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Foreword


Very few people in today’s political world can honestly say that their election marked the tip of the spear for radical change in their nation, but just like my father here in America, Giorgia Meloni has effected lasting change in Italian politics. Meloni has taken on the globalist elite, stood up for her country, and brought to her office a courage and clarity that most so-called “leaders” could only dream of. But what makes her story even more powerful is that long before she led Italy, she was simply a young working-class woman with a deep love and vision for her nation.


I Am Giorgia is the unfiltered story of the patriotic tidal wave that Meloni would ride to becoming one of the most significant political figures in the world. This isn’t just another political memoir. It’s the real deal. In her own words, Meloni walks us through the trials, fights, successes, failures, and principles that made her who she is. This book lays it all out, beginning from her roots in a working-class Roman neighborhood, through her days as a young political activist, to leading Fratelli d’Italia and eventually becoming the leader of a significant European power.


When her memoir was first released, Giorgia hadn’t become Prime Minister yet—but her talent, drive, and keen understanding of the populist issues animating the Italian people were crystal clear. While establishment politicians ignored the issues that their voters cared about, Meloni spoke up for them on everything from faith and family to patriotism and national identity.


If you want to truly understand the worldwide conservative revolution, then read this book.


—Donald Trump Jr.




Introduction


October19, 2019. Assembled before me in Piazza San Giovanni were thousands of Italians who had traveled to Rome to join our Center-Right protest. They had come to express their “Italian pride” against the formation of the second Conte administration—yet another government that had come to power without heeding the will of the people. The square was a sea of flags waved by the Brothers of Italy, the Lega Nord, and Forza Italia, all blending together in a spirited dance. The crowd was united by its shared purpose: the fight for the right to be heard and to achieve self-determination against those who sought to exploit institutions for their personal gain.


On the massive stage that had been set up for the occasion, I faced 200,000 people, flanked by my allies Silvio Berlusconi and Matteo Salvini. When it was my turn to speak, I addressed the crowd for twenty minutes, speaking from the heart. I had no script, relying instead on my instinct and passion. My tone was that of a political rally, but—as always— I also tried to convey my vision. On that day, I reiterated a theme I had often emphasized at other events: the value of identity. I spoke of the ongoing clash between those who defend identity—like us—and those who seek to wipe it out—our adversaries. I pointed out how all the key pillars of our identity—family, nation, faith, and even gender—were viewed as the enemy. Our identity is under attack, not by coincidence but by deliberate design.


I concluded my speech with these words: “I am Giorgia. I am a woman, a mother, an Italian, a Christian. You will never take that away from me.” There was a roar of applause from the people in the square, and the event was a resounding success. But I could never have anticipated the lasting impact those words would have in the months to come.


In the days that followed, my phone was flooded with a curious remix of my speech from different sources. The broadcaster and writer Tommaso Zorzi (who would later win Italy’s version of the reality show Big Brother) had posted a critical commentary on Instagram. Meanwhile, MEM & J, two young DJs from Milan, had remixed my words over a disco bassline. They intended to satirize and mock my message, to turn my words against me. But something unexpected happened. The remix was too catchy, too danceable and, in its own way, too revolutionary to serve its intended purpose. Instead, it became wildly popular. Within weeks, it was playing in clubs across the country, with people dancing to it. It even earned a gold record, which (ironically) fulfilled my most secret childhood dream: to be a singer.


As I reflected on this unlikely turn of events, I thought of my Nonno Gianni and how proud he would have been of me. My grandfather was a Sicilian through and through, but he had his moments of tenderness and sharp wit. He had often made my sister, Arianna, and me compete in a family version of X Factor. His favorite request was always the same: Parlami d’amore Mariù, a song from the 1930s made famous by Vittorio De Sica. Unfortunately, Nonno Gianni was also the most demanding judge in the history of talent shows, so neither of us ever won the 5,000-lire prize that was up for grabs.


Nevertheless, that strange blend of political rally and dance music, complete with a viral dance routine, had made me popular—especially with Gen Z. What was meant to undermine my message had become a megaphone amplifying it. Suddenly, I was no longer just another dull politician; I was an unexpected pop phenomenon.


That song was what convinced me to write this book. I realized that too many people were talking about me and my ideas without truly knowing me. So, I decided to open up and write about what I believe in and how I got to where I am today, directly from me to you.


I can imagine the reviews: “Barely forty and Giorgia Meloni is already writing an autobiography? Power must have gone to her head.” Or, “Giorgia Meloni thinks she’s qualified to draft a manifesto for the Italian Right, but she still has a long way to go.” Comments like these might have some merit. But let me be clear: this book is not a theoretical manifesto for the Italian Right. At most, it is the story of a life spent contributing to the growth of the movement, without hiding from its challenges. There are others more suitable to write our political manifesto. If I were ever to do so, I would need to take a page from the books of those who have spent their entire lives working on these matters. These pages, meanwhile, aren’t really even an autobiography—not in the traditional sense. Autobiographies belong to those nearing the end of their journey, and I’m not planning on leaving this world any time soon.


This book is different: it is my effort to share who I am and what I believe in, here and now. It is for anyone with the patience to read it, and also for myself.


In a political landscape where the majority lie about who they are, I see support for the Brothers of Italy continue to grow, and I want to be truthful and earnest with people about who I really am. I want those who choose to vote for me, support me, or believe in me to do so fully informed, knowing me for me: as a human being, with merits and limits, strengths and myriad weaknesses. A person who believes in what she does and tries to do it as best she can. In Italy, we always talk about politicians as though they are a separate species, as if they had suddenly landed on Earth from another planet. But politicians are also simply Italians, just like everyone else. There are good ones and bad ones. The challenge lies in distinguishing between the two. And we can’t recognize them or choose the right ones if they don’t tell the truth. So, here is my truth, whether you like it or not.


Perhaps I started writing this book mostly for myself. I’m at a crossroads in my life—far enough along to make a difference, but still vulnerable to losing my way. I’ve always believed that the greatest challenge for anyone in politics is to leave their mark while remaining loyal to the sincerest part of their life—what first inspired them to go to the front line. In the end, we all face the same inescapable question: Did I change the system, or did the system change me? I want to document who I am today so I can look back in ten, twenty, maybe thirty years’ time and hold myself accountable. But I also want this book to be a tool for those who believe in me and in the things I do and say. Let this be a weapon should I betray my ideas and promises. No deception, no tricks.


In a world where everyone is trying to be someone, my goal is to remain true to myself, whatever it takes. To do so, I need to be honest—with you and with myself—about who I really am.


I am Giorgia, and this is my story so far.




I AM GIORGIA




Little Women


I owe everything to my mother. A strong-willed, cultured woman, she concealed a fragile soul beneath the armor she wore to face her life.


I owe her my love of books, my curiosity, my pride, my resilience, my dedication to work, my sense of freedom, and my unwavering need to speak the truth. She taught me everything with her no-frills approach that alone could fill a book. Today, once and for all, in front of everyone, I wish to thank her. Because most importantly, I owe her my life. Of course, every child could say that about their mother—but with mine, these words are even more profound. In fact, my exact words should be: “I owe everything to my mother and to her alone.” The truth is, I wasn’t even supposed to be born. When she became pregnant, Anna was twenty-three, already had an eighteen-month-old daughter, and was in a struggling relationship with my father—and he already had his suitcase packed, one foot out the door. Theirs was a wounded family.


My mother was a stubborn and free spirit, yet she had almost let herself be convinced that it didn’t make sense to bring another child into the world under these circumstances.


I remember when she told me this and how long it took for me to fully process it. At times, I’ve thought that silence might have been better, sparing me from that morbid need adults have to bare their soul. But eventually, I came to understand the immense struggle of a single mother who held the power of a High Court in her hands: she could choose to let life begin, or send it back into the void.


The story she told me is always the same. The morning she was scheduled to undergo the routine pre-abortion tests, still fasting from the night before, she began walking toward the clinic. As she reached the door, she stopped, hesitated, and asked herself: Is this truly my choice—to give up on the chance to become a mother for a second time? Her answer came instinctively: No, I don’t want to give up. I don’t want an abortion. My daughter will have a sister.


It was a spring morning, the air gentle and pure. She felt a deep sense of having made the right choice. All that remained was to solidify her decision somehow, in whatever way she could. . . . She noticed a café across the street and went inside. “Morning. A cappuccino and a croissant, please.” With that, her fast was over, the lab tests abandoned, and the scheduled abortion averted.


I owe everything to that breakfast, to my mother, to her resolute decision against all the odds. . . . In the words of Oriana Fallaci, “Some months later, I was lolling victoriously in the sun.”


There are so many things I never knew about my mother’s early life. I never even asked her how her relationship with my father began, how it evolved, or why it fell apart. I never asked about her thoughts, dreams, or illusions during those complicated times. It was the infamous 1970s, a period fueled by youthful fervor soon overshadowed by the cynical, ruthless power and logic of opposite extremist ideals. There were clashes in the piazzas, people using wrenches to attack each other, and a grim succession of bodies on the streets. Yet, those are not the only things to define that decade. It was also a time of relentless drive to change everything, share everything, and debate everything—an ethos that feels enviable in today’s age of disposable values. My mother lived through that era, having just emerged from adolescence. She had been a sympathizer—perhaps even a militant one at times—with the right-wing youth movement back then. But she shared little of this with me. I know that, at some point, she had become infatuated with an older man who had already charted his path in life. It’s never easy to decipher someone else’s loves. Over time, though, I began to suspect that my mother wasn’t so much pursuing love as she was seeking an escape from a strict family environment that felt suffocating to her rebellious spirit.


Her parents embodied the meeting of two very different worlds. My grandfather was Sicilian to the core, his face etched with an unwavering sense of duty. My grandmother, on the other hand, was thoroughly Roman, controlling my mother’s fiery temper with the discipline of a Prussian general. She had an authoritative frown that we grandchildren never experienced. That’s often how it goes: human beings, unlike trees, tend to grow softer, not harder, as time passes, becoming as tender as sapling wood.


My grandparents, however, were not so tender with their daughter. To them, whatever she did was wrong. Admittedly, my mother was always a unique personality, but I’m not sure whether her rebellious nature provoked this strictness, or whether their lack of leniency is what made her a rebel. Toward the end of her life, I often debated this with my grandmother, pushing for the latter possibility. I never managed to change her mind.


My mother’s yearning to leave her parents’ home was so strong that, as soon as she reached adulthood, she began building her own family—one piece at a time, like assembling a structure with Lego bricks. One of those pieces (perhaps the most important one) was my father, an accountant from northern Rome—however, he was deeply flawed.


For instance, when my mother was discharged from the hospital after giving birth to me, he didn’t even come to pick us up. Suffice it to say, he wasn’t exactly the ideal partner.


When I was still very young, he decided to take off for the Canary Islands on a boat named Cavallo Pazzo (Crazy Horse). He set sail and vanished from our lives.


I don’t remember the day he left. Frankly, I can’t remember ever living with him.


I must have come to realize this bit by bit.


The awareness of a father who is no longer there, who vanishes into thin air, is something that’s hard to explain. It may leave a deeper wound than a father’s death. At least then you can imagine him looking down at you from heaven. But when he chooses to leave, you’re left grappling with the ghost of a person who isn’t there.


I think he lived with us for a few months in the upscale Roman neighborhood Camilluccia—the district of well-heeled Romans, reputed for their affluence and reserve. We stayed in that house for a while, even after he had left.


Two events from our time in that house left an indelible mark on my life. One felt straight out of a scene from the detective movies that were so popular at the time. The other was more like something from a Stephen King novel. Although I’ve always loved his stories, living through one is an entirely different matter.


We had two German shepherds, Ettore and Eva. Eva, as is often the case with bitches around newborn babies, became like a mother to us. She would sleep beneath the cradle and bark at anyone who approached—even my father, which gives you an idea of how perceptive she was.


As I mentioned, our neighborhood was rather upscale, and our neighbor was a political bigwig in those days.


One evening, perhaps due to some noise they’d heard, agents from the neighbor’s security detail decided to conduct a routine check, sneaking into the garden outside our building. Alarmed, my mother ran outside shouting, “I’m armed!” She froze, terrified in the semidarkness, just as Ettore and Eva rushed out, barking furiously. Quite a commotion ensued, but the evening ended peacefully.


A few nights later, though, the same security detail returned to sweep the area. This time, Ettore and Eva leaped over the fence and went on the attack. Seeing the two huge German shepherds charging at them, the agents drew their weapons and shot, hitting Ettore in the leg.


Hurt and frightened, Ettore began digging under the fence to get away. Besides being injured in the leg when he was shot, in the struggle to get away he also lost his sight in one eye.


Ettore was a marvelous animal. Despite his handicap, he remained the same. He allowed us to do anything to him—he even loved it when we put skates on his paws. But at the slightest hint of an external threat, his wolflike instincts kicked in. I was twelve when he died, having spent every one of those years with him. Losing him was devastating, and he remains the animal I have loved most in my life.


That brings me to the second memory that left a lasting impression on me: the image of a large stuffed panda devoured by flames, its glass eyes staring hauntingly at me.


My sister, Arianna, and I loved to experiment. We once dismantled Barbie’s house to convert it into an unlikely rocket ship. We’d set paper and small objects on fire just to observe how they crumpled or melted. We rearranged furniture to create elaborate sets for stories that we invented. We were a dynamic duo. Until my daughter, Ginevra, was born, my sister was the most important person in my life. There is no secret I keep from her, and no advice I haven’t sought from her. Even now, with both of us leading such busy lives, I feel a void if we don’t talk at least once a day. I use my phone so much for work that I have an aversion to phone calls, but my sister is the one person who I genuinely feel the physical need to call. And just as she did when we were little, she tells me stories to help me fall asleep. More than anyone else, she has the gift of giving me a sense of peace, making me feel at home, and bringing me joy. Time spent with her is as vital as the air I breathe. I will never be able to thank her enough for the love she has given me and for being a constant role model throughout my life. Arianna is, without a doubt, the best person I have ever met on this earth.


But back to the day our mother lost the house—and a few years off her life in the process. That day, my sister and I had one goal: to organize a nighttime party. We built a makeshift fort in our room, filling it with toys, dolls, snacks, and drinks. When we finished, we looked at each other. What was missing? Light. But it had to be a dim light, otherwise Mamma would know we were still awake. We eventually came up with a solution: a candle. It was Arianna who found it, but I was the one who lit it.


It was only four in the afternoon, so we had to wait for nightfall to have our party. To kill time, we went to another room to watch cartoons. We left the lit candle behind.


How much time went by? I’ll never know. All I remember is that, in the middle of an episode of Candy Candy, we heard a deafening crash from our bedroom. The three of us—my sister, mother and I—ran to see what had happened. Opening the door, we were nearly engulfed by flames. There it was: the panda burning along with all our toys. The noise we’d heard was the shutter collapsing.


In no time at all, the fire consumed the entire apartment. We fled with nothing but a single bag hastily packed with pajamas, two pairs of pants, and a T-shirt. All of a sudden, we were out on the street, alone and homeless. My mother had to start from scratch. A gargantuan task. Looking back, I sometimes joke that this experience is what gave me the courage many years later to rebuild a political house of my own after ours had gone up in smoke. After all, I’d already seen it done when I was four—why couldn’t I succeed at thirty-five?


After selling the apartment, now reduced to a charred shell, my mother bought another one near my grandparents in the Garbatella neighborhood. A working-class district with public housing just outside the Aurelian Walls, it’s nestled like a tiny jewel between Via Ostiense and Via Cristoforo Colombo, and had developed in the 1920s under the tufa rock that looms over the Basilica of Saint Paul.


Garbatella is my neighborhood not just because it’s where I grew up and lived for many years, but because we can never be indifferent to the place that shapes us. We are unique in the world precisely because of where we come from.


Though the area gained widespread attention thanks to (or perhaps no thanks to) the TV series I Cesaroni, the first person to talk about it in cinema was the filmmaker and actor Nanni Moretti, who claims it as his favorite neighborhood in the movie Dear Diary. And how right he was.


Today it is a sought-after area, offering the charm of a made-to-measure hamlet despite being near the heart of Rome. It’s far removed from the metropolitan beehives built in the 1970s, products of a collectivist culture that treated humans like battery hens. However, I didn’t live in that magical, secret part of Garbatella, but rather a few hundred yards away—in the more modern section near the Lazio regional government building. Yet even there, the sense of belonging was palpable. It felt like living in a village within the city.


As a child, my life was divided between school, the church community, and the small house where my grandparents lived. They were authority figures for my sister and me, offering daily guidance. They were still young, around fifty years old, and they cared for us like a second set of parents.


My Nonno Gianni always reminded me of the adventure writer Emilio Salgari. Although my grandfather had never traveled outside Italy, never flown on a plane, he loved weaving tales of adventure set in the most far-flung places—whether real or imagined. Born in Messina, Sicily, he had come to Rome after World War I to work at what was then the Ministry of the Military Navy. Nonno Gianni was endlessly fun, always finding ways to spark competition between my sister and me, crowning the loser as the “Regina della monnezza” (the queen of trash). He was the only true father figure we ever had, and he died when Arianna and I had just reached adulthood. To us, he was a man of great strength, though his health had been declining for years. Two heart attacks, followed by a stroke and then dialysis, took their toll. He often argued with my Nonna Maria, who would force him to drink quarts of water daily, as prescribed by his doctor. He was on a strict diet and smoking was forbidden—yet he couldn’t resist sneaking out to indulge in cotolette fritte, fried veal cutlets.


When we were little, my sister and I were fortunate enough to know our great-grandmother, Nonna Nena, who lived to the age of ninety-two. Nonna Nena (whose real name was Maddalena) had endured the loss of her son Angelino, who had died of meningitis at the age of five and was widowed early in life, when her daughter (my Nonna Maria) was just twelve. Like so many others in the first half of the twentieth century, Nonna Nena had faced much bereavement and hardship. Her struggles led to her daughter (my grandmother) being sent to a convent school, where she received a strict and disciplined education—the stories of which were her favorite topic of conversation. Nonna Maria never forgot her little brother. Throughout her life, she brought flowers to the cemetery and would light a candle for him. When she no longer had the strength to go to the Verano Monumental Cemetery, she asked us to carry on the tradition. Now that she is no longer with us, we continue to honor her wishes.


My grandparents lived in an apartment building with designated homes for ministry employees. I still remember how proud my grandfather was when he finally paid off the mortgage. At last, that tiny home was all his. It was a two-room apartment, just under five hundred square feet, and it was where my mother had grown up. The kitchen doubled as the dining room, and it was the heart of our domestic life. No one living inside those walls ever saw a sofa. There was a single table, and that is where we ate, did our homework, played, or watched TV. My mother was always working, so my sister and I spent our afternoons after school in that all-purpose living room. There was a narrow hallway with a convertible bed that we slept in whenever our mother chose to go out for the evening, in an attempt to live her own life (as much as that was possible). As my grandmother would say, we were tucked in “one with her head on top, one with her feet on top.” Which means that I spent many nights in a hallway with my sister’s feet stuck in my face. When I grew older, I was finally rewarded: a cot in the kitchen, all to myself. It was a significant upgrade.


Nonna Maria was a homemaker, and she treated caring for the home like a mission, organized according to a meticulous schedule and following procedures to a tee. To clean a house that size, she’d start at dawn and work until dusk. Not even the dog was spared—he was locked in the bathroom while she did her chores, then had to suffer the indignity of having his teeth brushed with a toothbrush.


That small dog with his bright smile was a poodle named Charlie. My sister and I were in charge of taking him for a walk every afternoon for years, earning us the neighborhood nickname of “Charlie’s owners.”


Whenever I see the vast mountain of toys my daughter leaves strewn around the house, I think back to an old shoebox where I kept my favorite toy: building blocks. Today, my daughter has enough blocks to construct the third lane of Rome’s Great Ring Road, whereas Arianna and I could barely re-create our grandmother’s kitchen to scale with our blocks. I’m not sure which way of growing up is better. Or perhaps I do know, but I’m afraid to admit it.


Arianna and I were remarkably independent. We even traveled by plane alone as young as the ages of eight, nine, and ten years old, to spend a few weeks’ vacation with our father in the Canary Islands. The flight attendants would tie red envelopes with the necessary documents around our necks, and we would board the plane that would take us to Madrid for a stopover. One time we were stranded because the airport staff member who was supposed to meet us never showed up. We found ourselves lost in the seemingly enormous terminal. While I was in a daze, Arianna took my hand and somehow got us onto the correct flight. I’ll never understand how she managed it. Our parents argued bitterly about that misadventure.


* * *


It may be hard to believe, but until I was fourteen, I was quite introverted. As a child, I always wore a sullen expression—the same one I have today when I prepare to answer the journalist Lilli Gruber’s questions. To anyone who mocks my brazen and grumpy demeanor, I can show them a kindergarten photo where I look exactly the same.


I’ve always been on the defensive. A friend of my mother recently told me I was the kind of child who couldn’t tolerate fairy tales, disliked being teased, and observed adults with mistrust and a raised eyebrow. When asked, “What kind of kid were you?” the answer is always the same: “A serious one.” That description still lingers in my mind today.


I had a difficult temperament, and making friends never came easily to me. I was a textbook Capricorn—not shy or distrustful, but fiercely and stubbornly protective of my personal space. In other words, I was not an exuberant child, something I see even more clearly now as I watch my daughter laughing, chatting, and befriending everyone she meets. I, on the other hand, spent most of my time with my sister and a small circle of others. At school, I would stand my ground when provoked. I remember snapping at a classmate who refused to talk to any kid who didn’t have a father. Yes, I was prickly, quick to retort, and my looks certainly didn’t help my social life.


My grandmother wasn’t a trained nutritionist by any stretch. To give you a rough idea, she was the kind of person who believed that a bit of extra weight was a sign of good health. Every night, dinner included milk and cookies. As a result, by the time I was nine years old, I weighed over 140 pounds. It’s official: my grandmother wrecked my metabolism. And yet, to the very end, whenever I visited her, she’d offered me a snack. “Come on,” she’d say, “you’re too skinny, eat something.”


I always looked skinny to her, even when I was the size of a blimp. “You’re too thin. Are you eating? What are you eating?” Whenever I traveled abroad, her biggest concern was always the same: “Be honest, what did they feed you?” During a two-week school trip to Berlin, my grandmother constantly called me to ask, “What are they feeding you there? Furstels? All they eat are furstels there!” (I think she meant to say “wurstel,” sausages.)


Though I made fun of her for it, I knew it was a completely normal reaction for anyone who had experienced wartime hunger. It had shaped her obsession with full stomachs.


My mother was also a member of this “anti-beauty conspiracy.” For practical reasons, she kept our hair short in that unflattering 1980s hairdo that looked like a banana boat. Not even Charlize Theron could pull off that look, let alone me. My oversized head earned me the nickname “capocciona,” (big head) from my grandmother. You get the picture. I could pretend that my grandmother dubbed me that due to my great intelligence . . . but no, that wasn’t the case. To make matters worse, they sent us out into the world wearing tracksuits. Unsurprisingly, I wasn’t considered attractive. And children, as we all know, aren’t exactly politically correct when it comes to teasing someone because they’re fat, poorly dressed, or whose family situations aren’t the norm.


My mother was constantly working, continually inventing different professions. At one point, she thought she could be a writer and ended up writing 140 romance stories. Her extraordinary intelligence made her eclectic, but she lacked the luck to make it work—there was just never enough money. It was an unfortunate combination of circumstances that led her to be absent-minded and forced limitations on our lives—and for a child, that can really leave its mark. I still remember one Fat Tuesday celebration at school when I was the only one without a mask. My teacher quickly fashioned a daisy mask out of paper for me. My sister didn’t fare much better: our mother bought her a space pirate outfit that wasn’t the ideal choice for a girl. Arianna loves to tell the story of the time when Nonna Maria was asked to contribute to a buffet for some party or other (I can’t really remember which one now). She gave my sister 5,000 lire, and Arianna went to the café, bought five pastries, and arrived at the party with a small paper bag. Meanwhile, everyone else had brought trays heaving with goodies and homemade cakes. To save the day, the teachers took the five pastries and mixed them in with the food on one of the other trays. My sister was so traumatized by that day that now, whenever she organizes a party for her own children, she starts baking cakes like there’s no tomorrow, preparing enough sandwiches to feed the whole school.


But let me be clear: we were happy children. Despite my occasional bad temper and my father’s absence, I was never sad because I had a family that gave me all the love I needed. I say this because—although I defend the nuclear family and the sanctity of marriage—I believe that the state should incentivize the most solid form of union to protect the children. I have witnessed how, even in a family where one of the two parents is missing, it is possible to grow up perfectly happy, thanks to the selflessness of those who shoulder that responsibility.


Inside my family, I had everything I needed. It was outside that family circle that I did not find that same acceptance.


I have talked about this in Parliament, during a debate on the Zan draft law. This was proposed as a measure to protect homosexuals from discrimination, but it is actually a dangerous tool, conceived to impose gender doctrine from as early as elementary school.


Our parliamentary colleague, Alessandro Zan, backed the draft law because he had been bullied as a child for being homosexual. But I was bullied, too—and I’m heterosexual. Bullying, for all sorts of reasons, is a universal experience, to a greater or lesser extent. This is why it is almost impossible to resolve the matter by making a long list of specific hate crimes, as if one type of insult or humiliation is worse than another. The Italian constitution already condemns discrimination in all of its forms, be it sex, race, language, religion, political opinion, personal and social status. To my mind, this definition already covers everything, including homosexuality. Drawing up a more specific list means entering dangerous territory because it inevitably means excluding anyone not explicitly protected by specific laws. Doing so creates a precarious mechanism, leading to endless and problematic hierarchies. Is it worse to offend a woman or someone who is gay? Someone who is gay or black? Someone who is black or disabled? Discrimination is discrimination. Period. No form of discrimination is more or less serious than another.


I found being bullied extremely tough, but I must admit that it shaped me and drove me to change so I wouldn’t be such an easy target.


I remember everything clearly. One day, I was at the beach, and I was in my bathing suit, of course. Some kids were playing volleyball, and I asked to join them, but was rebuffed as they shouted back at me: “No, fatso! You can’t play!” And they threw the ball so hard it hit me in the face. In that moment, I wanted to die. But Arianna, as always, was at my side. Unlike me, she was popular, pretty, and fun. Despite being forced to drag around a lumpy potato (yours truly), she was happy to argue with anybody to defend me.


Now that time has passed, I’m grateful to those idiots—they were the first to teach me that enemies can be useful. They spur you on to overcome challenges, to push past your limits, and to correct your mistakes. Of course, Plutarch explains it much better when he says, “a sensible man will receive profit even from his enemies. . . . But since friendship has nowadays become very mealy-mouthed in freedom of speech, voluble in flattery and silent in rebuke, we can only hear the truth from our enemies.” It’s also thanks to those kids that I developed a resilient personality to tackle both hardships and fears. I decided to go on a diet and lost twenty-two pounds in three months. I was going to play volleyball, all right, that was for sure. And I did, before the end of the season.


I learned the hard way that healthy eating habits are crucial for young people, not just for their health but also for their social lives. Whether we are accepted has a lot to do with our bodies. Though it might seem superficial, it’s just a fact.


During my tenure as Minister of Youth, I turned this personal insight into political action. I commissioned a study on the subject that revealed the shocking prevalence of eating disorders, with over 300,000 “ProAna” websites. These are communities and personal blogs that promote anorexia, where young people share tips on how to keep their parents from discovering they are fasting, and even how to avoid being hungry, spreading seriously unpleasant practices and self-harm. Yet, there were no resources widely available to challenge these disorders. Not a single website for families that tells you how to recognize the warning signs or who to turn to for help.


I credit my strong character with saving me from falling into the spiral of eating disorders. Until I was thirty years old, I didn’t think to blame my father for my problems as a child, believing his abandonment had no impact on me. But eventually, I looked inward and realized I was lying to myself. And denying the truth is never good for you. You must always have the courage to face the truth, even when you’re wrong. Of course, mistakes are inevitable, but you must be self-aware and take responsibility for them.


We now live in a society where some may lead you to believe you can shift blame onto others. But that’s not how the world works. Each of us has a role to play, for better or worse. Italy will change only when we understand that we are all part of the whole. We must learn that we cannot fix Italy from the outside, as if we aren’t a fundamental part of it. To quote Michael Jackson, if you want to change, start with the man in the mirror.


Everything I’ve done wrong in my life, everything that made me angry, that I didn’t like or didn’t understand . . . I strive to understand the reasons behind all these things. I need to be honest with myself if I truly want to know who I am.


For a long time, I refused to admit to myself that my relationship with my father was a problem. Then, while watching the silliest American romcom (The Perks of Being a Wallflower), I had an epiphany. In the movie, the main character blunders into a succession of humiliations and miserable men. There’s endless weeping. She can’t figure out why she gets hung up on men who are objectively terrible. Finally, her male friend tells her the eye-opening truth: “We accept the love we think we deserve.”


I realized that all that my father had done was deeply significant. It wasn’t just his abandonment of our home—after all, many fathers still remain a part of their children’s lives after a separation. No, what hurt the most was his indifference to us. His lack of love is what scarred me.


Which is exactly why, at the age of eleven, I decided I never wanted to see him again.


It was my own choice, but I must admit that he didn’t seem especially bothered by it. Until then, we’d see him for a few weeks every summer. Then we broke off all contact for several years. After sailing around the world, my father settled on one of the tiniest islands in the Canaries, La Gomera. Measuring just 14 miles across, it features the primordial landscape that is typical of volcanic islands: black sandy beaches, alien rock formations, and a prehistoric forest. When my sister and I were little, we didn’t appreciate just how beautiful the island was: we were too focused on our games and the near total freedom we had to roam around the place. All the islanders knew each other, and there was no mass tourism to speak of back then, so us kids could run around from dawn ’til dusk. We lived in the capital, San Sebastián, and spent a lot of time in the big restaurant our father had opened there. I remember one terrifying incident when Arianna and I swam to the nearby rocks on a wild beach. As we swam, the tide rose, trapping us in the water and crushing us against the rocks. Escaping was a Herculean task and we emerged covered in cuts and bruises.


We were lively girls and our father tolerated our . . . shall we say, less than discreet antics. We often played pranks on him, and there were a few times we pushed him too far. Looking back, he was right to lose his temper. Once, we were sailing on a boat and my sister threw a huge rock into the water while I hid. She shouted to my father, “Papa, Papa! Giorgia’s fallen into the water!” Terrified, he dove into the sea to look for me, nearly drowning . . . until I popped out of my hiding place, laughing hysterically with Arianna.


The last summer we visited, my father thought it was a good idea to leave for a week. He left us behind with his partner, who—understandably— wasn’t jumping for joy at the prospect. When he returned, instead of apologizing to her or us, he gave us a talk that I have never forgotten. It was the death knell for our relationship. I don’t wish to repeat his words, but suffice to say he made it clear we were not his priority when it came to love. He insisted we had to behave accordingly whenever we stayed with him.


That marked the end. Or perhaps, the real and final end was two years later when he sent me a telegram for my thirteenth birthday. It was signed Happy birthday. Franco. “Papa” was evidently too personal.


The constant need to meet high standards, especially in male-dominated environments, along with my fear of disappointing those who believe in me, likely stem from the lack of my father’s love.


I grew up convinced that I didn’t deserve anything. My reaction was to strive relentlessly to prove otherwise. Because it boils down to this: what happens is one thing, and how we deal with it is another. And how we deal with it makes all the difference. Life is less what happens to us because of someone else’s actions, and more about how we choose to react. Our courage to face up to situations defines us. In short, I discovered I was an unwitting stoicist.


Each day, I grapple with fear—fear of inadequacy, of falling short in the eyes of others. But this fear is also my strength; it drives me to keep studying and learning, to strive for the highest marks in every subject, even when I’m starting from scratch. This fear fuels my attention to detail, my stubbornness, my commitment, my willingness to make sacrifices. Competing with men (not with women), seeking their approval, friendship, and the esteem of my fellow fighters who are now my fellow party members, of all the men I respect and have met throughout my life . . . all of it is the result of that wound.


If this is who I am today, it is thanks to my father—for better or worse.


When he died a few years ago, I felt nothing. Writing those words is still painful. When I heard the news, I was furious that I felt nothing. I realized then just how deep the black hole was that I had buried my pain in—the pain of not being loved enough.




Baptism by Fire


At the age of fifteen and a half, I never imagined that knocking on the reinforced door of the Youth Front section in Garbatella would lead me to my second family—a family far larger than the one I was born into.


As fate would have it, the section was right around the corner from my house, though I had hardly ever walked down that street. I had to look it up in the street directory after calling the central office of the Italian Social Movement (Movimento Sociale Italiano, or MSI) on Via della Scrofa to ask which section was closest to my home. Via Guendalina Borghese, number 8: that was where it all began. But even more significant than the address was the date that triggered my decision: July 19, 1992—the day judge and magistrate Paolo Borsellino was assassinated.


These were tense, dark months. The political class was under justified scrutiny, and the Mani Pulite (Clean Hands) investigation was already unraveling the foundations of the main parties of what would soon be relics of the First Republic. Partly out of natural curiosity and partly because my mother watched the news, I started paying attention too. I had even attended a Youth Front demonstration some time before, dragged along by a schoolmate. It featured a performance where young people dressed as prominent political figures of the time, clad in prison uniforms, to symbolize how the First Republic had built its fortune by stealing from future generations. Despite these themes, the atmosphere was surprisingly festive, almost lighthearted. I felt at ease, and began to take more interest in a world that would soon become my own. The Italian Social Movement, untouched by the corruption and theft being laid bare in that era, emerged as a compelling key player amid the chaos of that turbulent transition.


I could still hear the haunting words of Rosaria Costa, the 22-year-old widow of Vito Schifani, one of the security officers killed in the Capaci massacre alongside Judge Giovanni Falcone, his wife, and two colleagues. It was impossible to be indifferent to Rosaria’s simple request for “justice, now,” to her fearless words to the men of the mafia, whom she knew were among the crowd before her. “I want you to know that you can be forgiven. I forgive you,” she said, “but you will have to get down on your knees, if you have the courage to change.” Then, in July, Judge Paolo Borsellino, a close friend and colleague of Falcone’s and known as the mafia hunter, was also murdered, along with five other officers, outside his mother’s house in Palermo. I can vividly recall sitting in the living room on a sweltering summer day, watching the news and the horrifying footage of that devastation. I can still feel the overwhelming anger and emotion—it was like a switch had flipped. I couldn’t bear feeling powerless any longer. I couldn’t just sit back and watch. I had to act. For me, action meant joining those I saw as a genuine alternative and role model. So, more out of instinct than calculated decision, I turned to the Youth Front and the Italian Social Movement.


At fifteen, you don’t yet have the tools to fully understand the different ideologies driving politics. Choosing a side is a matter of instinct or an intangible sense of belonging. I opened the phone book, found the number for the MSI headquarters, and called. Determined to sign up, I followed their directions and knocked on the door of the Garbatella section, which had only recently reopened after being attacked by the extra-parliamentary Left.


My first impression wasn’t what I had expected. A young man opened the door and introduced himself, saying, “Hi, I’m Marta.” (I later found out his name was Alessandro.) “Hi, I’d like to join,” I said. He looked at me with a puzzled expression and invited me to follow him.


We crossed through a large first room, the meeting hall, where a tall man (appropriately nicknamed “The Tall One”—Marco Marsilio, now president of the Abruzzo region for Brothers of Italy, Fratelli d’Italia or FDI) was speaking to a group of men seated before him. As soon as they saw me, the room fell silent, and everyone turned to size me up as I passed. I definitely felt uncomfortable.


We continued down a long corridor with peeling walls. I glimpsed a small, shabby bathroom and a room crammed with rolled-up posters, buckets of glue, and scattered flyers. Finally, the tour ended in a makeshift office, where the section secretary, Peo, greeted me. He had long hair, a beard, and a leather jacket adorned with a Ramones pin. “Have I ended up in a community center by mistake?” I wondered. We exchanged phone numbers, writing them on a protest flyer that we tore in half—a keepsake we both still have. Peo, whose real name is Andrea De Priamo (now our group leader in the Capitoline Assembly) still swears that I was wearing a pink tracksuit that day. Journalists loved that detail so much that it has become something of an urban legend. Let me set the record straight, once and for all: I have never owned, let alone worn, a pink tracksuit. That day, I was wearing a more modest outfit: a blue sweater, blue pants, and a red-and-white checked shirt. Imagine showing up at the Youth Front in a pink tracksuit! I may have been young, but I did have some common sense.


At one of the first meetings I attended, something simple yet powerful struck me. Near the end, a guy asked, “Does anyone need a ride home?” That small gesture made me realize that this was a place of brotherhood. Everyone looked out for one another. It was like a family—one in which everyone belonged to everyone else.


We were portrayed as villains—even violent—but the reality was very different. The Youth Front was a welcoming environment. It excluded no one, providing a home to many who might not have found a social outlet elsewhere. Of course, every Youth Front section worth its salt had its own “eccentric,” though, in truth, we all had our quirks. Reflecting on it now, I realize that many of us who embraced political activism came from unique or challenging family situations—some had separated parents or faced other difficult circumstances. The young people most committed to political engagement were searching for a sense of belonging, a place to find their purpose in life.


This is similar to other communities, like church communities, volunteer organizations, or associations. Spaces with strong idealistic foundations tend to attract individuals who share a vision and want to walk that same path.


Being a part of something significant builds confidence, and that was what many of those young people were seeking. It was true for me as well. Finding a point of reference made me feel useful. Belonging to a minority group—one that had to constantly defend itself yet knew how to go on the offensive—gave me a certain pride, even a sense of superiority. I never enjoyed following the crowd or the dominant mindset. Instead, I found more satisfaction in standing by the underdog and proving that the dismissed or misunderstood could be right. Unpopular positions were always the ones that felt most natural to me. For instance, I never saw smoking weed as rebellious; if everyone was doing it, true nonconformity meant saying no. That was my stance long before my political involvement. Later, I found that same stance reflected in one of the Youth Front’s most memorable slogans: “Weed? That’s for the rabbits.”


It was in that summer of 1992 that my enduring battle began. Now, I continue the fight in the halls of Parliament, but back then it was on the streets of Rome—my first initiatives, first demonstrations, and first time handing out flyers in front of schools.


My baptism by fire came almost immediately with a nighttime poster run. For us, putting up posters was more than an activity—it was a genuine ritual. We prepared meticulously for days, rolling the posters for quicker application, fine-tuning the glue’s consistency, and mapping out the routes. Teams were formed, with each member assigned a role. Speed, synchronization, and discretion were essential to avoid encounters with the police or harmless clashes with our opponents. I felt at ease with the process, and from that day onward, I did many more poster runs. Over time, I specialized in smaller flyers, much better suited to my size and hands. Armed with a brush and roll, while others put up posters, I would dash around and place flyers in the most unlikely places. Poster runs were like scuba diving: the first rule is to never lose sight of your team. And we never did. Wherever you were, if there was a problem, all the teams converged to help.


That’s how I met the Fare Fronte group in those early days. “Fare Fronte” means to stick together. These were university students led by Marco Scurria, known as “Il Noto” (The Known One), who became their leader for several years and later served as our MEP (Member of the European Parliament).


Unlike our peers, who were preoccupied with fashion, nightclubs, or shopping along Via del Corso, we devoted our time to political activism. It was an all-consuming passion. When you dream of changing the world, there’s no room for anything else. With an entire nation to save, personal desires become an unforgivable indulgence.


Thus, activism seeped into every part of life—at school, in the afternoons, and on weekends. If you went out at night, it was with fellow activists, and inevitably, the conversations circled back to politics. Our ideas and values touched everything we did. Even the little money we had was funneled into self-funding. Youth sections received no party funds; we were actually the ones financing the section by occasionally contributing 10,000 lire from our own pockets so we could buy glue or print posters. Membership fees and small events brought in a bit more, but it was just small change.


To support myself while staying committed to activism, I worked evenings and Sundays. I took on jobs as a babysitter, a wardrobe attendant, a vendor at a music stand at the Porta Portese market, and a bartender (at The Piper, a nightclub in Rome, where I invented a cocktail called “Giorgia”—a mix of five types of alcohol—absolutely dreadful!).


I was also lucky to work at the Tina Pika club, where many famous comedians got their start, among them Enrico Brignano, Antonio Giuliani, and the Mamma mia che impressione troupe. They were already hilarious back then at the beginning of their careers. I had my own comedic moments there: I once presented the wrong cake to a birthday VIP, and accidentally drizzled ketchup on a panna cotta instead of berry sauce.


I began spending time at the Colle Oppio section, the flagship for the Garbatella section. Led by Fabio Rampelli (now Deputy President of the Chamber of Deputies for Brothers of Italy), it had a rich history.


The place had a powerful atmosphere. Originally a Roman ruin, it was occupied after World War II by Istrian and Dalmatian refugees. In recent years, the former Mayor of Rome, Virginia Raggi, cleared the building with a total disregard for its historical and social significance. We’d had many Left-leaning mayors in Rome, but none had ever dreamed of such an action. Only someone with no understanding of political culture could ignore history that way. After this stunt by the Five Star Movement (Cinque Stelle, or M5S) mayor, what’s become of that space? It’s been closed—for two years now. Of course, it is now uninhabitable—a sort of cave without even a bathroom. I still remember the long walk to the nearest café a quarter of a mile away, just to use the facilities.


Back then, Colle Oppio was a bastion of culture, political activism, and respect for the law, despite being a park that has struggled with drug dealing, crime, and vagrancy for many decades. We considered Colle Oppio our home: each year, we mobilized to clean up the park. We were like a light shining on the area in the evenings. And each year we organized a small event called the Festa dei Rioni for the whole neighborhood. We set it up entirely by ourselves, hand-painting the graphics because we didn’t have the money to print them. The festival featured concerts, debates, book readings, and theater. It was the precursor to the Atreju demonstrations, whose first editions also took place there.
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