
 
If you zoom-in on this close-up of the prison camp, where Antonio Dattorro was held captive 
during WWII, you will see individual prisoners walking about.  The superimposed arrow 
points to a structure used to burn the dead, a daily occurrence.  One of my father’s vivid 
recollections is finding himself lain on that pyre when he was presumed dead after having 
fallen into coma. 
  


