
Our beautiful mother passed away unexpectedly in 2000, and after 53 years together, our 
father was lost and alone. He had never quite recovered from the shock and the loss. 
Nearing 80 years old and feeling his mortality, he had been expressing a desire to go to 
Italy to visit his parents’ homeland.  
 
We, (his daughters Angel and Marcy, and Angel’s husband, Barry) discussed the idea of 
visiting Italy, and so, in 2006, we decided it was now or never. When we broke the news 
to Dad, he was ecstatic; and it was all he talked about (obsessed about, actually) for the 
months leading up to the trip.  
 
We knew we needed to do some research before going, but had limited information on 
his parents and grandparents. Our brother, Charlie had done quite a bit of work on the 
family tree, which gave us a good start. We had the name and birth date of our 
grandfather and the name and a questionable birth date for our grandmother; we also 
obtained the dates they arrived in Ellis Island from Sicily, as well as the places they listed 
as their city of origin on those records.  
 
Armed with that information, Angel began doing research to get us to our destination. 
She began contacting local newspaper genealogy columnists and even visiting the 
Mormon’s Family Records, but all were in vain. She found limited information on our 
grandfather in Ellis Island records, and could find nothing tracing back to Italy. Italian 
records are kept in the “parish” of birth and not on any major database for research.  
 
In her research, Angel discovered that both of the towns listed in the 1915 Ellis Island 
records as place of origin were misspelled; however, through more research she was able 
to find the correct names. Not being able to speak, read, or write Italian or Sicilian she 
was unable to contact those towns for further information. She felt she was at a dead end. 
 
Feeling a bit frustrated, Angel explored one last option. Why not search for a translator in 
Sicily? Heading to the internet once again, she discovered Sicilian.net and there she 
found a woman named Rosy. Rosy seemed perfect; she was an American who lived right 
outside Palermo for more than 30 years. Not only would Rosy pick us up at the hotel 
once we arrived in Sicily, drive us wherever we wanted to go, and translate for us; she 
offered to do our family research. Apparently, she loved doing research and enjoyed 
solving family mysteries. Rosy was provided the limited information Angel and Charlie 
gathered, and we knew we would not have contact with her again until we arrived in 
Sicily. Finger’s crossed and not knowing what to expect, we hoped she would at least 
point us in the right direction. 
 
To make the most of our visit, and since time, energy, and money were at a premium, we 
built in a week in Rome before heading to Sicily. Rome was amazing, and a great way to 
begin our journey. We had reservations at the Hotel Valadier, a very beautiful hotel 
located in the heart of Rome where we would walk everywhere. Just up the street was the 
Piazza del Popolo (the people’s plaza), which we discovered early on and where Dad 
spent most of his time. He met many people and seemed to be conversing easily. He 



would sit and people watch all day, and in the evening we would all have our dessert and 
cappuccinos at the lovely street café. 

   
Barry, Marcy and Dad 
 
Over the next few days, we began touring 
the city. We visited Trevi Fountain where 
we tossed in a few coins as was custom, 
walked to the Spanish Steps (another 
tourist must), and of course visited the 
Pantheon, the Vatican, the Forum, and the 
Coliseum. (All of this could be a story in 
itself.) An amazing trip so far, but we 
knew Dad was anxious to get to Sicily.  
 
Our trip to Rome was complete, but we 
had one last place to visit before going to 
Sicily. Sadly, mom’s brother Patsy was 
killed in Anzio during World War II. He 
was only 19 years old. We needed to 
include the Anzio cemetery in our trip 
since only one other relative has ever 
visited him in all these years. The Rome-
Sicily American Cemetery and Memorial 



in Anzio was very touching and contained a little museum with a plaque at the entrance 
stating (translated from Italian) “To the United States of America we are mindful and 
proud of the glorious deeds of their children in reverent tribute to their sacrifice”. We 
found Patsy’s grave easily, following a map, and spent some quiet time by his gravesite 
before leaving. 

 
 
The week in Rome passed quickly and we were now off to Sicily to meet up with Rosy 
and hopefully discover what she may have uncovered about our family history. We knew 
we would be satisfied just visiting the two towns of origin our grandparents had listed in 
the Ellis Island records. The two small towns were located northwest of Palermo: 
Torretta, in the mountains, and Isola della Femina, on the shore, both bordering the 
Mediterranean Sea.  
 
We need to add here that Rosy was truly remarkable! A quick little trip through the towns 
would be exciting and what we were looking forward to, but what Rosy uncovered was 
truly an unexpected and amazing experience for us. 
 
What we discovered was that the three Mannino boys (our grandfather, Cologero [born 
1892] and his two older brothers, Stefano [1882] and Paolo [1889] immigrated to 
America aboard the Patria, and arrived on Ellis Island on May 3, 1915. The ship’s 
manifest listed their hometown as Isola della Femina; however, that is the town from 
which they departed, not their home. Apparently, the boys left their mountain home in 
Torretta to get to the seaport to await departure. Upon arriving on Ellis Island, they were 



asked where they came from and they said Isola della Femina, probably misinterpreting 
the question; therefore there was some confusion as to where the Mannino’s were from 
originally.  
 
We stopped in Isola della Femina and Rosy spoke to some fishermen by the shore. When 
she mentioned “Mannino” they said the Manninos were the farmers up in the 
mountainside. Farmers? That explains it! Dad, like his father, always had the most 
amazing vegetable gardens. He could grow anything anywhere and had tomatoes, 
eggplant, zucchini, etc. To this day, when anyone speaks of Dad, they always mention his 
gardens. So it was in his blood after all. 
Rosy then drove us up into Torretta, situated in the mountains overlooking Palermo. We 
parked the car and walked uphill through a short, narrow cobblestoned street. When we 
turned the corner into the main street (Via Palermo) it was like we were in another time, 
with the homes having an old world look and feel. Clothing hung from window to 
window, a shrine in the main square was surrounded by flowers, and people were 
approaching a man with a vegetable cart calling out “frutta, di vegitali.” Did we just land 
in the Twilight Zone? 
 
It was a beautiful site. Dad looked around at the mountains and said “It all makes sense 
now.” His father told him stories of how as kids they would run into the mountains and 
play in the caves.  
  
As we walked further, admiring the beauty of the town, Rosy surprised us with an 
amazing fact. She pointed out two houses on this street that were where our grandparents 
lived. They were neighbors! We walked a few feet over to the homes, which abutted each 

other. They were unoccupied and unfortunately, in 
disrepair. (Apparently, homes are never sold and are 
kept in the family’s care. We were told these homes 
belonged to a distant living relative who rarely visits.) 
As we were walking around and taking pictures of the 
homes, we noticed Dad bending down and puttering 
around. We thought nothing of it and found out later 
that he took soil from their homes, put it in a small jar, 
and later used the soil in his garden back home. 
 

Word of our visit traveled quickly. As we continued walking, little Italian ladies came out 
to their windows telling Rosy, “I’m a Mannino” or “I’m a Caruso.” Soon, the women 
were all coming out of their homes dressed up like they were going to church. This 
apparently was a big event in the town. We visited a while with the townspeople and 
chatted with Rosy’s help.  
 
Rosy informed us that the Mannino and Caruso families lived right next door to each 
other in Torretta. The story was that Antonio and Salvatrice Caruso immigrated to 
America in 1914, along with their children Vincenzo, Mary, Anna, Anthony, Rose, and 
our grandmother, Francesca (born 1900). A year later, in 1915, the Mannino boys were 
sent to America to seek their fortunes and were received by their “sponsors,” the Caruso 



family. On January 15, 1919, Francesca Caruso married Cologero Mannino. They never 
returned to Italy.   
 
This information alone would have sufficed, but Rosy had more in store for us. She took 
us to the Town Hall 
where the ledgers from 
that time period were 
already pulled, awaiting 
our arrival. Looking at 
those handwritten 
ledgers and seeing the 
family history was just 
amazing 
 
We discovered a number 
of interesting facts from 
the ledgers: 
• There were three 

Mannino boys and 1 
girl; however, 
Cologera (the only 
daughter) is a 
mystery. According to the ledger, she was born in August 19, 1886, but after that 
there is little known about her. She did not accompany the boys to America; there is 
no marriage date; there is no date of death and is a mystery even to those in the town 
hall. They said that if she had died or been married there would have been a notation 
by her birth records. There was nothing recorded. 

• Our grandfather, Cologero was born May 27, 1892; however, although there is a leger 
entry, there is no birth certificate. It is believed that since his mother, Giovanna Troia, 
died giving birth to him, she may have been brought into Palermo due to a problem 
during the pregnancy and he may have a birth certificate registered there; this was 
never pursued.  

• Their father Cologero (yes, every Italian is 
named after their father) was born in 1861, but 
there is no date of birth for their mother, 
Giovanna Troia. 

• After Giovanna’s death during childbirth, 
Cologero married Catherine Torre Mazzeo. 
There is no date of birth for her as well, and we 
don‘t know if there were any children of that 
marriage. 

• We also learned that Dad’s grandfather lived to a 
ripe old age of 104, which led to Dad’s 
obsession for the next 8 years that he would live 
to be 100.  

 



After our visit to the Town Hall, we were brought over to the Mayor’s office who heard 
we were in town and wanted to meet us. Lo and behold, the Mayor was married to a 
Mannino! We were also introduced to the oldest Mannino in town, but when questioned, 
he didn’t remember our family since he would have been a baby when they left for 
America.  
 
Along on this trip was Rosy’s husband who said to Dad that he may not have been born 
in Sicily, but he had all the mannerisms and attitude of a true Sicilian. Dad was always 
proud of that statement. 
  
Although it was a wonderful day, it was long and very exhilarating, and Dad was truly 
exhausted. When we finally left, we passed the town cemetery, but Dad said he was too 
tired to stop. This was something we all regretted afterward. We finally arrived back at 
our hotel, exhausted but truly excited about what we learned.  
 
This trip will forever be remembered as one of the most impactful of our lives. Our Dad 
has since passed away and we are so grateful to have shared this experience with him. 
 

 
 
 
 
 


