


tu
non lo
dire a

nessuno

don’t 
tell
anyone

Tu non lo dire a nessuno! Non lo dire 
che stai leggendo una presentazione 
scritta da me sul 30esimo compleanno 
del Premio Pieve e dell’Archivio. Mi 
prenderebbero per pazzo: ma come, 
WX� IDL� OōDWWRUH�� GDL� ƓDWR� DOOH� SDUROH� H�
adesso fermi pensieri su carta?
Tu non lo dire a nessuno che li ho 

fermati quei pensieri, perché troppe cose c’erano da 
dire su questo compleanno e chi se le ricordava tutte 
a memoria. Non dire neanche che chi ferma i pensieri 
su carta ha una speranza: che un giorno qualcuno, 
qualcuna, se stesso, possa rileggerli. Così come hanno 
fatto tutti i signori autori dei settemila diari che abitano 
in Archivio - tanti ne sono arrivati in trent’anni: settemila! 
Quei signori hanno scritto per restare presenti nel 
tempo, a qualcuno, a qualcuna. A se stessi.
Tu non lo dire che i primi diari arrivati trent’anni fa si 
guardavano attorno sparuti e si dicevano: e queste sale 
enormi per quattro di noi che ci bastava un angolo! 
Non lo dire che adesso sono lì a rimpiangere quei 
giorni, ora che sono come in riviera al 15 di agosto, che 
non c’è più intimità e tocca condividere spazi, pagine e 
parole con i diari che ti si affastellano addosso.
E ti prego, non dire a nessuno che dal 18 al 21 di 
settembre non solo nelle sale dell’Archivio, ma anche 
in tutto il paese mica ci sarà spazio per girarsi! Che 
ogni strada e angolo e piazza sarà stipata di cose da 
accadere e di amici dell’Archivio da gestire. Infatti, in 
trent’anni, a decine di migliaia si sono affezionati a 
questo luogo, a Saverio che lo inventò e ai tanti che 
vi si affaccendano dentro al presente, tanto che ogni 
DQQR�WRUQDQR�H�SRUWDQR�DPLFL�QXRYL��DPRUL�QXRYL��ƓJOL�
nuovi, e le strade si ingombrano di festa, di memorie 
e di possibili futuri. Non lo dire a nessuno, davvero, 
che posto ne è rimasto poco: pensa a venire tu e i tuoi 
parenti e poi gli altri pensino per sé... Anche perché 
te lo immagini da solo che, visti i trent’anni, l’edizione 
sarà speciale e già ci siamo allargati noi per farci stare 
tutti voi, e si comincia non più di venerdì ma di giovedì 
(però tu, non lo dire a nessuno).
Giurami sul serio di non dire a nessuno che di notte, 
quando ebbro dalla giornata passata in una girandola 
meravigliosa di eventi sorprenderai te stesso di fronte 
al palazzo dell’Archivio, non dire a nessuno che andrai 
D�LQƓODUWL�QHO�PXVHR�GLJLWDOH�H��FRQ�OD�FHUWH]]D�GL�HVVHUH�
solo, ti rintanerai in un angolo, chiuderai gli occhi e 
ti lascerai portare ancora un volta, ancora non sazio, 
in un’altra storia di un altro diario: tu, solo, e il diario, 
in un’intesa intima che ti accompagnerà, come un 
bambino sereno, verso il sonno profondo.
E ogni angolo del museo avrà un bambino che 
dorme pensando di essere solo. Bambini col 
corpo da uomo che sognano diari. Non lo dire 
a nessuno: ti prenderebbero per pazzo.

(�LQƓQH�QRQ�GLUH�D�QHVVXQR�FKH��WUHQWōDQQL�ID��
anche a Saverio Tutino diedero del pazzo. 
Sissignore. Pensa che sperava di creare un 
Archivio di diari partendo da un annuncio sul 
giornale: una follia ineguagliabile!

Mario Perrotta

Don’t tell anyone! Don’t tell that 
you’re reading an introduction 
written by me, for the 30th birthday 
of the Archive and “Pieve” Prize. They 
would think I’m a madman: “Why! 
You are an actor, you give breath to 
WKH� ZRUGV� DQG� QRZ� \RX� DUH� Ɠ[LQJ�
your thoughts to paper?”
Don’t tell anyone that I stopped 
those thoughts, because there were too many things 
to say about this birthday, and who could remember 
DOO�RI�WKHP�E\�KHDUW��'RQōW�HYHQ�VD\�WKDW�ZKR�Ɠ[HV�WKH�
thoughts to paper has this hope: that someday a man, 
a woman, oneself, could reread them, as all the people 
who wrote the seven thousand diaries that dwell in the 
Archive did. Yes, this amount has arrived in thirty years: 
seven thousand! Those people wrote to remain present 
in time, to someone. To themselves.
'RQōW� WHOO� WKDW� WKH�ƓUVW� IHZ�GLDULHV�ZKLFK�DUULYHG� WKLUW\�
years ago, looked around and said: these huge halls 
for us... we would just need a nook! Don’t tell anyone 
that now they are regretting those days, now that they 
feel like they are on the coastline on the 15th of August, 
now that they have no privacy anymore, and they are 
obliged to share the space, pages and words with 
diaries that jumble into each other.
And please, don’t tell anyone that from 18th to 21st 
September there will be no space, not even for turning 
around! Not only in the halls of the archive, but in all 
the town! That every street and corner and square will 
be cluttered with events and friends of the archive 
to take care of. In fact, in 30 years, tens of thousands 
become fond of this place, of Saverio who invented it, 
and to so many who work and rush in the present, so 
much that each year they return and they bring new 
IULHQGV�� QHZ� ORYHV�� QHZ� FKLOGUHQ�� DQG� WKH� VWUHHWV� ƓOO�
with celebration, memories and possible futures. Don’t 
tell anyone, really, because little space remains: think 
about bringing yourself and your relatives, and then 
the others can think about themselves. 
Also because you can imagine yourself, considering 
the 30 years, the edition will be special, and already we 
KDYH�H[SDQGHG�IRU�PDNLQJ�URRP�IRU�DOO��DQG�LW�EHJLQV�
not on Friday, but on Thursday (but you, don’t tell 
anyone). 
Swear to me seriously to not tell anyone that during 
the night, when drunk from a day spent in a marvellous 
swirl of events you will surprise yourself in front of the 
building of the archive, don’t tell anyone that you will 
JR�WR�ƓOH�LQWR�WKH�GLJLWDO�PXVHXP�DQG�ZLWK�WKH�FHUWDLQW\�
to be alone, you will enter into a corner, you will close 
your eyes, and you will let yourself take in once again, 
not yet full, another story of another diary: you, alone, 
and the diary, in an intimate bond that will accompany 
you, like a quiet child, to a profound sleep. 

And each corner of the museum will have a 
child that sleeps thinking about being alone. 
Children with bodies of men that dream of 
diaries. Don’t tell anyone: they will think you 
are crazy.

$QG� WR� ƓQLVK�� GRQōW� WHOO� DQ\RQH� WKDW� ��� \HDUV�
ago, they thought even Saverio Tutino was 
crazy too. Yes, sir. Think that he hoped to create 
an archive of diaries starting from a newspaper 
ad: what an incredible madness!

Mario Perrotta
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principio
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L’Archivio diaristico nazionale celebra
il 30esimo anno di attività
e del Premio Pieve Saverio Tutino

In principio era il diario. Così è cominciato tutto, con quell’annuncio fatto pubblicare dal 
giornalista e scrittore Saverio Tutino su “La Repubblica”, il 22 novembre del 1984: “Avete un 
diario nel cassetto?” chiedeva il fondatore dell’Archivio diaristico nazionale di Pieve Santo 
Stefano agli italiani. Piuttosto che lasciarlo “in pasto ai topi del Duemila”, aggiungeva lungi-
mirante, depositatelo presso la “banca dei diari” che ha da poco aperto i battenti in Toscana. 

“Sarà una delle mille pietre di una costruzione nuova per gli studiosi di domani”. La realtà ha superato in tutto le più 
URVHH�DVSHWWDWLYH�GHO�IRQGDWRUH��Oō$UFKLYLR�KD�LQWHVVXWR�QHJOL�DQQL�XQD�WUDPD�ƓWWD�GL�UDSSRUWL�H�FROODERUD]LRQL�FRQ�
LO�PRQGR�DFFDGHPLFR��PD�DQFKH�FRQ�TXHOOR�GHOOD�FXOWXUD�H�GHOOH�DUWL�DUULYDQGR�D�LQŴXHQ]DUH�FRQ�OD�SURSULD�DWWLYLW¢�
VHWWRUL�H�DPELWL�FKH�VHPEUDYDQR�GLVWDQWL�DQQL�OXFH�GDL�WHPL�GHOOōDXWRELRJUDƓD�H�GHOOD�FRQVHUYD]LRQH�GHOOD�PHPRULD��
La 30esima edizione del “Premio Pieve Saverio Tutino”, che si terrà dal 18 al 21 settembre, prende spunto proprio 
dall’evoluzione che il concetto stesso di Archivio dei diari ha subìto in questi anni. Le mille “pietre” di cui parlava il 
fondatore sono diventate più di settemila e hanno dato vita a una banca della memoria che rappresenta un solido 
presidio a difesa dell’identità individuale e collettiva degli italiani. A questa funzione “passiva” però negli ultimi 
anni se ne è aggiunta una “attiva” che sta portando a risultati straordinari: l’Archivio ha iniziato a proporsi, ed è sta-
to chiamato in causa, quale serbatoio di contenuti inediti e originali per raccontare l’Italia, la sua gente comune e le 
vicende di epica quotidianità che scrivono le pagine di storia del nostro Paese. Oltre agli studiosi di ogni disciplina 
FKH�XWLOL]]DQR�LO�IRQGR�LQHGLWR�DOLPHQWDQGR�XQD�SURGX]LRQH�VFLHQWLƓFD�YDVWD�H�DUWLFRODWD��VFULWWRUL�H�JLRUQDOLVWL�DWWLQ-
gono in continuazione dai documenti conservati in Archivio per raccontare il passato prossimo e il presente, registi 
H�DWWRUL�GL�WHDWUR�H�GL�FLQHPD��PXVLFLVWL�H�IRWRJUDƓ�WUDJJRQR�LVSLUD]LRQH�GDOOH�WHVWLPRQLDQ]H�DXWRELRJUDƓFKH�FKH�
rispecchiano nella maniera più sincera il tempo in cui viviamo. Senza dimenticare che i diari di Pieve negli ultimi 
anni sono “diventati” un museo esperienziale, il cuore pulsante di un itinerario turistico, e che stanno per approda-
re in massa su internet grazie a un articolato progetto di digitalizzazione. Dall’interazione con tutti questi soggetti 
H�GD�TXHVWH�LQL]LDWLYH�VRQR�QDWL�QXRYL�PRGL�GL�FRQFHSLUH�H�FRQGLYLGHUH�L�FRQWHQXWL�DXWRELRJUDƓFL�FRQVHUYDWL�QHL�
diari di Pieve Santo Stefano. Il programma del Premio 2014 è disseminato di presentazioni, di appuntamenti ine-
GLWL�H�GL�YHUH�H�SURSULH�ŏSULPHŐ�FKH�FRQWULEXLUDQQR�DG�DOLPHQWDUH�TXHVWR�ŴXVVR�FUHDWLYR��3HUFK«�LQ�SULQFLSLR�HUD�LO�
diario, e continuerà a esserlo anche in futuro, ma allo stesso tempo vogliamo continuare a contaminare chiunque 
sia interessato a raccontare il nostro mondo, e il nostro tempo, attraverso le testimonianze delle persone comuni.
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The Italian National Diary Archive (Archivio Diaristico Nazionale)
celebrates its 30th year of activity and the

“Premio Pieve Saverio Tutino” Prize

In the Beginning was the Diary. It all began with that. With that announcement published by 
the journalist and writer Saverio Tutino on “La Repubblica” newspaper, on 22nd of November 
1984: “Have you got a diary in a drawer?” the founder of the Italian National Diary Archive 
asked to Italians. “Rather than leaving it for the “rats of the 2000s””, he added in a forward-
looking way, “deposit it in the “Diary Bank” which has recently opened in Tuscany. It’s going to be one of the thou-
sands of stones of a new building, for the scholars of tomorrow.”
Reality has exceeded even the most optimistic expectations of the founder. Over the years the archive has woven 
a dense network of relations and collaborations with the world of academia, and also with the world of culture and 
DUWV��LQŴXHQFLQJ�ZLWK�LWV�DFWLYLW\�VHFWRUV�DQG�ƓHOGV�WKDW�DSSHDUHG�OLJKW�\HDUV�DZD\�IURP�WKH�WRSLFV�RI�DXWRELRJUDSK\�
and memory preservation.
The 30th edition of the “Premio Pieve Saverio Tutino” prize, that will be held from 18th to 21st of September, takes 
inspiration from the evolution that the very concept of Archive of Diaries has had during these last years. The “thou-
sands stones” mentioned by the founder have become more than seven thousand, and they gave life to a bank of 
PHPRU\�ZKLFK�UHSUHVHQWV�D�VROLG�IRUWLƓFDWLRQ�LQ�GHIHQFH�RI�WKH�LQGLYLGXDO�DQG�FROOHFWLYH�LGHQWLW\�RI�,WDOLDQV��/DWHO\��
alongside this “passive” function, the archive has also found an “active” function, that has brought outstanding 
results: the archive has presented itself and it has been used as a reserve of unpublished and original contents to 
describe Italian society, its common people, and the epic everyday events that write the history of our country. Be-
VLGHV�WKH�VFKRODUV�ZKR�VLIW�WKURXJK�WKH�XQSXEOLVKHG�DUFKLYDO�FROOHFWLRQ�DQG�QXUWXUH�D�ZLGH�DQG�DUWLFXODWHG�VFLHQWLƓF�
production, writers and journalists continuously draw upon documents conserved in the archive to tell the past 
and the present; directors and actors of theatre and cinema, musicians and photographers take inspiration from 
WKH�DXWRELRJUDSKLFDO�WHVWLPRQLHV��ZKLFK�JHQXLQHO\�UHŴHFW�WKH�WLPH�LQ�ZKLFK�ZH�OLYH��1RW�WR�PHQWLRQ��WKH�GLDULHV�RI�
Pieve in these last years have become an “experiential museum”, the beating heart of a tourist route, and also are 
about to be massively put on the Internet thanks to an articulated project of digitization. From the interactions of 
all these people and projects, new ways of conceiving and sharing the autobiographical contents of the diaries of 
Pieve Santo Stefano are born. The programmes of Prize 2014 are plenty of presentations, unseen events and pre-
PLHUHV��ZKLFK�ZLOO�FRQWLQXH�WR�IHHG�WKLV�FUHDWLYH�ŴRZ��%HFDXVH�LQ�WKH�%HJLQQLQJ�ZDV�WKH�'LDU\��DQG�LW�ZLOO�FRQWLQXH�WR�
EH�DOVR�LQ�WKH�IXWXUH��EXW�DW�WKH�VDPH�WLPH�ZH�ZDQW�WR�FRQWLQXH�LQŴXHQFLQJ�WKRVH�ZKR�DUH�LQWHUHVWHG�LQ�GHVFULELQJ�
our world and our times through the testimonies of ordinary people.

Through the memories, un secolo di giovani - Pieve 2014



5HFXSHUDUH�YDORUL]]DUH�DWWXDOL]]DUH� H�GLIIRQGHUH� OH�PHPRULH� HXURSHH� UHQGHQGROH� YHLFROR�GL� GLDORJR�ULŴHVVLRQH�
H� FRQFLOLD]LRQH� WUDQVQD]LRQDOH� H� LQWHUJHQHUD]LRQDOH�4XHVWR� ª� RELHWWLYR� JHQHUDOH� GHO� SURJHWWR� GD� UDJJLXQJHUH�
LQ���PRVVH�L�FRQVROLGDUH�XQD� UHWH�HXURSHD�GL� LVWLWX]LRQL� LPSHJQDWH�QHOOD� UDFFROWD�DUFKLYLD]LRQH�H�YDORUL]]D]LRQH�
GHOOH�PHPRULH�LL�SURSRUUH�DL�JLRYDQL�VWXGHQWL��DWWUDYHUVR�OD�OHWWXUD�GL�WHVWL�DXWRELRJUDƓFL�XQD�YLVLRQH�ŏGLYHUVDŐ�GL�
DOFXQL�PRPHQWL�GL�VYROWD�GHOOD�VWRULD�HXURSHD�LLL�VWUXWWXUDUH�XQD�UHWH�JLRYDQLOH�FKH�SHUPHWWD�DJOL�VWXGHQWL�HXURSHL�GL�
FRQIURQWDUVL�H�GLDORJDUH�D�ULJXDUGR�GL�WDOL�SHULRGL�LY�IDYRULUH�LO�FRQIURQWR�H�LO�GLDORJR�LQWHUJHQHUD]LRQDOH�VXL�PRPHQWL�
VHOH]LRQDWL�DWWUDYHUVR� OōDQDOLVL�GHOOH�SHUFH]LRQL�VRJJHWWLYH�PDWXUDWH� LQ�YDULH�HSRFKH�Y��SURSRUUH�PHWRGRORJLH�GL�
YDORUL]]D]LRQH�H�UHVWLWX]LRQH�GHOOH�PHPRULH�HXURSHH�DWWUDYHUVR�VXSSRUWL�DGHJXDWL�DOOH�QXRYH�JHQHUD]LRQL�
/ōLGHD� SURJHWWXDOH� VL� EDVD� VXOOD� SRWHQ]LDOLW¢� GL� DFFRPXQDUH� HSRFKH� H� FRQWHVWL� JHRJUDƓFL� GLIIHUHQWL� JUD]LH� DOOD�
FRQGLYLVLRQH�GHOOH�ŏHPR]LRQLŐ�FKH�DFFRPSDJQDQR�OōDGROHVFHQ]D�H�OD�FUHVFLWD�GL�RJQL�SHUVRQD�LQ�RJQL�HSRFD�H�OH�
ŏPHPRULHŐ� OHJDWH�D�PRPHQWL�GL�VYROWD�GHOOD�VWRULD�HXURSHD�/H�HPR]LRQL�YLVVXWH� LQ�JLRYHQW»�GLYHQWDQR� LO� IDWWRUH�
FRPXQH�SHU�DYYLFLQDUH�L�JLRYDQL�GōRJJL�DL�ORUR�JHQLWRUL��QRQQL�H�ELVQRQQL�,Q�XQD�SULPD�IDVH�LO�ŴXVVR�GL�HPR]LRQL�
VL� OHJKHU¢�DOOH�PHPRULH�SHUFRUUHQGR�XQD�GLPHQVLRQH� WHPSRUDOH�JLRYDQL�VWXGHQWL� LWDOLDQL��JUD]LH�DO�VXSSRUWR�GL�
XQ�IRUPDWRUH�SURIHVVLRQDOH�VSHFLDOL]]DWR�LQ�PHWRGL�GL�DSSUHQGLPHQWR�QRQ�FRQYHQ]LRQDOH��VL�FRQIURQWHUDQQR�FRQ�
OH�HPR]LRQL�SURYDWH�GDL�FRHWDQHL�GL�����DQQL�SULPD�FKH�KDQQR�YLVVXWR�GD�VROGDWL� OD�*UDQGH�*XHUUD�FRV®�FRPH�
JLRYDQL�VWXGHQWL�WHGHVFKL�VL�FRQIURQWHUDQQR�FRQ�OH�HPR]LRQL�YLVVXWH�GDL�ORUR�FRHWDQHL�QHO�SHULRGR�GHOOD�&DGXWD�GHO�
0XUR�GL�%HUOLQR�4XLQGL�LO�ŴXVVR�GL�PHPRULH�VL�VSRVWHU¢�VXOOD�GLPHQVLRQH�VSD]LDOH�JOL�VWXGHQWL��LWDOLDQL�H�WHGHVFKL��
FRQGLYLGHUDQQR� L� IUXWWL� GHOOH� ORUR� ULŴHVVLRQL� FRQ� VWXGHQWL� SRUWRJKHVL�� FUHVFLXWL� LQ� XQ� FRQWHVWR� JHRJUDƓFR� QRQ�
GLUHWWDPHQWH�LQWHUHVVDWR�GDL�PRPHQWL�VWRULFL�SUHVL�LQ�HVDPH�PD�SXU�VHPSUH�FRLQYROWL�LQ�TXDQWR�FLWWDGLQL�HXURSHL�
1HOOD� IDVH� ƓQDOH� GHO� SURJHWWR� L� JLRYDQL� VWHVVL� SUHVHQWHUDQQR�PRGDOLW¢� RULJLQDOL� GL� UHVWLWX]LRQH� GHOOH�PHPRULH�
SDVVDWH�FKH�SRWUDQQR�FRQVHQWLUH�DOOH�LVWLWX]LRQL��$UFKLYL�H�0XVHL��GL�UHQGHUH�PDJJLRUPHQWH�IUXLELOL�L�PDWHULDOL�GD�
ORUR�FXVWRGLWL�SHU�OH�QXRYH�JHQHUD]LRQL�
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7KURXJK�WKH�0HPRULHV��XQ�VHFROR�GL�JLRYDQL
&R�IRXQGHG�E\�WKH�(XURSH�IRU�&LWL]HQV�3URJUDPPH�RI�WKH�(XURSHDQ�XQLRQ
)RQGD]LRQH�$UFKLYLR�GLDULVWLFR�QD]LRQDOH�GL�3LHYH�6�6WHIDQR��$UH]]R���,W
6R]LDO�ODEHO�H�9���%HUOLQ���'H
$VVRFLD©¥R�$UTXLYR�GRV�'L£ULRV��/LVERQ���3W

5HFRYHU�� HQKDQFH�� XSGDWH� DQG� GLVVHPLQDWH� (XURSHDQ� PHPRULHV� WR� PDNH� YHKLFOH� IRU� WUDQVQDWLRQDO� DQG� LQWHU�
JHQHUDWLRQDO�GLDORJXH�REVHUYDWLRQV�DQG�UHFRQFLOLDWLRQ��7KLV�LV�WKH�JHQHUDO�REMHFWLYH�WR�EH�DFKLHYHG�LQ���6WHSV
L�FRQVROLGDWH� DQ� (XURSHDQ� QHWZRUN� RI� LQVWLWXWLRQV� HQJDJHG� LQ� WKH� FROOHFWLRQ�VWRUDJH� DQG� HQKDQFHPHQW� RI�
PHPRULHV��LL�SURSRVH�WR�\RXQJ�SHRSOHV�D�GLIIHUHQW�YLVLRQ�LQ�VRPH�WXUQLQJ�SRLQWV�RI�(XURSHDQ�KLVWRU\�WKURXJK�WKH�
UHDGLQJ�RI�DXWRELRJUDSKLFDO�WH[WV��LLL�VWUXFWXUH�D�\RXWK�QHWZRUN�WKDW�ZLOO�HQDEOH�(XURSHDQ�VWXGHQWV�DQG�SHRSOHV�WR�
PHHW�DQG�WDON�DERXW�WKRVH�KLVWRULFDO�SHULRGV��LY�SURPRWH�FRPSDULVRQ�DQG�LQWHU�JHQHUDWLRQDO�GLDORJXH�RQ�FRPPRQ�
KLVWRU\�WKURXJK�WKH�DQDO\VLV�RI�VXEMHFWLYH�HPRWLRQV�DFTXLUHG�LQ�GLIIHUHQW�HSRFKHV��Y�VXJJHVW�PHWKRGRORJLHV�IRU�
WKH�XVH�DQG�UHWXUQ�RI�(XURSHDQ�PHPRULHV�WKURXJK�WKH�PHGLD�XVHG�IURP�WKH�QHZ�JHQHUDWLRQV�
7KH�SURMHFW� LV� EDVHG�RQ� WKH�SRWHQWLDO� RI� EULQJLQJ� WRJHWKHU�GLIIHUHQW� DJHV� DQG�JHRJUDSKLFDO� FRQWH[WV�� VKDULQJ�
WKHŐHPRWLRQVŐ�WKDW�PRYH�RQ�DGROHVFHQFH�DQG�WKH�JURZWK�RI�HDFK�SHUVRQ�LQ�WKH�+LVWRU\�DQG�WKH�PHPRULHV�UHODWHG�
WR�NH\�PRPHQWV�LQ�(XURSHDQ�KLVWRU\�
7KH�HPRWLRQV�H[SHULHQFHG�LQ�WKHLU�\RXWK�EHFRPH�WKH�FRPPRQ�IDFWRU�WR�EULQJ�WKH�\RXWK�RI�WRGD\�DQG�WKHLU�SDUHQWV��
JUDQGSDUHQWV�DQG�JUHDW�JUDQGSDUHQWV��
,Q�D�ƓUVW�VWHS�WKH�\RXQJ�,WDOLDQ�VWXGHQWV�E\�VXSSRUWLQJ�D�SURIHVVLRQDO�WUDLQHU�VSHFLDOL]LQJ�LQ�XQFRQYHQWLRQDO�PHWKRGV�
RI�OHDUQLQJ��ZLOO�EH�FRQIURQWHG�ZLWK�WKH�HPRWLRQV�IHOW�E\�WKHLU�SHHUV�WR�KDYH�OLYHG�����\HDUV�EHIRUH�E\�VROGLHUV�
$W�WKH�VDPH�WLPH�\RXQJ�*HUPDQV�ZLOO�FRPSDUH�WKH�HPRWLRQV�H[SHULHQFHG�E\�WKHLU�SHHUV�GXULQJ�WKH�)DOO�RI�WKH�
%HUOLQ�:DOO�
7KHQ�PHPRULHV�ZLOO�PRYH�WR�WKH�VSDWLDO�GLPHQVLRQ��\RXQJ�SHRSOHV��,WDOLDQV�DQG�*HUPDQV��ZLOO�VKDUH�WKH�EHQHƓWV�
RI�WKHLU�UHŴHFWLRQV�ZLWK�3RUWXJXHVH�VWXGHQWV�ZKR�JUHZ�XS�LQ�D�JHRJUDSKLF�FRQWH[W�QRW�GLUHFWO\�DIIHFWHG�E\�WKHVH�
KLVWRULFDO�PRPHQWV�EXW�VWLOO�LQYROYHG�DV�(XURSHDQ�FLWL]HQV�
$W�WKH�HQG�RI�WKH�SURMHFW�WKH�\RXQJ�SHRSOH�WKHPVHOYHV�ZLOO�SUHVHQW�RULJLQDO�ZD\V�RI�UHVWLWXWLRQ�RI�WKH�PHPRULHV�
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$VVRFLD©¥R�$UTXLYR�GRV�'L£ULRV��/LVERQ���3W



sabato 20 settembre, ore 16.00 - Logge del Grano
con Pier Vittorio Buffa, Giovanni De Luna, Bruno Manfellotto, Luigi Vicinanza e Anna Villari
coordina Nicola Maranesi
letture di Andrea Biagiotti

ŏ/D�*UDQGH�*XHUUD��L�GLDUL�UDFFRQWDQRŐ�ª�XQ�SURJHWWR�FKH�QDVFH�VXO�ƓQLUH�GHO������GDOOD�FROODERUD]LRQH�WUD�Oō$UFKLYLR�
'LDULVWLFR�1D]LRQDOH�GL�3LHYH�6DQWR�6WHIDQR�H�LO�*UXSSR�/ō(VSUHVVR��TXRWLGLDQL�)LQHJLO�H�/ō(VSUHVVR���GXH�HFFHOOHQ]H�
LWDOLDQH�FKH�RSHUDQR�QHO�FDPSR�GHOOD�FRQVHUYD]LRQH�GHOOD�PHPRULD�H�GHOOōHGLWRULD�
7UD� OH� PLJOLDLD� GL� GLDUL�� OHWWHUH�� PHPRULH� GL� LWDOLDQL� H� LWDOLDQH� FXVWRGLWL� QHOOō$UFKLYLR� GL� 3LHYH�� DOFXQH� FHQWLQDLD�
ULJXDUGDQR�JOL�DQQL�GHOOD�*UDQGH�*XHUUD�H�VRQR�VRSUDWWXWWR�GL�VROGDWL�FKH�VFULYRQR�D�FDVD�GDO�IURQWH��FKH�ULHPSLRQR�
WDFFXLQL��FKH�DIƓGDQR�DL�TXDGHUQL�L�ORUR�ULFRUGL�
&RV®�LO�VHWWLPDQDOH�/ō(VSUHVVR��L�JLRUQDOL�ORFDOL�GHO�JUXSSR��)LQHJLO��H�Oō$UFKLYLR�GL�3LHYH�KDQQR�GHFLVR�FKH�LO�FHQWHQDULR�
GHOOR�VFRSSLR�GHO�SULPR�FRQŴLWWR�PRQGLDOH�IRVVH�XQD�EXRQD�RFFDVLRQH�SHU�ULSUHQGHUH�LQ�PDQR�TXHVWR�VWUDRUGLQDULR�
PDWHULDOH��VHOH]LRQDUOR��FDWDORJDUOR�H�PHWWHUOR�D�GLVSRVL]LRQH�GL�WXWWL�SHUFK«�FLDVFXQR�SRWHVVH�LQWUDSUHQGHUH�TXHVWR�
YLDJJLR�QHO�WHPSR�FRPH�H�TXDQGR�SUHIHULVFH��ODVFLDQGRVL�SRUWDUH�GDOOH�SURSULH�HPR]LRQL�H�GDOOH�SURSULH�FXULRVLW¢�
'DO�JLXJQR�������DFFHQGHQGR�OLEHUDPHQWH�DO�VLWR�ZHE�GHO�SURJHWWR��KWWS���HVSUHVVR�UHSXEEOLFD�LW�JUDQGHJXHUUD����
FKLXQTXH�SX´�LPPHUJHUVL�QHOOōHVSHULHQ]D�GL�YLWD��H�EHOOLFD��FKH�FHQWLQDLD�WUD�XRPLQL�H�GRQQH�KDQQR�DIIURQWDWR�QHJOL�
DQQL�WUD�LO������H�LO������
ŏ/D�*UDQGH�*XHUUD��L�GLDUL�UDFFRQWDQRŐ�VL�SURƓOD�FRPH�XQ�QXRYR�SXQWR�GL�LQFRQWUR�WUD�DUFKLYLVWLFD�H�JLRUQDOLVPR��
XQ�SURGRWWR�HGLWRULDOH�H�FXOWXUDOH�HVWUHPDPHQWH�GLYXOJDWLYR�FKH��SHU�FRPH�ª�VWDWR�FRQFHSLWR��SX´�DYYLFLQDUH�XQ�
SXEEOLFR�QXRYR�DOOD�IUXL]LRQH�GL�FRQWHQXWL�LQHGLWL��SURSRQHQGR�XQ�DSSUHQGLPHQWR�GHJOL�DYYHQLPHQWL�VWRULFL�DOOD�
SRUWDWD�GL�FKLXQTXH�H�IDYRUHQGR�XQD�SURIRQGD�ULŴHVVLRQH�VX�XQR�GHL�PRPHQWL�FUXFLDOL�GHOOD�FRPXQH�VWRULD�HXURSHD�
,Q�WDO�SURVSHWWLYD�LO�SURJHWWR�IRUQLVFH�XQD�IRUPLGDELOH�ULVRUVD��OLEHUDPHQWH�GLVSRQLELOH�H�IUXLELOH�SHU�WXWWL�FRORUR�FKH�
YRJOLRQR�DSSUHQGHUH�OH�YLFHQGH�GHOOD�*UDQGH�*XHUUD��DQDOL]]DQGROH�GLUHWWDPHQWH�GDOOD�SURVSHWWLYD�GL�FRORUR�FKH�
VL�VRQR�WURYDWL�D�YLYHUOH�LQ�SULPD�SHUVRQD��

la grande 
guerra

The Great War,
The Diaries Tell
E\�$UFKLYLR�GHL�GLDUL�DQG�/ō(VSUHVVR
Saturday, 20th of September, 11:30 pm - Teatro Comunale
with Pier Vittorio Buffa, Giovanni De Luna, Bruno Manfellotto, Luigi Vicinanza e Anna Villari 
coordination by  Nicola Maranesi
readings by  Andrea Biagiotti

ŏ/D�*UDQGH�*XHUUD�Ŋ�,�GLDUL�UDFFRQWDQRŐ��7KH�*UHDW�:DU��7KH�'LDULHV�7HOO��LV�D�SURMHFW�ZKLFK�EHJDQ�DW�WKH�HQG�RI�
������DV�D�FROODERUDWLRQ�EHWZHHQ�WZR�VXSHULRU�,WDOLDQ�DJHQFLHV��WKH�,WDOLDQ�1DWLRQDO�'LDU\�$UFKLYH��ORFDWHG�LQ�3LHYH�
6DQWR�6WHIDQR��DQG�/ō(VSUHVVR�PHGLD�JURXS��)LQHJLO�'DLO\�1HZVSDSHUV�DQG�/ō(VSUHVVR���ZKLFK�ZRUN�LQ�WKH�ƓHOG�RI�
SUHVHUYDWLRQ�RI�PHPRU\�DQG�SXEOLVKLQJ�
$PRQJ�WKH�WKRXVDQGV�RI�OHWWHUV��DXWRELRJUDSKLHV�DQG�PHPRULHV�FROOHFWHG�LQ�WKH�$UFKLYH��VHYHUDO�KXQGUHGV�ZHUH�
ZULWWHQ�GXULQJ�WKH�*UHDW�:DU��DERYH�DOO�E\�VROGLHUV�ZKR�ZURWH�WR�WKHLU�IDPLOLHV��ƓOOHG�DJHQGDV�DQG�HQWUXVWHG�WKHLU�
PHPRULHV�WR�QRWHERRNV�
7KXV�/ō(VSUHVVR�ZHHNO\��ORFDO�QHZVSDSHUV�RI�)LQHJLO�*URXS�DQG�WKH�,WDOLDQ�1DWLRQDO�'LDU\�$UFKLYH�GHFLGHG�WKDW�WKH�
FHQWHQDU\�RI�WKH�RXWEUHDN�RI�:RUOG�:DU�,�ZRXOG�EH�D�JRRG�RFFDVLRQ�WR�UHVXUIDFH�WKLV�H[WUDRUGLQDU\�PDWHULDO��PDNH�
D�VHOHFWLRQ��FDWDORJXH�WKHP�DQG�PDNH�WKHP�DYDLODEOH�WR�HYHU\RQH��7KH�JRDO�RI�SURMHFW�LV�WR�PDNH�HYHU\�SHUVRQ�
DEOH�WR�HPEDUN�RQ�WKLV�MRXUQH\�WKURXJK�WLPH��ZKHQ�DQG�KRZHYHU�RQH�GHVLUHV��WR�EH�FDUULHG�DZD\�E\�HPRWLRQV�DQG�
FXULRVLW\�
6LQFH�-XQH�������E\�DFFHVVLQJ�WKH�ZHEVLWH�RI�WKH�SURMHFW��KWWS���HVSUHVVR�UHSXEEOLFD�LW�JUDQGHJXHUUD����DQ\RQH�
FDQ�GLYH�LQWR�WKH�OLIH��DQG�ZDU��H[SHULHQFH��WKDW�KXQGUHGV�RI�PHQ�DQG�ZRPHQ�IDFHG�EHWZHHQ������DQG������
ŏ7KH�*UHDW�:DU��7KH�'LDULHV�7HOOŐ�FDQ�EH�VHHQ�DV�D�QHZ�PHHWLQJ�SRLQW�EHWZHHQ�DUFKLYDO�ZRUN�DQG�MRXUQDOLVP��DQ�
H[WUHPHO\�XVHU�IULHQGO\�HGLWRULDO�DQG�FXOWXUDO�SURGXFW�WKDW��E\�KRZ�LW�LV�GHVLJQHG��FDQ�EULQJ�D�QHZ�SXEOLF�FORVHU�WR�
WKH�XVH�RI�XQSXEOLVKHG�FRQWHQW��,W�SURSRVHV�DQ�DSSUHKHQVLRQ�RI�KLVWRULFDO�HYHQWV�DFFHVVLEOH�WR�DQ\RQH�DQG�IDYRUV�
D�SURIRXQG�UHŴHFWLRQ�XSRQ�RQH�RI�WKH�FUXFLDO�PRPHQWV�ZLWKLQ�FRPPRQ�(XURSHDQ�KLVWRU\�
)URP�WKLV�SHUVSHFWLYH�WKH�SURMHFW�SURYLGHV�D�JUHDW�UHVRXUFH��IUHHO\�DYDLODEOH�DQG�DFFHVVLEOH�WR�DOO�ZKR�ZLVK�WR�OH�
DUQ�WKH�KLVWRU\�RI�WKH�*UHDW�:DU��E\�UHDGLQJ�GLUHFWO\�WKH�SHUVSHFWLYHV�RI�WKRVH�ZKR�IRXQG�WKHPVHOYHV�OLYLQJ�WKHVH�
VWRULHV�ƓUVWKDQG�
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la grande 
guerra

La Grande Guerra,
i diari raccontano
XQ�SURJHWWR�GL�$UFKLYLR�GHL�GLDUL�H�/ō(VSUHVVR



avanti 
sempre

Emozioni e ricordi

della guerra di trincea 1915-1918

di Nicola Maranesi, prefazione di Antonio Gibelli

Storie italiane, Il Mulino, 2014

sabato 20 settembre, ore 16.00 - Logge del Grano
con Giovanni De Luna, Emilio Gentile, Antonio Gibelli, Nicola Maranesi e Gian Bruno Ravenni
coordina Camillo Brezzi
letture di Andrea Biagiotti

Gli stivali di un soldato proteso in un salto si staccano dal ciglio di un treno militare, giunto all’ultima fermata vicino 

DOOD�OLQHD�GHO�IURQWH��LQ�GLUH]LRQH�GHO�&DUVR��LQ�XQD�QRWWH�GL�ƓQH�PDJJLR�GHO�������/D�3ULPD�JXHUUD�PRQGLDOH�ª�DSSH-

QD�LQL]LDWD�DQFKH�SHU�Oō,WDOLD��/ōLVWDQWH�FKH�DFFRPSDJQD�OR�VODQFLR�GL�TXHOOōXRPR�H�QH�SUHFHGH�OōDUULYR�D�WHUUD�ª�XQR�
VSDUWLDFTXH�GL�YLWD��'DO�PRPHQWR�LQ�FXL�L�SLHGL�DIIRQGDQR�QHO�IDQJR�URVVR�WXWWR�FDPELD��*OL�RFFKL�FKH�VL�VWDFFDQR�GDO�
VXROR�H�VFUXWDQR�QHO�EXLR��KDQQR�GL�IURQWH�VFHQDUL�PDL�YLVWL��/H�RUHFFKLH�FKH�VL�VIRU]DQR�GL�LQWHUFHWWDUH�L�VXRQL�FLUFR-

VWDQWL��QRQ�QH�ULFRQRVFRQR�OD�QDWXUD��,O�QDVR�VODQFLDWR�LQ�DULD�ª�LQYHVWLWR�GD�RGRUL�VFRQRVFLXWL��,O�FLER�H�OH�EHYDQGH�
VRQR�LUULFRQRVFLELOL��OH�PDQL�FRVWUHWWH�D�WRFFDUH�FL´�FKH�QRQ�DYUHEEHUR�PDL�QHSSXUH�VƓRUDWR�
&RPLQFLD�FRV®�OD�*UDQGH�*XHUUD�SHU�ROWUH�TXDWWUR�PLOLRQL�GL�VROGDWL�LWDOLDQL��ª�OōLQL]LR�GL�XQ�FDPPLQR�SDUWLFRODUH��FKH�
QRQ�VDU¢�VFDQGLWR�GD�VSRVWDPHQWL�ƓVLFL���ULGRWWL�DO�PLQLPR�QHOOD�JXHUUD�GL�WULQFHD���PD�GDOOōHYROX]LRQH�GHJOL�VWDWL�
GōDQLPR�GHL�FRPEDWWHQWL�DOOōLQWHUQR�GHOOōHVSHULHQ]D�EHOOLFD��$O�IURQWH�UHJROH�LQGHFLIUDELOL�LPSRQJRQR�XQ�SHUFRUVR
HPRWLYR�D�WDSSH�IRU]DWH��FKH�FRQGXFH�GDOOD�SUHVD�GL�FRVFLHQ]D�DOOōLQTXLHWXGLQH��GDOOR�VPDUULPHQWR�DOOD�IUXVWUD]LRQH��
dallo sconforto all’agitazione, dall’apprensione alla paura, dalla rassegnazione al terrore, dall’annichilimento all’af-

fermazione della volontà di sopravvivere e ricominciare a vivere, nonostante tutto, già all’interno del labirinto delle 

WULQFHH��,PSRVVLELOH�IHUPDUVL��WRUQDUH�LQGLHWUR�R�XVFLUH��ELVRJQD�DQGDUH�VHPSUH�ŏ$YDQWL�Ő��SURSULR�FRPH�JULGDQR�L�
IDQWL�SULPD�GL�VODQFLDUVL�IXRUL�GDL�FXQLFROL�IDQJRVL�DOOD�FRQTXLVWD�GHOOH�WULQFHH��H�GHOOH�SDOORWWROH��QHPLFKH�
ŏ$YDQWL�Ő��6HPSUH�
Alla ricerca degli stati d’animo vissuti dai combattenti, Nicola Maranesi ha setacciato i diari, le memorie e gli episto-

ODUL�FRQVHUYDWL�SUHVVR�LO�IRQGR�LQHGLWR�ŏ*XHUUD�0RQGLDOH��������Ő�GHOOō$UFKLYLR�3LHYH�6DQWR�6WHIDQR�

always 
forward

$OZD\V�)RUZDUG��(PRWLRQV�DQG�0HPRULHV
from the Trench Warfare 1915-1918

E\�1LFROD�0DUDQHVL��3UHIDFH�E\�$QWRQLR�*LEHOOL
Storie italiane, Il Mulino, 2014

Saturday, 20th of September, 04:00 pm - Logge del Grano
with Giovanni De Luna, Emilio Gentile, Antonio Gibelli, Nicola Maranesi e Gian Bruno Ravenni
coordination by  Camillo Brezzi
readings by  Andrea Biagiotti

The boots of a soldier, who is stretched in a jump, are leaving the edge of a military train that has reached the last 

VWRS�QHDU�WKH�IURQWOLQH��RQ�.DUVW�3ODWHDX��GXULQJ�D�QLJKW�DW�WKH�HQG�RI�0D\�������7KH�)LUVW�:RUOG�:DU�KDV�EHJXQ�DOVR�
IRU�,WDO\��7KH�PRPHQW�WKDW�HODSVHV�EHWZHHQ�WKH�OHDS�RI�WKDW�PDQ��DQG�KLV�ODQGLQJ�RQ�WKH�JURXQG�LV�D�FURVVURDG�RI�
OLIH��$IWHU�KLV�IHHW�VLQN�LQWR�WKH�UHG�PXG��HYHU\WKLQJ�FKDQJHV��+LV�H\HV�WKDW�DUH�SHHULQJ�LQWR�WKH�GDUNQHVV��DUH�IDFLQJ�
VFHQDULRV�WKH\�KDYH�QHYHU�VHHQ�EHIRUH��+LV�HDUV��ZKLFK�DUH�WU\LQJ�WR�LQWHUFHSW�WKH�VXUURXQGLQJ�VRXQGV��FDQōW�UHFR-

JQL]H�WKHLU�VRXUFH��+LV�QRVH��OLIWHG�WR�WKH�DLU��LV�DVVDXOWHG�E\�XQNQRZQ�VPHOOV��)RRG�DQG�GULQNV�DUH�XQUHFRJQL]DEOH��
DQG�KLV�KDQGV�DUH�REOLJHG�WR�WRXFK�WKLQJV�WKDW�WKH\�ZRXOG�KDYH�QHYHU�HYHQ�JUD]HG�EHIRUH�
7KXV��WKH�*UHDW�:DU�KDV�VWDUWHG��LQYROYLQJ�PRUH�WKDQ���PLOOLRQ�,WDOLDQ�VROGLHUV��LW�LV�WKH�EHJLQQLQJ�RI�D�SDUWLFXODU�
SDWK��WKDW�ZLOO�EH�QRW�PDUNHG�E\�SK\VLFDO�PRYHPHQWV��WKDW�DUH�PLQLPDO�LQ�D�WUHQFK�ZDUIDUH��EXW�E\�WKH�HYROXWLRQ�RI�
VROGLHUVō�VWDWHV�RI�PLQG��DERXW�WKH�ZDU�H[SHULHQFH�
On the frontline, indecipherable rules impose an emotional journey that leads from awareness to restlessness, 

from bewilderment to frustration, from dejection to turmoil, from misgiving to fear, from resignation to terror, from 

DQQLKLODWLRQ�WR�WKH�DIƓUPDWLRQ�RI�WKH�ZLOO�WR�VXUYLYH�DQG�VWDUW�OLYLQJ�DJDLQ��LQ�VSLWH�RI�HYHU\WKLQJ��DOVR�LQ�WKH�PD]H�RI�
WUHQFKHV��<RX�FDQ�QHLWKHU�VWRS��QRU�JR�EDFN�RU�JR�DZD\��\RX�DOZD\V�KDYH�WR�JR�ŏ)RUZDUG�Ő��MXVW�KRZ�LQIDQWU\PHQ�
VKRXW�EHIRUH�MXPSLQJ�RXW�RI�WKHLU�PXGG\�EXUURZV�WR�WDNH�WKH�WUHQFKHV��DQG�WKH�EXOOHWV��RI�WKH�HQHP\�
ŏ)RUZDUG�Ő�$OZD\V�
In search of the states of mind of the soldiers, Nicola Maranesi sifted through diaries, memories and correspon-

GHQFH�FROOHFWHG�LQ�WKH�XQSXEOLVKHG�DUFKLYDO�FROOHFWLRQ�ŏ:RUOG�:DU��������Ő�IURP�WKH�,WDOLDQ�1DWLRQDO�'LDU\�$UFKL-
YH��$UFKLYLR�'LDULVWLFR�1D]LRQDOH��RI�3LHYH�6DQWR�6WHIDQR�

Through the memories, un secolo di giovani - Pieve 2014



milite 
ignoto

“Milite Ignoto, quindicidiciotto”, uno spettacolo di Mario Perrotta

tratto da Avanti sempre di Nicola Maranesi

e dal progetto La Grande Guerra, i diari raccontano

a cura di Pier Vittorio Buffa e Nicola Maranesi

sabato 20 settembre, ore 22.45 - Teatro Comunale
collaborazione alla regia Paola Roscioli
luci e suoni  Eva Bruno
organizzazione Silvia Ferrari

milite 
ignoto

Saturday, 20th of September, 10:45 pm - Logge del Grano
collaboration with  Paola Roscioli
lights and sounds   Eva Bruno
organization Silvia Ferrari

Through the memories, un secolo di giovani - Pieve 2014

E chi scende da qui? Ci misi giorni di fatica e bestemmie a salire, tra cadaveri maleodoranti e rocce e grida di morte, ci 
misi l’orrore stampato negli occhi e il coraggio, tutto questo ci misi, tanto che adesso non scendo! Resto quassù. Che 
SRL��VH�DQFKH�VFHQGR��QHVVXQR�PL�SX´�ULFRQRVFHUH��FKH�OD�IDFFLD�PH�OD�IHFH�VDOWDUH�XQ�PRUWDLR�H�OD�YRFH�IX�JUDIƓDWD�GD�
schegge. E il mio nome sparì dalla testa quando fu il grande scoppio. Lo scoppio che tutti ammazzò qui all’intorno. Tran-
ne me che, però, non so più chi sono. A volte mi paio uno, a volte un altro... Io sono uno, nessuno e tutti quelli saltati per 
DULD��PRUWL�VSDUDWL��DOOD�EDLRQHWWD��DVƓVVLDWL�GL�JDV�H�JKLDFFLDWL�GL�IUHGGR��&KH�WXWWL�PH�OL�VHQWR�DGGRVVR�H�PL�FUHGR�QHL�ORUR�
pensieri. Certo, alle volte, penserò di sicuro coi miei veri sentimenti, ma non so quando. Perché io mi ignoro. Sono ignoto 
SHUVLQR�D�PH�VWHVVR��ƓJXUDWL�DO�PRQGR��0D�OR�DVSHWWR�TXL�VRSUD�LO�PRQGR��LQ�WULQFHD���WXWWR�OR�DVSHWWR���FKH�LO�PRQGR�WXWWR�
è coinvolto. E questa è l’unica cosa che ricordo: che sono in guerra, una guerra enorme, mondiale addirittura e io - io che 
non so più chi sono, da dove vengo e chi mi ha messo al mondo; io sconosciuto anche alla sola madre che mi resta, la 
0DGUH�3DWULD���LR�SHU�HVVD��OD�SDWULD��JLXUDL�GL�PRULUPHQH��SURSULR�FRPH�OH�DOWUH��������WRQQHOODWH�GL�PXVFROL�H�RVVD��PRUWH�
prima di me. Io non scendo!

Ho scelto questo titolo, Milite Ignoto, perché la Prima guerra mondiale fu l’ultimo evento bellico dove il milite ebbe an-

FRUD�XQ�TXDOFKH�YDORUH�DQFKH�QHO�VXR�DJLUH�VROLWDULR��PHQWUH�GD�TXHO�FRQŴLWWR�LQ�SRL��DQ]L��JL¢�QHJOL�XOWLPL�VYLOXSSL�GHOOR�
stesso, il milite divenne, appunto, ignoto. E per ignoto ho voluto intendere “dimenticato”: dimenticato in quanto essere 

umano che ha, appunto, un nome e un cognome. E una faccia, e una voce. E proprio per questo - come sempre accade 

QHO�PLR�ODYRUR���DQGU´�FRQWURFRUUHQWH�H�OD�PLD�DWWHQ]LRQH�VDU¢�GLUHWWD�DOOH�SLFFROH�VWRULH��DJOL�VJXDUGL�H�OH�SDUROH�GL�VLQJROL�
XRPLQL�FKH�KDQQR�YLVVXWR�H�GHVFULWWR�TXHJOL�HYHQWL�GDO�ORUR�SDUWLFRODULVVLPR�SXQWR�GōRVVHUYD]LRQH��SHUFK«�TXHVWR�ª�LO�
compito del teatro, o almeno del mio teatro: esaltare le piccole storie per gettare altra luce sulla grande storia.

0DULR�3HUURWWD

Who goes down from here? I spent strenuous days cursing, for climbing among stinking corpses, rocks and cries of death. 
The horrors imprinted in my eyes and courage it took, I put my all into this, so much that now I will not go down. Then, 
even if I do go down, nobody can recognize me, because a mortar made my face blow up, and my voice was scratched by 
splinters of shrapnel. And my name vanished from my head when that big explosion occurred. The explosion that killed 
everyone around here. Except me... although... I don’t know who I am anymore. Sometimes I seem to myself someone, 
at other times someone else... I am one, no one and all those people blown into the air, shot dead, killed with a bayonet, 
asphyxiated by gases and frozen by the cold. I feel them all in me, and I feel like I’m in their thoughts. Sure, someday I will 
certainly think with my real feelings, but I don’t know when. Because I don’t know me. I’m unknown to myself, let alone to 
the world!
But I’m waiting for the world here, in the trench, – I’m waiting for all of it – because the whole world is involved. This is the 
only thing I can remember: I am at war, a huge war, a World War!  and I – who I no longer know who I am , where I come 
IURP��ZKR�EURXJKW�PH�LQWR�WKH�ZRUOG��,��XQNQRZQ�DOVR�WR�WKH�RQO\�PRWKHU�ZKR�UHPDLQV�WR�PH��WKH�0RWKHUODQG�Ŋ�,�VZRUH�WR�
GLH�IRU�P\�FRXQWU\��MXVW�OLNH�WKH�RWKHU��������WRQV�RI�PXVFOHV�DQG�ERQHV�GHDG�EHIRUH�PH��,�ZLOO�QRW�JR�GRZQ�
 
I chose this title, Unknown Soldier, because the First World War was the last act of war where the soldier still had value 

HYHQ�IRU�KLV�VROLWDU\�DFWLRQ��ZKHUHDV�VLQFH�WKDW�FRQŴLFW�WKH�VROGLHU�KDV�EHFRPH�8QNQRZQ��$QG�ZLWK�ŏXQNQRZQŐ�,�PHDQW�
ŏIRUJRWWHQŐ���IRUJRWWHQ�LQ�KRZ�PXFK�LW�LV�WR�EH�D�KXPDQ�WKDW�KDV��ƓUVW�RI�DOO��D�QDPH�DQG�D�VXUQDPH��$QG�D�IDFH��DQG�D�YRLFH�
For this reason – as it always happens in my work – I’m going against the tide, and my focus is going to be on small stories, 

glances and words of individual men who lived and described those events from their particular point of view. Because 

this is the duty of theatre, at least of mine: to exalt small stories in order to shed light on the great history.

0DULR�3HUURWWD

Unknown Soldier, a production by Mario Perrotta

Based on Avanti sempre by Nicola Maranesi

DQG�RQ�WKH�SURMHFW�/D�*UDQGH�*XHUUD��L�GLDUL�UDFFRQWDQR�HGLWHG�DQG�RUJDQL]HG�E\�3LHU�
Vittorio Buffa and Nicola Maranesi




