too, she had a little girl, I had no children, so she rented this apartment where she still
lives; I lived in it for twenty-two years. In fact, when they took my husband away I was
living there. The people in the building were butchers, fish mongers, fruit sellers . . .
tradespeople. Now it’s changed, because so many people are from lower Italy, not that
they’re bad but they have different things. And in there, there is the stone for my hus-
band, and for the other one who died at the Fosse Ardeatine, Caviglia, [who lived] one
floor above us. In fact, when I escaped [from the Nazi raid of October 16, 1943] I
moved to another [apartment] in the same building, because I was eight months preg-
nant. My son was born in this family’s place, they’re dead now, but he was born there.

All over Rome, these huge square blocks of project housing, ranged around
the big middle courtyard, with dozens of stairs leading up on four sides, stand



46 / THE ORDER HAS BEEN CARRIED OUT

like places of memory. Trionfale is another popular neighborhood, on the op-
posite side of town: “Here in piazzale degli Eroi, number 8, where my uncle
Cencio [Baldazzi] lived, where I lived, where I was born, this is where everything
really began” (Alberto Baldazzi). Like via Marmorata 169, piazzale degli Eroi 8,
built in the early 1920s, is as full of people and stories as a city and as tight as a
fortress.

Alberto Baldazzi. Actually, our block has seven staircases; each staircase is five
floors, one hundred and five apartments altogether. And they were all assigned to
newlywed couples, all newlyweds, and their children were born there. Indeed,
there must have been fifty of us kids, we grew up together. Yes, it was a fortress,
we were very close, still are today; the ones who are still living, we get together
once in a while, and all we talk about is those times, because they were the worst
of times and thus the best today to remember. All my friends who were born in-
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