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KANGAROO
MEAT SAUCE AND
SAUERKRAUT LASAGNE
by Maurizio Ortobene

Bolognese ragù prepared with
kangaroo meat and accompa-

nied with western Australian wine,
lasagna with sauerkraut and green
peppers in the German style, Ar-
gentinean tiramisù made with
maizena, a local potato flour. The
gastronomist Pellegrino Artusi, of
Forlimpopoli, the author in the late
19th century of a famous recipe
book called La scienza in cucina e
l’arte di mangiar bene (Science in
the kitchen and the art of fine eat-
ing), would be frowning on such
warpings. But, as is known,
cuisines are variable systems, terri-
tories of identity and exchange. So,
too, on second reflection, if you live
in Sidney or Canberra you will be
much more likely to have on the
flame a lean and versatile loin of
kangaroo meat than any pork meat.
And if you live in Berlin or Frank-
furt you won’t find it easy to stand
aloof from the widespread national
passion for sauerkraut.
Even if the roots are in Emilia-Ro-
magna and the tradition calls for re-
spect, the practice of it, in the
kitchen, is often made of compro-
mises. Extravagant oddities? Not at
all. For, as food historian Massimo
Montanari has observed, the very
legend of Bologna as a gastronom-
ic capital derives not from the qual-
ity and inventiveness of the local
cuisine, but rather from the peo-
ple’s ability to forge its identity in
relation to the incoming foreigners.
Its strength in the past was precise-
ly what was presumed to be its
weakness: an ability to welcome,
adapt, modify, and spread.
If you should want to compare
Artusi’s traditional recipes with
the versions “adapted” by those
who have emigrated from Emilia-
Romagna you can do so by log-
ging onto www.regione.emilia-ro-
magna.it/reporter, a website put
up for young people residing
abroad. And here you will also
find the stories of those who cher-
ish and insist on tradition and
nurture it out of nostalgia and
passion. “We want to teach people
to prepare piadina, this through a
course on the cuisine of Emilia-Ro-
magna taught by a cook; we want
people to be able to tell Sangiovese

from Gutturnio, this through a
course for sommeliers”. So says
Ilaria Cella, of Piacenza, an interior
designer in London as well as one
of four young natives of Emilia-Ro-
magna who have gotten together
and set up the Italians of London
association, as well as its website, at
www.italiansoflondon.com.
This thought is echoed in these
words: “Italians wear traditions as
they do a second outfit, taking it
with them wherever they go,” spo-
ken by Romina Rosso in Buenos
Aires. Her mother, a native of
Sogliano al Rubicone, a town in the
environs of Forlì, felt the need to
have a good dish of passatelli once
every while, which were nowhere
to be found in Argentina. “In order
to prepare them,” she recalls, “we
had to find all the utensils.” And
then the first thing was that we

needed to get a good broth; when
my grandmother would make it
she would simply take a chicken
from the orchard, since we lived
outside of Buenos Aires and had
animals and vegetables. My mother
didn’t have any chickens ready at
hand, because when she married
she went to live in the city, where
none of that was possible. So when
she decided to prepare this dish
she’d make a kind of imitation
broth using bouillon cubes … a far
cry from the quality of the original,
but at least it was reminiscent of it.”
“It was not a problem to obtain the
dough for the passatelli: all you
needed was eggs, flour, and grated
lemon rind, and the mass was ready
to be cut. Okay, but using what?
You needed a special round utensil,
a blade with small holes punched
into it and with handles, as we used

to have in Romagna. And then you
would take it and push it across the
mass,” says Romina. “Of course
there was nothing of the sort that
you could find in any ironware
store in Buenos Aires. You needed
to make one yourself. This task was
naturally entrusted to grandpa, a
native of Forlì.” When we’d sit
down to table the traditional dish
would arouse the curiosity of
friends and the delight of husband,
children, and nephews, who had al-
ready become accustomed to the
flavor and the aroma, the very fla-
vor and aroma that in my mother
would summon up memories of
the sun and green hills of Emilia-
Romagna. The same thing hap-
pened to Carla Bacchelli, who is
married to Bolognan and reached
Peru in 1953, whereupon she im-
mediately started keeping up a
close correspondence with her
mother back in Pontecchio Mar-
coni. “She’d send me recipe letters
through which she’d teach me to
make ragù sauce, beef patties,
meatloaf, pasta and beans, stuffed
peaches, roast meat with milk.”
The story can be found at
www.emilianoromagnolinelmon-
do.it, a website maintained by the
Consulta per l’Emigrazione and by
associations that the region’s emi-
grants have set up abroad. “I’d get
detailed accounts with news from
home, and attached to these came
instructions for preparing the basic
dishes of Bolognese cooking. The
paper itself on which these instruc-
tions were set down seemed im-
pregnated with the flavors from
back home in Pontecchio.”
“Food serves to allay my nostalgic
longing for home, a strong feeling
at first, and I would with sink deep
into it. But then as we cooked and
ate the traditional specialties my
husband and I had grown up with,
the nostalgia would fade and give
way to a joyfulness that enabled us
to overcome everyday difficulties
with ease.” Carla was working as a
teacher in Callao, and he at a Sale-
sian school, but they decided to
venture into the restaurant busi-
ness; so in Lima they took over an
establishment on Avenida Colonial
that was already doing business, “a
place that sold a lot of beer and
something to eat. One year later,
under our management, you could
find plenty to eat and almost no
beer. It was great fun putting
mom’s recipes into practice, in a
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cacies of cru and bouquet, and
who’ve always loved to plunk a
good old “piston” on the table
when it comes time to sit down and
eat. A “piston” it’s called—and the
coinage isn’t recent, either. This
was anciently a measure for two
liters of wine, and then in the 1950s
it came to designate simply a bottle
of wine, Lambrusco wine in partic-
ular. The word comes probably
from “plunger” (the machine part)
or from “pestle,” but such ques-
tions of language history bear little
relevance here.
What matters is that that was the
standard word for the occasion—a
mischievous, alluring touch from
the vulgar quarters of the language.
And I remember still the bottle, a
thick, dark-green glass; I remem-
ber, too, how you’d uncork the bot-
tle, with a utensil called the tirabu-
son—the smack it made—and how
you’d hurry to have your glass right
under the bottle to catch the first
overflow, a violet spume charged
with carbon dioxide, a product of
natural fermentation.
There were not at the time too
many refrigerators around in which
to keep them, the bottles, so these
last would be served at room tem-
perature, or in a cellar—if you had
one, that is. And since these bottles
were not an everyday occurrence,
any time you’d uncork one you
would inevitably have a festive oc-
casion. Autumn was the time when
you could anticipate such feasting
and merrymaking. When the sea-
son began to ebb, and the first
mists would break the pale days of

sun, and school was already lower-
ing your spirits, there would come
in, from the countryside, wagons
replete with grape, for many at the
time made their own wine at home,
and as you’d saunter through the
streets in the older, historic part of
town you could pick up, from the
cellars, the unforgettable smell of
wine in the making. You were
sometimes lucky enough to have a
friend with some land in the coun-
try, and so you’d be invited to have
a taste of the new wine, with the
sun flush against the plains, or with
a mist so thick as to have you won-
dering how ever you would find
your way back home. But then, in-
side those old, almost abandoned
colonial houses, you could make
yourself easy, and in the cellars the
smell of wine under fermentation
would come up and fill your sens-
es, and already it was besotting you,
as it was those little swarms of
midges, crazy against the dim lights
that hung by a cord from the black
ceilings. Women kneading the
dough with kindly hands to make
fried gnocchi—and some other
people were slicing salami, or even
prosciutto, though only once in
every long while. It all unfolded as
a single thing, a spectacle for the
five senses: women engrossed in
busy tasks, the gnocchi frying in
lard, served hot and golden, corks
shooting up from old bottles of
Lambrusco, and the new wine, rich
with aroma—pitchers of it set on
the table—the pink-red color of
the cold cuts, the violet of the wine,
and the greasy hands that fed the

mouth, and mouths that swilled,
and the first, light inebriety that
made your eyes shiny and your
words floaty and rushed. Now I
know that Lambrusco comes in
four varieties: Sorbara, Castelvetro,
Salamino Santa Croce, and Reg-
giano. And I know several of their
characteristics, and the labels and
the producers and all. Now it is of-
ten a festive occasion, and Lambr-
usco I can have whenever I feel like
it. But someone—if any such thing
is possible—bring back even only a
single one of those far-off days of
autumn and the sensation you got
from that fizz of long ago against
the palate and throat.

A BUDDING
NEW EUROPE
by Marcello Pierdicchi

An extraordinary opportunity
for the entire export sector of

Italy and Emilia-Romagna, with ten
countries that will be making their
entry into the European Union, all
in one stroke, on the 1st of May.
They are Cyprus, Estonia, Lithua-
nia, Poland, Hungary, The Czech
Republic, Slovenia, and Malta—
the biggest expansion since 1957,
when Belgium, France, Germany,
Italy, Luxembourg, and the Low
Countries gave birth to the Euro-
pean Economic Community. This
new batch of entries marks a his-
torical occasion, by which 105 mil-
lion people will become European
citizens, bringing to more than half
a billion the number of Europeans;
an overall 25 member states, with
Europe’s geographical surface in-
creasing by 34 percent. From the
economic side, we are looking at
the world’s largest free-trade area, a
market that presents some added
risk, this due in large part to the
added competition, an effect of the
lower cost of labor to be found in
the newly admitted countries. De-
spite this difficult international
conjuncture, the economies of the
Eastern and Central European
Countries (ECEC) exhibit a GDP
growth markedly superior to that
of the countries of Western Eu-
rope, as well as a foreign trade vol-
ume that over the last decade has
developed at a yearly rate of more
than 10 percent. But still, whichev-
er way you look at these perfor-
mance results, they seem to outbal-

ance the potential disadvantages
that may follow from an enlarge-
ment of our system of production.
“Italy already has a strong footing
within Central and Eastern Eu-
rope,” says Paola Bertolini, an eco-
nomics professor at the University
of Modena and Reggio Emilia. “At
the same time the export volumes
place Italy among the area’s major
suppliers. The suppression of the
remaining import tariffs should
play in favor of our sales within the
ECEC market.” In Dr. Bertolini’s
judgment, our market is not at risk
of getting flooded with low-cost
products. “The inflow of goods
coming in from the ten new coun-
tries,” she explains, “should impact
the Italian industry only limitedly.
The import tariffs that used to sep-
arate these countries from the com-
mon market have been taken down
almost completely, and yet Eastern
European imports into Italy ac-
count for only 1.5 percent of the
Italian economy overall, satisfying
only about 1.6 percent of the do-
mestic demand for foreign goods
and services.” Trade associations
are of the same view. “The EU en-
largement will certainly bring new
market outlets for our enterprises
to exploit, as well as a diversified
consumer base of great potential,”
observes Carlo Lombardi, in
charge of institutional relations at
Confindustria Emilia-Romagna.

THE HOUSE OF DREAMS
by Roberto Franchini

Ladies wearing long dresses and
hats take their children for a

walk; the men dawdle in front of
the talking cinematographer; a cart
is parked just before the Liceo Mu-
sical. In the middle, as in a temple
closed in between the past of music
and the future of sound cinema,
you find the Solís Theater, nestled
in the very heart of historic Monte-
video, the capital of Uruguay.
It is here, on this stage, that this so-
ciety has long represented itself, as
we can appreciate from an old
black-and-white photo. The the-
ater was inaugurated in 1856 and
closed down in 1998 for restoration
work made possible in part by
Emilia-Romagna Region, which
put up 100,000 dollars, and now it
is ready to have a second inaugura-
tion, and to reclaim its once-held
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restaurant where we already had
two waiters working at the tables
and two young men in the kitchen.
It was so that caucau, mondonguito,
and arroz con pato got paired with
crescentine, tortellini, tortelloni,
tagliatelle, ossobuco with polenta,
bollito misto, friggione, apple frit-
ters, sfrappole, trifle, and dough-
nuts. It turned out to be a happy
pairing, so much so that you still
find these arrangements listed in
the daily menu.” The businesspeo-
ple on Avenida Colonial and Aveni-
da Argentina became faithful pa-
trons, and the Trattoria Italia con-
tinues to cook the dishes typical of
Emilia-Romagna in combination
with the local foods, in addition to
espresso coffee, cappuccino, and
homemade cookies. You’ll also
find prosciutto, salamis, mortadel-
la, coppa, cheeses from Italy, and
appetizers with crescentine and sfi-
latini. A little more difficult to find
are sausages and cotechini, this on
account of the climate, which is
never too cold.
Also a native of Bologna is Biba
Caggiano. She went to New York
in 1960 to stay with her husband
and is now the author of a best-
seller (with 600,000 copies sold) on
the cuisines of Emilia-Romagna
and Italy. “We stayed nine years in
New York,” she explains. “He was
working as a doctor and I was em-
ployed with the Banca Nazionale
del Lavoro. In 1969 we moved to
California, establishing a house-
hold in Sacramento, a city not too
far from Los Angeles. A few
months into this new location I re-
alized that Italian food was
nowhere to be found: a home-
grown Bolognan like me could not
stand for it. Cotechino would come
in from San Francisco, the pro-
sciuttos from Canada. We often en-
tertained friends at dinner and
they’d ask me how come you can’t
find this or that food, or again if
they could have a certain recipe. So
I’d write these recipes down on
scraps of paper and give them to
my girlfriends: bollito misto with
green sauce, lasagne, tortellini, and
then I expanded my compass to in-
clude dishes from other parts of
Italy as well, and I also started
teaching cooking lessons. If there
was something I didn’t know I’d
call Italy or do some research, look-
ing the thing up in the books.”
This passion for cooking soon
turned into a profession. And in

1986—having put out three books
and done 16 years of teaching and
100 or so TV cooking shows—Bi-
ba opened a restaurant. “Few peo-
ple in the United States had any no-
tion of gnocchi, lasagna, or risotto.
I have traveled widely to talk about
the Italian culinary tradition. Now
I’m seeing a lot of people who care
about the quality of what they eat.”
Biba’s restaurant is now reputed to
be one of the best in the whole of
California. A meal will cost 35 to 40
dollars on average if you count out
the wine. “I started out with the
cuisine of Emilia-Romagna and
then expanded my horizon to in-
clude other regions, too, using all-
natural ingredients throughout.”
Also famous is the wine list, so
much so that the well-stocked wine
cellar has received acclaim from the
prestigious Wine Spectator. “It is
my husband who stays after the cel-
lar; five days a week he directs a
group of clinics that treat tumors—
he’s an oncologist who has retired
from the hospital. And the rest of
the week he pursues the sommeli-
er’s art, a hobby he’s had for 40
years now.” The restaurant is much
appreciated and frequented among
politicians and businesspersons.
Thus, for example, California’s De-
mocratic Party had its base at Bi-
ba’s place until a few years ago, and
the state’s current governor, the Re-
publican Arnold Schwarzenegger,
is a regular patron.

THE GOURMET TAKES
UP THE TEACHER’S POST
by Stefano Vezzani

Looking at food not through the
eyes of the dietician, but

through those of the humanist,
with an ability to grasp
flavors before counting
the calories and the sat-
urated fats. Explaining
the way our farming im-
pacts our culture and our
everyday lives, and coun-
seling the industry on what
produce to invest in. And
then, again, refashioning
the flavors of Italian and in-
ternational cuisine, in every
language of the world.
All these things will become
the focus of study and research
starting in October, at the new-
ly founded University of Gas-

takes three years to complete and
trains students to become gastron-
omists (there is also in the works
another three-year program in
agro-ecology); also, there are of-
fered a post-graduate degree and a
two-year course where students
can specialize either in gastronom-
ic and nutritional communication
sciences or in management of food
distribution and production enter-
prises. In addition to classroom
coursework, there are set up in-
ternship programs with food en-
terprises in Italy, Japan, France,
Spain, Slovenia, Morocco, the
United States, and Australia. En-
rollment costs 19,000 euros a year
and covers room and board as well
as trips abroad (at least seven each
year), plus a notebook computer
assigned to each student.

THE AROMA
OF LAMBRUSCO
by Francesco Guccini

There are two things from my
native Modena that stay with

me wherever I go: one is my accent,
but it’s getting ever fainter, and the
other, which luckily is not fading, is
my love of Lambrusco wine. To be
sure, I should rather be saying
Lambruschi, in the plural, since
there are at least three varieties in
existence, but these distinctions are
for the cognoscente: I am speaking
here simply from the layman’s
point of view, the point of view of
those unacquainted with the intri-
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tronomic Sciences of Colorno, in
the province of Parma; the univer-
sity itself is housed in the Maria
Luigia Reggia and will be welcom-
ing students, teachers, and re-
searchers from all over the world.
The first 60 students will be select-
ed from a group of 480 early-regis-
tration enrollees, half of whom
come from Italy and the other half
from the United States, Brazil,
Switzerland, Japan, Canada, Ger-
many, Finland, Sweden, Great
Britain, Korea, Israel, Ghana, the
Philippines, Bulgaria, Ecuador,
Lebanon, Morocco, India, Argenti-
na, Australia, and Serbia. All the
students admitted into the universi-
ty will be enabled to take part in in-
ternships in every corner of the
world, and they will follow the
lessons in Italian and English. The
university is private and has two
seats, actually—the one in Colorno
(Parma), and then another one in
Pollenzo (Cuneo), right in the locus
of excellence in the production of
food and wine. It has been set up
on an initiative by Slow Food Italia
(an association devoted to safe-
guarding and promoting food
quality), and there figure, among
the founding members, Emilia-Ro-
magna and Piedmont regions. The
teaching posts have been entrusted
to such luminaries as the eco-scien-
tist and writer Vandana Shiva and
José Esquinas Alcazar, who serves
as secretary of FAO’s Genetic Re-
sources Commission; among the
other faculty members are historian
of nutrition Massimo Montanari, of
the University of Bologna; Ariel
Toaff, of Bar-Ilan University in Tel
Aviv; and Françoise Sabban, of the
École des Hautes Études en Sci-
ences Sociales in Paris. The degree



ing. Carlo Carrà, a fellow student
who took the same painting course,
remembers how you could often
find Aroldo at the library rummag-
ing through foreign magazines in
search of suggestions and ideas.
Bach then at Brera the officialdom of
neo-romanticism and neo-verism
was beginning to wane, and the first
signs of new tensions and ferments
were beginning to appear that would
soon lead to Marinetti’s Futurist
Manifesto. When Bonzagni arrived
in Milan he was only 16—lugging
behind him the bundle that would
serve all the needs of a good stu-
dent—and yet soon gave proof of a
bold and brash personality, despite
his attachment to his mother. A fu-
turist ahead of his time, he wasted no
time exploring the big city and aban-
doning himself to its dizzying fasci-
nation—a concretion of all the
amenities and pleasures of moderni-
ty: trams, girls, life at night—all the
while reworking the fin-de-siècle
graphic models he felt most attracted
to and getting them published on Ju-
gend and other foreign magazines,
giving expression to a cutting, ex-
pressionist, dynamic, gritty stroke.
There gathered around Brera such
artists as Carrà, Funi, Romani, Du-
dreville, Bucci, and Sant’Elia, as well
as Boccioni and Russolo, though out-
side the academic circle: in a word,
the academy and its milieu became
the extraordinary incubator that
forged the greatest Italian talents of
the day. That the future of Italian art
was in the hands of these youths—
among whom Aroldo stood out for
his unruliness and elegance: he loved
to live the high life, and he loved the
women that came with it—so much

became apparent in 1910, when five
of them adhered to the Futurist Man-
ifesto. Marinetti had drawn close to
his provocative ideas a circle includ-
ing Boccioni, Carrà, Russolo, Ro-
mani, and Bonzagni, who had al-
ready been associating with one an-
other before signing the famous
manifesto. Bonzagni took part in all
the early Futurist initiatives but then
trailed off to a different direction and
in his place came Balla.
In 1914 the maverick artist ventured
into Argentina, six years after the
“journey to the edge of the night”
described by Dino Campana, a poet
native to the same region (Emilia-
Romagna). At the same time as Bon-
zagni was working to decorate the
Buenos Aires hippodrome, he man-
aged to pull together a one-man
show as well as to work with the
satirical magazine El Zorro. The ex-
hibition, set up at the Artists’ Coop-
erative Salon in Buenos Aires,
proved a success, as can be appreci-
ated from the accolades that ap-
peared in print in magazines in Italy.
Among the paintings on show, eight
Onboard Impressions—marine
paintings executed during the sail to
Argentina and depicting the Italian
emigrants on board the ship—plus
an oil painting, In the Pampas, in
which the vast landscape conveys a
sense of overwhelming solitude; Las
Niñas, where we see emerging anew
the taste for society life and for ex-
pressionistic brushstrokes; and The
Sacred Bull, a curious divisionist ex-
periment. Bonzagni made his home-
coming trip to Italy just before the
outbreak of the war. His frail health
caused him to be rejected from the
army, whereas all his friends enlist-
ed. He died in 1918, at just 31, rav-
ished by the Spanish flu that spread
across Italy at war’s end.

“VELINE” 
AND GOLDEN GOALS
by Renato Bertacchini

Italian now ranks fourth among
the world’s most widespread lan-

guages, and the written and spoken
varieties of it have picked up an im-
pressive number of new words
over the last quarter century. So let

us try to catch these words un-
awares right where they crop up,
framing them within their habitats
by looking at examples of them and
the needs they have answered.
Here is a list of ten neologisms: veli-
na, cell phone, and presenzialismo,
from show business and social cus-
tom; euro, from economics; mad
cow, the common counterpart of
the scientific name; and golden
goal, used in soccer; and then, from
the world of politics, tangentopoli,
devoluzione, pianista, and giroton-
do. Velina is, in the literal sense, the
lightweight paper used to make
carbon copies on a typewriter. In
politics it designates an order put
out by a government, such as an or-
der of censorship issued to the me-
dia; historically, we have famous ex-
amples with the ill-famed commu-
niqués with which the Fascist Min-
istry of Popular Culture would out-
line and impose the regime’s direc-
tives. The motility and vivacious-
ness of the Italian language has
now gotten velina to designate the
girls you can see on the TV show
Striscia la Notizia, dancing to its
tunes and doing stage antics to help
the show transition from one seg-
ment to another.
The Indios of the Amazon (the
world’s biggest water reserve) are
witnessing a revolution whose vehi-
cles are satellite phones and trans-
mitter solar panels. Advanced tech-
nologies similar to these are helping
indigenous tribes regain ecologic
control of their lands and fight
crime within the territory. From the
cell phones the Indios use in the
Amazon we proceed—or rather,
retrocede, by overuse—to the cell
phones as we find them here at
home, with SMS and MMS tech-
nology designed to simplify life,
and which multiplies the services
you can end up using (micro-pay-
ments, ringtone music, videos, and
photos ready to hand).
For over 20 years now presenzial-
ista and its -ism variant, presenzial-
ismo, have been in common use in
the language designating the trend
in social custom whereby people
want to be all-present all the time.
It is now for the most part a behav-
ior widespread among the upper
classes of society, the prominent
people in society, with popular
magazines that every week devote a
society-news column to such news
of glitterati partying or doing this
or that. And in the meantime pre-

senzialismo has transposed, with
pejorative connotations, to politics,
as in “the minister’s all-present-
ness,” a demeanor and pattern of
behavior viewed askance, even if
only on the surface of it.
He root euro- is at once ordinary
and extraordinary, fleeting and re-
flourishing. In the 1970s the jour-
nalist Frane Barbieri came out with
eurocommunism, a coinage that
made its way around the world and
remained in use until the fall of so-
cialism proper—now even the
communists are no longer speaking
of eurocommunism. A different
setting and different purposes: on
December 15, 1995, the European
Council made official in Madrid
the name euro to designate the sin-
gle currency the member states of
the European Economic Union
would soon adopt. Then in 2002
the euro made its actual, day-to-day
entry, displacing the lira and land-
ing square on ATM cards and on
the counters of retailers; it came
without inflection for the plural:
one euro, two euro (no “euri”). At
the same time, eurocurrency and eu-
rotaxes began to make their regular
appearance in business and finance
lingo, and the functionaries in
Brussels are now called eurobureau-
crats. So, too, many are already call-
ing for euro-handcuffs to keep the
eurobureaucrats’ doings under
some kind of restraint.
The name Bovine Spongiform En-
cephalopathy, or BSE, was going to
prove incomprehensible to those
who were not veterinarians or had
only a passing acquaintance with
medicine. There needed to be an
expression that could pack a
punch, and so came mad-cow dis-
ease, ready to be fed to the media.
Another disease affecting cows is
Epizootic Aphtha: the common
name coined for it, by which every-
one will recognize it, is foot-and-
mouth disease. In soccer, instead,
we have golden goal, a neologism
that came out in 1999 to designate
the goal with which the first team
to score in extra time wins the
match on the spot. The ebb and
flow of political neologisms, as ei-
ther single words or as forms of ex-
pression, will often take an unex-
pected turn. Thus, “tangentopoli”
has lost some of its sheen since the
judiciary’s crusade to weed out po-
litical-machine-style graft and cor-
ruption (operation “mani pulite”:
clean hands) morphed into a strain-
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position within the national cultur-
al scene as the seat of the Comedia
Nacional’s prose season as well as
of the musical season of the Monte-
video Philharmonic Orchestra. A
“house of dreams” it’s been called
by the region’s president, Vasco Er-
rani, during a visit to the site last
February, “in that every city’s the-
ater, and all the more so the theater
of a capital city, is also the place
where a nation’s identity gets built
and represented—an identity that
grows and changes over time
through cultural relations, encoun-
ters, exchanges, couplings, and dif-
ferences.” In the foyer Mr. Errani
met with the city’s mayor, Mariano
Arana Sanchez, who called him an
“illustrious visitor” to Montevideo.
At the ceremony, held in the the-
ater, there were also in attendance
the Italian ambassador to Uruguay,
Giorgio Malfatti di Monte Tretto,
as well as local authorities, diplo-
mats from a number of countries,
and prominent personalities of the
local Emilia-Romagna community.
The Solís Theater was born pre-
cisely from a vision, a dream of the
city’s residents, who in 1840, ten
years after the republic declared its
independence, conceived the idea
of building for their hometown
what they called a “worthy colise-
um.” So they got together and col-
lected shares from 156 investors,
along with the project ideas of var-
ious designers; they purchased the
materials and got started with con-
struction in 1842.
The building stands as an example
of Argentina’s Republican Neoclas-
sic architecture, even if the original
design, by Carlo Zucchi, of Reggio
Emilia, eventually wound up revis-
ited and adapted by Francisco
Javier De Garmendia, on account
of a certain money shortage in-
curred. The facade seems modeled
after that of Genoa’s Carlo Felice
Theater, whereas the hall’s slightly
elliptical shape calls to mind the
shape the Italian architect Pier-
marini imparted to La Scala in Mi-
lan, this despite the fact that the in-
teriors on the whole evoke more
strongly those of another Italian
theater, the Metastasio of Prato. In
the meantime, during construction,
there was a discussion going on in
Montevideo about the name the
theater should have: Solís is the
navigator credited with discovering
the Rio de la Plata river, whose
banks the city rises on, and his

name was selected from a group of
twelve others.
The first performance was Verdi’s
Ernani, which went on show on Au-
gust 25, 1856, with the then presi-
dent of Argentina in attendance,
Gabriel Antonio Pereira. This selec-
tion was not without its rationale:
There were many people in Argenti-
na of Italian descent, and Italian lyric
opera belongs to the common con-
sciousness that took them back to
their ancestral country.

A FUTURE
FOR PALESTINE
by Anna Maria Martina

Games and sports, and also psy-
chological and pedagogical

support, for the kids and children
who live in refugee camps. Wells
are reclaimed to build family or-
chards, and funding is provided for
women farmers in the Gaza Strip
and for women who suddenly find
themselves in the role of head of
household when their husbands are
arrested or killed.
These are only some of the activities
being carried on under the eight
projects launched in Palestine in
2003 by the thirty or so city and
province governments of Emilia-
Romagna, in collaboration with the
region’s nongovernmental organiza-
tions, volunteer associations, and
trade unions—all of them active in
Jerusalem, Hebron, Jenin, Gaza,
Ramallah, and Bethlehem and in
the districts of Qalqilya and Tulka-
rem. All the humanitarian initiatives
in the occupied territories—where
70 percent of the population lives
below the poverty line, and unem-
ployment reaches 40 percent—now
have an operations and coordina-
tion base in Jerusalem. Here Emilia-
Romagna Region opened last
March, at the Italian Consulate, and
with the support of the Italian Min-
istry of Foreign Affairs, a center for
decentralized cooperation. The in-
auguration was attended by Gianlu-
ca Borghi, in charge of the region’s
social policy; Nicola Manduzio, the
Italian consul in Jerusalem; and Ja-
mal Shobaki, minister of the Local
Powers of Palestinian Autonomy.
“With this opening,” Borghi ex-
plains, “Emilia-Romagna Region,
and with it the region’s the entire
system for international coopera-
tion, undertakes a further and spe-

cific commitment in favor of peace
and dialogue—a commitment that
finds its concretization through the
many projects that for several years
now we have been implementing to
help children, youths, and women.
The gravity of the situation is per-
haps best exemplified by the wall
dividing the people of Jerusalem.”
The center will see after the rela-
tions with the Palestinian institu-
tions, as well as with the main inter-
national donors and the other Ital-
ian institutions working in the field,
and especially the institutions of
Umbria and Tuscany. Further, the
center will support the projects de-
signed to promote dialogue be-
tween Israelis and Palestinians: wit-
ness the four-way field of peace set
up by the Montesole School for
Peace, which for two years now has
been organizing sojourns on the
hills of Marzabotto for young Is-
raeli, Palestinian, German, and Ital-
ian youths.

A FLUSH OF LIFE
by Claudio Bacillieri

Aroldo Bonzagni was born in
Cento in 1887 in a house on

Corso Guercino—a street named
for the great Baroque painter, who
also was born in Cento, and whose
works are on view at the city’s civic
museum. From him Bonzagni ac-
quired a confident stroke, as well as
a creative élan that became apparent
early on, when Bonzagni was at-
tending classes at the city’s school of
drawing and décor.
Aroldo’s father was illiterate; at one
point he abandoned all and—a foot-
loose wanderer—made off to Amer-
ica never to he heard from again.
The boy took the family name of his
adoptive father, Felice Bonzagni,
who married the boy’s mother at 51:
his age, and the position earned dri-
ving farming vehicles, held him back
when it came time to support his
wife in her decision to move the
family to Milan so her son could
study at the Brera Academy of Fine
Arts. This time around it was the fa-
ther who wound up alone, even if he
took great pains in Cento seeking to
get the local institutions to provide
financial aid for the young Aroldo.
We cannot appreciate the reasons
behind this departure to Milan—
this leap into the dark—without
considering the cultural climate that

had taken foot in Cento in the late
1800s. There operated here the
Jolanda literary salon, which the
Gazzetta Ferrarese judged to be one
of only two reasons for visiting Cen-
to, the other being Guercino’s paint-
ings. Jolanda was the nom the
plume used by Maria Maiocchi Plat-
tis, a famous journalist and writer
who, along with Marcello Mallarini,
the director of the drawing school,
played an important role in the Mi-
lanese adventure of the Bonzagni
family. The decision to enroll Arol-
do in the Accademia di Brera, de-
spite the economic strains that
would come with such a move, was
a decision Arnoldo’s mother
reached at the insistence of the intel-
lectuals in Cento, so amazed were
they at the child’s talent. Aroldo was
also studying violin, and with his sis-
ter, Elva, who would go on to be-
come an established concert per-
former, contributed to keeping alive
a suburban cultural milieu open to
the suggestions of modernity.
Bonzagni studied at the Brera Acad-
emy from 1903 to 1909 and soon
earned his teachers’ esteem for the
ease with which he would profit
from every lesson, in drawing as in
painting, décor, anatomy. Further,
he helped out with the meager fam-
ily finances by drawing fashion
plates and models for noted Mi-
lanese tailor’s shops, who would
contend for him as an arbiter of ele-
gance. This great versatility is the
hallmark of his genius, which came
to bear with equal success on paint-
ing, caricature, poster art, fashion
design, and illustration.The years
spent at the academy proved funda-
mental to his professional upbring-
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area projects that the region has
launched. Eleven of these got un-
derway in 2000 (many of them hav-
ing already reached their comple-
tion) and are being carried through
in collaboration with 85 city admin-
istrations (four of them are province
capitals), as well as with all the
provinces, with four mountain com-
munities, and with eight public
agencies. Among these projects
there is one for the urban improve-
ment of Modena, and three others
for the lower Ferrara area, the Reno
valley area, and the ceramics district. 

A CEMETERY UNDER
THE SEA
by Claudio Bacillieri

On 2 June 1940, a few weeks af-
ter Mussolini declared war on

Great Britain, the British transat-
lantic ocean liner Arandora Star was
sailing to Canada replete with Ital-
ian, German, and Austrian prison-
ers. At 7:00 A.M., just north of the
Irish coast, a German submarine
launched a torpedo. Of the 712 Ital-
ian nationals on board, 446 went
down with the ship: 92 were native
to Emilia-Romagna and 48 to Bar-
di, a town located in the Parma
Apennines. Who were these peo-
ple? Spies, military personnel, ordi-
nary folk? And why were so many
of them from Emilia-Romagna?
These questions are answered in the
book Arandora Star: A Tragedy For-
gotten, by Maria Serena Balestracci,

a Florentine researcher who had
heard this story told in her father’s
hometown, Pontremoli, where 18
of the victims came from, all of
them residing in London. At one
point after learning of the event she
chanced by at the cemetery chapel,
the only place in Italy bearing wit-
ness to the event. And then she was
encouraged to research the matter
by one of her professors at the uni-
versity, Peter Mead, a Welsh born
and raised in the seafront city of
Porthcawl, located only a few kilo-
meters away from a mining center
where the first shops and cafés
opened by the Italian immigrants
became integral to the area’s row-
house towns—clean and radiant,
despite the nearby mines, the heaps
of rubble, and fuliginous chimneys.
Many in that Italian community
were made captive during the
roundups the British police carried
out when Italy entered the war, on
10 June 1940. The heavy toll paid by
the Bardi community of South
Wales with the sinking of the Aran-
dora Star—many of those who lost
their lives at sea were bar and restau-
rant owners, waiters, ice-cream ven-
dors—was the outcome of the dra-
matic events that came to pass dur-
ing that first month of war. What is
so tragic about this story is that peo-
ple from all walks of life ended up
trammeled in the police roundups,
even outspoken anti-Fascists and
people of Jewish descent—basically
a sampling representative of the
whole of the Italian society of the
time, all of them people who just
simply happened to be in the wrong
place at the wrong time. 
The xenophobic campaign con-
ducted by the British press made it
so that every Italian was ipso facto
identified as an enemy. Politically,
the turning point came with
Churchill’s rise to power, on 10 may
1940, just when Belgium and the
Netherlands were about to capitu-
late; Churchill’s first act in office was
to have all Germans and Austrians
confined to internment camps, an
ill-conceived decision, considering
that most of these people were exiles
and Jews who had sought refuge in
London from Nazi Germany. In late
May, when Mussolini’s declaration
of war was already in the offing, the
British government took on as well
the question of the Italian popula-
tion, deciding to arrest 1,500 of
them. The blacklist, in the posses-
sion of the secret services, was

drawn up on the basis of member-
ship in a Fascio (a Fascist Party
venue). But the Italian citizens then
residing in Great Britain who fig-
ured as members were not thereby
Fascists with a persuasion. For the
most part, you had to do with an
even-tempered, good-natured per-
son who would frequent the Fascio
as you would any other circle, since
the activities carried out within these
places were recreational, or maybe
you would take courses in Italian. 
On June 10, 2004, the declaration
of war that Mussolini pronounced
from Palazzo Venezia was met by
Churchill with a “Collar the lot!”
The next day began the roundups,
with 4,000 Italians arrested over
the two weeks that followed. The
order was to arrest everyone with a
membership in a Fascio and all
adult males aged 15 to 70 having
taken up their residence within the
United Kingdom less than 20 years
earlier, which was tantamount to
arresting one-fifth of the Italian
community, at that time about
19,000-people strong.
From the local police stations the
bulk of the Italians were made to
converge toward the internment
camp at Bury (in Lancashire), a
derelict cotton factory turned into a
makeshift camp in a matter of days.
The place was mouse-infested; its
floors were rotting and its windows
broken; only a few mattresses were
available; and there were amassed
within it people of all backgrounds
and from all quarters of society—
from the administrator to the Duce
to the Jewish refugee. At Bury a se-
lection was made to see who could
be deported to Canada, this coun-
try having declared its willingness to
take in the 4,000 internees consid-
ered by the British government to
be most dangerous: this group con-
sisted of roughly 2,500 Germans
and Austrians and 1,500 Italians.
There was a first ship, the Duchess
of York, that made the journey to
Canada: it left on June 20 with a
load of 2,600 German and Austri-
an deportees. There were still 1,500
Italians to be boarded within the
end of the month, but only 712 of
them were found: of the people
blacklisted a few months earlier,
the true hardcore Fascists in Lon-
don had vanished. As Alfio Bern-
abei explains in his book Exiles and
Emigrees in the United Kingdom,
1920-1940, these lesser numbers
can be accounted for in part by the

fact that before the blacklist was
compiled, in the run-up to the war,
the lists on file at the embassy and
at the Fascio headquarters had
been burned; but even more im-
portant was the fact that 630
avowed Fascists, almost all of them
diplomats and people of social
prominence, had been set on a boat
and exchanged in Lisbon with im-
portant British personalities autho-
rized to leave Italy. So, in the rush
to get the Arandora Star to depart
for Canada, the British authorities
boarded the entire camp at Bury,
plus another 478 Germans and
Austrians, so as to fill every avail-
able spot.
What until August 1939 had been
a luxury ocean liner set sail from
Liverpool, repainted and loaded
with artillery fore and aft, on 1 July
1940, carrying 1,500 passengers
(including crew and British troops)
vis-à-vis the 400 passengers the
ship could board as its maximum
capacity. Further, there was not
painted on the ship the Red Cross
symbol that would signal the on-
board presence of passengers taken
as prisoners from the civil popula-
tion; rather, the entire ship was en-
veloped in barbed wire.
Captain Moulton recognized
among the Italian deportees the
family doctor of the president of
Blue Star Line, the cruise company
the ship belonged to. Incredulous
at seeing him there, the captain in-
sisted on finding for him a better
arrangement, but the doctor re-
fused—he wanted to share the fate
of his fellow countrymen—so the
doctor tendered him a piece of ad-
vice: Avoid going below deck in
those waters lest the ship should
become the target of a torpedo
launched from a German subma-
rine. Which is precisely what hap-
pened, on July 2, at 6:30 P.M.,
when off the coast of Ireland the
Arandora Star crossed its path with
that of the a 750-tonne U-boat that
was making its way back to Ger-
many armed with an only torpedo,
having used the others to sink eight
British ships. Struck in the engine
room, the Arandora Star went
down in 40 minutes. Only those
passengers saved themselves who
managed to get on a lifeboat and
withstand the cold waters of the
Atlantic. The weaker and the elder-
ly could not reach the deck or jump
overboard: they drowned har-
nessed to the handrails.

ing of trial procedure and of due
process. It is worthy of note in this
regard that the entry “tangen-
topoli” has received a substantial
revision in the 2003 edition of the
Garzantina dictionary, which takes
care to observe how “the role taken
on by some prosecutors and their
offices has been judged as carrying
a political element and so has occa-
sioned attacks on the part of politi-
cal leaders as well as it has cast a
shadow of doubt on the judiciary
itself.” On now to “devoluzione”:
Prime Minister Carlo Azeglio
Ciampi has declared the word orig-
inal to the Italian language, but in
fact it comes from English devolu-
tion. It means just the opposite of
centralism, and in the political and
administrative parlance of the fed-
eralists, diehard and moderate
alike, it designates the act or
process of handing central-govern-
ment powers over to the regions.
Another example from the realm of
politics is pianista, meaning “pi-
anist,” at least in the usual accepta-
tion. But recently this word has tak-
en on a pejorative sense, designat-
ing a member of parliament who
secretly casts votes for one or more
absentee colleagues, this pressing a
few extra electronic buttons by
sleight of hand. And there is this fi-
nal political neologism: girotondo,
meaning “ring-around-a-rosy,” the
game that children play holding
hands and singing the nursery
rhyme of the same name. The re-
cent practice of holding hands and
forming circles around the seats of
government buildings in sign of
protest has come to take this name,
girotondo, and the participants are
called girotondisti or girotondini.

A BOLOGNAN TWICE
PRIME MINISTER
by Gianfranco Morra

Apublisher based in Ravenna, Li-
bro Aperto, has brought out a

photostat reprint edition of a book
titled I partiti politici e la loro in-
gerenza nella giustizia e nell’ammin-
istrazione (Political parties and their
intrusion on justice and administra-
tion), which the great Bolognan
statesman Marco Minghetti wrote in
1881, when he had already been
ousted from the country’s political
scene. In 1876 the right was pushed
into the opposition, and the left took
power. Minghetti had been active

working toward the birth of a united
Italy and leading the country in its
early days. He was born in Bologna
in 1818 and studied with the Barn-
abite Fathers and Brothers, among
whom Ugo Bassi also taught. He
found himself drawn to Gioberti’s
neo-Guelph project, but soon real-
ized it was impracticable and be-
came a supporter of the House of
Savoy. In 1848 he was appointed
Minister of Public Works under
Pope Pious IX and fought with the
Austrians in the army of Carlo Al-
berto, king of Italy. His defeat in
the ranks of the Austrians relegated
him to his lands in Cadriano
(Bologna) until 1859, when he led
the annexation of the Romagna re-
gions to Piedmont. When Cavour
formed his first government, he ap-
pointed Minghetti as minister of
the interior and entrusted him with
presenting a project for a regional-
istic organization of the state. The
idea was good but unfortunately
impracticable for a state born by
the merging of six other states, and
which therefore could not have any
federalism before even achieving
unity. Minghetti served twice as
prime minister and defended his
moral code dueling with the oppo-
sition leader, one Urbano Rattazzi;
the duel wasn’t fought to the last:
when Minghetti struck his adver-
sary, inflicting a superficial wound,
the seconds at the scene stopped
the duel. During his first term as
prime minister, begun in 1864, he
transferred the capital to Florence
and signed the September Conven-
tion with France. During his sec-
ond term, from 1873 to 1876, he
worked a miracle: he balanced the
budget. But then you cannot bal-
ance a budget without also levying
taxes—the tax excised on flour
played poorly with the people, and
would remain etched in the popu-
lar memory for years to come. He
found himself forced to tender his
resignation. In 1881 Minghetti
came out with his book on political
parties. He was leery of parties and
more inclined toward people (the
election system of the time was
based on single-member con-
stituencies). His teacher, the
philosopher Antonio Rosmini, had
railed against the political parties as
responsible for all the dismal fail-
ures of politics and called for their
suppression. Minghetti was much
more cautious here. The solution
consisted not so much in suppress-

ing as in moralizing them by way of
institutional reforms. The thing to
be avoided was the parties’ intru-
sion on the public administration
and on the administration of jus-
tice. The solutions Minghetti put
forward to cure these ills of politics
were truly farsighted, and it would
fall to the Italian Republic to im-
plement the better part of these so-
lutions: a supreme administrative
tribunal, publicly elected officials
held personally responsible for
their conduct in office, secondary
schools set up training students in
administrative sciences, the office
and seat of the judge so set up that
it cannot be removed, judges
barred from entering into politics,
close oversight of their operation.

AROUND AND ABOUT
IN THE PLAINS
by Monica Lugli

Quality agriculture, environ-
mental resources and tourism,

recovery of historic sites and of the
artistic heritage. A development
program has been launched whose
focus in on the natural vocations of
the territory enclosed within the
provinces of Bologna, Modena, and
Ferrara, a project which counts on
the participation of 25 cities, three
provinces, and the region, and on
an outlay of over 9 million euros in
private and public funding and re-
sources. The participating city ad-
ministrations are Camposanto,

Concordia sul Secchia, Finale Emil-
ia, Mirandola, Ravarino, San Felice
sul Panaro, San Possidonio, Baricel-
la, Bentivoglio, Castello d’Argile,
Crevalcore, Galliera, Malalbergo,
Molinella, Pieve di Cento, San Gio-
vanni in Persiceto, Sala Bolognese,
San Pietro in Casale, Sant’Agata
bolognese, Bondeno, Cento,
Mirabello, Poggio Renatico, San-
t’Agostino, and Vigarano Mainar-
da. The project divides into four ar-
eas of activity. The first area is con-
cerned with bringing amenities to
the territory by laying down bicycle
paths connecting different venues
valued for the landscape, historic
sites, or artistic riches, or for their
wine and cuisine. The effort com-
prises 19 sub-activities, eight of
which are intended to create a net-
work of bicycle paths between the
Po and Reno rivers.
The second area of activity is con-
cerned with safeguarding local and
traditional production and craft-
work, earmarking funds to be dis-
bursed to workshops and retailers
specializing in just such a produc-
tion. The third area is concerned
with the environment: an overall ten
educational and information-pur-
veying projects focused on the envi-
ronmental areas and their recovery.
The fourth area is concerned with
specialty food products, with incen-
tives designed to help farming enter-
prises put up food-tracking systems.
This will make it possible to further
certify and support such locally
grown produce as pear, asparagus,
and melon. There are an overall 18
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