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PROLOGUE

It’s a hot night, and the Eternal City is dead.

The Roman summer can feel like that. The concrete and marble and asphalt turn the streets into an oven, and any place you might think to go for relief is closed. The air is so thick it can stick in your throat—and good luck finding a doctor if it does.

It’s Ferragosto, the end-of-summer holiday, 1958, and anyone who can afford to escape town has, leaving only tourists, priests, politicians, and the unlucky ones who work for them.

Tazio Secchiaroli doesn’t exactly work for big shots, but he depends on them for a living. Slight, spry, starting to bald in his early thirties, he grew up about five miles from central Rome, where he now works photographing the comings and goings and lingerings and dallyings of celebrities and then selling the shots to newspapers and magazines—the more candid and sensational, the more lucrative. It’s his business to know who’s in town and, more important, who’s out on the town. And so, as almost every night, he heads to a small stretch of road near the Villa Borghese, a hot spot that pulses, twitches, and seethes with enough energy to make it seem as if the whole city is crammed full and awake.

Few Romans visit Via Veneto. But for foreigners with money, especially those in the movie business, the north end of this wide boulevard, with its posh hotels and cafés and nightclubs, just up the hill from the Capuchin Catacombs, is the heart of modern Rome—which makes it important to some Romans as well.

Secchiaroli is among a throng of a dozen or so photographers who haunt the street seeking famous faces. Most nights, no matter if the rest of town is quiet, Via Veneto hums with movie stars, jet-setters, chancers, gigolos, noblemen, poets, dreamers. Just by being on the right corner and keeping alert, a guy with a sharp eye, a steady hand, and a Rolleiflex can make a month’s expenses in a single fortunate second.

This particular night, though, Secchiaroli and his chums scour sidewalk tables, barstools, taxi queues, and back alleys and come up empty. The movie people and their claques of hangers-on have fled the city. There’s not even a pretty girl newly come to Rome from the provinces to seek her fortune: É morto.

At midnight, the hunt bootless, their cameras unused, a few decide to go for dinner—and not in some overpriced Via Veneto tourist trap. They drive off in Pierluigi Praturlon’s Fiat, and then, a few hours later, return to make one last sweep of the strip before calling it a night.

They’re cruising slowly, looking for anybody worth spending a flashbulb on, when the pinch-faced Praturlon shouts, “There’s Farouk!” and hits the brakes.

And, in fact, there Farouk is, all three hundred pounds of him, the exiled Egyptian king who has made Rome his home and the tables of the Café de Paris, where he is now stationed, his court. Inscrutable, gluttonous, distrustful of the press, Farouk passes time, between epic meals and trysts with prostitutes, staring out at the Via Veneto parade. He’s such a fixture on the street that nobody bothers to take his picture anymore. But on a night like this. . . .

Without a word, like a seasoned wolf pack, the photographers spill into the night. Praturlon parks in the middle of the street and strides toward Farouk, camera and flash firing; Umberto Guidotti gets close to the sidewalk terrace, which is bordered by boxes of potted flowers, and shoots; and Secchiaroli, the one they call Il Mitragliatrice Umana (“The Human Machine Gun”) in honor of his rapid-fire technique, leaps over the flower beds and gets one off from close-in: a full-on assault.

From out of the dark and quiet, Farouk and company are beset by blinding bursts of light, mechanical pops and hisses, darting figures. The king’s Albanian bodyguards react instinctively to what looks like an assassination attempt. They grab Secchiaroli but are immediately surprised by their boss, who has leapt from the table with impressive alacrity and is trying to get his hands on the camera. Giving Farouk room to move, the bodyguards loosen their grip on the photographer, who scoots free.

(Later, Secchiaroli will have a fine shot of the king seated against a stone wall, caught by surprise, staring right at the lens, just about to rouse to fury. But Guidotti will have the real prize: a blurry, shadowy photo of Farouk trying to wrestle Secchiaroli’s equipment away from him.)

A few cops show up, but by then the photographers have scattered. Not randomly, though: word has come that another Via Veneto stalwart, actress Ava Gardner, is arriving at Bricktop’s, a nearby nightclub, in the company of her current costar (and, it is whispered, inevitably, her lover), Tony Franciosa. As Franciosa is married, to another actress, Shelley Winters, this is potential gold.

Somehow, once again, Secchiaroli is first to arrive on the scene and gets closest to the center. He moves right in on Franciosa and bam! Again, flashes and crackles blind and startle the target, who clutches the nearest photographer, not Secchiaroli but Giancarlo Bonora. But Franciosa has no bodyguards, no chance: Bonora wriggles away, and the lot of them skitter off.

Now, though, there’s blood in the water, so presently they’re back, camped outside the nightclub, waiting to see who’ll emerge with whom. At about 4:30 in the morning, they’re disappointed: Ava comes out of Bricktop’s on the arm of her press agent; Franciosa follows some minutes later, all little smiles and waves of his hand: Bastardo.

Still, it’s not yet dawn, which means that there may yet be something going on. And what should fate serve up as the dessert of this impromptu three-course meal but Anthony Steel, the big-jawed, barrel-chested English action movie star as famous for his wife, Swedish sexpot Anita Ekberg, as for enjoying his drink and blowing his stack.

When Secchiaroli and company find him, Steel is already revved up, quarreling with Ekberg in a car idling at the valet station outside the Vecchia Roma restaurant. Again, flashes and pops, and, again, fury: Steel staggers from the car, fists clenched, lips pursed, gaze watery, knees buckled as if he’s just been socked on the snout. He lunges toward a nearby photographer, it doesn’t matter which, only to give up after a few uncertain strides, too drunk, simply, to do anything else.

The couple’s driver stares, stock-still, at a loss for protocol. Ekberg stays discreetly in the car. And Secchiaroli captures a perfect series of shots of Steel’s impotent rampage, easily the best stuff of the night. You could animate them with a Dixieland sound track and have a comedy hit; for sure they’ll make for a big sale.

The photographers call time on their work, their vigilance, instincts, and cheek well rewarded, the rising sun gilding them as they drive to their darkrooms and their beds.

Within days, word—and pictures—of their wild night makes their way all over Rome; then, via the tabloid media, throughout Italy; and then to France, England, Germany, even the U.S.A., where nothing quite like this spree has ever been heard of.

Rome is supposed to be dead in August; everyone says so.

But in August 1958 something is definitely happening in Rome.


INTRODUCTION

What can you possibly say about Rome?

That it’s eternal? That all roads lead to it? That it wasn’t built in a day? That when there you should do as the locals do?

Please.

For millennia, Rome has embodied and repelled every cliché, description, and act of comprehension or explanation applied to it.

As a city, it has been built and destroyed and rebuilt by—and has celebrated and signified and outlasted—caesars and barbarians and popes and Fascists and prophets and artists and pilgrims and schemers and migrants and lovers and fools.

As a symbol, it has contained almost infinite meaning, allure, and resonance, a vessel that appears entirely full and that nonetheless can absorb virtually anything poured into it. The concept of infinity may have been conceived in ancient Greece, but it arguably finds, like so many Greek inventions, its most apt instance in Rome. “How many Romes there are,” sighed the English travel writer H. V. Morton in 1957, citing, among other Romes, the ecclesiatical, the diplomatic, the archaeological, the artistic, and the everyday. But, truly, he could have expressed the same sentiment any time during the previous two thousand years and been just as correct. Rome is eternal, all roads do lead to it, and the locals, with their daily acquaintance with depths of history, art, culture, religion, and eccentricity, really do offer a model for living, whether you are in Rome or not.

Rome has been a lodestar in the constellation of Western culture for thousands of years, partly because a certain nexus of lifestyle, manners, ethos, fashion, sensation, and art has coalesced in the city again and again, like a crystal or a reef, drawing and captivating the world’s attention. To live life alla romana has meant different things at different times, but among those meanings has always been, surely, to live fully and sweetly, in beautiful form and happy company, with an attitude of knowing-but-not-entirelycaring, at a high rate, in plain view, steeped in confidence and élan and flair, and liable to cause jealous pangs everywhere else.

It was true in the time of Cicero; it was true in the time of Michelangelo; it was true in the time of Keats. And it was, improbably, true once again not Long after World War II, when, the capital city of a nation that had just been defeated and disgraced in a conflict in which it had inarguably been one of the villains, Rome stood as a shining light of style, culture, and ways of living for the outside world.

In the immediate aftermath of the war, huge swaths of Rome were little more than strata of new ruins atop all the ruins that had come before: the Americans, the British, and the Germans had all bombed the city, completely devastating the San Lorenzo district, just north of the main train station, and even striking Vatican City. Sizable portions of the population were homeless, jobless, hungry, or idle. The glories of the past were still intact—Rome was largely spared the far more devastating bombardment that was suffered by such industrial centers as Milan and Turin, partly because Pope Pius XII begged the world not to destroy the city. But to all eyes it appeared in most every way exactly what it was: a defeated capital, the seat of a vanquished empire, staggered, battered, bloodied.

And yet there were signs of vitality and even sparks of brightness.

In and around that rubble, a small group of filmmakers who had been active before the war created brave new works that explored the human struggles of the moment—actually got right down into them and painted them with vigorous respect for realism, with honesty and empathy. Their movies put a new face on a bruised nation and, almost incidentally, launched a new type of cinema that would become common the world over.

There were bona fide bohemians, freed of the overbearing yoke of fascism, creating demimondes in bars, cafés, and studios tucked into the center of the city: painters and sculptors and poets and novelists and musicians who had kept the flames of art kindled through the war, however dimly, and were ready to stoke them into a fire of making and sharing and being seen and heard and read.

There were other creators, of elegant and stylish things to wear—because it was Rome and Italy and how one looked mattered, as it always had since togas were the fashion. You could always, but always, count on a Roman at least to try to present a bella figura, a beautiful form, even when everything else in his or her life was a wreck.

There were renegade lifestylists, people who were intent on bringing to Rome some of the vitality that had invigorated Paris and Berlin and New York in previous decades but who had been stifled by moralists and Blackshirts and the Catholic church, aristocrats and rebels and avant-gardists, often from other countries, other worlds, with a shared passion to avoid the usual thing and to embrace the sensual, the iconoclastic, the daring.

And there was a small clutch of young men with cameras and flash bulbs, freelance photographers whose depictions of the city and its people and its extravaganzas and its crimes and its sensations and, most of all, its celebrated visitors were greedily gobbled up by a media culture that, too, was operating with new vigor now that the pall cast by Benito Mussolini and his Fascist censors no longer loomed.

In the first years of Rome’s recovery from the war, these claques of innovators and strivers and revolutionaries worked on parallel, independent tracks; even those with an eye focused on more than one of them couldn’t see that they would soon converge. From that vantage, it wasn’t readily evident that there was a crescence, that something new was being created in more than one nook of the city or the culture, that there would soon come a blending, a catalysis, an explosive knocking-together of people and projects and incidents from all of these areas of activity into a single cultural moment—a boom. But it would happen, and all within a few square miles of the city, in its watering holes, studios, hotels, cafés, courthouses, darkrooms, and, famously, on one tree-lined boulevard mostly noted theretofore for being a place where very little worth noting ever happened. The things that would be done and made and, especially, photographed in Rome in those years would transform the city, at least in reputation, from the symbol of a vanquished empire into a font of new and enviable energies, artworks, ways of living.

It was a relatively sweet and naïve time when it was something of a novelty to peek into the actual private lives of celebrities (as opposed to the public relations versions of their lives); when widely imitated ideas and tastes in everyday fashion came from the workshops of clothing designers; when the shooting of a movie could be an event in and of itself; when travel to a world capital was a once-in-a-lifetime dream; and when the idea that packs of photographers would roam a city at night attempting to capture images of famous faces in flagrante delicto was almost too unimaginable to be taken for real.

In later days, everything a bold-faced name said or did would be potential fodder for revelation, scuttlebutt, shaming; the dominant fashion influences emerged from the streets; the entertainment industry ballyhooed itself numbingly, endlessly; and the media, as pervasive as bacteria, pried into every niche and navel, feeding itself gluttonously and discarding the icons it created with all the ceremony and deference one might accord a used tissue.

But in the fifteen or twenty years after World War II, when filmmakers and movie stars and fashion designers and street photographers and hedonists were colliding in the cafés, nightclubs, salons, ateliers, back lots, and cobblestoned streets of Rome, the combination of those strains of culture—high and low, official and illicit, elegant and crass—was a unique and in many ways unprecedented blend. For a few years, Rome was, once again, the capital of the world—a new world, built of stardust and chic clothes and the titillation of scandal and the buzz of motor scooter engines and the flash of camera bulbs. Bits of it had existed elsewhere previously, even in Rome, but never before had it all come together in the particular form which it took in that place and time, a form that would still dominate popular culture more than a half century later.

This is the story of how that came to be, how an unlikely but inevitable collection of people, businesses, incidents, and art-works combined into something that would be easily recognized later but had no precedence, no form, no name previously.

It’s a story that begins with a destitute man and his son looking for a bicycle, follows with a newspaperman on a Vespa scooting an errant princess through picturesque ruins, and ends with another newspaperman, among a throng of hungover aristocrats, staring at the bloated corpse of a sea monster on a wind-swept beach.

It’s a story of how a nation and its capital emerged from a decade of war—both global and civil—and, amid the loss and ruin and pain, gave rise to the contemporary mélange of glitter, scandal, commerce, style, and sensation that we recognize as “popular culture,” of how the city of the caesars and the popes and the Blackshirts managed, for a decade or so, to galvanize the world’s attention as a showcase of elegance, modernity, sophistication, license, and style.

It’s a story of film stars and race-car drivers; of fashion plates and paparazzi and slumming nobles; of murder and movies and celebrity and shadows; of rebirth and glory and decay; of Fiat convertibles and sharp lapels and plunging necklines and big sunglasses and endless cigarettes; of jazz and stripteases and parties until dawn; of a Rome as decadent, as world-wise, as sensual as that of Nero: the Eternal City, yes, of course, but very, very now.

It spans an era that ranged, on screen and in life, from The Bicycle Thief to Roman Holiday to La Dolce Vita; from the new looks in ski and beach clothes designed by Emilio Pucci to the classically luxurious couture gowns of Valentino; from the emergence of curvy Italian actresses typified by Gina Lollobrigida to the triumph of the Neapolitan ugly duckling Sophia Loren; from the laughable Latin lover Rossano Brazzi to the most reluctant and charming of leading men, Marcello Mastroianni; from the neorealism of Vittorio De Sica, Roberto Rossellini, and Luchino Visconti to the rococo dreamscapes of Federico Fellini and the austere nightmares of Michelangelo Antonioni; from a few photographers taking pictures of a wedding and a murder trial to an omnipresent cadre of ravenous cameramen who’d stop at nothing to get a compromising photo; from a simple movie about the Resistance shot on stolen film stock to a gargantuan epic that would bankrupt a Hollywood studio; from an Italy that was staggered, bloodied, and decimated by war to an Italy that was swank enough and savvy enough to host the most modern Olympic games ever seen.

Throughout these years, as Rome’s position at the acme of modern style and high living and filmcraft grew increasingly evident, certain threads resonated like motifs in a symphony: the Roman love of personal beauty and self-presentation, of the bella figura and bellezza; the intricate back-and-forth symbiosis of Italy and America, in fashion, in cinema, in shared heritage; the inscrutability and immutability of Rome in and of itself, eternal not only because of its age but because some fundamental aspects of it would simply never change, no matter the vagaries of surface activity; and the birth of a new type of modern popular culture, where innovations in fashion and social manners, in the liveliest of twentieth-century arts, and in insatiable forms of news media all came together in a single petri dish, as it were, for the first time.

Si fueris Romae, Romano vivito more, said St. Ambrose centuries ago: “When in Rome, do as the Romans do.”

And as easy as it might be to dismiss the sentiment as a cliché, it has, like so many clichés, a germ of truth. Romans, before St. Ambrose and often since, have had a knack for making people everywhere, whether they’ve ever been to Rome or not, want to live alla romana. And in the years after World War II, between the bomb and the Beatles, they did it afresh in a way that still resonates today.


1. BUZZING THROUGH RUINS

In many ways, Rome would always be defined by ruin, by what has been left behind, by the layers of the past on top of which subsequent incarnations of the city have been built, often with bits and pieces cannibalized from the debris of prior civilizations and regimes. Etruscan Rome gave way to Imperial Rome and then, in turn, proto-Christian Rome and Papal Rome and Baroque Rome and Risorgimento Rome and Fascist Rome. Each epoch produced new strata of urbanization and architecture and culture and habit that became part of the Romes that followed, and those later Romes availed themselves freely, in the manner of heirs everywhere, to the heritage and patrimony that lay literally at their feet. Ruins, to Romans, were a basic condition of life, neither wonders to be admired nor obstacles to be overcome: a given, an inheritance, a resource to feed upon in the creation of yet another new Rome.

In 1945, just as after invasions by Visigoths and Ostrogoths and Vandals and Huns, Rome was a fresh landscape of destruction, a war zone that had endured occupation by Nazis, incursion by the Allies, and, most grievously, a civil war between cadres of the Fascist Blackshirts and the Partisan Resistance. Like cities all across Europe, it had been pummeled from the air, as well as by artillery attacks, by small-scale street fighting, by vendettas and looting. It was a city depleted of resources: food, medicine, fuel, and building materials were all in short supply if not nonexistent; scores of thousands of the displaced from throughout Italy were living in shacks, cellars, vacant schools, barracks, even caves on the city’s outskirts; black marketeers of the most predatory sorts thrived (even salt was a precious commodity). Other sites on the Italian peninsula had, arguably, suffered more: the port city of Naples, the industrial center of Milan, and the medieval monastery town of Monte Cassino, virtually obliterated by Allied bombing. But Rome, as the capital city, was the most visible and palpable symbol of a nation brought to its knees in utter defeat.

It didn’t matter, on the level of simple humanity, that Italy had been one of the bad guys, a black-shirted antagonist on the world stage even before officially joining Germany in the Axis pact of 1939. Rendered in numbers, the war’s toll on the country was grave. A nation of 44.4 million, Italy lost 291,000 servicemen and 153,000 civilians as a direct result of the war. The survivors faced huge challenges in carrying forward. In cities with more than 50,000 residents, a total of 1.2 million homes had been destroyed; in Milan alone, nearly 70 percent of all housing was damaged or obliterated; nationwide, nearly half the surviving domiciles had no functioning kitchens, and three-quarters had no indoor bathrooms (by one accounting, fewer than 7 percent of Italians lived in homes with the trifecta of electricity, running water, and flush toilets). Up and down the peninsula, 40 percent of bridges and railway lines were incapacitated or in ruins. A full third of Italy’s national wealth had been wiped off the books in less than a half dozen years, and the cost of living had increased more than twentyfold. When peacetime routines resumed, 20 percent of the workforce had no jobs to report to, and those who were lucky enough to find positions or return to their previous employment were working for wages roughly half those of prewar levels. Almost 95 percent of the ordinary family’s income went to pay for food, and even that was subsistence level: the average caloric intake of an Italian adult in the immediate aftermath of the war was three-quarters of what it had been twenty years earlier, with almost no meat or sugar included in the typical family’s regular diet.

The situation was as dire as the global depression of the 1930s had been, and it fomented political uncertainty. With Mussolini’s Fascist regime crushed, Italians had to choose among several paths in reconstituting their government: monarchy, democratic republic, and communism all seemed viable. The latter was, of course, anathema to the war’s Allied victors, who sought through various means to sway Italy and other recovering nations to the Western side of the incipient Cold War. The Americans, in particular, were keen to keep Italy in the democratic fold, and they were especially well suited to the job. Not only had the United States emerged from the war victorious, wealthy, and alliance minded, but it had strong ties to Italy thanks to the immigration surge of the late nineteenth and early twentieth centuries, when more than four million Italians arrived in American harbors—the largest influx from any European country, some four times the number of Irish immigrants who came to the United States in the wake of the potato famine. Throwing in the historical curiosity that the Americas were discovered (so to speak) by one Italian (the Genoese Christopher Columbus) and named for another (the Florentine Amerigo Vespucci), adding the coincidence that among America’s cultural heroes were a singer (Frank Sinatra), a baseball player (Joe DiMaggio), and an elected official (Fiorello La Guardia) of Italian descent, and considering the American political and humanitarian will to help a hobbled nation back onto its feet, it was no surprise that Italy should be wooed into the Western fold with the twin lures of cultural kinship and raw economic incentive.

From the very end of the war, the United States supported Italy with food and medical aid, military assistance, management and manpower for reconstruction, and imports of raw materials, all of which helped the defeated nation’s hobbled economy back onto steady footing. When the European Recovery Program, better known as the Marshall Plan, began in earnest in early 1948, Italy was the third-highest recipient of U.S. funds (after Great Britain and France, both wartime allies). In its first four years, the Marshall Plan delivered upward of $1.2 billion in aid to Italy,1 helping the nation recover materially and, not coincidentally, helping to steer the Western-leaning Christian Democratic party into political power.2 Every boatload of grain and cotton and manufactured goods was a big occasion, and the U. S. ambassador to Italy, James Clement Dunn, celebrated the arrival of each hundredth ship with a ceremony and a speech. For more than a half century, Italians had nurtured the myth of the immigrant going off to the States and returning home wealthy; now, in a sense, all of Italy was in the shoes of that fortunate pilgrim, enjoying American largesse without having to undertake the arduous journey to Ellis Island and back.

If it was easy to credit Italy’s American cousins with the nation’s turnaround toward recovery, it would also not be entirely true. Some forms of Marshall Plan aid were sparks for Italian industries that had managed to survive the war in something like viable form. For one, the textile industry, long a source of Italy’s economic strength and cultural influence, was ready to ramp up into productive gear soon after the fighting ended, and would become part of a lucrative symbiosis. American raw materials such as cotton and wool, shipped to Italy, would be transformed into fabrics and, later, styled into garments that became popular in, among many places around the world, America—a true win-win that spiraled upward for decades.

And there were other native industries that not only resulted in industrial growth but in improved quality of life for Italians—as well as in a new sort of cultural cachet for the nation that, somehow, would be almost entirely forgiven for its role in World War II not long after the last shots were fired. Among the most visible, in Italy and beyond, was the manufacture of motor vehicles, especially automobiles. Italian luxury and performance cars from such manufacturers as Alfa Romeo, Maserati, Lancia, and Isotta Fraschini were highly esteemed before the war and presently recovered much of their prestige. More impressive, the big daddy of Italian carmakers, Fiat,3 had been and would soon be again one of the largest producers of automobiles in the world, and Enzo Ferrari was about to launch his world-conquering marque in the tiny town of Maranello, a few miles east of Bologna.

But those were small steps compared to an Italian innovation that combined practicality, affordability, style, and flair and achieved international renown. In 1946, the Piaggio company, which had produced locomotive and aviation equipment near Genoa since 1884, introduced a new product that turned personal transportation into something specifically and emphatically Italian. After a few designs were rejected, an aeronautical engineer named Corradino d’Ascanio crafted what patent papers referred to as a “motorcycle of a rational complexity of organs and elements combined with a frame with mudguards and a casing covering the whole mechanical part.” It was a motor scooter, built on an engine that had been conceived (but never used) as a starter for airplanes, and it was known commercially, when it hit the marketplace, as the Vespa (or “wasp”) for the buzzing sound of its motor.

With its sleek styling and low cost, the Vespa 98 (so named for the displacement of its engine) became a massive best seller throughout Italy and, soon, everywhere else. Its distinctive look—with a thin front shield connected by a flat floorboard to a rounded rear unit, where the saddle sat above an enclosed engine—was widely imitated and recognized as a symbol of Italian style, ingenuity, and vitality. The modern appearance of this new-generation motor scooter, like a comma on its back, was also practical. Because the rider didn’t straddle the engine like a horse but rather sat atop it somewhat daintily, and because its front shield offered some protection from the elements, the Vespa could be used by men in suits or women in skirts—by working grown-ups, in short. It was inexpensive (Piaggio was a pioneer among Italian companies in offering installment plans), and it was relatively easy to maintain or repair. Its characteristic playful appearance and rattling buzz soon became familiar throughout Italy and Europe and beyond—one of the first true heralds of a youthful, fashionable new world.

Only a few thousand Vespas were sold in 1947, but that number rose every year. In 1956, not a decade after the first model was released, Piaggio marked the sale of its one millionth scooter, a figure boosted, no doubt, by the spectacle of the Hollywood stars Gregory Peck and Audrey Hepburn getting around town by scooter in Roman Holiday (1953). The second million took less than four years to sell. Other brands followed: Lambretta, founded in 1947, which produced a similarly popular line of motor scooters, and, three years later, Ducati, which began business by mounting small engines on bicycle frames before switching after several years to motorcycles. The other brands had their ardent adherents: there were Lambretta owners who wouldn’t be caught dead on a Piaggio scooter, and owners of all brands formed groups with identifying badges and codes of conduct vis-à-vis those who favored rival models. But the Vespa was the archetype and the eponym. And it was an epitome of Italian design and resourcefulness combining to turn what might have been liabilities (a rainy day scooter ride was no one’s idea of fun, and two was a crowd on the tiny seat) into an emblem of élan.



1 Equivalent to $11.9 billion in 2016; by 1962, the combination of Marshall funds, military support, and other contributions totaled some $5.5 billion, or $43.5 billion in 2016 dollars.

2 The Christian Democrats would lead or play a key role in every government formed in Italy into the twenty-first century.

3 The name is an acronym for Fabbrica Italiana Automobili Torino—roughly, the Italian Automobile Works of Turin.
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