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1) The sweets called “Mazzarino” and “Mazzarinetta” 

 

 

Local pastries varying in shape and flavour, from the native town of the Cardinal of France … 
 

  



2) Donation of the “mummified phalanges” of one of St. Berardo’s fingers to the Parish 

of San Benedetto Abate (San Benedetto dei Marsi) 

 
In order to reinforce devotion for the Patron Saint of Marsia, this is the document of Donation of 
one of his relics (St. Berardo), to the Church of San Benedetto dei Marsi. 
 

 
 
 

 
 
 

 

  

 

Parish of St. Mary of the Graces 

Co-Cathedral of Marsi 

67057 PESCINA (AQ) 

 

Praise and Glory to the Holy Trinity 

   

 With the authorization of the Bishop of Marsia, 

His Excellence the Most Reverend Mons. Pietro Santoro 

the “mummified phalanges” forming a finger of the hand of the Saint Bishop of the Marsi Cardinal 

Berardo have been explanted. Such fragments, following their recognition in 1961, were places in a 

glass container. The honored relic, on today’s date, is collocated in an artistic reliquary of silvery metal 

with a casket set into it and closed with ribbon and thread of red color and sealed with sealing wax  and 

delivered  unto public worship, according to the dispositions of the Code of Canonic Right (can. 1186 – 

1190) to the Most Reverend Ab. Parish Priest Don Francesco Iulianella, following the demands in 

chorus by the faithful from his Parish “S. Benedetto Ab.”  in San Benedetto dei Marsi (AQ). 



3) Silone – 1967 : the twilight of an ideology 

 
Ignazio Silone 

“ Why does our youth back off from Communism?” asks a Milanese reader to ‘Italia Domanda’  
[= “Italy Asks”] on May 7, 1967,on the eve of the year that was to “upset the world”. He who 
answered is the author of “Fontamara”, who in the Congress at Livorno in 1921 had been one of 
the founding fathers of the [Italian] Communist Party, which he left later on, in 1930. 
 
1967: THE IDEOLOGY AT ITS TWILIGHT 
It seems to me that, during these last few years, youths are not being pushed away only from 
Communism. In  the measure that it be legitimate using generalizations; that is, with great care and 
admitting exceptions and proof to the contrary which I shall mention later on, I would say rather 
that the dislike of your youths, in these latter years, concerns something more generalized: 
ideologies and ideologically based political parties. And so, yes, communism results weakened, but 
also every other development inspired by a vision of the world that requires a “faith” even though it 
be “scientific” or “historic”. Youths for the greater part now seem more conjectural and less 
accessible to general ideas, to dreams of the collectivity and to nostalgic melancholy. Even the 

young ladies confess this with disillusion; it is ever more rare, they say, to encounter a ‘romantic’ 
young gentleman. 
 It’s not that they have become all but housewives, but their vital impulse takes on different 
shapes, easy adventures, and at an early age, and sports, both as participated and as spectators. One 
could say that sports, in all its manifestations has now become for youths, especially for young 
workers and farmers, that which cinema and television are for a large number of young ladies a 
mirage of social climbing. The thousands of biographies of sporting aces and champions that the 
young people know by heart, narrate true-life stories about boys of modest social extractions who 
bounded to fame and fortune in brief time. Around twenty years ago it might have seemed that this 
possibility was offered by politics; in fact we had seen men notoriously mediocre who became 
municipal assessors, parliament representatives and senators. But, once in office, those men, who 
gets them out? In sports, on the other hand, the coming and going is more frequent, and ex-
champions are not completely disinherited. 
… 
What’s more, the tasty political sinecures are at this point a prey reserved to the political apparatus, 
hermetic formations as in the cast of Mandarins. 
 The discourse about students is slightly different. As is known, since several years ago there 
no longer has been, in the University, an autonomous organization of communist students. Those 
few who sign into a political party are trying to camouflage themselves with socialist, republican, 
liberal or generic “anti-fascist”  colleagues. Those students nearing their graduation, like those 
having just graduated, are more worried obviously about their professional careers. Those who are 
interested in politics see it as a possibility to get into a “settled job” and it is understandable that 
these possibilities are offered in the first place by the parties who govern. This is the age at which 
students reconcile with their moms and future parents-in-law. 
 And with the younger students, and above all with the high school students, we can find 
turbulence, the search for anti-conformism, idealistic impulses; but even these are not oriented 
towards communism. Why? Well because the current communism, post-Stalinist and post-Chinese 
schismatic,  has lost its impetus, its self-confidence, the audacity that it had shown in the time of the 
Liberation. The Italian Communist Party (PCI) now is revising itself on all levels, but never dare 
talk about this. What it may be, what it might become, not even its leaders know. No wonder they 
have lost every force of attraction for new elements. They had promised: the Big Mustache will 
arrive. He  never showed up but his daughter arrived, and raced to seek refuge in a convent of  nuns. 



 A young high school student told me that he had set foot, once, in a division of the 
Communist Party, but he never went back there again: it stunk with stagnant air, he had found some 
old mummies busy preparing betting cards for totocalcio [bets on soccer games – note of translator]. 
You will have noticed, he added, that the PCI now lives mainly through commemorative 
ceremonies. Its best part is in the past. The PCI has a history, a slang, its own festivities, an 
iconography, martyrs already canonized, and to accept the lot requires the will to conform that is 
missing in truly alive young people. The PCI has recognized this detachment from the world of 
youth, indifferent and frankly hostile to its callings, and has made this subject of many a discussion, 
summoning  special conventions for this purpose, which to remedy the situation have thought up 
extraordinary organizing measures. But these haven’t given them the fruits they were hoping for. It 
is an antique delusion on the part of decrepit political parties, believing that they can resolve 
political difficulties using organizational expedients. As long as the PCI appeals to the immediate 
interests of the various categories  of youths, it is systematically beaten by the DC (Democratic 
Christian Party), which is almost always able to gain support. Communism seems to reach more 
concrete and spectacular results when it calls upon the young people or it accompanies them, to 
fights for humanitarian goals, like peace and anti-colonialism. But it doesn’t manage to consolidate 
those occasional contacts into permanent links or at least make them last. 
 Why? Because on that same terrain, now the PCI has to do with a remarkable competitor, 
the Church, and what’s more, not always does it manage to hide the  tactical goals of its own 
actions. It is symptomatic that the fieriest groups of young pacifists (the provos) explicitly refuse 
every link to the communists. A certain un-mystifying effort is now noticed even within the PCI by 
way of some young historians and philosophers, but on the outside by now only a few really care: 
the themes and the languages used are not up to the needs of today’s society.  
 

  



4)   Photograph of Don Giovanni Zazzara (1885 – 1942) 

 
This photograph originated the story of this site and the path that has conducted me hither. 
 

 

 

  



5)  Chorus  Group “Fontamara” 

 
Folkloristic chorus group Fontamara - Pescina 
 

 



6)  Carlo Bo – Mr. Silone, “The Lost (Prodigal) Son” 

 
[Excerpts] From the notebook of Carlo Bo 

 
--- 
NOW EVERYONE LOVES MR. SILONE, THE “LOST (PRODIGAL)  SON” 
 
Talking about Mr. Silone once again, we are given the opportunity by the admission just now 
discovered that the writer had been a political victim of his times. 
A confession that comes about almost half a century afterwards if we take as a starting point the 
year 1945, coming up seriously late as regards what we knew directly from witnesses of that period. 
Many correct things have been said, but it has been forgotten to call to mind another  chapter, the 
Mr. Silone’s literary condemnation. As a paradox one could say that in Italy up until 1940 Mr. 
Silone was considered an atheist and thus was not to be named, after 1945 he underwent the same 
censure because he was judged a traitor. But if we go beyond the political dispute, we see that the 
writer, Mr. Silone, has never been so well-loved, by official readers, by critics, by those who 
establish the rules of the game. 
 
For some  Silone looked like a translated writer, that is, without any style, for others he could be 
confounded with those who exercised a certain type of evasive literature: summed up everything 
contrary to what he was in reality. As can be seen, this intrigue between political prejudices and 
literary jealousies went on for quite some time. 
Mr. Silone kept on being a stranger and, as for the rest, he naturally was everything but prone to 
concessions or deals of any kind. 
 
We have not touched the real point in question, Mr. Silone had a moral-religious background which 
was equally strange to our customs. A background which is brought out better in his essays but 
which we find perfectly intact in his greatest novel Avventura di un  povero Cristiano [= “The 
Adventure of a Poor Christian”] which brought about a modified course in the conclave of critics. 
 
What tormented him certainly was not the pretty phrases nor the perfect construction of the book, 
no, what assailed him, even in  his scrupulous reserve, was the very reason of Life; Justice, Poverty 
and therefore Disorder and Violence hidden in the organized societies. He had  received a great 
lesson lasting all his  life when he was very young by Don Orione, encountered in the days of the 
earthquake in Marsica in 1915. This is the great page of a Mr. Silone as man of faith, the testimony 
of he who, professing one of his religions, is however always able to catch the truth in the eyes of 
his interlocutor.  
 
… In his later years Mr. Silone had chosen silence, in a certain way he had retired from the daily 
scenes and mayhap even from the cage of historic memory, he knew he was right when he refused 
to agree to underwrite of one of Stalin’s documents which they did not permit him to read. 
 
And so, while abroad he had become a great narrator of an Italy won over and subjugated by 
Fascism, to all effects he never gave up his fight: a new path, which at the end would have found 
him a free man, the merciful man who does not forget that vast world of the vanquished and the 
humiliated. This is why his real lesson had never been literary but humane: a lesson of humbleness 
and sensibility. Seen from the distance of twelve years after his death, he preserves as integral his 
spiritual more than  intellectual physiognomy and this aids our comprehension about why he 
continues to be isolated, somehow a disturber of our tranquility. 

Carlo Bo 
  



7) N. Motta  - The Sun King and Maria divided by “Reason of State” 

 
The Sun King and Mary Divided by Reasons of State 
-She was the niece of the powerful Marsican Mazarin [Mazzarino], who refused the marriage 
proposal by Louis XIV. Documents discovered 
 
By Nino Motta 
PESCINA 
Once the Civil War had ceased in 1653, Cardinal Mazarin sent his two sisters, Geronima and 
Margherite, to France. The first one, married to Lorenzo Mancini, a necromancer and astrologist, 
had 8 children. Margherite, wife of Count Germano Martinozzi, had 2. Queen Ann of Austria found 
Mazarin’s two nieces quite gracious and pretty and wanted to personally take care of their 
education. Louis XIV, future Sun King, enjoying the company of his Prime Minister’s two nieces, 
fell madly in love with Maria Mancini, daughter of Geronima, and a year younger than he, and the 
feeling was reciprocate. But for reasons of State he was forced to marry the Infanta of Spain, Maria 
Teresa. Thus was the decision of his mother and Mr. Mazarin. The story of this great love under 
adversities is narrated in the newspaper  France-Soir’s supplement “Famous Love Affairs” by the 
French historian and journalist Paul Gordeauz. Franco Zazzara from Pescina while searching for 
documents about his illustrious fellow citizen, received the text from a friend in Paris. Louis XIV 
meets Mary during a visit to her mother, seriously ill. The classic love-at-first-sight.  In order to 
please Maria, Louis even goes as far as  learning Italian. Together they read French and Italian 
classic literature. Their favourite author is Petrarca. By now all of Paris knows about this great love 
affair. Louis is 20 years old, Maria 19. Maria loves Louis, but has no intentions to come down to a 
compromise. “I will be yours, but only after we are married,” she keeps telling him. The king, 
appreciating her frankness and honesty, promises this to her. And he tells Mr. Mazarin about it: “As 
a reward for your services, I wish to marry your niece.” The Cardinal cools him down: “I refuse this 
sacrifice Your Majesty wishes to donate me.” The Cardinal can’t permit that the plans for the 
arranged wedding between Louis XIV and the Spanish Infanta, necessary in order to guarantee 
peace between France and Spain, might fail because of his niece. So he sends her away from Paris. 
Maria refers this to Louis who, out of his mind, rushes to his mother. He protests against the 
decision for exile: “She shall never leave. I will never sign such a cruel decision. I love Maria and 
I’m going to marry her.” The queen is firm. Louis throws himself at her feet, begging her to 
concede her consent. “I love Maria, she loves me, let us be happy together.” And his mother: “You 
are the King, my son, interests of State come before your own happiness. Refusal  to wed the 
Infanta at this moment in time means a return to war with Spain.” Louis, vanquished, goes back in 
tears to Maria. He has understood. “They ever wish evil unto you,” she cries, and breaks out in 
sobs. “We must surrender temporarily” proposes Louis, crying too, “but in the end I will win over 
their resistance. I will not wed the Infanta and you will be Queen, my love.” Maria is sent by her 
uncle to a convent at Brouage, near La Rochelle. Louis writes to her every day. In the meantime the 
wedding with Maria Teresa is arranged. And the Court moves to Saint-Jean-de-Luz. Louis 
supplicates his mother to let him see Maria for one last time. Anna concedes this to him. Louis, 
preceding the Court, goes on horseback to Maria at Sant-Jean d’Angely. This was an encounter full 
of tender caresses, tears, renewed promises, but with the certainty that they would have to separate. 
And forever. After six months in exile, Maria can go back to Paris. The matrimony between Louis 
and Maria Teresa is celebrated on June 6, 1660. After the death of Mr. Mazarin, Louis and Maria 
see each other. “I still love you,” the King tells her. And begs her not to leave: “I cannot support the 
idea of never seeing you again. Stay. You are still free.” And Maria: “Yes, I am free, but you are no 
longer so.” 
 

  



8) N. Motta – Zazzara narrates the history of Marsia 

By Nino Motta 
PESCINA 
Seeking out the roots. This is what is proposed by Franco Zazzara, doctor and president of the cultural 
association “Fides et Ratio”, in the tome “I Marsi” [= “The Marsi”], recently published. The literary work is 
fruit of accurate historical and philological researching. 
 Zazzara, and in this is the value of the book, identifies a common element in the efforts of the most 
representative figures in the history of Marsia: the fight against the arrogance of the powers-that-be. 
 Umbro(-ne), the mythical “snake charmer”, cited by Virgil in the Aeneid, rushes to the aid of 
Turnus, against the abuses of the refugees from the War of Troy, guided by Aeneas, by whom he is killed. 
Quintus Poppaedius Silo(-ne) dies while battling for the civil rights of the Italic populations. These latter, 
having constituted a federation (the Social League), set Corfinium as their capital city and declare war on 
Rome, entrusting the command of the army to Poppaedius Silo and to the Samnite Papium Mutilum. 
 They even coin money, with the inscription “Italia.” The war lasts three years, from 91 to 88 Before 
Christ. The Romans get the better of it all. 
 But Silo’s sacrifice and that of so many others was not in vain. Rome decides, finally, to concede, 
with the Lex Julia, citizenship to the Italics.  From the Marsian leader, who dreamed of a free Italy, another 
Marsican took on his name, after two thousand years, Secondino Tranquilli (Ignazio Silone), who made the 
fight against the powers-that-be and ransom for the oppressed the reasons for his own existence. 
 And then there is St. Berardo. Born at Colli di Montebove, near Carsoli, in 1079, he was a central 
figure in the history of the Marsi. Bishop from 1110 to 1130, the year of his death, Berardo battled against 
corruption in the clergy (we are in the years of the struggle for the papal investitures) and the bullying of the 
feudal lords. Thus he set himself against his own clan, the Counts of Marsia. 
 Because of his unwavering morals, in1109 Pietro Colonna had him imprisoned for two months in a 
cistern, without, however, obtaining his surrender. 
 It is not by chance that Mr. Silone, for the name of his protagonist in ‘Fontamara’ – a novel in which 
the farmers of Fucino, coming to realize their condition as the exploited, struggled against Prince Tourlonia, 
in order to affirm their own rights – give the name of Berardo. And it is not casual circumstance, that same 
Mr. Silone willed to be buried at the feet of St. Berardo’s bell tower, in Pescina. Mr. Zazzara also dwells on 
another significant  figure for the history of Marsia, St. Boniface IV: the first Pope from Abruzzi. 
 Born in a well-off family from the city of Valeria, today’s San Benedetto dei Marsi, he received his 
first formation with the Benedictine monks of Montecassino. 
 Once elected Pope, he obtained permission from the Emperor of the Orient to sanctify the Pantheon, 
a pagan temple dedicated to all the gods, thus saving it from sure decay. 
 In 610 he calls the first papal Council at Rome, in which the Benedictine Rule of “ora et labora” [= 
‘prayer and labor’] was established for use in all the monasteries of Europe. 
 Not less interesting are the results of Mr. Zazzara’s philological research. 
 Many words, still in use today in Marsica, contain the suffix “-one”, which, in the Sumerian 
language means “lord.” Thus Umbrone would mean ‘lord of the shade(s),’ that is, ‘of the soul;’ Silone, “lord 
who protects;” cafone (dialect for ‘farmer, peasant’), the ‘lord of the stall’, that is, ‘of the beasts’; pitone [= 
python], “lord of the oracle.” 
 But Pitone was also the name that the Marsians had given to the Giovenco River. 
 “Pitu,” again in the Sumerian language, means an opening in the rock, a gorge. Therefore today’s 
Petogna, near the town of Luco dei Marsi, is thus called because it ‘swallows’ the waters of Lake Fucino, to 
return them to the springs in Roveto Valley. 
 Other words, still in use today, like cuncuglio (conch shell), cresommela (large apricot), crestonda 
(toasted bread), mandile (table mantle used to cover fresh bread), palinodia (confusion, noisy chaos) are of 
Greek origin. Therefore it is in the Oriental civilizations, the Greeks and the Romans, where the cultural 
roots can be singled out for a populace among the proudest and boldest of Italy.   
  



9)  1893 – Zazzara Franco – Certificate of Unlimited Leave 

 
The page with Unlimited Leave from the Italian Army of the Trumpeteer Corporal, my grandfather, 
was prior to the S.S. Sacramento [= “Holy Sacrament”] and he became “Francuccie Mattiozze” 
(Matteotti). He died in the year 1928. The Bishop was not interested in St. Berardo protector of the 
poor, nor in the relics of the Blessed and of the Saints which were transferred from San Benedetto 
dei Marsi, among which were also the relics of the martyr St. Sabina (122 a.c.). From their positions 
in Rome, the Bishop Seat of Pescina, until the draining off of lake Fucino,  was considered as a 
group of “dumb jack-asses” contrary to Progress. 
 
… 
 
[pages with information regarding the Unlimited Leave released to Corporal Trumbeteer Franco 
Zazzara for having completed his stay in the armed forces, including rights and duties…] 
 
 

 



10)  Costantino Nigra – Villafranca Preliminaries  
 
The following documents are excerpts from – “1961 – the First Centennial of the Unification of 
Italy” (1961 – il Primo Centenario dell’Unità d’Italia) – a pamphlet distributed to all the students in 
the middle schools of Italy. 
 
COSTANTINO NIGRA 

VILLAFRANCA PRELIMINARIES 
 

Prince Napoleon arrived around 10:45 from Verona with the preliminaries signed by the Emperor of Austria 
and the King. I, myself, was not present at the encounter.  The King signed after the Emperor, adding: “en ce 

qui me concerne.” 
 Towards 11:30 the King descended to the ground floor with Prince Napoleon, he had a copy of the 
preliminaries made for me and then took off for Monzambano, accompanied by his field assistant and 
followed by myself. 
 We arrived at Monzambano around midnight. Mr. Cavour was waiting feverishly and all excited.  
 The King had him enter with me into the room that was used as a receiving parlor. He took off his 
tunic (the heat was suffocating), lit a cigar, sat down at a large table placed in the middle of the room, and 
with his elbows  resting on its edge, said to me: “Nigra, give the page to the Count.” the page was the copy I 
had had made of the preliminaries. 
 Mr. Cavour was standing, near the table, on the left of the King, I, who was separated from them by 
the table, was standing in front of the King. 
 Mr. Cavour took the page and read it. 

(from the Cavour-Nigra Papers) 
 

.  
Mr. Cavour’s  Resignation  
 
Mr. Cavour read it, but slowly while he was reading it his face began to take fire and the glow grew into a 
spasm. When in the end he came to that point where it was said that all the Sovereigns of Italy would have 
constituted a league presided by the Pope, then he could no longer control himself and exploded crying out to 
the King that he hoped that the King had better not have  put his signature upon that loathsome treaty. And 
therein gave  lengthy vent to his exasperated soul with burning words imprinted on the conduct of the 
Emperor. And reminding the King that many glorious centuries of the House of the Savoyards would have 
been contaminated forever and making a desperate appeal to all his heart’s sentiments, at times beseeching at 
times menacing, he pleaded him to repeal those which he called unjust proposals. 
 It was admirable how cold-bloodedly the King listened to the outlet of Mr. Cavour’ steaming 
outpour. When he had finished, the King said to him: “All right, Mr. Cavour, I also had thought about much 
of what you have said to me, but it’s not my fault if the Emperor doesn’t want to continue the war; and since 
it is impossible to rescind this, the best thing to do is a noble bow to the force of events instead of 
abandoning oneself to reckless actions.” 
 In spite of evident reasoning, Mr. Cavour concluded that if the King wanted to accept he was free to 
do so, but that he himself had absolutely no intention to back him up and offered up his resignation. 
 Keeping calm the King answered him that his resignation was accepted at that very moment. But 
then, almost as if he were hurt more by that action than by the irate words, putting on a severe tone and 
slowly raising his voice, he said: “Oh, for you Lords things will always go fine, because you adjust 
everything by resigning, but the one who cannot get out of troubles so comfortably am I who cannot desert. 
We walk the path together and when we are in the midst of difficulties, then you leave me by myself, alone, 
to face them, the only one responsible, in the eyes of the Country and for History.” 
 Then, after signaling to his Minister  to continue, the King interrupted him saying: “You are in no 
condition to continue this conversation, go rest up, and repose will calm you and counsel you; we shall speak 
about this again tomorrow.” 
(from an anecdote by Costantino Nigra told to Livio Minguzzi, 1903) 
 



11)  Vittorio Emanuele II – Italy of the Italians 2-April-1860  

 
ITALY OF THE ITALIANS 

 
 A discourse pronounced by King Vittorio Emanuele II on the opening of the VII Legislation 
of Parliament, having grown in numbers with the representatives from Lombardy and Central Italy. 
2/April/1860. 
 
Esteemed Senators!  
Esteemed  Representatives! 
 The last time I opened Parliament, in the midst of the pains of Italy and the perils of State,  
faith in Divine Justice was a comfort to me as well-wishing for our Destinies. 
 In a very brief period of time an invasion thrust back, Lombardy free because of glorious 
deeds of the armies, Central Italy free by way of the wondrous virtues of the peoples, and today, 
gathered here around me, the representatives of the civil rights and hopes of the nation. 
 For all this well-being we are debtors to a generous ally, to the heroism of his and our 
soldiers, to the abnegation of volunteers, to the persisting harmony of all peoples, and we render 
merit unto God, because without superhuman aid no one can accomplish deeds to be remembered 
by the present and future generations. 
 
 
 
 
As an acknowledgment to France, for the good of Italy, to reinforce the union of the two nations, 
whose origins, principles and destinies are in communion, being necessary to make a great sacrifice, 
I have done what has the greatest cost to my heart. 
 Awaiting the people’s vote and Parliament’s approval, safeguarding international rights as 
respects Switzerland, I  have stipulated a treaty for the reunification of the Savoyard area and the 
surroundings of Nice with France. 
 

  



12 ) Porta Pia – An Historical Falsehood for the Savoyards 

 
Porta Pia: An Historical Falsehood for the Savoyards 
 
On September 20, 1870 the men led by General Raffaele Cadorna entered into Rome, into the 
Vatican State, through an breach opened at Porta Pia. The military, bersaglieri, infantry, 
carabinieri: there were 50,000 valiant heroes who, defying the belligerent resistance of the Papal 
zouaves, confronted themselves in battle … Information, thus given, is rhetoric. And yet it has been 
exactly like this that newspapers and books in the newborn Reign of Italy described the end of the 
Popes’ temporal powers: also because of photographs of the event, among the first documents with 
images in history, that were showing hundreds of soldiers assaulting, dead bodies on the rubble and 
walls full of bullet holes.  
[see photos] 
Too bad that these photos were mounted artificially. 
Copy-Paste. This discovery, while working on his graduate thesis, was made by Lorenzo Cattaneo, 
a student at the University of Genoa. While confronting the original plates of that day (those done 
by the photographer Gioacchino Altobelli, photo on the right) with the publications of that period 
one can notice that many bersaglieri were hand-painted and reproduced “in series” on the photo: 
the same for some of the fallen (photo on the left) and many bullet holes. Why? The clashes with 
the Pope’s army were extremely brief and hardly intense (the pontifical troupes surrendered right 
away): but for the Savoyard propaganda it was useful to talk about a “great battle” and about the 
“conquest of the Papal State.” Thanks to special effects…    
CARLO DAGRADI 
From FOCUS, December 2012, pages 74-75 

 

  



13) Mr. Bagnoli – Bishop Count 

 
From the pages of “Curiosando per la Marsica” (year 2003), the discovery of the title of Nobility 
(Count) of the Bishop who transferred the Diocese of marsia from Pescina to Avezzano. 

 



14) Pages of the book “Il Futuro dei Marsi –The Future of the Marsi” - 2013 

 



 

 



 

 



 

 

 



 

 

 


