Grazie Don Pietro. Buona sera a tutti. Questa e`la mia storia dell’Arandora Star. Ma scusatemi per favore ... c’e` un piccolo problema .... ovviamente .... non parlo italiano . ! 

So you can relax, I’ll spare you any more and continue in English. If you have questions (hopefully in English) I’ll do my best to answer them when I have finished. If you drive north on the A12 autostrada from Lucca  100 km takes you to Pontremoli. Not far, just the distance from here to Portrush. Then a steep and winding road takes you into the Ligurian mountains through villages such as Grondola, Braia, Bratto, Borgotaro, and Bardi. These are names I have come to know very well. But my story begins on the North Antrim coast.

Lontana della sua casa, Giuseppe Capella di Borgotaro dorme per sempre nel piccolo cimitero dell'isola di Rathlin

Far from his native Borgotaro, Giuseppe Capella rests forever in the little churchyard on Rathlin. How could an Italian waiter from the Savoy Hotel in London come to rest in this remote place?  Little did I know that I would find the head waiter from the Savoy, Marco Baccanello, buried unknown to his family in an unmarked grave near Kerrykeel in Donegal, or yet another waiter, Edmundo Delgrosso, buried on the Scottish island of Colonsay 60 miles to the north.

Least of all did we expect to find dozens of Italians in unmarked graves in 29 cemeteries around the north-west coast of Ireland, some beside the British soldiers who had been their guards. They are the victims of a forgotten tragedy, and their sad story has occupied me for the past four years. 

On my retirement from journalism and publishing I joined the War Graves Memorial Project, which has set up on the internet a photographic library of the military headstones of two world wars. There are now more than one and a half million headstones online, and more than 1000 people worldwide visit the Project website every week.

By 2005 all Irish cemeteries had been photographed but for some reason nobody wanted to do the City Cemetery, which had suffered badly during 35 years of the Troubles in which the Council had many more things on its plate. . Despite severe damage and total vegetation cover in places -- we really did need a chainsaw as well as a camera -- Brenda and I were able to find and photograph over 500 of the 575 war graves.  To read the letters from people around the worlds who have obtained photographs of their relatives’ headstones is its own reward.

As we were finishing the Project passed me a phone call from an Alan Davis of Newcastle. Could I photograph one more grave, of a man called Joe Capella on Rathlin Island? Why not, I replied, we’re always happy to head for the north coast. By the way, Alan, what’s this all about? 

Until then I had never heard of the Arandora Star. She was torpedoed off Malin Head with the loss of 800 lives, of which more than half were Italians. 

Their story would take Brenda and me to Donegal. Sligo and Mayo on the far west coast of Ireland where we spent a week, to the Italian communities in England and  south Wales, to the mountain village of Bardi in northwest Italy, and finally back to Rathlin Island.

The story begins with emigration. For much of this information I am indebted to the Florentine author Maria Serena Balestracci, and I’ll be returning to her later. 

There are 18th century Italian gravestones in Friar’s Bush cemetery beside the Museum on the Stranmillis Road, where I grew up many yrs ago. And of course we in Ireland know all about emigration, as indeed did my own Scottish ancestors.

In the century between 1840 and 1940 almost eight million Italians had to emigrate. Many were from the mountainous regions of northern Italy such as Tuscany, where the peasant economy could not support them. Like Donegal and Mayo, the terrain was rocky, the land was of poor quality, it was inefficiently worked in tiny plots, and because there was no real tenure there was no incentive to improve the land.

Famine and diseases such as malaria and the vitamin deficiency disease pellagra (rough skin) were all too common, and from 1861 Italy’s unified Government piled on the taxes. Nothing new there.

According to an 1881 survey, almost two out of three Italians were illiterate, and most spoke only their local dialect. It must be hard to leave your native village; these people had no option but to do so, often making a long and dangerous voyage.

Most went to the Americas North and South, but as these destinations became restricted between 1880 and 1940 some 150,000 emigrated to Britain.  At first London was the big attraction, then as now. Again as happens today, there was a chain migration. One or two immigrants would carve a niche, others often family members would join them, so new communities would be created.

Despite their origins hardly any of these Italians went into agriculture. They became street musicians, chestnut sellers, ice cream vendors. An organ grinder in London could make a pound a day in 1850, many times more than he could make on the land at home. Indeed by 1891 the the London borough of Clerkenwell had two thousand six hundred Italian organgrinders !

These industrious people sent money home to their families and saved every penny they could, in order to start a business of their own. 

By the 1920s there were Italian communities all over Britain, most of them engaged in catering. The families would get up at 5am to make icecream and peel and chip potatoes, the men would set out with the cart for the day’s street sales while the women operated the shop until it closed at 11 pm, collapse into bed at midnight, and start the whole thing again five hours later. We don’t know what work is ... just ask Freddie Fusco. 

In South Wales their cafes became known as bracchis, after one of the first families to go there from Bardi. Their temperance cafes, where anyone was welcome to sit in the warmth without buying anything, were a welcome alternative to the pubs for many working families, and the Italians became a much loved part of the communities they served. 

Most emigrants treasured their origins, their language, and traditions, as you do today. They maintained their connections and some used their hard-won earnings to build substantial houses -- i palazzi -- back at home. But one Italian connection was inescapable for these emigrants, and that was fascism.

Today fascism and racism have become the ultimate insults in the sociology industry. But in the 1920s fascism was seen as the successor to the government which had fought alongside the Allies in World War 1. It was regarded as being good for Italy and Churchill spoke warmly of Signor Mussolini following a visit to Italy in 1927. 

While previous governments had shown little interest in their departed emigrants, Mussolini tried to discourage emigration. By the late 1920s his fascist movement was spreading its tentacles into every Italian association or body.  The Fascist government even removed the description ‘emigrante’ from passports and replaced it with lavoratore italiano all’estero, Italian worker abroad. Most welcomed this change and its recognition of them as Italians. It gave them a sense of belonging.

The fasci social clubs sprang up all over Britain and organisations such as l’associazione dei caffettieri -- the cafe owners’ association --  came under fascist control. The 20,000 Italians in Britain in the 1930s found it hard not to enrol in the party, especially when they needed basic documents from their consulate or if they wanted any land transactions or even a job should they return home. 

Here in Belfast the fascists paraded to the Cenotaph on Armistice Day. and here as in other cities they donned their black shirts for meetings often in the Italian cafes. It was natural for the community leaders to lead their local fascist group.

So Britain found itself hosting a close-knit patriotic community with strong links to their homeland, speaking their native language, and members of the Fascist movement even though such membership was nominal. Most were working too hard to take any active part still less bother with the ideology. 

Then came World War 2 and the desperate situation which arose as the Germans raced across Europe. I would like to outline these events, as they help us to understand the terrible events which were to follow.

By June Norway, Denmark, Belgium, Holland, Luxembourg and France had fallen. Britain had been lucky to get most of its army, but not its equipment, home from Dunkirk, and now stood alone against Nazi Germany.  The German  Army was massing its forces in the Channel ports and their invasion was expected anytime. The Luftwaffe bombing raids were increasing day by day.

On June the tenth Italy declared war on Britain. Italy’s powerful navy immediately became a deadly threat to British interests in the Middle East and its oil supplies. The Italian Air Force began bombing the British island of Malta the next day, killing six Maltese civilians, and many more the following week as the island was undefended. 

Britain’s biggest problem was at sea, where the U-boats were strangling the lifeline to America. More than 60 ships were sunk in June alone. Among them was the Cunard liner Lancastria, sunk off St Nazaire on June 17 while evacuating troops and civilians from the advancing Germans. At least 4000 people and perhaps as many as 5000 were killed in this, Britain’s worst maritime disaster and a loss so terrible that Prime Minister Churchill ordered that it should be kept secret because of its effect on national morale.

Next day, June the 18th, Churchill told the nation that the battle of France was over, and the Battle of Britain was about to begin. Upon this battle, he said, depended the survival of Christian civilization. 

Was he exaggerating? The US Ambassador to London, Joseph Kennedy, father of President Kennedy, wrote to President Roosevelt that England was finished, and that he should start talking to Herr Hitler. 

During research I found that neutral Ireland was worried too: the page from the Western People newspaper published in Ballina which reports the finding of the first casualties from the Arandora Star also has a full column of various national defence meetings to plan for a German invasion, while Ballina Council is warning people to stock up with supplies as three and a half tons of flour per day would be needed to feed the people of County Mayo and there would be little transport in the event of invasion.

Britain really had its back to the wall, and in this situation of desperation, anxiety and sheer panic there were fears of spying, sabotage and subversion from within. Such had been the speed of the German advance that it was widely believed they had had inside assistance. So all enemy nationals  were arrested and interned as Fascists, even though some of their sons were serving in the British Army, some were anti-fascists, and some were refugees from Nazism. In many towns angry crowds attacked Italian owned premises, smashing windows and looting.

Many Italians were well known and respected by the local police who apologised for having to arrest them. They were taken to internment camps in old factories or prewar holiday camps. From here, many would eventually be interned on the Isle of Man where boarding houses were requisitioned and the promenade lined with barbed wire. 

But in June, with starvation from the U-boat blockade a real possibility, the government ordered that these internees and German POWs should be shipped to Canada. Two ships made successful crossings with prisoners. 

On June 30 hundreds of Italians were taken to Liverpool to board the former cruise liner  Arandora Star, which had been converted into a transport. Among them was Angelo Morelli of Portstewart, who told of waiting to board on the quayside when soldiers stopped the man in front of him, saying that the ship was full. Next day the Arandora Star sailed with twelve hundred German and Italian prisoners, guarded by two hundred soldiers. At about eight-thirty next morning she was torpedoed by a U-boat 75 miles west of Ireland. 

The Arandora Star sank in half an hour. There was not enough lifeboats to begin with, and two were destroyed in the explosion. That afternoon many were rescued by a Canadian destroyer which answered the ship’s distress call. But more than eight hundred of the sixteen hundred men aboard lost their lives. 

The Italian survivors were to face another dreadful ordeal. Only a week after being put ashore at Greenock, some 200 were put aboard the troopship Dunera and shipped to Australia. Their guards behaved disgracefully on the two-month voyage, beating, robbing and humiliating them on a daily basis. Two days after sailing they heard two loud explosions. The submarine U-38 had fired two torpedoes, but the Dunera had just started a zigzag and they missed. At this time the Italians were locked in their cabins. One can only imagine how they must have felt.

A young soldier called Merlin Scott was one of the guards escorting the Italians to Liverpool to embark on the Dunera. He told his family in a letter home that the treatment of the Italians had been abominable. His father was an official in the Foreign Office and the letter ended up with the Cabinet. Combined with complaints from MPs whose innocent constituents had been arrested, the policy of internment was ended and by early 1941, when the danger of invasion had passed, thousands of internees were released.

There was also a reckoning for the guards who had treated them so badly, and the ringleaders were court-martialled and sent to military prisons.

In Australia the Italians were sent to Tatura camp some 80 miles north of Melbourne. It was soon realised that they posed no threat and they were soon getting on very well with the local community. They were offered a passage home when Italy surrendered in 1943 but understandably most chose not to risk another voyage until the end of the war. A few that did were never seen again, it’s thought they were torpedoed by a Japanese submarine. Some married local girls and stayed there.

What of those who were lost in the Atlantic? The sinking took a terrible toll of the Italians. In the confusion during the boarding many had doubled back down passageways to stay together. A few accepted the suggestion of sleeping in the sports store on an upper deck, a cold and draughty location but obviously one with better survival prospects. Most chose the warmth of the ballroom on a lower deck. Many more were given cabins on the lowest decks from which the older men in particular had little chance of escaping when the ship began to list. 

The sea was calm that morning, but with sea temperatures around 12 degrees the average survival time for a fit young person in the North Atlantic in June is 10 minutes or even less before the body closes down its systems and slips into unconsciousness. For most of these poor men, the ordeal would have been mercifully short.

Of the four hundred and forty-six Italians who perished, one in nine came from South Wales. Every family along the coast from Cardiff was affected by this terrible disaster as for weeks the bodies of Italians, Germans, the British seamen and the Army guards were washed ashore along 600 miles of coastline from the Western Isles of Scotland to Co Mayo in Ireland. 

Perhaps because so many terrible events were to follow, the Arandora Star was soon forgotten except by its grieving, bereft families. The families tried desperately for news of their loved ones but could find nothing. Many British families were in the same plight. The authorities were struggling to deal with thousands of casualties in one tragic month of so many disasters. 

Almost half of the Army guards were drowned, and some are listed on the Brookwood Memorial in Surrey which honours the 3,500 British personnel lost in France. In fact they escaped from Dunkirk only to be lost from the Arandora Star, and some have headstones erected above their graves in Ireland. One or two of them still had French coins in their pockets. Alan has uncovered these discrepancies over the past year and is sorting them out with the Commonwealth War Graves Commission. 

It was a time of total disorder indeed chaos; our generation is incredibly fortunate that we have not experienced anything remotely like those dark days of 1940.

Some Italian families have never got over their loss. Over the years there grew up an unwillingness to talk about it, perhaps of the sad memories, perhaps a sense of guilt that their mother country had declared war on their adopted country, perhaps survivors’ guilt that some should survive and others should not? Another factor was the sense of abandonment, for no British authority issued any statement and the families were not contacted, they had to make their own inquiries. To this day some of the families have not given up hope of finding the graves of their relatives ... which is one reason I have pursued this project.

Sixty years after the disaster a young Florentine called Maria Serena Balestracci was finishing her translation degree course at the University of Bologna. For her dissertation she was planning to write about the Beatles (I should add that Serena and her two sisters are a really, really good singing trio). Then she and her Professor Peter Mead, spent a few days in Grondola, her father’s country in the foothills of the Appenines. Peter is a Welshman and had a particular interest in the area because most of the Italians he knew in Wales were from a mountain village called Bardi. He had heard a story about a chapel there, a chapel built as a memorial to many Italians who had been drowned early in the war.

In the chapel, Serena says, she saw faces from an old photo album, young and not so young men, with peaceful and thoughtful expressions, sometimes smiling. all gazing steadily down on them. Then Serena and her professor returned to the Beatles and how best to talk about their songs in Italian, but she says a tiny flame had been lit inside her.

A few days later Serena and her sister Viviana were strolling through Grondola when they noticed memorials to men lost on the Arandora Star. She turned to her elderly Aunt Rosa, and for the first time heard how nine men from the tiny village had been on the ship, and five had never returned. 

Serena said the little flame had had turned into a little fire. Back in Florence, she phoned her professor and told him what she had learned, stories which deserved to be told. He replied that perhaps she was the person to tell those stories. 

It was the end for the Beatles. She began interviewing people of the area, often having to draw the story from families who were reserved and reluctant to talk about the tragedy which had blighted their lives for so many years. One Signor Rosi, a distant relative, could not mention it at all. His eyes filled with tears and he said he could not talk about it, the emotion was too great. 

Serena also delved into the history of emigration to find how and why so many men from the area had gone to Wales in the first place. Months of research went into the preparation of the casualty list alone.

Her dissertation, delivered in English, German and Italian, must have stunned the examiners. When she finished they all stood up, they shook her hand and said they had learned much about their own history. When she sent her dissertation to the Mayor of Bardi, he circulated it to local authorities, leading to its publication in Italian as Una Tragedia Dimenticata, A Forgotten Tragedy.

Serena says that her book had the unexpected effect of a stone thrown into a pond, raising interest after years of silence, giving voice to those who thought they would never speak about their experience again. “You keep it to yourself because you are too ashamed, or shy, or perhaps because every time you tried to speak no one was there to listen, and because it hurts so much when you remember”.

She received hundreds of phone calls, some from relatives of those who were lost, some giving her more information, others simply thanking her for telling the story, one from the NOI-TV station which led to a documentary on the tragedy. Over the next few years the Arandora Star disaster was brought into full view; Maria Serena was indeed the person to tell the story.

The disaster has been forgotten in Ireland too. Until 65 yrs later, when Alan asked me for the picture from Rathlin, on behalf of the Capella family.

You may find this story quite moving, but it’s even more so when you stand before a simple headstone. Giuseppe Capella, seppolto il dodici agosto, 1940. Morto per la patria. How sad, I thought, that this simple man should rest in a lonely grave far from his family.

On the ferry home I wondered if there could be any references in the newspapers of the time? There is nothing in the local papers so next week I set off for Donegal and Mayo. I was amazed at the detail in the 1940 reports. Forgotten for decades, and unknown to the Italians both here and in Italy, here was the story of Ireland’s sad legacy from the Arandora Star.

The Western People newspaper reported that on July 30 1940, exactly four weeks after the sinking,  the body of Giovanni Marenghi of Bardi was found on a sandy beach on the remote Erris peninsula in Co. Mayo.  Signor Marenghi was 43, he had owned a cafe in Pontypridd, and he was identified  by a membership card from the Pontypridd Bowling Club and a food ration book. The Marenghi family, who still live in Pontypridd, was able to have his body returned and in Feb 1941 he was laid to rest in Pontypridd Cemetery.

On the same day, over 100 miles north in Donegal, the body of Ernesto Moruzzi was found on a beach near Dungloe, and the body of Luigi Paretti was washed onto Tory Island off the north Donegal coast. Signor Moruzzi was 61 and had owned a cafe in Neath, where his family still lives.

His son Remo returns to the family home in Bardi every summer and gave me his father’s photo which you will see in the video. 

He was buried in Cruit Island cemetery where we also found the grave of one of the guards, Private Peter Clarke of the Devonshire Regiment. He was 17.

On August 6 the body of Leonello Corriere was found near Bunbeg in Donegal. Signor Corriere was 52, he owned a cafe in Wallasey south of Liverpool, and he was identified by a letter addressed to him at No. 3 internment camp in Edinburgh.

Dear Daddy, I am so happy to get your card this morning, just how happy you will never know. Are you keeping well? If there is anything you want just let me know and I’ll send it off at once. The weather being so nice is of course good for business. I am managing quite well, so don’t worry about me. Mummy is keeping quite well and will write you a long letter tomorrow.  It’s signed Yolanda.

Signor Corriere was buried among other victims in an unmarked grave in Magheragallon cemetery, near Bunbeg on the west Donegal coast. I have not been able to find his family.

But most of the Italian families all over Britain, and their kinsfolk back in Italy, would never find out what happened to their loved ones beyond that they had been lost at sea.

More than 90 of the Army guards also drowned. The dozen or so whose bodies were found were identified through their Army identity discs and paybooks in their tunic pockets. But the civilians had only a few papers which seldom survived five weeks in the ocean. 

Then I noticed that most newspaper reports named the cemeteries in which both the soldiers and the many unidentified bodies were buried. When I checked the cemetery burial registers, they named the soldiers, who all have headstones, but we could find no reference to other casualties.

Gradually it dawned on me that the grassy spaces around the headstones in the corners of so many lonely cemeteries were the graves of the unknown victims. On Rathlin Island Giuseppe Capella was recorded in the burial register, a note in the curate’s neat handwriting stating that he was believed casualty from the liner Arandora Star.

Rathlin’s oldest resident is Loughie McQuilkin. You may have seen him on TV last month. Loughie followed in the footsteps of his father to become senior coastguard on Rathlin, and among his father’s papers he turned up a 1940 record stating that on August 10 two bodies had been found near the West Light. One had some document in the name of Capella, the other had nothing.  The two victims were buried beside each other. Sure enough, there is a grassy space beside the Capella grave. Loughie also told me that in the second week of September a lifeboat from the Arandora Star was towed into Rathlin by fishermen. 

Finally my theory was confirmed by Eugene Forde of Easkey near Sligo. As a teenager he had watched as the bodies of several Italians were recovered from the rocky shoreline near his home. They were buried alongside one of the guards, Private Owen Mitchell, and the whole village attended the funerals. But the burial register refers only to the soldier.

Eugene is a lovely man and we really enjoyed our morning with him. You’ll meet him in the video.

In early August a north-westerly gale brought a terrible harvest to the Irish coast. One hundred dead bodies in sea off Iniskea, read the headline in the Western People. They were believed to have come from the Arandora Star, but they could not be recovered due to the ferocity of the storm. When some did float near to the shore, local youths went into the raging surf with ropes to bring them ashore. 

When the gale abated, Garda Donahue the local policeman and a young farmer called Pat Reilly rowed through the stormy seas around Erris Head in a tiny canvas covered boat called a curragh, they attached ropes to two of the bodies and the local people hauled them up a 60 metre cliff. Both bodies wore civilian clothes and were probably Italians.

Indeed so many victims were obviously Italian that the Italian consul in Dublin sent Signor Tommassini and a party on a week’s tour from Mayo to Donegal in a vain attempt to identify some of the victims. 

On August 17 the Donegal Vindicator reported that nine bodies from the Arandora Star had been recovered along the coast. Some were those of soldiers, some were unidentified Italians, some could not be identified at all.

On August 24 the Donegal Democrat reported that the body of a soldier was washed up on a beach; the body of an unidentified seaman was washed up on an island, as was a lifeboat from the Arandora Star; and two unidentified bodies were buried on an island where they were found

The South Donegal coroner, Dr. John O’Sullivan, returned verdicts of death by drowning on two more unidentified victims:. “Like so many others these men met cruel deaths and it is possible that their dear ones will never learn the facts of their fate. I am sure we shall all breathe a prayer for the happy repose of their souls, and ask the Almighty to bring comfort to the hearts of their grief-stricken relatives”.

In those days the west coast was a very isolated Irish speaking area. Only a few professional people like doctors had cars, still less telephones. Most people could not even afford a wireless and the expensive batteries to power it -- of course there was no mains electricity. So it was difficult to assemble the coroner, his staff and a twelve-man jury for so many inquests along 200 miles of this wild coastline. As the scale of the disaster unfolded, it was agreed that local doctors could authorise the interment of war victims.

By late August there were so many bodies that the councils had to re-open old graveyards, some of which had not been used since the Irish famine almost 100 years before. The Donegal Board of Health was told that 33 bodies had been washed ashore during the previous week, and that funeral expenses had been paid by Board officers out of their own pockets.

In County Mayo there was one body for every kilometre along the Erris coastline west of Belmullet, and the Board of Health became very concerned at the cost of so many funerals with coffins costing £2.10 shllings each. That’s around £360 in today’s money.  And these were the poorest areas in Ireland.

Another disaster was to come. On August 7th the troopship Mohammed Ali el Kebir carrying two airfield construction battalions to the Middle East was torpedoed 250 miles off Malin. Many of them were roadmen from Aberdeenshire Council who had volunteered to build airfields instead of roads. More than 100 were drowned and at least 30 were eventually buried in Ireland, most in the same cemeteries as the victims from the Arandora Star.

The Irish people did incredibly well in the face of this awful tragedy. But we shall never know the identities of most victims or the exact location of their graves. 

Now when Brenda and I left for Rathlin we took along the videocamera as well. Like most islands it’s not the easiest place to get to and we thought the Capella family might like to see something of the journey and the little churchyard where their grandfather is buried. Then we decided to film the lonely cemeteries around the wild Atlantic coasts of Donegal and Mayo.

One thing leads to another ... after a couple of years we ended up with a 30-minute documentary which has been viewed by thousands of people on Youtube. (This is an internet feature that allows anyone to place a short film clip which can then be viewed from any computer anywhere in the world). Then courtesy Pietro we had a crash course in Italian so we could produce the Italian version which we presented to the people of Bardi when we at last visited the region we had read so much about. 

This wasn’t without some black humour. Before we went to Bardi I was emailing Beppe Conti, who has charge of the memorial chapel. Beppe does not speak English but was very interested in the Irish discoveries. I couldn’t pester Don Pietro all the time so I turned to Google’s translation device. 

I wanted to tell Beppe that bodies had been washed ashore all round the coast. Google translated this is i corpi furono lavado a secco. This made perfect sense to me. Clearly it meant that the bodies were washed onto dry land. Then Maria Serena and her sister Viviana spent a few days with us. They went into stitches when they heard the translation. I now know that lavado means washed or cleaned in the laundry sense, and secco means dry ... It must have given Beppe a strange picture of burial customs in Ireland.

Serena was deeply affected when we visited Malin Head and the graves in Donegal and we agreed that this material should form a chapter in her new book, Dall’obLIo alla memoria --- from oblivion to memory. In response to many requests this book is published in dual language format; she has superbly told her story in both present and past tenses, and I think most of you here would find it as absorbing as I did. 

Thanks again to Pietro I met Dr Michael Kennedy who enabled me to access the Irish National Archives in Dublin last year. There we found much more information which we incorporated into a second extended version of the video which you are going to see next. I have copies of the DVD if anyone wants one.

I started with Giuseppe Capella buried on Rathlin. My final tally now stands at 11 Italians, 17 military guards, and 38 unknown victims buried in Ireland. Most of these were probably Italians.

Last year we went to Cardiff to meet the Welsh Italians and had lunch with Louisa Rabaiotti, whose uncle Francesco was washed ashore on Achill Island, one of the five Rabaiotti menfolk drowned that terrible day. Louisa remembers that the Irish police, the Gardai, found his spectacle case with the optician’s label, and rang his optician in Swansea who informed the family. After the war the body was taken home to Bardi for burial in the family tomb.

On July 2 this year, the 70th anniversary of the sinking, we hope to join the Welsh Italians as they dedicate a memorial in St David’s Cathedral, Cardiff, a tribute to the 54 men lost from South Wales.

I am sometimes asked why have I done all this? I never expected that something which began as a hobby, some research, shaky camera work, video editing and so on, should become an emotional indeed a humbling experience. I’ve enjoyed it greatly, we’ve met some lovely people, and it has been a privilege to hear that we brought some comfort and closure to the families.

There’s a tailpiece to this story, but first I would like to try and answer any questions you may have.

Remember Giuseppe Capella on Rathlin? Last month I noticed a new comment on the Youtube video. It was from Roberto Zazzi in New Zealand, and it reads: 

This is truly a beautiful thing you have done. The loss of my grandfather Luigi Zazzi on the Arandora Star will probably haunt me forever. He was last see

