
 

Introduction 
 
Reading for the first time the job of Angelo Imbrenda has left me perplexed: a harvest of memories  with 
scarce chronological order: an avalanche of names,  last names and nicknames,  plenty of departures and 
arrivals. At the second reading, the same job has touched me. Because the memories that spring from the 
heart cannot be systematized in perfect temporal scanning  and they crowd the mind, chasing each other 
and doing jostling with the terror of loosing themselves in the voids of memory. Because those names, last 
names and nicknames became whole families, young people and elderly that full of hope and desperate 
have left the native earth looking for fortune. The fortune that only America could give. Because these 
departures and arrivals were supported by the hope of a satisfying return;  they had returned to the own 
country to feel then disoriented and take another time the difficult decision to depart again This is the story of 
the emigration.  The tragic existential condition of those who feel alien in their own land and of those who are 
branded with the title of immigrant in the land of others. It takes more generations to cancel or erase that 
mark imprinted in bitter letters through hard and honest work and through the deserved successes of the 
new generations. 
This is the history that Angelo presents, supported not only by memories, but also by archival documents, file 
and letters dictated to occasional scribes among the companions of misfortune, and translated into a familiar 
style, without big words or learned quotations, because Angelo embraces the language of the simple ones, 
of the last. Through anecdotes,  true stories,  adventures,  won or lost battles, dead  or survived soldiers, 
prosperous businesses and lost earnings, lives saved from the sea and  shipwrecked on earth, I like to find,  
above all in this job, a story of women. A framework of the female empowerment. 
The story that begins with the memories of his mother, Concettina,  who was nine years old, “la 'Mericana”, 
when she arrives in Buccino and continues, then, with the stories of Nannina, Teresa, the women of 
Sapatella, of Rosina r' Pacchiosella, of Mariela that sings the Ave Maria at the feast of the Madonna, of 
doctor Clementina, of Elizabeth: a famous jurist, of the journalist Philo... and beside them their fathers, 
husbands, sons. Across the young migrants we know the initiative, the abnegation, the tenacity, yet these 
small women, forced to grow up too fast, were the same that, a few months before embarking on the ship, 
were afraid to cross the threshold of house who didn't even dare to speak to a stranger. Nevertheless they 
found the strength to arrive in a world that "they called new" to pave the way to their grandchildren who have 
been often able to became famous. 
Meaningful it is the environment in which it starts the memorial phase  of Concettina; not in full light, not 
among the people, not at the table after a toast, but in the faint light of the apartment that, every now and 
then, she shares with her son. And there, before falling asleep, mother and son wonder about a common 
past; the mother seeks the complicity of her son on old decisions, the son is still looking for love and 
forgiveness for sins he never committed. Here mother and son, of course,  hide the tears and find 
themselves while they rediscover the lost time. 
The story of Concettina  interlaces with the history of the house - but so it happens for all the women who are 
the Vestal of the house -   because it is the house that protects from the elements of life, which holds the 
affections, and grows together with the family. It is identified with the planted roots and with the goods to be 
left to the sons. 
So sore it appears the image of Concettina La'Mericana who sits in front of what had been her home, for 
which she has fought until she has been able and then she surrendered to memories. 
 
Concettina, probably, will be felt silently and decently tormented by the thought that her old home didn't 
belong to her any more, and all migrants who populate the earth suffer with such thoughts, of any ethnicity 
they are, forced to abandon their walls in search of work or to rejoin the family, to escape wars, persecutions, 
natural disasters, earthquakes, floods ... 
But for everyone, even if it is a small consolation, can be worth what a Native American Chief  of the 
Suwamish Tribe wrote to the President of the United State Franklin Pierce. The old and wise Indian chief 
was convinced that no one should cry for having lost the land and the house, no one has to suffer if that 
good no longer belongs to him, because it's the person who lived there, who loved  them that will always 
belong to those walls, belong to that village, to that land, to the country, because that's where you left your 
heart. 
 
 
         Maria Rosaria Pagnani 
 
 
 



 
 
Preface 
 
The presentation of a literary work, which many people take for an intimate writing, I believe, instead, is the 
faith of the birth of a book. The presentation is the page where an author, through the selected  author of the 
preface, declares, as in a private conversation, the reasons of his work and its purpose.  And if it comes out 
from those pages a current of sympathy, that will attract the reader to the importance of the theme and the 
writer's intent: the effectiveness of the discussed ideas may be greater.  I do not pretend such anticipated 
victory: it is given to very few elected the exercise of this fascination. Among these the  Erudite Maria 
Rosaria Pagnani when she writes about  the work of our mutual friend. 
I just want to add that  knowing the mind of the author for a long time, and knowing that he  has always 
spoken and written of sport, of culture, of history, of chronicle, of actuality, this time he becomes  
autobiographical not for the urge to write another book, but rather  dragged to write the fruit of his 
speculations: he is aware of the fact that his literary work can have its defects, as Maria Rosaria has already 
mentioned in the opening words of her writing. But she legitimizes the primeval origin, because it is 
spontaneous, heartfelt, designed and redesigned several times. 
The facts that refer to his family have been for the journalist Angelo (founder and director of “La Voce di 
Buccino” for twenty years),  the social aspect which have characterized the generation which has arrived 
after the Italian unification. The scene, sad and distressing, where hundreds of thousands of southerners, 
while overcoming the traditional force of attraction  to the land of his fathers, crowded the harbors allowing to 
be then amassed in ships:  their broken heart directed towards a country of which they did not know that a 
crippled name: M'r'ca. But America was not a promised land for everybody and, above all, when it was, it 
made them pay a heavy price. 
 
Well done Angelo and thanks for the emotion that, once again, you have wanted to share with me and Maria 
Rosaria. 
 
        Enzo Landolfi 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
Presentation 
  
 
A year ago,  on the twentieth anniversary of life of “La Voce di Buccino”, I began to make a balance of my 
wonderful adventure.  I thought that I have already reached the threshold of seventy years, and that I have to 
begin to plan a well-earned rest. My mother often told me, from the tall of her  ninety years, with a colorful 
expression: “ma chi ca...o te lo fa fare”.  It was while I was thinking about her, disappeared in May 2008,  at 
the ripe age of  94, that I decided to pull out from the archive her history of an emigrant family.  
 I had sketched it over the years, with the idea of writing a book. The title that I had imagined was 
La'mericana, as  she was apostrophized by her friends in the neighborhood,  in the suburb of Buccino. I 
decided then to revise the draft and to insert other anecdotes that I knew. 
In rereading the "story" I found other emigrants such as my paternal grandfather Giuseppe Imbrenda, and his 
brother Giuseppe Candela, and their parallel lives up to the outbreak of the First World War. Moreover, in 
these twenty years,  I have come across many other stories of life and emigration that I regularly published in 
La Voce. I have had to dilute some of them in more episodes, because of their length. 
I thought then about turning the title into La'mericana and the other ...histories of the emigration of Buccino. 
Giving fund to my residual energy,  I started looking on  various magnetic supports (floppy disk, diskettes, cd, 
pens), for the various histories of emigration already published and I started to put them together to the 
history of  “la'mericana”. 
At first, I have thought only about the histories of “Buccinese” emigration overseas, but I would have done an 
injustice to the many emigrants “buccinesi” in Europe, first among all, Donato Di Vona, symbol of the 
emigration of Buccino in Europe. 
As I proceeded on the harvest of the unpublished histories or of the already published ones, I realized that 
there were many other emigrants ‘buccinesi’, to which I have been sending La Voce for many years; they 
could tell their story known by few. Through emails and phone calls I got in touch with some of these friend-
readers and I began collecting many more stories. 
This has resulted in the natural rising of this collection, which began to take on a bulky form, as a Matera 
bread, and unwieldy. So I convinced myself to break it into two strands, or in two volumes, to avoid having to 
cut the many photos that complete and enrich the individual stories. 
Here so this first book on the “American” stories.  The second volume about the emigration of the buccinesi 
in Europe will be published next year, if  God will. I will have so the time to assemble and to finish up in a 
more organic way the many histories already submitted and the others that are upcoming. 
Moreover, in these twenty years of life of La Voce di Buccino,  I have opened a rich and continuous 
correspondence with the near and distant readers, I'm gathering this correspondence and I will put it in a 
separate chapter of the second volume. This is because the emigration 'buccinese' is a never ending story. 
In this first book, in addition to the history of “la'mericana”, you will find two chapters titled The Roots and the 
Diaspora, as well as other small stories. Finally I gathered in a final chapter a collection of articles, ranging 
from my trip with the emigrants, the "Buccinese Society" of Altoona, the ships of our migrants. I close this 
presentation with the photo of the Vittoriano, the base of this structure houses the Museum of the 
Emigration. 
The monument holds the Tomb of the Unknown Soldier with an eternal flame: the symbol of the sacrifice of 
the Fallen for the Fatherland. This mausoleum, as the monuments to the fallen that have been erected in 
every part of Italy, also represents the millions of deceased Italian emigrants away from their homes.. 
This book is dedicated not only to la'mericana but also to the citizens of Buccino and to the Italians in the 
world. 
 
          a.i. 
 
 
 


