
My name is Yael and I am in my second year of middle school at the Regina Margherita Institute, the 

same school that my grandfather attended 79 years ago. 

I feel it is important to tell the story of my grandfather, Giuseppe Sonnino, because I think it may be 

useful so as not to forget what happened and I hope that it will help everyone understand that not 

fighting against what we believe to be an injustice can have serious consequences. 

I can still hear my grandfather telling me the story of his life… 

I was born in Rome on the 3rd of February 1929.  I attended a private school in the Jewish quarter 

called Venziani Elementary “ hool  in via “a t’A rogio in the “a t’A gelo Rione (the old Ghetto) 

which then became a branch of the Regina Margherita school, although it no longer exists.  The 

following annotation can be found in the old documents in the school archives: Giuseppe Sonnino 

enrolled in the 1939-1940 school year, not attending. This is the only reference to an official act of 

the drama of the racial laws. 

When the racial laws were passed in September 1938, we were all ready to go back to school, and 

fool around and have fun with our friends during the lessons, but we understood right from the first 

days of school that something had happened.  The way in which some parents looked at us and the 

fact that they no longer invited us to their  parties so often… we soon learned that there was a they 

and an us. They told us that we could no longer frequent our classmates because we were 

DIFFERENT. 



I was very young and did ’t quite grasp yet why my parents continued to speak to each other with 
such worried looks on their faces.   

We could attend lessons but at separate times, they in the morning, we in the afternoon, almost 
stealthily, like rats. 

Soon after, we were expelled from the school along with our Hebrew religion teachers, and the 
Hebrew school, which still exists in the former Ghetto, was created. 

None of my old friends asked for me or came to look for me; it became clearer still that I was 
different. 

The Hebrew school as ’t bad; I had a lot of new friends who shared my fate. 

Everything changed after 16 October 1945. My family was decimated: my father, two of my 
brothers and a sister were deported.  My father was killed at Auschwitz as soon as he got off the 
train.  Only my two brothers came back alive with an indelible mark on their body and soul.  I 
decided then to start a new life in another country, with new hope in my heart.  Like me, others, 
like Emilio Segrè ( Nobel prize in Physics) and Franco Modigliano (Nobel Prize for Economics), did 
the same. 

In 1945 I emigrated to Israel.  I was only 16 years old and there I was adopted by a family who lived 
in a kibbutz.  They told me that not far from where I lived there was another family of Italian 
immigrants and it was there that I met my wife, Renata Pace.  We lived in Israel for 25 years, but we 
missed Italy a lot and so we returned to Rome where my daughters were raised and our five 
grandchildren were born. 

Letting our daughters send our grandchildren to the same school meant trying to leave the bad 
things behind and choosing to move on with our life . 

  

  
 



My family and I are forced to leave our country because 

there is a war and unfortunately it lasts since a lot of time, 

too much for us. 
Now we are in a lorry, it’s cold and dirty. I have no air to 

breathe because the place is overcrowded, my legs start to 

feel numb from the way I am sitting. My family and I have 

travelled for two days and we are tired. I’  hungry. We 

have neither food nor water for the journey, just a piece of 

bread and a bottle of water for all my family that is 

composed by eight people. I fear for my life but I know I 

need an uncommon courage and perseverance to keep me 

moving forward. I want to reach a better life. 
In my suitcase, packed in a great hurry, I put just few 

things: a pair of trousers, a T-shirt , my favorite book and 

my diary. During the flight I lost my most valuable 

possession, my charm,  the only thing I had to remind me 

of my granny. 
We are directed to the west where we hope we will find 

help and hospitality, but we are ’t sure we will really find 

them… 



 

Just terrible. I’  in a cold and old carriage of a train, it stinks I think that I’ll stay here until I 
arrive somewhere.  

I still have those horrible memories of gunshots and people crying the day that I left my 
country. 

I’ e got only my little bag; when that guy knocked on my door, I was so nervous that inside I 
put just some water, this piece of paper where I am writing, a pencil and a little picture of my 
mum.  

I forgot at home something to eat, but not only that. I terribly forgot at home my puppet, Lily, 
the only thing that makes me sleep.  Without Lily I a ’t sleep. 

It’s a present. My grandma gave it to me in the moment  that I was born, from then, I never 
left that puppet. 

I still bring my mum  in my heart. Just like my dad. He is in a war now. Maybe. Maybe he is 
dead. Maybe he is returning to my town, hoping that there it's all right and hoping that he 
will find me. But he will not. He will not find me and I will not find him.  

Without my parents, I'm alone. 

Sad and alone. 

I often cry. 

I ask myself why I was born.  

... 

I don't know what I'm doing. I don't know where I'm going. 

I know nothing. And I can't be happy. Because everything that I had is gone. Even hope. 

 



 

• author - Jaroslavs O. 

•   

• We all know that the war is merciless. In every country there have been events that forced people to 
search for a better place –  safer country. Many people have suffered because of the war and still do 
to this day. Only two wars have left a big mark here in Latvia, but both of them affected my relatives, 
family and their life paths. 

• My great-grandmother who had Belarusian nationality hid in a cellar for from the fascist army 
because she came from a family of Jews. The Holocaust as a plague moved around the world, only 
because of some kind of ambition and self-confidence of one authority. She hid for some time, but as 
happens in real life, sooner or later the army, which at that time was in the territory of Latvia, began 
to investigate the secret of her family. The Jewish family were fugitives from the strength of the Third 
Reich. 

• My great-grandmother was taken as a prisoner and was tortured, but as a woman who wanted to 
save lives of other on her own cost, she did not say anything. Recognizing nothing, the fascist army 
let her go, but after all this hell, she had health problems (a problem with the spine,  damaged 
psyche). Historically, the fascist army knew how to torture people and find the most awful ways to do 
what was needed. 

• Usually when the war ends, one of the both warring sides wins. But is there any sense in the war? 
Why is it really needed? Why was the first world war in which Hitler participated, and after which he 
wanted so much to retreat the Entente countries? Why do people have to suffer because of this? 
There are many questions that we can ask, but there are only a few answers... 

• Maybe I do not have all the answers to my stated question, but I do know one thing - my great-
grandmother was a hero. Many people have not heard about her and her story, because there were a 
lot of families like hers, but for me she will always be special and iconic. Even during the war people 
helped each other, but what happens nowadays 

  


