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ON REVISITOO OLD G.I. HAUNTS 

by Samuel L.. mllJOOnfeld 

Every summer, hundreds of fanner G.I.s, visiting Europe as tourists, 

seek au t some of the spots they knew as soWers during and after t he late 

war. The nostaligic draw to the scene of former carousing and enjo:yment 

is usually mixed with a sincere desire to see old friends and f amiliar 

landmarks . The memories of the period of occupation are often are sweet 

than bitter, f or one vas much younger, one still had hair, and t e uniform 

symbolis d a kind ~ super virility to which t he females vere constantly 

being attrac ted. The f act that most of these females were quite material 

minded is not really relevant today. After all, one was a freer spirit 

(and freer spender) then, lee.rning a foreign language and foreign ways, 

and the futUl'e in civilian America was something only to dream about. But 
~IIJ 

eventually the dream came true. One said goodbye, and one sailed away. 

Seve a1 SUJll::1er8 ago 'I revisited t he small town in 10rthern Italy 

where I and several hundreds of my buddies made up the forces of occupation. 

for two postwar ~ars. The town, called Tarcento, is in the province of 

Friuli, the country Hemingway wrote so vividly about in ".1 Farewell to Arms." 

T1~i5 small resort town i n the foothills of the Dalmati an Alps, bad two 

hotels i ch we moved 1nto. Wl:en our un1t settled down, the town became· 

ours. The one movie ho ·se began operating for our benefit, and one of t he 

nicer mansions became tbe enlisted men's Red Cross Club. 

Ie de many friends in town. Our best friends vere the wasberwo en 

who came to our quarters and solie1 ted our laundry. The group of fellows 
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buddied m"o 'Wi th became attacbed to one sweet lady, a Signora Z itti. 

, cheerful, expert, and Pl"O%Qpt. We lavished on her nll t he 

generosity Mch we .American soldiers had in abundance. Chocolate for her 

ho c1 ildren, c rettes for h r husband, and canned goods fron the States. 

vIe v isited l:er home, which was q~1te pTiIrlitive in our eyes, ate chestnuts 

and drank Wine and talked for hours. \-Ihen their barn burned down accidentall y 

a few weeks fare Christmas, all of us collected a substantial sum of money 

lind prepared for t he Zanitt1S' a huge basket. On Christmas we all turned up 

at t he Zanitti ouae wi th our gifts. Mrs. Zanitti, her husband, cl1ildren, 

__ mother-in-law were a ost stunned Y' our gesture. It made us f eel 

good to enerous in that kiM of dedic ted, almost schoolboy way. 

We de otmr' friends as w il, part,ieularly among the girls at the 

Red CroBS Club. Our best friend was Stefania, a l ovely large-boned girl 

of l ovene origin, with a r kable ahiHty to be a true friend. She 

wrapped our pacbges, discussed our problems and am urs with us, am, herself, 

f ell sadly in love w;th a married Be sante 

nother vivid f'r1end we de was Lena Furmf., an eccentric, flightt 

old !81d f fifty" who beca.me elV'JDoured, bu quite p1atoni~BllYJ a 

19-ye ~ld uddy of mir.e-a chubby corporal from Maryland who l earned to 

speak I talian f ster a,nd better than any of us. Lena wrote poems to *' him, 

El owered him wi th small useless gifts, and told us all tho tales of her 

girlhood in lorence when DIAl1l1UJlZio and t e Duse were in flower. 

An tlrr fri nd . made al> Signore Martelli, a large bald gentJ.eman 
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who owned a l~ i ft op in Udin had a villa in Tarcento. 

H invited us to the villa, which was furnished in exquisite taste, served 

us wine d Iet UG listen to his phonograph. Once his gran son played the 

piano ~or us. It all very homelike. 

E t ually each of us received shippine orders. At e'lch departure, the 

go db;yes were sad. Signora Zanitti always cried Jd::t:II when 0 of us left. 

Stefania, too, took our departures very much to heart. And when the corporal 

fran Haryland left, it was a major cal.aJ:dty in Lena Furmits life. vie had 

joked a greateal about the old bag. But she cr ied and she suffered in 

her own way and in ~ality we pitied her. The Martellls, of course, never 

cried w en anyone of us left. ~hey always invited the departee for a last 

eveni~, an wbenth time came for goodbyes they always wished us well. 

My r eturn to Tarcento a rwmber of years later was JOOt1vated by sentiment. 

an ted to see these people again as w II as t h places where the last days 
W~ . 

of my adol escence were s pent. I 'tO ok th train from Venice to Udine, and 

from the re, the same traJQ that y buddies and I used to take each weekend. 

wnen I reached Tarcento, after D ride tb 0 h the green, rich fields of 

Frluli, I i'elt as if I had c e heme. The town was exactly the same, except 

toot all traces of the G.I. occupation bad -en erased. The movie }:ouse 

s no 10l'l!er OIXS. The hotels which had once housed us were now ~~'¥" 

hotels once more, and, in t ct, I took a r oom in one, very close t o t he 

original room I had "occupied" free· of charge. 

I visit d the Zanitti8. They were 0 rjo d and very surprised to Bee 
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tory 	does not em _T.no;~.. R ently, at a cocktail party in 
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ew York, I met a dis tinguished gentleman from Trieste. When I told 

him that I new his re ion of Itcl.y ell, ,tic - 1y the &rea around 

1&rC nto, ecame exci t ed. Tarcento, W'hy of COllI' e he mew Trrcento. 

It Va ,S the playground of t 'Iri. 5 dni, known all ov r t he region, even 

as far as Fiume, for its frunOU5 res urant, the Doselle ti e "Of co . oe ,f! 

h asked, "you k 0 the Boschetti." I as e arrasoed. In all t time 

1 t;ad spent in rrcento, I had never heard of the Doschett i . Be was 

surprised. I explained tt2t I had merely been a soldier of twenty at 

t he t· e and hadn 't YI t bee e a gourmet! H laug ed understandingly. 

't after I Left the party,. I thought about Tarcento and hOll 1i t1e I -e......J 
~ hd 

actually V aboU.t th " town. Indeed, I wondered vhy'" it/never 

occurred to me to buy a Baedeker when I was t ra. 


