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That done, Mary Dee planned a once-in-a-lifetime

fantasized about

experience to make my dream come true. We rented
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a villa in the village of Sant’Agata sui due Golfi, just

many years. First,

outside Sorrento. The villa slept 10 which was perfect
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citizen. Of course,
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But before we got to the villa, we spent a few days

meant relinquishing or jeopardizing my United States
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the Gran Sasso National Park. From there I was able to

citizenship, while cumbersome, expensive and difficult, can be successful for many.
Once I had obtained my Italian citizenship, I applied
for and received my Italian passport. I also wanted to
claim my Italian birth certificate and have my name
entered in the town registry next to those of my
grandfather, Salvatore Martocchia, and my greatgrandfather, Carlo Martocchia, both of whom were
shoemakers from the small town of Popoli in the
Pescara region of Abruzzo in the beautiful Gran Sasso
Mountains.
The second journey was physical. I really wanted
to go to the Abruzzo with Mary Dee, my beautiful and
patient wife, and then have our children and grandchildren join us in some irresistible place in order to
meet as many our Italian family members as I could
gather. This undertaking was not without its logistical
and financial challenges. First we had to nail down
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travel comfortably into Popoli. There I saw for
the first time my name in the official registry
next to that of my grandfather Salvatore
Martocchia and his father Carlo. I’m not
ashamed to say it was a very moving
experience for me. I came away with a copy
of my official Italian birth certificate showing
me as a foreign born Italian entitled to all of
the rights and privileges of any other Italian
citizen. I was able to do all of this and to
maintain my precious US citizenship and
identity. We had a lovely dinner with a
cousin, Enrico Campone, a lawyer in Pescara.
It was a great win-win day for me.
We enjoyed our time there immensely and then it

Celebrating with Italian family in a Sorento courtyard.

available. Manuela was a skillful translator throughout
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this process and invaluable. She is a beautiful,
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Cousin, Felice with Mary Dee Martoche
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Surrounded by cousins in Apice

have been more welcoming hosts and guides for the
next 3 days. They are wonderful people who showed
the kind of hospitality that I expected of them because
they are, after all, Italians and they love us. Did I
mention that they are also great cooks?
The biggest problem was the heat. The tempera-

Martoche grand children : Charlie - Juliana - Sal,
at the Italian home of authors maternal family

tures approached and sometimes surpassed100°F.
Italians have a different concept about ice in
beverages and adequate air conditioning. However,
we managed and it did not put even the slightest
damper on our adventure.
My American family seemed to love every moment
of this cultural and familial meshing. Chris was particularly moved by seeing the home of his maternal
great-grandmother and gazing up and seeing the inaccessible but slightly visible remnants of what had been
the home of his maternal great-grandfather and being
able to share that with his wife Katie and two young
sons, Sal and Charlie. He agreed they were clearly
poor farmers without much in the way of worldly possessions, but they also grew up in a part of the world
with breath-taking vistas.
I’ve traveled a lot in my life and seen a lot. But
there will never again be a trip as glorious as this one.
Going home again for the first time with my family to
meet my family.
The Old Castle court yard in Apice Vecchia
Photo; by 9 year old Salvatore Daniel Martoche
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