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Roads of Sicily – inundated by the sun-
white dried out roads – between broad stretches of land-
greened by olive trees – and carob thickets -
roads that hirsute prickly pears – try to protect – 
holding out their arms –
but to whom the sea smiles – 
twinkling from afar with its divine blue eye-
Roads which are followed for many miles in silence
rare villages encountering -
beyond mountains and plains – which in springs cover themselves 
with candid and yellow flowers -
Roads that on nights luminous with stars
Are smelled in the shade –
but you veil yourselves – if the sunset sky darkens 
with gloomy sadness –
When will I again be able – oh peregrines, to follow you
Once more on your island? 
And when -finally - weary-, will I stay with you 
On the slopes of Etna? 

Lidia Croce, May 1947 

[Manuscript held in Gustaw Herling’s archive – Diario, Naples 1957/58]





PRESENTATION

In the early days of April 2018 - ahead of the commemorations for
the third year since the passing of our mother – Andrea Benedetto
Herling sent an invitation to Lidia’s friends and ours: 

This coming April 7, 2018, there will be a party in memory of Lidia
Croce, to be held at Casa Rosa, Dragonea, on the Amalfi Coast: my
aim and reason is to give, charge and recharge the real life force “as
genuine as she was during her beautiful life”. The meeting is dedi-
cated to Lidia Croce whom I called the Beacon of Culture in the
Gulf of Naples. At Casa Rosa the show of the pizza from the ancient
Vesuvian stone oven will be presented: the “pizzaiola” soul of Lidia
will offer pizza to the welcomed friends, and the spirit of the Befana
witch (she was born on January 6, 1922) will give friends presents
gleaned from the last objects she of her life in Villa Ruffo to each
friend. All welcomed to Casa Rosa on April 7. 

As announced in the invitation, the program opened at 11 am on the
ground floor of Casa Rosa. In her introduction, Elena Alessiato, student
of the Istituto italiano per gli studi storici and secretary of the Associ-
azione ex allievi outlined Lidia’s profile and coordinated the speeches in
her memory, also reading out extracts from the contributions of those
who could not be there. Antonio Cerrone [1] from Radio Radicale made

1 The video recording by Radio Radicale curated by Antonio Cerrone was broad-
casted the following day and can be accessed here https://www.radioradicale.it/sche-
da/539705/ricordo-della-signora-lidia-croce/stampa-e-regime.



a video of the room with all the images, photos and portraits that de-
scribe that world as well as the series of speeches, and the flow of the
day punctuated by Ulrika Haugen’s beaming smile. 

The speeches in Lidia’s memory, given at Casa Rosa in Dragonea on
April 7 2018 have been sent to us subsequently by the authors, or in
some cases we have transcribed them from recordings in order to pub-
lish them in the first part of the volume along with Elena Alessiato’s in-
troduction. The texts that arrived as token of participation and testimo-
nials are featured next 

In the Appendix we have collected “Memories and Testimonials
from the press” with some of the articles published in the newspapers
on April 8 and 9, 2015. We want to thank the authors Guido Compagna,
Girolamo Imbruglia, Titti Marrone, Silvio Perrella, Natascia Festa for
having responded to our requests, and Giulia Galasso who authorized
the publication of her father’s article. The Appendix concludes with two
commemorations: one by Fulvio Tessitore, representing the Istituto ital-
iano per gli studi storici at the funeral ceremony on April 8, 2015 in the
Sala Campanella, piazza del Gesù Nuovo, and another by Carlo Iannel-
lo, at the Naples Municipal Council meeting on April 28, 2015.

To all who have contributed to this volume, we express our grati-
tude for having allowed us  to recall in these pages the portrait and the
memory of Lidia Croce. To Nella and Emilia del Franco who have wel-
comed it into the Edizioni Bibliopolis, gratitude for their support and
assistance during this process joins the affection which we feel for them. 

The poems that Lidia has left us, from the year 1947, open and close
the volume. 

Marta Herling
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ELENA ALESSIATO*
Introduction to the Day in Memory of Lidia Croce

I am pleased to welcome you all to the Casa Rosa in Dragonea. My
name is Elena Alessiato and in this context it is natural for me to intro-
duce myself as a student of the Istituto italiano per gli studi storici of
Naples. It’s in those rooms, in these last years, that I have had the priv-
ilege of meeting and getting to know Marta Herling, and with her the
tradition of thought and action that her family and the Institute repre-
sent. From there a relationship was born that continues to this day. 

The reason we are reunited here today is to take the opportunity to
remember; we should put aside all sentimental nostalgia and rhetoric
and instead pay homage to the character of a woman and recall the pres-
ence and substance of her example and legacy. It’s a true legacy born
from the active and diverse memories of everyone who had the chance
of meeting and getting to know her. 

On the third anniversary of her passing, on April 7, 2015 in Naples
at the age of 93, today we remember Lidia Herling Croce. 
We are able to do so thanks to the sensibility and generosity of Andrea

Benedetto Herling, firstborn of Lidia Croce and Gustaw Herling, who
had the intuition of bringing the spirit of his mum back to life through the
people who had met her and, with the help of his sister Marta, and to do
so not in a redundant celebration but in a simple, matter of fact and very
human way that was the core of how signora Lidia operated. 

*Fellow of the Istituto per gli studi storici in the years 2011/2014 and Secretary of
the Associazione ex allievi – Former students Association.



It has been written in one of the testimonials that “Effectiveness
means attention to what is relevant”. Today Benedetto gives us the op-
portunity to remember this. 
The tributes intertwine various aspects of a life that was long, in-

tense and industrious, a life that we allow ourselves to define, with the
necessary caution and discretion, as happy. 

We would like to remember the daughter: the daughter of a great
Neapolitan and European intellectual who described her father as a lov-
ing dad. A father who in his Taccuini di lavoro (His working diaries
1906-52, translator’s note), remembers the evening outings with Lidia to
go to the theatre (Silvia was usually the one to accompany him to the
cinema), or who records – again in the Taccuini, Lidia’s engagement and
wedding day.  Lidia, together with her sisters Elena, Alda and Silvia was
scrupulously and deeply committed to protecting and handing down
her father’s example, his work and his message. Lidia did this with tire-
less care, looking after correspondence, transcribing manuscripts, at-
tending to the publishing of his work and managing his library. And it
was essentially Benedetto Croce’s library that in 1955, through the ini-
tiative of his wife Adele Rossi and his four daughters, was eventually
shaped into the Fondazione; it is material evidence of the careful, effec-
tive, determined and quiet ongoing action of a whole family, a family
where the four sisters, all different, -have been described as represent-
ing “a symphony of unrivalled humanity”. 
Then there is the woman Lidia Croce, who would strike anyone who

had the privilege of meeting her as outstanding for her frugality, discretion,
refinement, a reservedness that was not a way of distancing herself but – it
has been written echoing Manzoni – “timid respect”; the understatement,
that meant attention towards the other person and his world, the ability to
embrace and put people at ease, with warmth and bright irony, the intelli-
gent simplicity that expressed participation in life as a whole, even in its
daily and familial aspects, the instinctive elegance, that was an elegance of
ways and of feelings, “ the rigorous elegance of culture”. 
There was indeed another side to the woman: the intellectual, the

proud and sophisticated academic that, in the Croce household, studied
with Adolfo Omodeo and graduated in the History of Christianity, a sub-
ject chosen against her father’s advice (“Ricerche sulla leggenda di Pietro
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nei primi due secoli: nel nuovo Testamento e negli apocrifi” -  Research on
Peter’s legend in the first two centuries: in the new Testament and in the
apocrypha); or that at school, questioned by the teacher about a fascist mil-
itary expedition, she answered that she had not studied it because her fa-
ther would have got very cross with her and would not have allowed it.
Lidia continued to freely follow her own study interests, which led her to
French poetry and literature, for example Rimbaud, but also to Italian in-
tellectuals, from Antonio Labriola to Renato Serra, and to German intel-
lectuals like Carl August Mayer,  large parts of whose voluminous work Vi-
ta popolare a Napoli in età romantica1 she translated, and in whom she
appreciated “the lack of pretence, not trying to fly too high, in order to stay
close and faithful to the substance and diversity of life. This is an approach
that seems to mirror Lidia Croce’s own style of living and intellectual work. 

Together with the woman and the intellectual we pay homage to the
wife, present, discreet, in love, who had that all feminine ability of rec-
onciling with charm, irony and firmness all the different dimensions of
life; and being a comrade, confidant, ally, reader, assistant, shield, filter
and support. Her tireless work beside Gustaw Herling has been at once
a journey of love and an intellectual struggle, so much so that it was said
– during an official event, in 2008- that “each of Gustaw Herling’s read-
ers has a debt toward Lidia Croce. If Gustaw Herling followed his path,
if he was able to create the home that was his work- all this was possible
above all thanks to her”2.

It is also because of these merits that on April 26, 2014 she was
awarded with the “Cavalier’s Cross of the Order of Merit of the Repub-
lic of Poland” by the President of the Republic of Poland Bronislaw Ko-
morowski, for her contribution to the cultural relations between Italy
and Poland. 
Commitment, austere passion and rigour are also the daily habits

that mark Lidia Croce’s work as a citizen, the heir and interpreter of a

13INTRODUCTION

1 C. A. MAYER, Vita popolare a Napoli nell’età romantica, translation by Lidia Cro-
ce, Laterza, Bari 1948, pp. XII-367.

2 W. KARPIŃSKI, Gustaw Herling Grudziński: il percorso e la casa, Napoli, Istituto
italiano per gli studi storici, October 25 2008.



legacy that spoke of an ever vital spirit, the “spirit of the noblest Naples”
that sustains itself “on loyalty to the ethics of civil life, of the inflexible
sobriety of private ethics, of a cheerful but never indulgent rejection of
vulgarity”. Thus Fulvio Tessitore has remembered Lidia in his com-
memorative speech held a few days after her passing3. Although her
commitment was something Naples asked of her and she felt she owed
Naples, Lidia Croce kept Italy in mind, faithful to the mandate to rep-
resent an intelligent and cultivated ruling class; ruling class because
thinking class. She was ready to commit herself to that battle for civility
that, following Benedetto Croce’s example, saw in conservation and
protection of our environmental and art historical heritage, an integral
and founding part of our own identity and of our own cultural and civ-
il heritage. 

The commemoration that brings us together today gives us the
chance to remember and pay homage to all these dimensions of Lidia,
adding the intimate and modest one of the mother, and for those of you
who have known her, that of the warm and generous friend.

For this reason, in order to contribute to the realisation of a portrait
of Lidia Croce that is intense and alive, although still imperfect, you are
invited to leave a memory, a personal testimonial of the relationship that
linked you to her and her home. These speeches will be recorded and
gathered by Radio Radicale, that is here today, and will constitute the
tangible sign of a presence that has left a mark on the lives of those who,
in different times, places, forms and ways, have met her. 

I think I am interpreting Benedetto and Marta Herling’s intention
by thanking you for your participation here today, in a celebration that
aims to be tangible and shared evidence of the need to carry on support-
ing certain values and a certain tradition of commitment, humanity and
correctness that Lidia Croce, like her father, that “loving father” ab-
solutely exemplifies. 

Dragonea, April 7, 2018

14 ELENA ALESSIATO
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SPEECHES READ AT DRAGONEA

April 7 2018





KATRIONA MUNTHE*

Our families have known each other for at least three generations,
they respect and admire one another with reciprocal fondness.
I speak today of Lidia as a mother (she was a bit of that for me as

well, when as an adolescent, from the end of the 1960s onwards, I used
to see her children Benedetto and Marta).
I was living at the time with my family in Rome, where I went to

school at the Sacred Heart in Trinità dei Monti, but I was invited – and
it was always a great liberating adventure – to Casa Croce, to the family
that for my father was “the most loved one in Italy”!
Getting “down” to Naples by myself on a train, and entering that at-

mosphere of intelligent warmth, of secular inspiration, of freedom, and
of reciprocal listening, was like being embraced by happiness and con-
tentment! It was often Lidia herself who would get my cot ready: a fold-
ing bed under a bookshelf full of books in a room otherwise empty.
I liked it so much.
It was indeed Lidia who in the morning would prepare a wonderful

breakfast in the kitchen, after having gone out perhaps at dawn to buy
the best pastries. With attention and care she would then stay and listen
to my adolescent’s ideas, very generously giving me the impression that
she was taking me seriously. And a few years later, when I was a psychol-
ogy student at Sapienza University in Rome, Lidia and her sister Silvia
brought me to meet a great Neapolitan Maestro, Sergio Piro, so that I
could work with him in Secondigliano. I was so inspired by him - for a
year he taught me how to build the fundaments of what became the

*Psychoanalyst, Grosseto Hospital.



quest of a lifetime: the symbolic structure of non verbal languages – and
not only the schizophrenic one- so well explored by the same Professor
Piro.
On one level Lidia was opening doors for me, showing me the way

towards the future, but she also knew, at the same time, how to secretly
guard the “treasure chest of objects” from the past, objects loaded with
emotions and memories. One day at Villa Ruffo, with her son Benedet-
to, she put me in front of a large wooden wardrobe. They opened the
doors and pulled out a skirt that had been stored there for years. It was
one of the gipsy skirts proudly owned by her niece Paola – much loved
and much missed by all of us. Paola passed away in her thirties, leaving
us for ever distraught.  
The gift of this skirt, acknowledged every time I wear it, reconnects

with a deep intimate grief, and recalls the privilege of having been able
to share this emotion -lovingly- with Silvia, with Lidia, with Benedetto,
and with Marta.
Lidia also gave me a letter that my father had written to her in 1944,

still in his then quite terrible Italian. He was coming up the Italian
peninsula from Salerno with the allies, and had a head injury, he was
struggling… and yet he was thanking her, because SHE had welcomed
him, looked after him and taken him under her wing.
It is indeed this gratitude, this admiration and deep affection, that is

at the base of my evolution and my education.
I recognise in Lidia Croce the best of Italy and its fundamentally hu-

manist culture, I have experienced it first hand and then I have chosen
it: yes, in this great Italian civilization, I have found citizenship.
Thank you Lidia!
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BARBARA BETH*

Lidia Croce and Dora Marra: a friendship that lasted almost 80 years

Lidia and Dora went to the same school, the Liceo Vittorio
Emanuele, in Via San Sebastiano. My mother Dora Marra lived not far
from there, in Via Concezione in Montecalvario, and Lidia at Palazzo
Filomarino in what was then called Via Trinità Maggiore. The streets,
places, the wonderings from one house to the other were always in their
stories. In their recollections that both of them shared with me, there
were always specific references to the places where they had lived, or
where they had resided for a summer, or visited. As young girls they of-
ten went out together for long strolls, with Lidia reciting poems by
heart, sometimes very long ones, evoking much admiration and surprise
on my mother’s part. They would pay each other a visit and then walk
one another home, over and over, to and fro. During the war, Lidia was
in Sorrento and Dora in Meta, and there too they would speak of the
places around them. Then came the time in Munich and Lidia’s travels
to France and Dora’s life in Hamburg. Thinking about their friendship,
I see a map of Naples and Europe and a long red thread – as long as 80
years can be- that links up all the dots, up and down, with the daily
strolls, the letters, the phone calls that connect all these dots, always
keeping in touch.
After school and University, at the end of the war, in 1945, my moth-

er became, on Elena’s advice, librarian and the Senator’s secretary, so

* Chief librarian at the “Erminia Capocelli” Library, “Suor Orsola Benincasa” Uni-
versity in Naples.



that every day she was at Palazzo Filomarino and if she did not go, there
were short notes that were sent to and from Palazzo Filomarino, written
by Croce or by his daughters, that would be asking after her or request-
ing some work related information: “How are you? What’s happening?”
“Today I have a little temperature”. “I’m looking for that volume…” “It
should be in the library’s cabinet”…
When Lidia graduated, she gave my mother, with a 1943 dedication,

the typescript of her graduation thesis on Peter’s Legend, jealously
guarded by my mother in her files until her death. I gave it back to the
family at the celebration in Lidia’s memory held in Dragonea in 2018. In
a September 1942 letter, Lidia writes:

Dear Dora, apologies for not having written lately. I was waiting be-
fore writing to you: it’s finished! It’s done (the thesis). I am almost ready
for the written Latin! By the way when will it be?...

Telephone calls and letters, frequent and consistent until the end,
were detailed recounts of daily living, reports of the physical and spiri-
tual state of themselves and of their own families. Considerations and in-
timate thoughts addressed to a lifetime friend, but often also the mirror
of an inner dialogue whose recipient was a silent and attentive witness.
To these we should add the visits, from 1979 onwards, of Dora, who
would come from Germany and stay in Naples, at Lidia’s home. On
those occasions, when they were together, it was as if the habits of youth
would resurface, and then their voices would rise to a high pitch, obliv-
ious of their old age, chatting away together about everything, from lit-
erature to poetry, from ordinary matters to their own memories.

Thinking about the two of them, what has really struck me most is
the example they set of what friendship actually is, based on reciprocal
admiration and respect, and with much semplicity.

*
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NELLA CASTIGLIONE MORELLI DEL FRANCO*

My memory of signora Lidia cannot, for me, overlook the relation-
ship that my husband Francesco del Franco had with all the Croce sis-
ters, and in particular with Alda (it was a more formal relationship, of a
great, reverential respect, mostly based, as shown in the letters they ex-
changed, on Alda’s requests for volumes, or details about some publica-
tion or other, or thoughts on proofs either coming or going, and
Francesco’s subsequent answers), and more personal and friendly with
Lidia, aided by the friendship with her daughter Marta, with Tommaso
and Gustavo. A lot can indeed be revealed by the letters that Emilia and
I have found so far in the Publishing House, and with more thorough
search, others will surely come to light. Often these letters are Lidia’s ac-
knowledgement of a beautiful volume that Francesco has sent her, but
always with a personal comment and kind words of appreciation. Once,
having received a copy of the “Southern Apennines” she even replied
expressing her admiration for a photo taken by Francesco in which she
thought one could guess his passion for mountaineering. She never for-
got to include greetings to our family, something most of us are not al-
ways careful enough to include at the bottom of a note. These letters
span the years from the 1980s to about 2013, and most focus on the Na-
tional Edition of Croce’s works: in an undated letter she agrees with
Francesco’s solution for the books covers’ and she says, I quote: “you
are a great interpreter of Him”. From the letters one can also divine the
relationship of somewhat obedience, respect, that Lidia had for her sis-

* Archeologist and founding member of Bibliopolis – Philosophy and Science
publishing house. Contribution read by her daughter Emilia del Franco.



ter Alda. “Alda has said to leave, in fact to bring back the proofs to the
Library where they were… in any case Alda has left me the keys to the
Library, because Scotti needs to look up some volumes… I’m staying
put in Naples”. And there is another letter, dated February ‘86, in which
Alda’s opinion was conveyed stating that, as she hadn’t had time to have
a proper look at the proofs, could the authors and proof readers check
them; in a post scriptum Lidia adds that she has seen them in the after-
noon and that they could be picked up from her in Via Crispi.  Up un-
til the end the proofs for the Estetica (in this work she had invested per-
sonal funds) were delivered to her; and Francesco, although already
sick, made a point of going to pick up the volumes that he had bound
in “the antique fashion” at a well known bookbinding shop in the old
part of Naples. He only printed a few copies, for a few people, and sig-
nora Lidia was among them. Her copy was delivered by Marta who, af-
ter Francesco’s passing came to pick it up at home, because her mother
was very keen to see it finished, and she was never told about Francesco.
In a letter dated October 28, 2013 Lidia indeed asks to know “where we
are with the National Edition of my Father’s Work. And could you write
what you could and would like to do in order to complete and finish it”
(so that – she adds- we can pass on del Franco’s answer in a forthcom-
ing meeting at the Fondazione Biblioteca B. Croce).
There is a lovely passage, that I quote: “With my 91 years I would

like to leave everything tidied up, what we have initiated and complet-
ed with Elena, Alda and Silvia: I would not want for the National Edi-
tion to run aground because of inertia or for other reasons that I don’t
know”. (Lidia now surely knows that this will not happen).
It was with the same idea of leaving everything tidied up that she

had Marta deliver to Francesco, so that he could carry on the investiga-
tion, Her dossier on Ettore Majorana, a figure that intrigued her in par-
ticular for his mysterious end, and of whom she talks about in many let-
ters to del Franco. It was a dossier made up of paper cuttings, as well as
books etc, that she continually updated, and that Francesco and I read
until the end. At one point the whole dossier itself mysteriously disap-
peared, until it did suddenly reappeared among the numerous papers in
our house. I hope to bring it up to date personally.
Now I would like to, if I may, offer my personal recollection of sig-

nora Lidia, whom I used to see at the del Franco household on official
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occasions, such as when President Spadolini came for dinner at our
house (a huge figure, I believe). As a young girl I was very shy, so it was
for me an effort to have such a demanding social life, that introduced me
to the greatest protagonists of Neapolitan as well as international culture
and intellighentsia. I also made a point of keeping up my own activities,
separate from those of the Publishing House, a part from this frequent
and for me onerous support, although also a source of pride, of enter-
taining during book launches etc.
I thank signora Lidia for her kindness in always trying to make me

feel at ease, asking and being interested in my activity as an archaeolo-
gist; I thank her for her elegant and simple way of appearing and pre-
senting herself, for always being herself, caring about what you are in-
side, both personally and in others, not paying attention to the exterior
look or the more or less rich clothing (which I think she scorned). I
thank her for having been profoundly bonded and connected to her
Family and her Father, not as a point of pride, but as something that
pushes you, obliges you, but from the inside, to do certain things. Alda
was also like this, although in a more severe way. I have a small, wonder-
ful personal memory of her. But this is another story.
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STEFANO DE MATTEIS*

Lidia was a fascinating woman. She combined the savoir-faire of an-
other era with a directness very much of our times. And she managed to
surprise you with answers and opinions that you would never expect. I
have alas “only” met and started visiting her in the last twenty years of
her life. Looking at her one would see, in her ways as much as in her
character, a lightness that reminded you of a reed in the wind, because
you would soon realise that she was strong and hard like a rock. She was
a woman made of rock.
Lidia was also the catalogue of Italian culture in the last century: she

had infinite knowledge and vast awareness. And she was never superfi-
cial, but rather in depth and detailed. At the centre of her life were
books, of which she also had a perfect knowledge of the before and af-
ter: she would talk about the authors, their social milieu and  their life
choices, the society that had produced them and about the cultural ties
that had sustained them, and she knew the life that those books and
their authors had in time. It was never gossip, rather small tiles, pieces,
in the history of Italian – and often French- society that she would pres-
ent to you with unrivalled grace, with the ability to sketch every person,
every event, every story with a few essential strokes, and with a narrative
ability that would captivate and enchant. Because Lidia was a great sto-
ryteller. At least privately.
In her last years I often went to see her with Milena Zemira Cicci-

marra, and I would stay for hours listening to her stories. It was always

* Anthropologist and founder, “L’ancora del Mediterraneo” publishing house.



the same ritual: an afternoon meeting, coffee or tea, then she would take
a tin box with biscuits from the pantry and she would place it onto the
table in the study, pushing books aside. And when the time to go arrived
you would never leave the house without a latest re-edition of her fa-
ther’s, a magazine where there was an article, an extract that you simply
had to read. And in the meantime we would chat… she would carve
people, facts, stories, in a personal and novel way. She managed to come
up with precise and striking portraits.
I must have told her a thousand times that all that knowledge, all

those stories had to be written down and gathered, that we couldn’t pos-
sibly lose them… and she would look at me with the most gracious and
charming smile behind which was - very evidently- the unperturbed as-
sertion “I shall never do it”.
Only once I managed to convince her to make some statement. It

happened when I was working on a re-edition of Ernesto de Martino’s
Naturalismo e storicismo nell’etnologia. I asked her to share her memo-
ries of when the future author of Magic: A Theory From The South was
working in “the austere rooms of Palazzo Filomarino”. She gifted them
to me. And she got so involved in the work – work that, as we know, al-
so concerned her father- that she wanted me to do the book launch at
the Institute.
Lidia had a very active social life, but her public activities didn’t just

follow family spheres such as the role that, together with her sisters, his-
tory had bestowed upon her through the paternal history and legacy. On
the contrary, she followed a completely independent and personal path.
She was led by a moral and ethical compass that gave her the coordinates
for her participation. And she would take sides, she would take a stand
with much determination and strength. In reality, her very presence was
sufficient for most people to understand what she was supporting.
From this point of view I am very grateful for what Lidia achieved

and for how much she supported many of the cultural events that we
have organized. Here is an example. “L’ancora del Mediterraneo” had
just been launched and we had already published two of Gustaw Her-
ling’s books before his passing. The second year we decided to follow
our Roman friends of “e/o” and organize a meeting on the Saturday be-
fore Christmas, for a well-wishing toast with authors and acquaintances
at our premises.
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The first time you start an event you cannot anticipate what the out-
come will be, and we were all nervous. The first person, extremely punc-
tual, to arrive at the office where we had set up for the event was Lidia.
She stayed chatting with us about the new books, and she ate with all of
us, old and new, acquaintances and people she had never met. It was an
act of great friendship, a demonstration of appreciation and participa-
tion; it was a signal sent just by her being present there.
I owe a debt to her, and to Marta and Benedetto, for the chance that

we were given to keep on publishing Gustavo’s (as Lidia used to call
him) books. The first book that we decided to take on in the new cen-
tury was Breve racconto di me stesso.When the translation was finished
we met in the rooms of the Croce Foundation with Alda, Silvia, Marta
and her for the last check on the book before it was published. Antonio
Biasiucci was also present at that meeting, with his fundamental contri-
bution (also) to the cover images. And we lingered there for a few hours
debating which was the best and most suitable image. Then we went
over the editing.
Lidia was an extraordinary redactor and unsurpassed editor. A

“job” she had learned in the family since, as far as we know, her father
used to involve his daughters in his cultural activities. Once I told her
that I had read and very much enjoyed one of her translations: Karl Au-
gust Mayer Vita popolare a Napoli nell’età romantica, pubished by Lat-
erza. She rolled her eyes and told me in her trenchant way, that it had
been a horrifying experience. I asked her why. She explained that one
day, when she was just over twenty years old, her father summoned her
and, in a brisk and determined way, gave her the original version of
Mayer’s book and a German-Italian vocabulary instructing her to get to
work. She was taken aback and tried to prevaricate. But none of her
commitments, real or invented, helped. Benedetto Croce was unmov-
able. In fact, he forced her into a rather tight and strict timeframe. From
what I gathered from her account, it had been a sort of rite of passage:
the time had come.
In any case, she had always been at home with languages, starting

with French, used above all to read her favourite’s authors in their orig-
inal language, as well as English. Indeed the translation of Un mondo a
parte is (half of it) hers: something that Gustavo wanted, checked and
embraced. And we are talking about the current translation, published
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to this day! Every time you went to see Lidia and Gustaw, you found
yourself among two extraordinary people for their biographies, histo-
ries, passions and personalities. They were two “titans”. Sometimes I felt
myself teetering between the two of them. But then Gustaw would dis-
solve any awkwardness and announce that we would withdraw to the
study.  
Gustavo’s study was looked after and preserved by Lidia, who had

begun to catalogue his papers and reorganize his manuscripts. It was
this room on the mezzanine floor of Villa Ruffo that Lidia had officially
asked to preserve – not only for symbolic reasons – but for the preser-
vation of the memory of all that this room had meant for her, for Gus-
tavo, for Naples, Italy, Poland, Europe… Unfortunately however, as
soon as Lidia passed away, the study was wiped out in one blow.
Something she would never have allowed.
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GÉRARD DELILLE*

I arrived in Naples at the end of 1968 and met Lidia and then Alda,
Silvia and Elena a few months later, at an event at the Institute. Lidia in-
vited me to her house in via Crispi, an address – opposite the French In-
stitute, of all places- that would become familiar to me. I went there a
little intimidated and thrilled by the idea of meeting one of Benedetto
Croce’s daughters – I was very young at the time-, but I found a very
thoughtful, discreet, free lady. Here and there her minute stature made
her look fragile, but I quickly changed my mind about this last observa-
tion: behind the physical appearance there was a very strong woman,
with profoundly rooted convictions, yet always ready to listen to others,
always busy understanding political and social changes that were rat-
tling Italy and the world, stretching to understand history and the
“rules” it functioned by. In this, it seems to me, her father’s legacy was
both recognized and continued. I remember our long conversations
about the history of the city of Naples and on the Kingdom [of the Two
Sicilies, traslator’s note], into which Lidia, with intelligence and deep
knowledge, would weave the cultural backdrop and political events
along with the demographic and social data. With her I was able to talk
about the great Plague of Naples of 1656, about the changes in the mat-
rimonial habits in the second half of the Seventeenth and Eighteen cen-
turies – which were my central preoccupations at the time, - but I also
remember conversations on hot topics like the Red Brigades and the ter-

* Head of Studies at the École Française de Rome, and fellow of the Istituto ita -
liano per gli studi storici, years 1968/71.



rorist attacks during the “Years of Lead”. She perceived the kidnapping
and execution of Aldo Moro as traumatic, but she analysed its historic
relevance with great rigour. She liked to keep herself informed about
other research, about interests different from her own, to broaden or
question acquired notions and data. The questions she asked or the an-
swers she gave seemed simple but, one after the other, they outlined a
precise thinking process; a way of digging that was never imposing or
confronting, and that would get to the heart of the matter. She knew
how to awaken or reawaken the interest in an aspect until then consid-
ered secondary, for a common place, for something ordinary, showing it
in a current or historical context that would reveal how important it
was. She treasured everything she listened to, but she was not interest-
ed in showing off her observations and her opinions. For Her culture
was not a game played through the mass media, or a problem of the bal-
ance of political or financial powers; it meant an ongoing openness to
new issues, a never-ending review of all our certainties, an ongoing at-
tempt to fill the gaps in our knowledge. A journey that each of us had
to take on by building our own instruments, as she had done.
This ever-watchful gaze was not aloofness. Lidia Croce was also a

woman of great intellectual and political passions. With her husband
Gustaw Herling she would follow, often with trepidation and distress,
the events unfolding in Poland. Of Arthur Rimbaud, whom she ad-
mired, she could recite by heart all poems, but she had also conducted
deep and unpublished studies on him. She discovered, for instance, that
Rimbaud’s flight from the island of Cyprus for Aden first and then
Abyssinia was not simply to reach the “grand désert où luit la liberté
ravie”, but because he was escaping the police after being involved in a
violent death. This discovery was not to impugn the poet, but to chal-
lenge the myth that had been constructed around the last years of his
life, his “escape” from the world and from writing.
Lidia Croce was one of the most wonderful people I have ever met.

I will miss her calm and sharp, sometimes restless eye, and her sweet
smile.
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ANNA MARIA RAO*

I was welcomed to the Istituto italiano per gli studi storici – the
“Croce Institute” – right after my graduation in 1972-73. “I was admit-
ted to attending” as that was the second of a two years scholarship. The
following year I was awarded the scholarship.  
I attended classes for two years, met people with whom I started a

lifelong friendship, among these were Antonio Calabria, Eluggero Pii,
and others with whom I shared studies for a few years, a love of singing,
joint friendships and neighbourly connections. I felt emotional when
stepping inside Croce’s house, a name that I had heard through my fam-
ily, thanks mostly to my brother Antonio, even before high school stud-
ies. It was in those majolica tiled rooms, almost always kept in half-light,
with the shutters semi closed to block the sun, that for the first time I
listened to Albert Soboul’s lectures, of extraordinary clarity, on the his-
tory and historiography of the French Revolution. One would call it a
“mythical” experience if we were to use an interjection that was not ours
but that later spread widely among the younger generations, and almost
as quickly disappeared.  I can’t find any other way to describe the thrill
of my first meetings with Lidia. As had happened with Gérard Delille,
at some stage, I couldn’t say exactly when, I also received an invitation
to lunch. It was probably around the end of my scholarship year, in
1974. Immediately afterwards I received another scholarship, from the
Fondazione Einaudi, for research abroad. I chose to go to Paris and at-

*Emerita at Università degli Studi di Napoli “Federico II” and fellow at the Isti-
tuto italiano per gli studi storici years 1972/74.



tend Albert Soboul’s Ph.D Program (a degree still years away in Italy) at
the Institut d’histoire de la Révolution française at the Sorbonne, from
autumn 1974 to the summer of 1975; it was another “mythical” place.
When I came back Lidia’s invitations multiplied, almost always linked
to the presence of Albert Soboul in Naples, because of his classes at the
Institute, and those of his partner Marie-Hélène Balazuc. Marie Hélène
was a sparkling and dynamic woman, in love with the most obscure cor-
ners of Naples as well as the most exuberant manifestations of the city
folk traditions. She was a tireless collector of ex voto and an attendee of
the Feast of San Gennaro -something that would sometimes ignite im-
patience in Marius (as Soboul was called) and a smile and a few discreet
flashes of irony in Lidia’s extraordinary gaze.
Her gaze: everyone has spoken about it, it’s impossible not to. It was

that gaze that impressed me as well, one of lively intelligence and deep
curiosity combined with a sense of gentle humanity, and a disarming,
young freshness. She was curious to know about my studies, about my
family, my dear ones, and she discreetly talked about revolution, about
Paris, Maisons-Laffitte, about Soboul, Marie-Hélène, and of course,
about Barnave. We often talked about Barnave, but I couldn’t work out
at what stage Lidia’s research was; she carried out her transcripts (per-
haps translations) of manuscripts slowly, as if to enjoy as long as possi-
ble the company of a writer whom she loved very much for his style, his
ideas, and his tragic end.
Memories mingle together, they overlap from one year to the next,

it’s difficult to untangle them and, perhaps, it’s not so relevant. Some can
be locked in time easily, because they intertwine with personal, not al-
ways happy circumstances. In September 1975, a conference was being
held at the Centre for Napoleonic Studies at Portofferaio, on the island
of Elba. Lidia proposed for us to go together. It’s one of the nicest mem-
ories of my life and of our many meetings. We set off in a chauffeured
car (an unimaginable luxury for me). With us were a very young Marta
and a charming friend (perhaps a cousin) of Lidia, aunt Lalla to Marta.
We chatted pleasantly the whole way there, stopping for lunch near
Volterra; it was the first time and possibly the last time I saw a tawny owl
(yes, a tawny owl) on a perch… I shouldn’t confess this, but from that
trip I remember mostly Lidia, our travelling companions, and then
Soboul, whom we saw at the meeting, but I don’t remember anything
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about the meeting itself… Perhaps because about a month later, very
much on the sly, I got married in a civil ceremony; I treasure (religious-
ly) to this day the wonderful tea set that Lidia gave me.
Another memory I can put a date to is that of an excursion to Paes-

tum: car, chauffeur, Lidia, Soboul, Marie-Hélène. The group which
would congregate when Marius was holding lectures at the Institute,
was almost always the same. It was a day of joyous simplicity, of chatter,
then the temples, a lunch in a trattoria in the country. Putting a date to
it is dramatically easy, as it was June 1981, in the terrible days of the
tragedy of the child who fell in a well in Vermicino, an awful fate, and
awful media coverage, with live streaming news that reached us even
there. Today this is the norm, but back then it almost never happened
in Italy, and we discussed it and were stunned at this morbid way of
looking at pain.
The memories of the few days spent in Albori, always with the same

“revolutionary” crowd, are generally those of joyous serenity. Marta and
her cousin Paola were also there, very young, beautiful, with very long,
long hair.
More jumbled are my memories of the invitations in Via Crispi,

where you would be equally struck by the generosity and the simplicity
of the reception. Meals taken in a kitchen that I seem to remember as gi-
gantic; tomato sauce pasta, aubergine parmigiana, prosciutto and figs…
sometimes Gustaw Herling would appear and I was quite intimidated
by his presence: but it would only be for a moment: a quick hello and
the “French Revolution” gang was discreetly left alone. At least once, af-
ter my wedding, the gang got together in our small two rooms unit: but
Lidia always found everything wonderful, interesting, extraordinary,
and would incessantly tell me how important my work was. Because this
was her gift: to make you feel good, to make you feel important, to dis-
creetly read you from the inside and repeat over and over, listening and
talking “this is so interesting”; filling forever the lives of others.
Of those “Soboulian” years I kept a cherished photo, taken by

Marie-Hélène in Gérard Delille’s house in Torre del Greco where he
had invited us for dinner. You can see, sitting in a circle, from left to
right, Lidia, Gérard, Angela Groppi (another dear friend and compan-
ion of revolutionary studies between Paris and the Croce Institute), me,
my husband, Albert Soboul, and just the legs of another person. Happy,

32 ANNA MARIA RAO



smiling and, and all of us, but really all of us, even Lidia, with a lit ciga-
rette between our fingers. Another wonderful photo stands in the Mu-
seum of the French Revolution in Vizille; it was placed there when the
library named after Albert Soboul was inaugurated: it’s Marius and
Lidia standing in front of the Royal Palace of Caserta.
Soboul died on September 11, 1982. Courses and excursions dried

up, I was dragged away from that job which was “so interesting”. Lidia
came to see the flat (still just two rooms) where I had moved after the
separation, always finding everything marvellous, always seeing in every
second a marvellous new beginning. It was in Via Chiaia, so that
through the years we would bump into each other on the street, redis-
covering every time the same curiosity, fondness, and respect. She wrote
to me of “admiration and fondness” on November 11, 1999 in a letter
that still moves me today. I had sent her a book that I had curated, she
was writing to thank me. She said she was moved because I had remem-
bered her with gratitude in the foreword of 1992 Esuli. She concluded:
“I very much hope to see you again but I am now so old (I was born in
1922) and you are all in the full swing of active life”. A few days later my
father died.
I all too rarely had the chance of seeing her again after that. The last

time was at the presentation of the Italian translation of Gérard Delille’s
book on Montesarchio (published in French in 1973 by the Istituto ital-
iano per gli studi storici). The presentation was at Ubik bookshop on
March 20, 2015. We went to see her together the following day. Any-
thing but old! She still had that gaze of hers, young and curious, with a
bit more mischievous complicity and some kind of a new, subtle shyness.
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FIORENTINO FASANO*

I run a small agritourism business near here. It was in the early ‘70s
and saying they were the best years of our lives it is an understatement.
Back then our families were united: we would all meet at Casa Rosa, the
peasants and the gentlemen who came to our countryside from Naples,
Salerno and Rome. Professor Herling used to write down notes sitting
on a little chair under a tree, Granpa Fiore and Granma Barbara would
harvest grass for our cows’ liver; we kids had fun in between tasks, we
were happy with the little we had. A hug to Marta and Benedetto from
the Fasano family.

* Restaurant La Fattoria B&B Casa Fasano.



TOMMASO SINIGALLIA*

I believe almost everyone here knows me. For those who don’t, I am
Marta Herling’s husband; my relationship with Lidia was therefore quite
special precisely because it was a familial one. I became part of this fam-
ily suddenly… so this house has many memories for me as well, not be-
cause I met Lidia here, although I did actually meet her near here, in fact
somehow by chance I met both Gustavo and her on the same day.
Therefore coming to Dragonea now, coming again to this part of the
Amalfi coast means returning to a place of special memories, where I
first met Lidia and Gustavo together.
When I speak of this episode I’m asked if I didn’t… feel embar-

rassed then, but no, I really felt completely normal… I have often pon-
dered about the question and the answer I gave, because people would
also praise me and say, “well done!”. The reality is that it’s not me who
did well, but they who have put me at ease and have conferred on me,
with time, (Gustavo unfortunately only for a few years, until his death)
a deep although discreet fondness. It was a hallmark of their high ethi-
cal standard, of the discretion with which they conveyed these senti-
ments, and I benefitted from it and treasure a very clear memory of it.
These are places dedicated to Gustavo and Lidia’s memory, places I feel
particularly fond of today, especially given that other places which could
have been devoted to their memory have been erased, but let’s hope that
we can soon reclaim those precious historic records that don’t belong
just to us. This is a moral commitment that I will personally endeavour

* Manager Libreria Ubik, Napoli.



to see accomplished, an ethical commitment that I feel obliged to under-
take as a homage to those who have embraced me with the refinement,
the discretion and authority of a generation representing a very cultivat-
ed Italy. This family embraced me, and I will never forget that.  
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FULVIO PIGNALOSA*

I feel that having known Lidia was a great privilege, although I was
not a part of her particular world; thanks to the deep friendship that
bonds me to her much loved daughter, because, like many other
Neapolitans I have developed an admiration and respect for the Croce
name that has become a real devotion to a cultural inheritance that I de-
fine, without hesitation, as secularly sacred for our city.

This is what I felt when, more than two decades ago, Marta intro-
duced me to her mother during a dinner at her house. That, combined
with a feeling of awe that many feel in the face of the “sacred”. I was
aware that I was meeting for the first time a woman who in her long life
had known and frequented giants of contemporary thinking, and more
broadly many of the international cultural élite; I felt ill at ease, as I was
very aware of the distance that separated me from that world.
Well, all my concerns disappeared thanks to her sweet gaze and the

lightness of her approach which could transform anxiety into calmness,
and which put me completely and spontaneously at ease.
I don’t remember what I said at that first meeting, but I still have

clearly in my mind the image of the attention that Lidia paid to me: from
her eyes you could glean an interest that was sincere and not artificial,
without any trace of scrutiny or judgement of what I was saying.
I had always thought that the assembly of intellectuals, - although

democratic in terms of giving anyone the freedom to join if they were
equipped by nature with an eager intelligence and prepared to take on

* Former manager, Banco di Napoli.



the necessary sacrifices and rigour-, was characterized by a hierarchy
equally if not more exclusive than that of the nobility, which felt entitled
to treat outsiders with superiority or sarcasm.
In all my meetings with Lidia never once did I see in her eyes a look

of superiority, or hear sarcastic words come out of her mouth against
anyone.
Always curious to hear my thoughts on current affairs, she made me

feel important, creating with her observations of my words an atmos-
phere of complicity and sharing.
The image that I keep in my heart is that of a person who had every

chance of putting people down and imposing her own personality - be-
cause of her own capabilities and because of her background-, who in-
stead chose to be straightforward. She made people better simply be-
cause they had the good fortune of knowing her and spending time with
her.
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WOJCIECH KARPIŃSKI*

Thank you for the invitation to an anniversary that moves me and
touches my heart deeply. Unfortunately that day I will be in Berlin, but
my thoughts will be with You. I always had enormous respect and grat-
itude for signora Lidia. I know and I am aware of how much she did for
Gustaw, for Polish and European culture, for all of us: for having creat-
ed a physical and spiritual space, the extraordinary house where they
lived, which represented a highly symbolic place of European con-
sciousness.

Paris, April 1 2018
(translated into Italian by Marta Herling)

* Writer and Essayist.



JÓZEF OPALSKI*

For me signora Lidia, with her warmth, sense of humour and knowl-
edge of human nature will always be a symbol of Naples. I adore her!

Kraków, April 3 2018

*Theatre director, head of Teatr Stary in Kraków, University Professor for Polish
Language and Literature at the “Orientale” Napoli University, years 1981/83.



KRYSTYNA JAWORSKA*

Dearest Marta, I hope the day has matched your expectations. You
mum deserves it! I remember her as a wonderful person, able to com-
bine profound wisdom with an equally profound modesty.

Turin, April 8 2018

* Polish Language and Literature Professor, Turin University.



PIOTR KŁOCZOWSKI*

Lidia Croce – Herling. My Illuminations.

I was with Lidia in her study at Villa Ruffo.
At one point I realised that a whole bookshelf was dedicated to Rim-

baud.
Without asking I pulled out the volume of Une saison en enfer.
She quickly glanced at me and recited, by heart:

Elle est retrouvée!
Quoi? L’éternité.
C’est la mer mêlée
Au soleil.

Mon âme éternelle,
Observe ton vœu
Malgré la nuit seule
Et le jour en feu

She was standing à contre-jour. And as she was pronouncing these
verses of Rimbaud she had in her eyes all her youthfulness.
She looked like she was 21 years old at Villa Tritone, in Sorrento.

*Director of Instytut studiów i dokumentacji nad literaturą polską (Institute for
Documentation and Studies on Polish Literature), Warsaw.



A second time:

When I was intently looking through one of the bookshelves of the
Herling Library in Villa Ruffo’s study.
There were also some books brought back from London. I picked

up the famous essay by Isaiah Berlin The Hedgehog and the Fox, a first
English edition from 1953.
She came behind me and said: “Yes you are right, this is the most

important shelf of the whole library”.
I realised that she knew everything about Gustavo! Everything

about him also as a writer and as an intellectual.

And a third illumination:

In April 2000 we were together in Rome. We met in Piazza di
Spagna, Gustavo was walking ahead of us and suddenly he sat -tired- on
the Spanish steps; Lidia and I were walking a bit behind and Lidia
turned towards me, discreetly:

“You see, he’s tired… I think that he is slowly going…”
She said this with great tenderness and love.

These illuminations are part of my most vivid memories of Lidia.

They shed a unique light on her and Gustavo -in my memory.  

Warsaw, April 6 2018
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TOMASZ MAKOWSKI*

She introduced us to professor Wlodzimierz Bolecki, who proposed
the National Library of Poland as the most suitable and reliable body to
be in charge of cataloguing and digitalizing the archive of distinguished
Polish writer Gustaw Herling-Grudziński, Lidia Croce’s husband, Mar-
ta Herling and Benedetto Herling’s father. I am grateful to him and to
destiny for the chance that was granted me to know such a notable pub-
lic figure in Italian culture, and for us Polish people, the wife of one of
the most important writers of the 20th century.
Among the many virtues of signora Lidia, for us the most important

has been the affection and love with which she assisted her husband,
and the excellent care she showed in looking after his legacy. The 2010
agreement signed between the National Library of Poland and signora
Lidia Croce-Herling gave great results and has left wonderful memories
of our partnership.
Lidia Croce, Benedetto Croce’s third daughter, graduated in Litera-

ture at the University of Naples and in 1955 founded, along with her
mother and sisters, the Biblioteca Benedetto Croce. The aim of the
Foundation was to ensure that the library was going to be accessible to
future generations just where it is now, Palazzo Filomarino in Naples,
and also to curate the collection of editions, translations and writings by
the philosopher. In collaboration with her sister Alda she curated the li-
brary, the Foundation archive, the editions of the works and Benedetto
Croce’s correspondence.

* Director of the National Library of Poland.



She was an attentive reader of Gustaw Herling’s articles and essays
before their publication in the Italian press. Few people know that it
was she (behind the pseudonym Gaspare Maggi) who translated from
English into Italian A World Apart and with Gustaw Herling, the collec-
tion of his essays Da Gorky a Pasternak (1958) now in Gli spettri della
rivoluzione. After the death of her husband in 2000, Lidia Croce com-
mitted herself to reorganizing his library and his archive, and to looking
after the pubblication of his work in Italy, Poland and other countries.
I have greatly appreciated the care and affection signora Lidia has

shown for the National Library of Poland and for myself. She was a very
sensitive person, warm and open to everyone. I so appreciated the effort
she made towards the end of her life when she made a point of coming
down from her bedroom to Gustaw’s studio to sign there a renewal for
the agreement with the National Library of Poland. Thanks to her deci-
sion and her trust in the National Library of Poland, Gustaw Herling-
Grudziński’s archive will be available for many more years to the writer’s
students, researchers and scholars worldwide.

Warsaw April 6, 2018
(translated into Italian by Julia Konopka-Żolnierczuk)
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WOJCIECH PONIKIEWSKI*

First of all, I would like to congratulate the organizers of this event
commemorating Lidia Croce, an extraordinary person, unfortunately
not well enough known to the general public. She was somewhat a “vic-
tim” of the illustrious people she had living beside her, her father
Benedetto Croce and her husband Gustaw Herling-Grudziński, who
dimmed her great personality: an outstanding intelligence; and determi-
nation, courage, kindness. Lidia Croce dedicated her personal and pro-
fessional life to these two men – firstly organizing and curating her fa-
ther’s library and, after Gustaw Herling’s death, fighting to protect and
preserve her husband’s literary and epistolographic legacy.
Lidia Croce contributed to ensuring the preservation and use of the

immense literary legacy of Benedetto Croce’s book collection in its orig-
inal site in Palazzo Filomarino and curated the collection of editions and
translations of his work and literary reviews. In 2010, in order to safe-
guard Gustaw Herling’s work, she signed an agreement between the
“Fondazione Benedetto Croce” and the National Library in Warsaw for
the reordering, informatic cataloguing and digitalization of her hus-
band’s archive.
Protecting the memory and the legacy of both these great intellectu-

als of the 20th Century was her calling and for this reason we owe Her
a big acknowledgement.
I had the honour and good luck of knowing Lidia Croce, although I

* Ministry of Foreign Affairs, Republic of Poland. Ambassador of the Republic of
Poland to Italy years 2010-2015.



only met her shortly before her passing. Clearly the most touching mo-
ment was the bestowing of the Order of Merit of the Republic of
Poland which was awarded to Lidia Croce by the President of the Pol-
ish Republic Bronislaw Komorowski. Lidia wanted this ceremony to be
informal, without pomp and big speeches – that’s how she was, shy but
with the elegance of a Grande Dame who doesn’t need glitter because
she is worth what she has has truly achieved in life.
For me it was a magical moment. We chatted for quite a long time

about all the great figures that have become history and who were part
of her and her husband’s life. Great Polish intellectuals, all expatriated
and part of the Parisian publishing house Kultura. People like Jerzy
Giedroyc, Józef Czapski or Konstanty “Kot” Jeleński and of course
Lidia’s husband – Gustaw Herling. For me, talking about these people
with Lidia Croce was like getting a history lesson from an eyewitness.
Furthermore, from a witness with a great sense of humour, an intellec-
tual clarity and a genuine fondness for all that cohort of intellectuals
with unshakable ethical values, so important for the preservation of the
real intellectual heritage of a Nation that found itself under the rule of
the external oppressor and of the totalitarian regime.
I also remember another historic moment; the unveiling of the

plaque dedicated to Gustaw Herling at Villa Ruffo in Via Crispi, Naples.
Three Presidents were attending: the Polish Bronislaw Komorowski, the
Italian Giorgio Napolitano and the German Joachim Gauck. Lidia
Croce was then already tired but very happy to participate in this hom-
age given to her husband by three heads of states, and to listen to their
words about the past and about the lessons that can be learned today.
The passing of Lidia Croce on April three years ago, was like a sym-

bolic ending of this unique chart of history that had unexpectedly con-
nected Italy and her Naples with Poland: through this woman minute in
size but huge in heart and intelligence.
Thank you to Lidia Croce for all she has done.
I wish attendees a good discussion, that Lidia Croce deserves, and I

send my warmest greetings to all her relatives.

Warsaw, April 6 2018
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ZDZISŁAW KUDELSKI*

When I think about signora Lidia, who passed away three years ago,
some images of our meetings come back to mind.
I arrived in Naples for the first time in January 1987 when, as a PhD

student, I had a scholarship in Rome. The Polish People’s Republic
(PRL) was then about to fade away, but we were not aware of it yet.
Back then the trip to Italy, the chance to be able to work without restric-
tions in archives and libraries, of having access to book collections pro-
hibited in Poland, and strolling around Rome in front of extraordinary
art works, seemed to us like a gift from destiny. Just as the meeting with
Gustaw Herling-Grudziński and his family was.
I came after receiving a grant from the Foundation Magrabina Umia -

stowska in Rome. Its president, Stanisław August Morawski, called Her-
ling and told him that there was a student with a master degree coming
from Poland who was gleaning material in order to study his literary
work, and asked the writer if he wanted to meet me. Signor Gustaw
replied: “I have an hour and half for him”.
The time he assigned for me was too short. I stayed in Naples for a

few days thanks to the generosity of friends of signora Lidia and signor
Gustaw, Małgosia Wałas and Raffaele Antoniello. Herling-Grudziński
welcomed me warmly and revealed himself to be a terrific interlocutor
and guide to the city of Naples. I also experienced signora Lidia’s warm
hospitality. When Herling and I were immersed in our conversations,
She often appeared saying that that place, with all of Gustaw’s world
was “Grande misterioso”.

* Catholic University of Lublin, curator of Gustaw Herling’s work.



The ninety minutes above quoted became fourteen years of dense
collaboration to publish Herling-Grudziński’s books in Poland, a col-
laboration that continued also after his death.
In the following years I often saw signora Lidia and signor Gustaw

in Poland and in Italy, but two meetings were the most important. The
first was when the writer arrived in Poland to receive the doctorate hon-
oris causa from the Adam Mickiewicz University in Poznań. It was a
symbolic event, that ended his exile of 51 years. At the time, signora
Lidia witnessed the “triumphal” (the term is not an exaggeration) visit of
Herling to Poland, the moving meetings with his readers and their pub-
lic display of admiration, not just in Poznań but also in Warsaw, Kraków,
Lublin and in Kielce, his native town.
The second meeting that I would like to remember here happened

after the death of the writer. Over two weeks, in 2002, I did the first cat-
alogue of Gustaw Herling-Grudziński’s archive, and every day, with a
mixed bag of Italian, English and Polish, I could chat with signora
Lidia. Marta Herling sometimes joined us in these conversations. I have
no doubt that in 1955, when signora Lidia drew Herling-Grudziński
away from Munich, where he was working at Radio Free Europe, and
brought him to Naples, she saved his career as a writer.
I was struck by the simplicity, modesty and devotion to the memory

of her husband’s legacy and the strong sense of responsibility for His
Work, for his intellectual and spiritual formation.
Another gift from destiny was meeting signora Lidia and being able

to work with her documenting Herling’s legacy. However, I can’t help
but feel sorry for not succeeding to convince her to record her memo-
ries. Her testimony on the writer’s work would have been very impor-
tant both the Italian and the Polish reader.

Lublin April 7, 2018
(translated into Italian by Ewa Widak)
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JOANNA BORYSIAK*

I am doubly indebted to Lidia Croce: as a reader of Gustaw Her-
ling’s work and as an archivist at the National Library in Warsaw, the in-
stitute she trusted with handling the reorganizing and cataloguing of the
precious writer’s archive, which she had preserved. It was she – the
“wife archivist” as Herling called her in his last short story L’età biblica
e la morte - who, in 1999 convinced him to keep his papers and give
them to the Fondazione “Biblioteca Benedetto Croce”, giving Marta the
responsibility of curating his archival heritage. And it was Lidia who
asked, after Gustaw Herling’s death, that all documents and papers
from 1940 to 1952 be shipped from Jan Chodakowski’s house in Lon-
don to Naples, so that they all merged into the Archive.
In June 2010, when the agreement with the National Archive was

signed, the reorganizing and the online catalogue of Gustaw Herling’s
Archive started. The first two years I would alternate between Palazzo
Filomarino, where the larger part of the archive was transferred, and on
the week-ends in the writer’s study at Villa Ruffo, where signora Lidia
had decided to leave the literary manuscripts, so that they could be cat-
alogued there. We had unforgettable chances to converse about the ma-
terials we were cataloguing: she helped us by placing a date, or recog-
nizing who the author was of a letter with a signature impossible to
decipher was… and also gave us the opportunity to hear stories  and
memories about their life together: the trips to Sicily, the visits to

*Responsible for the Warsaw National Library project and curator for the Gustaw
Herling’s archive.



Maisons-Laffitte in the Kultura house and her admiration for the huge
amount of work dedicated to Polish culture and literature, the meetings
with exiled friends like Jan Wolski or the Ciołkosz, her incursions in the
study -when her husband would go out for a walk – to retrieve from his
waste basket the pages of the manuscripts that he didn’t intend to keep
and which she saved in order to preserve them inside the future archive
of his work.
Every time I met signora Lidia I was deeply struck by her extraordi-

nary intelligence, her intuition and her sensitivity, and her being a very
down to earth person along with her immense culture that always re-
vealed a true interest for the world around her and for the people she
was talking with.
I am very happy to have met and known such a unique person, so

spontaneous, down to earth and warm as Lidia Croce.

Warsaw, April 5 2018
(Translated into Italian by Marta Herling)
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PIOTR BROŻYNA*

My name is Piotr.
I am Polish, born in Warsaw in 1959 and I am an historian. I now

work in the field of renewable energy in Poland. I met Lidia and Gusta-
vo during the ‘80s of the last century, in Naples. As soon as I graduated
in History from the University of Warsaw I came to Rome for three
months.
After all sort of difficulties with passports and visas (who remembers

that today?) I arrived in Rome and I made a call to Naples. Following
that Gustavo invited me to via Crispi 69. Walking up from the Under-
ground station in Piazza Amedeo, I bought a small bunch of flowers for
signora Lidia.
We spent a little time with Lidia, only over lunch; Gustavo wanted

to know everything about Poland seen from the eyes of young person.
That time, like many other times after, he invited me into his study.
There we spoke about Poland.
I returned to the Herling household many times and in different cir-

cumstances. A friendship with Gustavo and Marta blossomed. Signora
Lidia witnessed this. Her silhouette, with smiling and piercing eyes,
stays with the memories of those years.
To all present in Dragonea I would like to pass on a memory from

the last time we were together. It was in November 2012, during an ex-
traordinary ceremony. The three presidents of Italy, Germany and

* Historian and entrepreneur, fellow at Istituto Italiano per gli studi storici, years
1985/86.



Poland were together at via Crispi 69 to unveil the plaque commemorat-
ing all that happened in this place, where for decades the histories of dif-
ferent people from different nations intertwined. In my photo archive I
still have some pictures of that day. I would like to share them with
everyone in Dragonea today. They are not images by State photogra-
phers. They are intimate images, with friends. Just like signora Lidia
Croce Herling. Daughter and wife. But always herself.

Warsaw, April 5 2018
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PAOLO MORAWSKI*

We are in the 1980s. Sitting at the table, lunch time. Lidia Croce sit-
ting on the right, Gustaw Herling-Grudziński on the left. It doesn’t hap-
pen every day. Gustaw Herling persists in speaking to me in Polish. I am
seriously embarrassed. I try to answer in Italian out of respect for the
hostess whom I just met, but to no avail, the writer keeps the conversa-
tion going in Polish. My embarrassment grows. “Don’t worry, do speak
Polish with Gustavo” smiles Lidia Croce, with an amused glance.

I bring up this first meeting because of Lidia Croce I remember in
particular her eyes: lively, fiery, bright, curious, sparking with life, smil-
ing. She looked at you and… you felt enveloped by intelligence, em-
braced, at home. Later I reflected that she must have been naturally at-
tracted to young people – and between Casa Croce and the Istituto
Italiano per gli Studi Storici, founded by Benedetto Croce – there were
scores of them passing through. Young yes, but young in spirit. She
searched for their enthusiasm, she would rifle through their passions,
question their knowledge to open up and nourish her own enthusiasm
and her own passions and knowledge. She inquired: about the family,
wife, each of the children, about work and activities, then she would
give some information about Gustavo, and finally she would let herself
go and talk about the books she had read, that I should read, and also
what I should avoid reading. She would inform me about a certain
newspaper article, a certain academic that one should meet, a certain
historical fact that needed to be further investigated, certain detail of

* Historian and documentary maker, Rai-tv executive, fellow at the Istituto ita -
liano per gli studi storici years 1983/84.



contemporary life that made her wonder about the path Italy, Europe,
were taking.

Eyes and hands. Every time she met you Lidia Croce would take
both your hands, squeeze them warmly, with fondness, she would shake
them with tender affection and she would communicate to you all her
happiness and trust. I think this was an important trait of hers: welcom-
ing and putting the other person at ease, expressing her feelings, living
to the full and with curious attentiveness every moment.

Lidia Croce was definitely elegant. A genteel elegance that isn’t
concerned about fashion, but rather with the sphere of culture and man-
ners. She carried her refinement with easy grace and a subtle understate-
ment. When, in 2012, the president of the Republic Giorgio Napolitano,
former communist and very pro EU, came to Naples to casa Croce to
commemorate Gustaw Herling-Grudziński, who had been deported to
Soviet Siberia – with two other Heads of states, the President of Poland
Bronislaw Komorowski, former opponent  of the communist regime
and PRL, and Federal Germany’s President Joachim Gauck, former op-
ponent of DDR communist regime, I was beside Lidia Croce, frail from
the emotion that was upon her, strong in her smile of happiness for the
event – not an everyday event. As the guests were taking their place, she
asked with a smile: “What would Gustavo think of this?” Then the ce -
remony started. What we heard were not empty words. They were read
from a note handwritten by Napolitano himself: “I am here (…) repre-
senting the Italian Republic, also as a form of compensation for the lack
of understanding and biased closures that may have sometimes made
him feel isolated from some intellectual and political circles of this city
and may have bitterly hurt his spirit. It’s a deserved compensation, even
if late coming. Thank you to all that have been close to him. Honour to
Gustaw Herling-Grudziński”.

Listening to the President’s words, Lidia Croce squeezed my hand
strongly and happily and she said ironic, almost laughing: “It’s an up-
side-down world. Gustavo would have had fun”.

Rome, April 5 2018
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ALEKSANDRA MUELLER*

I met Lidia Herling Croce in 1998, twenty years ago. It was a warm
October Neapolitan evening. I arrived by bus from Gdansk after travel-
ling for 36 hours. Lidia was waiting for me with her husband and her
daughter Marta in Villa Ruffo. I was driven from piazza Garibaldi to via
Crispi 69 by Tommaso, Marta’s husband. He was there holding in his
hand Gustaw Herling’s Sześć medalionów i Srebrna Szkatulka (Czytelnik
1994) with a piece of paper that said “Ola Mueller”.
The reason why we all met in Naples at via Crispi 69 was Gucio, but

this is another story.
The following day I had a conversation with signora Lidia about

Poland, about Naples… and about her knowledge of the Polish lan-
guage. She told me that she did not speak or know it, but that she un-
derstood perfectly the chit chat between her husband and his friends,
acquaintances and family from Poland. Unfortunately, every time they
touched onto topics that had to do with politics and the Polish state of
affaires, the conversation would immediately heat up, they would start
to speak very quickly and it would become impossible to follow what
they were saying. She often asked me to talk about Gdansk and about
the famous philosopher who came from that city, Schopenhauer. In this
way we gradually started to see and know each other. After a few years
she told me: “Ola, who would have said that this friendship was going
to blossom between us two”.

* Social worker and assistant to the project to the Inventory for Gustaw Herling’s
archive.



If today, after so many years, I must recount something in particular,
here is what I remember….
Lidia Herling Croce knew she had married a man out of the ordi-

nary from the day she met him. She greatly valued a letter sent to her by
Józef Czapski, archived in her correspondence. His word meant to Lidia
that he had entrusted Gustaw Herling to her.
The sentence: “Ola I have married an important man”, revealed the

awareness of her own role and of the commitments that it would bring.
One morning after breakfast I went out for a walk through the city.

Sweltering as always. From via Toledo I walked to piazza Dante. In
Port’Alba, Guida bookshop had on display in the window some com-
plete collections of classical authors, in Italian and English editions,
each with a paper band with a quote from the author.  One of these was
“Heart of Darkness” and the paper band with Conrad’s quote read:
“How can I explain to my wife that when I look out of the window I’m
actually working?”. I laughed. Back at home I told signora Lidia where
I had been and what I had seen. Naples is a grand theatre performance
and for signora Lidia always a great source of joy.
In my recounting I got to the Guida bookshop and to the Conrad

quote: “how can I…” Signora Lidia said to me, on impulse: “Gustavo
didn’t have to explain that. I knew”.

Gdańsk, April 5 2018
(Translated into Italian by Marta Herling)
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LEONARDO CAMMARANO*

Participating, without having any particular personal merit, into the
life of the Croce family was for me and unexpected privilege; for others
it was a concrete way of living liberalism. In fact, the four Croce sisters
formed a sort of symphony of unrivalled humanity: social instinct at an
international level in Elena, the older sister; the concreteness, the “laws”
of facts of life in Alda; the strength of the reality of feelings, with the in-
evitable contradiction that comes from good manners kept in sourdine,
in the two younger sisters.
Unforgettable in Lidia, was the balance between intelligence and

gentleness. Intelligence always has an inevitable touch of aggression, a
note of inescapable legitimacy; Lidia found a way to make this absolute
coexist with the absolute of gentleness à tout prix.
This was the elegant law of understatement. Always busy immersed

in her literary papers, she would almost hide them, almost fearful of gen-
erating some unwanted attention; the worst way to waste time would
have been to give the idea that she was showing off. Never act impor-
tant! Equally, interpersonal relationships were built on reining in the im-
plicit irony, always inevitable while observing the disjointed course of
human events. Very close to the younger sister Silvia, she shared with
her an non negotiable moral reserve.
Living and even more sharing a life, meant first of all simplicity, not

more and not less than that of an artisan living the requirements of his
work. All this was a precious teaching: genteel life is simple; it’s the care-

* Painter and Essayist.



less and disjointed so called “simple” life that is burdened by those
gaudy psychological games, petty gossip, boasting, endless comparisons
between people, the junk of bad taste chit chat that forms what is, and
we wrongly believe should be, “normal life”.
To be honest, it was a way of living that transposed Croce philoso-

phy into every day’s life and things: the austerity, entia non sunt multi-
plicanda. The difficult is what is simple; the complicated must be re-
stricted to “three words” as recommended by a known scholar from
Vienna. This was Lidia’s sensibility.
I remember, with the longing which happy days deserve, the family

excursions with Silvia, Lidia and her husband Gustavo Herling. The
concrete was found by immersing oneself in worthy things, art, signs of
the past, nature’s beauty. In things, just as with people, the unmissable
uniqueness was the “character”.
Used to daily association with people of great stature (all of the Eu-

ropean and often intercontinental intelligentsia circulated around casa
Croce), Lidia measured men and things by their character, their being.
Everything, outside this, was required “politeness”. Among the many
episodes of daily life, I remember one that speaks quite clearly of her
character. The four of us were in the car; Silvia, Lidia, Gustavo Herling
and myself. I was at the wheel, always just under the “required mini-
mum”. At a turn of the road, taken a bit too casually, I sent the car, and
ourselves, into a rather stony field. Here multiple jolts and bumps. Lidia
was perfectly fine, but it had been quite a shock. She was sitting there
with her usual, radiant “flowery” appearance; she just exclaimed, total-
ly without irony: “You are very talented, Leonardo! We could have been
seriously hurt without your driving skills”.

Torella del Sannio, April 6 2018
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SILVIA GRECO*

If I think of Lidia I immediately recall her sweet smile and her live-
ly eyes. Then the long chats, that covered infinite subjects and were nev-
er trivial, come to mind. You would have wanted to listen for ever.  
I remember the kilometric walks around Villa Ruffo’s garden, with

her and with Silvia, and the enchantment I felt at listening their memo-
ries of Naples as an eclectic, intelligent and avant-garde city. Then the
strolls in the city, where every corner had a story to tell, from the Lone-
ly Sparrow introduced near Giacomo Leopardi’s tomb, to the architec-
tural horrors it had been possible to stop.
I remember austere lunches in her wonderful kitchen. A maccheroni

frittata stored between two ceramic plates, and it was as if those beauti-
ful Neapolitan tiles were able to keep time out of the room. Only impor-
tant things were admitted, what was timeless (the maccheroni!). One
would also learn by osmosis, in Villa Ruffo, whether it was at Lidia’s, in
Gustavo’s study, in the garden beautifully looked after by Alda or on Sil-
via’s verandah.
Commenting on how quicky books accumulate, she told me, with a

smile that masked the strict Croce’s discipline: “I have committed my-
self to give away a book for any new one that I accept in my library. One
comes, one must go”.
I remember the walks in Piedmont and the evening on our terrace

in Sant’Angelo, with Lalla. But what I really cannot forget is the kind-
ness she showed me when she shared with me, with infinite tenderness,

* Journalist and translator.



crucial stories from my side of the family that would have otherwise
been lost.
We can learn a lot from Lidia: to recognise the important things of

life, to evaluate the real meaning of actions, and to choose carefully, as
she did with books.
Let’s treasure Lidia’s memory, her marvellous spirit, free and aus-

tere.

Sydney, April 6 2018
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MARGHERITA COLONNETTI*

Strolling along the mountains trails in Pollone is a great thing in it-
self, but it would become absolutely wonderful if I were lucky enough
to meet Lidia Croce, because then every flower, every tree, every hillock,
every trail…would come to life. It was for me a constant discovery be-
cause, unlike my brothers, I didn’t have the opportunity to spend my
summers there.
“These flowers grow only on East facing hillocks, sheltered by the

shrubs delimiting the fields!”
“Here a century old tree used to stand, before it was brought down

by lightning - but look, the old trunk is coming back to life.”
Often it all ended with a cup of tea and locally made biscuits, then I

had the pleasure of listening to the stories that Lidia and Silvia ex-
changed with my sisters: we would talk about our respective parents, the
Archive in Naples, the Library in Pollone, our common friends scat-
tered around the world, and books, articles, exhibitions! In short, it was
a whole world that would come to life in that garden and for me, there
listening, it felt like being in a “bubble of tranquillity”.
Thank you Lidia, thank you Silvia, and thank you Marta, because,

together with your family, you keep all these interests alive.

* Alberto Colonnetti Foundation, Turin; Benedetto Croce Library, Pollone (Biella).



Lidia with the Father



Benedetto Croce in his library with Lidia and Dora Marra, 1947



FAUSTO NICOLINI*

Marking the third anniversary of his mum’s passing, Andrea
Benedetto Herling kindly asked me to “write a few paragraphs remem-
bering Lidia” Croce Herling.
In all sincerity, I don’t feel I am the right person to remember

Croce’s daughter, whom I never met in person, but my name compels
me to adhere (as much as I can!) to this lovely request, and even more
to be part of Marta and Benedetto’s moving occasion.
I was born in 1965 and reached some awareness of the culture

around my family in a time quite distant from the close collaboration
and fellowship between Benedetto Croce and Fausto Nicolini, after
whom I am named. All I know I owe to my father’s words. From him I
learned that, in fact, the relationship between the two families for other
reasons goes back even further, indeed to the grandparents of the two il-
lustrious erudite men. I was born a few months after the death of Uncle
Fausto and, for both the abrupt epochal change and because my inter-
ests as a youth were all devoted to the theatre, I haven’t really explored
the long standing friendships between the two families very much.
Certainly, as a child I met the children of Fausto (my grandfather Lui-

gi’s brother): Nicola (my godfather), Rachele and the last one, called
Benedetto, because the father wanted to leave to us all a clear sign of ac-
knowledging his close friend and fellow, to whom he was devoted and was
valued pupil; but I saw very little of him and he left us too early. Of Bebé,
as he was nicknamed at birth and until the end of his life, because… -ah,

* Journalist, director and poet.



that unmeasurable feeling of respect!... because until the end of his life
one would not mix him up with the supreme Benedetto, even though the
supreme Benedetto hadn’t been there for so many years! Of him, as I was
saying, I have etched in my memory the way he handled books, the way
he touched them, as only a skilled pianist strokes the piano keys, and the
skin -already ancient- of his hands blended in with the pale bookbinding
of some of the precious volumes of past times.
In these last years however, I have had the pleasure of listening to

some stories, among the many memories, of his wife Franca, a dear friend
of Lidia. Not many years ago, Franca invited me for lunch at Scaturchio,
where she was a regular, just a stone’s throw from Palazzo Filomarino,
where she still lived, on the third floor, among an untold number of pre-
cious objects and tens of thousands of volumes: a collection that was
among the largest in Italy, put together by Bebé and rightly gifted to the
Istituto italiano per gli studi storici, it joined that same Library that Lidia
Croce, with her mother and her sisters, had curated and looked after to
ensure that the immense cultural heritage would be preserved and stud-
ied in the most congenial site, Croce’s house. And there, at Scaturchio’s,
sitting at a table with a young friend that accompanied us, she also talked
about Lidia and about her way of handling books, “like Bebé” she told
me, “because Lidia was born and always lived with books, just like Bebé”.
And a sweet melancholia veiled her eyes.
She complained she didn’t see her enough: “We are two oldies

now!”
“Not at all – chimed in the friend- you still have the impetus of two

combative women”. “At 90 years of age we are old. We can say it with-
out embarrassment and without regrets. The only regret stays here, hid-
den in here…” and with a closed fist she touched the middle of her
chest. “And I am sure that Lidia, she too…” but she didn’t finish her
sentence. With her eyes Franca drew a silence that I interpreted as a nos-
talgia for a world that isn’t here anymore, a world that for her, and I
imagine for Lidia as well, was an intimate and essential memory, while
for me it’s an epoch that one researches in a library.

Rome, April 5 2018
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CLAUDIA MONTEPAONE*

I thank, with a bit of emotion, Benedetto and Marta for having al-
lowed me to be part of this very important, tender and intimate initia-
tive in memory of their mother Lidia, dear to us all.
I feel that I am with you in spirit in Dragonea, with her children, my

lifelong friend Marta, Benedetto but also beautiful Paola who unfortu-
nately is not here anymore, and our friends from the ‘70s with whom, in
different times and with different level of intensity I shared some things.
Dragonea is in fact the perfect location, today as it was back then, for

my recollection of Lidia, an excellent person, sensitive and delicate, of
great culture. Most of all what struck me of Lidia was her liveliness and
intellectual flexibility, her enthusiasm; always young and always ground-
ed in the present day, even when she was recollecting many important
episodes of her life, her hopes and her dreams. She didn’t live in the past,
even if she had an important one; she focused on what was happening,
on who was around her, on her loved ones and on her children’s friends,
right down to the younger grandchildren whom I haven’t met.
She had the peculiar gift of a discretion that would not become mar-

ginal. She was able to make people aware of her presence while remain-
ing in the background and shall we say – managing - the picture of all
the people in the foreground and around her. She had the ideal of a cul-
ture that is primarily based on solidarity and tolerance evinced in small-
er as much as in larger contexts.

* Historian of the Classical World, professor at University of Naples “Federico II”.



She has always been profoundly dear to me and I feel that today, as
well as then, we need her more than ever.

Naples, April 5 2018
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ALBERTO ROBIONY*

Dear Andrea Benedetto, digging in my memory, I actually remem-
bered one of your photography exhibitions held here in Rome in via
degli Ibernesi, where I exchanged a few words with Your Mum, who in
fact remembered the time when I used to come to your villa. I was very
happy to be able to breathe the atmosphere of culture that lingered in
your house. At the time, as I told you, I didn’t understand it very well,
but now, many years later, I realise that I must have absorbed some of
those energies which I used subsequently in my life, applying myself to
the study of Parthenopean history and culture, and more recently to the
study of disciplines focused on the harmonious development of human
beings.

Therefore those vibrations have certainly helped me.

Rome, April 5 2018

* Artist and antique dealer.



GENEVIÈVE BEDARIDA*

Dearest Benedetto, all of you are in my heart, your dear mum Lidia,
your dad, wonderful Paola, Marta and yourself… and while the sun
shines also on my distant North, I will be intensely thinking about the
sun that shines on Dragonea and Casa Rosa, on your meeting, on the
homemade pizza…

I wish you the wonderful day that you will undoubtedly have!

A very big and loving hug

Dortmund, April 7 2018

* Artist.



HENRI BEDARIDA*

My dearest Marta and Benedetto,

As you would surely remember, in the ‘70s I used to live on the third
floor of the French Institute, in that beautiful apartment with a big ter-
race. And in front of that was Villa Croce, a beautiful and refined and
original palazzo, with bushy and centenary trees, where the two of you
and Paola lived, my much loved, very dear Neapolitan friends.

I was as one must be at that age: rambunctious, unsettled, craving
independence from family and always, when I was “allowed” to come
and see you I came to “breathe” and to “build myself up” along with
you in those trepid phases of life, sometimes full of uncertainty, some-
times full of absolute convictions.
I would come down the stairs of the Institute, three steps at a time,

I would cross via Crispi and find myself in front of that immense and
massive gate, and signor Ioppi with his severe expression and withered
face would immediately let me go through…
I would climb the stairs very quickly, hesitating by the door of the

first floor because I knew that your dad was always working, I wouldn’t
ring the doorbell because I didn’t want to bother him, so I would climb
to the second floor and push the small bell.
And I would immediately hear Lidia’s soft voice, saying “Here I

come, here I come”!!

* Director of firm and enterprise in Africa.



The door would open and Lidia with her unforgettable smile and
her eyes so sweet and kind would say to me “ciao Henri, come in, come
in, how are you?..” and I would feel her clear joy at seeing me there,
coming to visit you all!!
She would immediately talk to me about the French Institute, the

“Grenoble”. She would bestow lengthy praises on my father, which
made me feel very proud, and then give lots of praise to me and my fam-
ily!
She was so generous, warm and sensible!
And then with her grave voice that could also become almost high-

pitched, she would call you and you would rush to the door and the
three of us would take off for our exclusive adolescent world! And Lidia
would understand us perfectly well!
My memory of Lidia is very sweet and intense: recalling an immense

love, a thoughtful curiosity, a hospitality that knew no boundaries and,
I must say it, an enormous patience because we - Benedetto and myself
in particular-, we were very, very restless, especially at that age!!
Dearest Lidia, you are and always will remain in my heart!!

Bamako, Mali, April 9 2018
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CARLO COPPOLA*

I remember with fondness and emotion the constant care that Lidia
had for the difficulties that the young and very young around her were
going through. She was a woman who has never let her involvement
with Italian culture distract her from loved ones, from family and
friends. Her Smile and her joy for life have accompanied us in our life
constantly, just as constantly She took interest in each of us. The mem-
ory of her smile, last time I saw her, - the following day she would leave
us-, will be a reminder to try to continue to bring her wonderful way of
living into the world.

Naples, April 8 2018

* Architect.



MAURA SANTORO*

My memory of Lidia is a familial memory, tied as it is to all that
brought me close to her, a kind lady, always smiling but armed with an
unsuspected strength, given her minute appearance.
My memory of Lidia cannot but be associated with that of a friend-

ship which belongs to another era and which connected my parents to
her and Gustavo. It was something from a different time, like their re-
finement and their way of seeing each other, in their beautiful houses, as
it was done in the 1800s. Dad also gave medical advice to Gustavo; I
used to read Gustavo’s books which drew me closer to him, an appar-
ently gruff and solitary figure whom I always met with reverential awe,
and whose gallant hand-kissing during a party, although I was then ex-
tremely young and that was indeed a homage of a different epoch, I shall
never forget.    
Lidia was the mother of my dear friends Marta, Giulio and Benedet-

to, the latter a partner in many civil battles and so dear to my heart. I
owe to Marta and Benedetto my introduction to the political party of
the Radicali, the discovery of a house, Villa Ruffo, where, I can say
thanks to Lidia, I spent formative years.
Lidia was the discovery of the other side of the moon, a maternal fig-

ure different from all I had known before, able to give me advice that
turned out to be fundamental for my future life, one advice in particu-
lar, which rests in my soul and that only she and I know. A modern
woman in the most noble sense of the word, with all the greatness of her

* Architect.



origins, but with the lightness of a butterfly: like a butterfly she flew
away, with the discretion and lightness that were hers. For ever in my
heart, together with the “world apart” where I was lucky enough to live
together with her.

Naples, April 6 2018
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ELLI CATELLO, ANNAMARIA TRAMA E MONICA MATTIOLI*

Regardless of the time elapsed, our memory of Lidia Croce and of
her shy smile is still alive within us. She has always been, with her lively
although discreet presence, a precious point of reference for the life of
the Istituto italiano per gli studi storici.
To the Institute she wanted to leave her beloved library, a lifelong in-

strument for studies, but above all a mirror of her literary passions. The
library, kept in the bookshelves of her own house, mirrors the interests
of the refined scholar, an expert of classical culture and of literature.
Among the French she was particularly fond of Rimbaud and Verlaine,
among the Italians Alfieri, Leopardi, De Sanctis, Saba, Montale, Serra,
Bacchelli. And there is no shortage of the great classics of German liter-
ature.
Alongside her passion for literature arose her profound interest in

the French Revolution and in Italian and European historical and polit-
ical thought, as evinced by the many texts of great thinkers and politi-
cians of the modern and contemporary age, from Gramsci to Labriola,
from Pareto to Turati and Togliatti.
Dear Lidia, you will always be with us in Palazzo Filomarino’s

rooms, also through your books, which we guard with tenderness.

Naples, April 4 2018

* Librarians of the Istituto italiano per gli studi storici.



MARIOLINA RASCAGLIA*

From the 1990s onwards I met signora Lidia many times in the
rooms of the Istituto and of the Fondazione Croce. Kind and helpful,
she was always available to give answers to the many questions about my
committments, as I held the dual role of assistant for the Istituto and
was also responsible for the Fondo Crociano at the Naples National Li-
brary. From deciphering words which were difficult to understand in
Croce’s autograph manuscripts to precious advice on how not to get lost
in the labyrinth of implicit references that needed decoding in the cura-
torship of the volumes for the National Edition, she generously shared
with scholars her extensive and sophisticated wealth of knowledge. Al-
ways ready to listen and discuss, she has overseen with empathy many
generations of young students that followed one another at Palazzo Filo-
marino. Her figure as a woman engaged in both public and private life,
her commanding yet discreet presence during many difficult moments
of civil and cultural conflict in the second half of the 1900s in Naples, in
Italy and in Europe, has been and continues to be, for me, an example
of coherence and planning ability, and a reminder not to stop in the face
of obstacles or difficulties.

Naples, April 6 2018

* Manager for the Department for Manuscripts and deputy Director of the Na-
tional Library of Naples.



PIER FRANCO QUAGLIENI*

Dear Marta, I participate in spirit to the memorial for Lidia Croce,
who honoured me with her friendship. She was a woman protagonist of
Italian culture and beyond, a woman always inspired by values of exem-
plary modesty and soberness. She has honoured culture with this great
lesson of human and intellectual soberness. Remembering Lidia Croce
inevitably means remembering Gustav Herling, the great intellectual to
whom she was bound in life and then honoured after his passing. She
was also a help in the Italian translation of A World Apart. I imagine how
pleased she would be if she were able to see the unique and extraordi-
nary work now included in the Oscar Mondadori edition. Truly in Lidia,
as equally in her sisters’, relived the seriousness, the integrity, the im-
mense culture of Benedetto Croce, whose memory Lidia was able to
protect through difficult years. And it’s nice to think that her daughter
Marta is at the top of that same Istituto italiano studi storici that was one
of the masterworks of the Maestro.
Warm wishes to everyone present from the Centro Pannunzio.

Turin, April 7 2018

* Director of Centro Pannunzio, Turin.



Alda and Lidia Croce in the house in Palazzo Filomarino, 1955



Lidia and Gustaw Herling, Casa Rosa, Dragonea, 1988. 
Photo by B. Paczowski  © Bohdan Paczowski
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Il Sole 24 Ore 08.04.2015
GUIDO COMPAGNA

Lidia Croce, curious and austere  

Yesterday Lidia Croce Herling passed away in Naples. After Alda,
Elena and Silvia, she was the last of Benedetto Croce’s daughters. With
Lidia’s passing another piece of that civil, austere, a little reserved
Naples that managed to survive years of Laurism, of Camorra, of mis-
management, is gone too. That city was a testimony, as well as a point of
reference, for those Neapolitans who didn’t want to resign themselves to
a Neapolitan character defined by mandolins or to the aberrations of
politics that had become a paradigm of poor governance.
In Naples, the Croce sisters have never hesitated to make their voic-

es heard in the great democratic battles waged against property specula-
tion or to protect territory. Last May, Marco Pannella announced that
Lidia had re-joined the Radical party. Lidia’s first marriage was to Vitto-
rio de Caprariis, who died prematurely at the age of forty, having become
one of the most important researchers on Macchiavelli and Tocqueville,
as well as having started and co-directed the southern publication “Nord
e Sud”. Lidia’s second husband was Gustaw Herling, one of the most im-
portant Polish writers of the 1900s, the author, among other works, of A
World Apart on Stalin’s gulags. In short, Lidia Croce and her world
demonstrated that Neapolitans can sometimes (and often in particular)
be very Europeans and do not come second to others.
Personally I have short meaningful memories; flashbacks. I can see

myself very young (I wasn’t even five years old) with my mother going



to meet my dad in Casa Croce and I remember the philosopher rebuk-
ing his daughter because she could not find a bit of chocolate to give to
a child.
Then more recent images: an excursion on the Amalfi coast to drop

off Giulio de Caprariis who was joining his mother after returning from
a study period in Venice. Then there was Giulio’s wedding, a meeting
with the other siblings Marta and Benedetto. I can say that my visits to
that world of Croce, that had belonged to my father, were always sober
and discreet but they never stopped. At the end of the day, with Lidia,
with Giulio, with Benedetto, with Marta, we always did and always do
find ways to meet up.
My last memory of Lidia is at Cortina d’Ampezzo. She was staying

with Giulio and Daniela in a nice little house in Chiave, during the Au-
gust break. I hadn’t seen her in a long time. We talked about a book she
hadn’t liked. Then she told me that often she would come across books
that were not good, but that she couldn’t throw them away because she
had been taught that one does not throw books away; she would give
them away. She spoke at length about my mother, who had recently
died. She touched on how beautiful and elegant she was, and she also
spoke of Naples of the Fifties and Sixties, which kept pace with Euro-
pean capitals, especially in its social life. Then we spoke about the sec-
ond part of her holidays which were going to take place in Pollone, in
Piedmont. And I don’t remember how she started to talk about Edgar-
do Sogno, a rather controversial liberal (under suspicion of plotting a
coup d’état), but that she remembered as a controversial figure, an ad-
venturous man, very much admired by women. In short, with a lady who
epitomized our cultural history, we spoke about a successful former am-
bassador from Piedmont as well as the most mundane side of Naples.
All this couldn’t but increase my admiration for Lidia’s intelligence. I am
convinced that culture very often means the ability to be curious. And
Lidia, as far as I remember her, was very curious.
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Corriere della sera 08.04.2015
GIUSEPPE GALASSO

Farewell to Lidia Croce, culture and refinement

With Lidia the last of the Croce’s sisters has gone (Benedetto’s sec-
ond-born Giulio died soon after birth): all the daughters were united by
an upbringing that saw culture as a reason and as a way to live, and do-
mestic life as guided by genteel sobriety, yet they were all so different.
It’s instinctive to think of them all together as a whole, as this is what
they felt themselves, sharing affections and experiences: Elena, with her
amazing elegance, imagination and creative strictness; Alda, who hid her
great skills behind pragmatism and common sense; Lidia, refined and
discreet yet full of warmth; Silvia, so imaginative and sometimes quite
surprising.
Lidia was also a woman of great culture. It was nice, and at times im-

pressive, to hear her recite, like her sisters, long portions of Italian clas-
sics by heart and discuss unusual readings from antique and modern tra-
dition. Lidia shared with her sisters a sense of worship for their father,
on whose manuscripts she had done a lot of work, having also curated
the edition of some (like she did with Alda for the extraordinary Taccui-
ni di lavoro). And a clear sign of this devotion was the creation, along
with her sisters, of the Fondazione Biblioteca Benedetto Croce, which is
to this day a precious and well looked after repository of European cul-
ture.
Lidia’s first marriage was with Vittorio de Caprariis, a scholar of his-

tory and political thought of outstanding level, who had been a pillar of
Mario Pannunzio’s Mondo and of Nord e Sud with Francesco Compagna.
After she divorced, she married the Polish Gustaw Herling, whom she
had met in 1944 and of whom she had also translated A World Apart
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from the English translation, one of the most notable books on soviet
lagers. Herling became subsequently known as a great Polish writer, and
Lidia played a big part in supporting his work and curating his memo-
ry. To this day her name remains closely associated with his.



La Repubblica Napoli 08.04.2015
GIROLAMO IMBRUGLIA

The cosmopolitan woman who loved Diderot and Rimbaud

I believe that in remembering Lidia Croce, who passed away on the
night of April 6, one cannot simply use the expression, although true, of
a figure from a vanishing Naples. Because, even though she was tena-
ciously connected to the city, Lidia Croce had a personality and an intel-
lectual character that had few Neapolitan traits. Indeed, she knew
Naples deeply but she loved the city like her husband, Gustavo Herling,
who came from Poland and, after a long and tormented wandering fi-
nally stopped here with her; like her first companion, Vittorio de
Caprariis, who had been a sharp critic of the new Republican govern-
ment’s shortcomings – of the South in particular-. Her relationship with
Naples was, in other words, disillusioned although very engaged. Lidia
Herling, born in 1922, was formed in the years of fascism and had wit-
nessed the dramatic isolation that surrounded her father, with the ex-
ception of few courageous friends such as Omodeo and Nicolini. The
hostile otherness of the city stayed with her as a vivid memory. During
those years she, like Benedetto Croce, connected more deeply with the
cultural world of Turin, which was closely involved with the Crocean
teaching but yet also open to other European cultural and political
movements. They were strong ties that stayed strong: with the
Ginzburgs, the Venturis, Gobetti. This cosmopolitanism with Italian
roots, learned from her father, was Lidia Croce’s main characteristic. A
cosmopolitanism that had two poles: Naples and Paris. Like Naples,
Paris was a city that she had known in an unmythologized way and
which she rather explored through history. She lived its most elusive and
at the same time real sides, for example through contacts with migrants



from Eastern Europe that she shared with Gustavo Herling. The deco-
ration that the Polish Republic bestowed on her for her work for exiled
intellectuals made her proud and moved her because she saw in it the
proper recognition of her civil commitment, made not of rhetoric but of
active industriousness. By the same token, with discretion and discipline
she remained vigilant as to the best ways to keep the study of Croce’s
work alive. As every specialist knows, Croce’s handwriting was indeci-
pherable to the common mortal eye, but this was not in fact an obstacle
to her reading ability. Thanks to this ability, in some cases rhabdoman-
tist, the editions of Croce’s correspondence and of his work in general,
now being printed, owe a lot to her. The best example is the transcrip-
tion of the Taccuini, the work which Croce would write daily, almost like
a logbook, where his work day was recorded; and precisely because of
this it is a fundamental instrument in understanding Croce’s biography
and thought, and it would not have been possible without Lidia and Al-
da’s help. The relationship with her father was clearly very deep and for
this reason it’s testament of an independent mind. Often Lidia Croce
has explored different paths: like with her enthusiasm for French litera-
ture of the 1700s, and Diderot in particular; for the late 19th poets, Rim-
baud; for historic matters and historians that had remained outside the
Crocean horizon, such as the French Revolution: she grew passionate
about Barnave and about Soboul’s Marxist historiography. Of invincible
energy, with an ever lively human and intellectual curiosity, Lidia Croce,
shy and reluctant to appear in public, knew how to be actively present
in the life of those who were lucky enough to know her friendship and
infinite generosity. To them, her memory will certainly not vanish.
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Il Mattino 08.04.2015
TITTI MARRONE

Lidia Croce. An intellectual in the shadow of her father and husband

In Lidia Croce’s house you can perceive the intense scent that comes
from book pages’ breathing. And the signs of farewell to an epoch are
many, an epoch symbolised by the departing, at 93, of the third daugh-
ter of the philosopher, the last one to carry the name “Croce”. Beside
her death bed two collections of volumes stand out: the foreign editions
of Gustaw Herling, the Polish writer who died in 2000 and had been her
second husband, and the three volumes of Benedetto Croce’s Estetica,
perhaps the last work to come out of Palazzo Marigliano’s  Arte Ti-
pografica, before it was forced to stop its printing work. Marta Herling,
the daughter, explains that they were a gift from Francesco del Franco,
the Bibliopolis publisher who passed away a few days ago. Lidia appre-
ciated the fine green binding of the books’ spine, just as don Benedetto
liked them. She didn’t want to miss out going through them, although
her strength had already waned in the days before Easter.
Lidia Croce’s passing also marks the end of Naples as a city “enno-

bled” by the stigmata of high culture liberal and secular in a philosoph-
ical key, that later became feeding ground for a circle of intellectuals, ac-
ademics, students; a place of liberal practices and professions that were
once honourable; of book lovers, of selfless beauty lovers. She, Benedet-
to Croce and Adele Rossi’s daughter, who came after Elena and Alda
and before Silvia, fully represents that epoch, although without having
produced the same thick essay production as Elena, or Silvia’s militant
environmental presence or the tending of the father’s legacy and work
that was more directly Alda’s. Lidia Croce represents that high culture
of intellectual engagement which contributed to the Fondazione Bib-



lioteca Benedetto Croce, found in the transcription of Benedetto
Croce’s original manuscript of Taccuini di lavoro, and in the curation
and translation of others’ work, particularly of her father and her hus-
band. She was however anything but “in the shade of her father and
husband” because she had taken on that cultural tradition, she had put
it into a daily practice in a life full of cultural passions and great human
qualities. Directing her first readings was in fact the philosopher in per-
son, with Fausto Nicolini’s advice; the right book for the right age, so
“The Three Musketeers”, not before nine years of age. A diligent and
scrupulous student at Liceo classico Vittorio Emanuele, a stone’s throw
from her Calata di Trinità Maggiore house, Lidia graduated in Human-
ities, with a thesis on History of Christianity with Adolfo Omodeo.
However, beyond the canonical studies, for Lidia the unrivalled intellec-
tual gymnasium was the familial environment. Growing up with the
most important intellectuals of the time around the house contributed
creating a mental horizon that was immense and cosmopolitan. This did
not prevent her from cultivating her own passions for things such as
theatre and cinema, which she shared with Silvia, so much so that the
sisters brought their philosopher father with them hoping to spread the
passion.
Lidia Croce’s memory was like an album populated by characters

such as Ada Gobetti, or rich with anecdotes such as the one on Giorgio
Bassani’s literary insecurities: he would stuff his pockets with different
versions of his writings that he would then submit to his competent
friend’s advice.  When the family took shelter in Villa Tritone in Sorren-
to to escape the bombing, the philosopher’s young daughter found her-
self at a crossroads of meetings that were destined to forge the future of
Italy. She would remember with a mischievous smile Togliatti’s visit,
when he stayed on chatting with her and gave her a Russian edition of
Gorky’s poetry.
In 1949 Lidia Croce married the historian Vittorio de Caprariis, and

from that union Giulio was born. In 1954 Lidia married Gustaw Her-
ling, with whom she had Benedetto and Marta. It was Lidia who trans-
lated A World Apart, Herling’s book on the gulag, from the English edi-
tion. “For years I have been someone who no one wanted to listen to or
talk to because I would say things that seemed strange, invented, on
communism in the URSS”, Herling wrote. Lidia believed in him always,
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even in the most difficult years. She was always ready to welcome other
Polish exiles, always with an open mind even when even other liberals
refused to believe him and took a hostile attitude towards him. One of
the last times I went to see her, she was studying Polish. “To keep my
mind trained”, she said with a smile, but it was clear that it was her way
to feel close to Gustaw Herling.
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Il Mattino 09.04.2015
TITTI MARRONE

The small congregation which gathered yesterday in the bare Sala
Campanella, opposite the Gesù Nuovo Church, for the last farewell to
Lidia Croce, has also unknowingly celebrated its own allegiance to a
Neapolitan civility about to disappear just at the moment when recover-
ing its secular, free, cosmopolitan spirit is most necessary. Heirs of the
educated and enlightened civility which had as its utmost representative
the Croce family, extinct at least in their name with Lidia’s passing, are
the numerous members of a sort of extended family, with a cameo ge-
nealogy perhaps unrepeatable, with an ethical-political character de-
fined by the civic and intellectual engagement. One ponders how the life
of the city would have been if those ideas, and this “third Naples” which
gathered yesterday, had more proactive vigour, more connective
strength or perhaps simply better luck.
Casa Croce’s secular and liberal thinking had such a wide transmis-

sion and carried so much weight that a good number of left leaning in-
tellectuals spoke of cultural hegemony, in quite a negative or impatient
tone. In Naples, where history and life always follow a unique bent, that
thought, instead of assuming a more vigorous expression because it
came from there, remained in prestigious but restricted circles, among
isolated prominent people, in relevant but rarely highly accessible stud-
ies. On the other hand, there were abundant forms of engagement and
places that created a real Crocean geography: Palazzo Filomarino, home
of the Istituto di Studi Storici “Benedetto Croce”, then Gerardo Marot-
ta’s Istituto di studi filosofici, the editing rooms of “Nord e Sud” for as
long as it lasted, some University chairs at the “Federico II” - and par-
ticularly that of Giuseppe Galasso, today’s Suor Orsola with Lucio d’A-
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lessandro and Emma Giammattei. Through Vittorio de Caprariis the
same approach mirrored itself in Pannunzio’s “Il Mondo”, strengthed
itself by the family’s ties with Turin Partito d’Azione’s legacy, from Go-
betti to Rossi Doria and Foa, and confronted itself thanks to Elena
Croce with Marco Pannella’s radicalism (Pannella was seen yesterday
still close to the family). It then reappeared in academics such as Tessi-
tore, Craveri, Rusciano, Paolozzi, an in other forms among publishers
such as Francesco del Franco, Stefano De Matteis, Diego Guida.
But it was the four daughters of the philosopher, real heiresses of the

great liberal society of Naples from the 1800s who, in different ways as-
sumed personally the spirit of the “third Naples” that could have been
and was not; they made it an existential element at the centre of their
daily lives. It was Elena Croce, the firstborn, who in L’infanzia dorata
and Ricordi familiari revealed the social side of the great intellectual
family, the sophisticated social circle of the paternal world, centred on
the memorable Sundays consecrated to the “civility of conversation”, to
readings and to meetings with members of the European cultural élite.
Fascism made even those “Sundays” impossible, but a possibility pre-
sented itself for a new “antifascistic” bond in a “new society (that) pre-
sented itself as a moral élite” where “relations where all ennobled by the
chrism of courage”.
This was exactly the spirit that was still echoing in Casa Croce in Via

Crispi. Free, crystal clear, courageous and very secular. Giulio de
Caprariis, child of the first marriage, remembered the maternal role as a
corner stone in their big extended family, and that Lidia was “aware of
the austere paternal tradition” but was also gifted with “her own way of
being light through her passions”: literature, Rimbaud, the French rev-
olution, life itself. And surely, as a daughter, it couldn’t have been easy
to have a father with such a cumbersome presence, or – as a grown
woman - to cross paths with men as complex as Vittorio de Caprariis
and Gustaw Herling, being at their side as a wife of one, then of the oth-
er, in a relationship that wasn’t one of a subordinate. Her personal im-
print, however, remains very clear on the fourth generation, that of the
grandchildren present at the eulogy – Benedetta, Sofia, Gustavo- who
resemble her for their straightforwardness and soberness expressed by
a natural civility springing from time-honoured roots.



Il Mattino 08.04.2015
SILVIO PERRELLA

Studying Rimbaud and Saba in the “Polish room”

No, writing about Lidia Croce is not easy. Bashful, extremely re-
served, attentive to detail, every meeting with her was a feast of intelli-
gence and style.
The first time I went to her house in Via Crispi it was to meet

Gustaw Herling and to speak with him in his “Polish room”. But in the
subsequent meetings I quickly realised that I could not leave that house
without striking up a conversation also and in particular with her.
Her relationship with writing had always struck me. We don’t in fact

have a book that bears her signature, but how many books written by
others would not have existed or would be different without her patient
and watchful eye.
She loved transcribing her favourite texts. She did this with her

favourite author, Arthur Rimbaud. How many times, in works about the
French author, one finds acknowledgments to her for her advice, for her
kindness at seeing the academic of the moment, both men and women,
and for the fastidiousness of her editing.
She transcribed her father’s Taccuini: page after page, a truly huge job;

and she did it by pondering over every single line. I can imagine her hand
reproducing -with an artisan’s spirit- the other person’s thought, never su-
perimposing her own, always extremely careful to be clear and truthful.    
With her daughter Marta she had also reorganized Gustavo’s papers

and work. Yes, this is how she called her husband, italianising his name.
However speaking with her one would quickly realise that this gift

of looking after people was something that came naturally to her. And it
didn’t diminish her curiosity.
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Going to see her was like visiting a benign goblin with running
shoes, who was able to surprise you and create joy. She would ask you
what you thought of this or that; and you felt you had to rise to the oc-
casion and keep trivialities at bay.
And how fond she was of Naples! She had a real passion for her city.

A passion that was not usual, lived discretely but actively. I believe that
the Istituto Croce library, the library inside Palazzo Filomarino, owes a
lot to her.
And how well she honoured friendships! We once spoke about An-

na Maria Ortese, of her frequent visits to Casa Croce, and of the friend-
ship that flourished between her and the other sisters. Ortese had re-
turned the favour by remembering them in a short story. But then they
lost track of her.  
Her reluctance to take a public stand, whether it was through writ-

ing or anything else, makes Lidia’s passing even more painful. I had of-
ten hoped that her oral stories could be put on paper. But she never gave
interviews, not even when an opportunity presented itself, for instance
when she turned 90.
How many memories, how many connections, how many intuitions

disappear with her passing. But we should not despair yet: who knows
if Lidia might not surprise us: a diary, an exchange of correspondence,
some “note without text” in the fashion of the Triestine writer Bobi Ba-
zlen.
And speaking about people from Trieste, I can’t fail to mention the

last book I sent to Lidia: it was Scorciatoie e raccontini, by Umberto Sa-
ba, which I had curated for Einaudi. I had sent it with some hesitation,
as in one of the first stories he teases Benedetto Croce a bit. I didn’t
know Lidia had a real passion for the poet from Trieste. Then Marta said
jokingly that her mother had read and re read that “green volume”.
I am telling this story as a proof of her open mindedness and I would

add of her effervescence which were both marked by a truly unusual
lightness and cheerfulness.
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Farewell to the last girl of Casa Croce

The smile under a hairband: it was almost a distinguishing mark, to-
gether with the common family traits and the intellectual status, the gen-
tleness, the grace, the rigorous elegance of culture. Lidia Croce, third
daughter of Benedetto and Adele Rossi, passed away today in her house
in Via Crispi, in Naples. She was 93 years old and she was the last living
daughter of the philosopher.
In 1955, along with her mother and the sisters Elena, Alda and Sil-

via she created the Fondazione “Biblioteca Benedetto Croce”, to ensure
that the philosopher’s immense collection of books would be preserved
and open to the public for consultation in its original premises in Palaz-
zo Filomarino.
It’s to Lidia that we owe the curation of some of her father’s corre-

spondence and the transcription of the original manuscript (in its latest
draft) of the precious Taccuini di lavoro of Benedetto Croce, in which
the scholar “would remain vigilant on himself”, writing down at night
the work and the events of the day, an account inside the writing that re-
veals the gaps and the connections between his work and his life, as well
as an insight into Casa Croce as a collective laboratory where the daugh-
ters played a role that was not at all marginal. The page dated January
6, 1922 reads: “Just finished the article for Per una poetica moderna. Fin-
ished editing as above. At 10 am a baby girl was born, I will call her
Lidia”. Two days later: “Laterza came (Giuseppe will be Lidia’s godfa-
ther, writer’s note) with a nurse. Then many visits”.
On June 27, 1937: “At night to the theatre, with Lidia and Silvia.

Listening, after forty five years or more, to “Poverty and Nobility”! It’s
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not the old Scarpetta’s performance: everything is diminished in tone
and vivacity; but the girls were extraordinarily amused. So in this dis-
creet way, precisely through the Taccuini, we are able to follow the life
of this “presence of great kindness and stability, a reserved protagonist
of European culture”, as described by Emma Giammattei. On June 21,
1948: “Monday, beginning of the week very unsettled (…). In the after-
noon, Lidia became engaged to the young de Caprariis”. The following
January, the wedding with the historian and journalist from which
Giulio was born. But the marriage didn’t last and after they separated
Lidia met Gustaw Herling again in Munich, having first met him in 1944
in Sorrento when he was stationed there as a young Polish soldier, ahead
of the battle of Monte Cassino. They married in London in 1954 and
soon Benedetto and Marta were born. Today Marta is general secretary
of the Istituto italiano per gli studi storici. In 2000, after Herling’s death,
Lidia curated the cataloguing of his archives and oversaw the publica-
tion of his work in Poland, in Italy and other countries.
“Lidia Croce Herling, one should call her so as the name is a synthe-

sis of her personal history – adds Giammattei, scholar of both the
philosopher and the Polish writer – was the most shy and reserved of the
Croce sisters. She had strong literary passions that she shared through
an epistolary network with scholars or simple readers of this or that au-
thor, starting with Rimbaud who was totally foreign to the paternal taste
and aesthetic. A few names: Montale, Saba and Renato Serra of whom -
some time ago- she had pointed out to me a little known amorous cor-
respondence. She had an extraordinary natural talent for ‘background’
stories of history and literature.

In 1948 she translated from German Karl August Mayer’s “Vita
popolare a Napoli nell’età romantica”, adding to the preface one of her
very few notes on the Parthenopean character: “and those who like us
live in Naples and are from Naples, will particularly enjoy this book that
shows us past features of a reality still with us today, of which we are part
and in which we live and operate. In Naples human and historical events
have had great narrators and great historians, but indeed Mayer’s book
also contributes to the vast and complex fabric of which history is
made”.

The house in via Crispi where Lidia passed away is indeed one of
the last Napoli Nobilissima sites. When her sister Silvia was still alive I
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met her there for an interview. Lidia welcomed me with generosity and
without ceremony, in her girlish headband which she is shown wearing
from the first to the last of the family photographs. Coffee served in
small cups with flowers and the modesty of not being on film, so that the
camera was for the whole time pointed at the floor, on the maiolica tiles.
The subject of the conversation was Anna Maria Ortese, “graceful”
guest in Palazzo Filomarino who had depicted the Croce sisters in a pre-
cious short story.
Lastly, in 2014 the President of the Polish Republic Bronislaw Ko-

morowski conferred on her the “Commander with Star of the Order of
Merit of the Republic of Poland”.



COMMEMORATIVE SPEECHES

FULVIO TESSITORE*

I must start by quoting the Istituto Italiano per gli studi storici, not on-
ly because I have the honour of representing it here, but because what I
want to say comes from conviction and not just for the sake of convention.
This Institute is a unicum not just in Naples, not just in Italy. It is so

not only because of the stature of the Maestri that have taught and are
teaching there but also -why not say it- for the authoritative stature
achieved through the many scholars who passed through it in its more
that seventy years of its history. This continuity is already a virtue – as
Croce said in 1899- in a country that breaks traditions rather than con-
tinuing them. This isn’t true at the Institute, whose list of scholarship
holders shows that they represent a large part of the Italian culture in
the second half of the 1900s. The Institute is a unicum because inside its
simple and severe walls it gathers and guards the spirit, yes the spirit – I
say this without fear of falling into easy rhetoric, of Italian civil society,
lost today more than ever, and of the last cosmopolitan time of Naples:
the Crocean one. This too I state, with anguish and without fear of be-
ing contradicted, because public figures (politicians, administrators,
scholars, professors) have the right to tell the truth.
In this deficiency of truth Croce summarized the most serious criticism

of fascism and other tyrannies, in precisely those Taccuini di lavoro that
Lidia was instrumental in transcribing. This vital “conservation” of the In-
stitute came, however, thanks to many mediators. Among them, a leading

* Advisor to the Istituto italiano per gli studi storici.
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role was that of the Croce daughters, Elena, Alda, Lidia, Silvia. I was lucky
enough to know them all very well, Alda and Lidia in particular. I can
therefore say that they, although all different, had as a common trait the
austere, genteel, cultivated and sentient awareness of the meaning of the
precious paternal pedagogy. Beside Alda, inflexible custodian of her fa-
ther’s legacy, although always maintaining a liberal critical attitude, each of
the Signore Croce made a contribution. Lidia was characterised -this is
how it always seemed to me- for her “shy respect” and I would not know
how to express it better that by the cited above from Manzoni. She had re-
spect for the intellectual freedom of everyone who worked in the Institute,
respect for her own role that was to be carried out with tenacity and mod-
esty, respect for the legacy she inherited. And I would like to remember
here, among the many meetings held in Palazzo Filomarino and Villa Ruf-
fo that I could mention, one in which I happened to recall a wonderful
thought of Goethe, who my E.v. Humboldt liked very much: “what you
have inherited, you must conquer, so that you’ll be able to possess it”. Lidia
agreed with the enthusiasm she showed for the great principles of culture,
because she found in them the criterion for her actions, for her role which
at first glance seemed low key and familial. It was no matter that she lived
with important and difficult men – in terms of intellectual acuity and ethi-
cal dignity, such as Vittorio de Caprariis and Gustaw Herling. Today Lidia
leaves us and her passing acquires a symbolic meaning. With her disap-
pears also one of the last testament of the “Napoli nobilissima”; she was
loyal to the ethics of civil life, inflexibile in her private morals, cheerful but
never indulgent in rejecting Neapolitan cynicism and vulgarity, which was
able to transform even its sparkling intelligence into a giggly coarseness,
tattered and shrieky, which is the opposite of the “very loyal” and “very no-
ble” real Naples. For these reasons Lidia Croce’s passing is a real and grave
loss. For these reasons we must make an effort to salute and thank Lidia
Croce with a commitment: to work so that Naples can become a happy
place again, regaining the values of public and private ethics. For all this,
dear signora Lidia, we will miss you, but we will not forget you.

[Ceremony for Lidia Croce, Sala Campanella, Piazza del Gesù Nuo-
vo, Naples. April 8, 2015]



CARLO IANNELLO*

For the first time the Municipal council of Naples is commemorat-
ing the passing of one of the great philosopher’s daughters.

Today this assembly remembers Lidia Croce, one of the women who
has shaped the recent history of our city the most.

Lidia Croce was born in Naples on January 6, 1922.
Following her studies at the Liceo classico “Vittorio Emanuele” she

joined the University of Naples in the Classical studies department,
from which she graduated in 1942-43 in “History of Christianity with
Adolfo Omodeo, with a thesis on “Researches on Peter’s legend in the
first two centuries: in the New Testament and in the Apocrypha”. The
great Sicilian historian saw in her a significant philological talent, that
revealed itself in her subsequent studies at a more mature age. The evi-
dence of this talent is apparent in the research she conducted in her pa-
ternal archive and in the Italian and foreign archives in order to collect
the Father’s letters and have them merge into the Fondazione Croce. In
addition to this are the researches she made during her travels and con-
tacts she developed following the footsteps of the authors to whom she
dedicated her scholarly passion, from Antonio Labriola to Arthur Rim-
baud, Barnave, Renato Serra and Ettore Majorana (to quote a few) as
well as her inexhaustible intellectual engagement.
Testimony to this are the essays and the translations, the articles,

notes and reviews that she published in so many magazines, from

* Councillor for Naples’ Municipal Council 2011-2016.



“Arethusa” to “Iridion:  Quaderni di cultura polacca”, “Lo spettatore
italiano”, “Prospettive settanta”, “Études rimbaudiennes”. Among her
translations, from German, a selection from Carl August Mayer’s book,
Vita popolare a Napoli nell’età romantica, Laterza 1948, with an intro-
duction written by her.
In 1955 she founded, together with her mother Adele Rossi and her

sisters Elena, Alda, and Silvia, the Fondazione “Biblioteca Benedetto
Croce” to ensure the preservation and use of the philosopher’s library
on the original premises in Palazzo Filomarino; she also curated the col-
lection of editions and translations of his work as well as the many re-
views generated by his work. The Fondazione was established in 1956
as Ente morale (a non-profit organisation, translator’s note): Lidia Croce
was an advisor to the Fondazione since its constitution.
With Alda she curated the library and the archive of the Fon-

dazione, the programming of the edition for Benedetto Croce’s Works
and Correspondence. Among the published titles of the Istituto italiano
studi storici she curated the first two volumes of Croce’s Epistolario: I
Scelta di lettere curate dall’autore. 1914-1935 (1967); II. Lettere ad
Alessandro Casati. 1907-1925 (1969); and the Lettere a Benedetto Croce.
1885-1904 of Antonio Labriola (1975).
She transcribed Benedetto Croce’s Taccuini di lavoro from the auto-

graph manuscript into the most recent edition. Completed in 1988, the
transcription was published in 1992, in the edition curated with Alda by
the Fondazione “Biblioteca Benedetto Croce”. The six volumes limited
edition (with a total of 3.000 pages), was dedicated to the memory of
Adele Rossi and Paola Cammarano. Thanks to Sasso, director of the Is-
tituto italiano studi storici, Lidia also contributed to the index of names
for this work published in 2011 as a supplement to the 1992 edition
Lidia followed and participated in the life of the Istituto italiano per

gli studi storici since its founding, she was always a reliable and precious
point of reference for directors and professors and from the end of the
1940s into the 1970s she was frequently present at courses and classes
that took place in Palazzo Filomarino’s rooms.
In 1949 she married Vittorio de Caprariis, and Giulio was born. A

few years after the separation she met Gustaw Herling again in Munich.
She had met him in 1944 in Sorrento when -as a young soldier of the
Polish Army II Corps, he stopped there before the battle of Monte
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Cassino.  From their union, in London in 1954, she had two children,
Benedetto and Marta.
In 1955 they settled in Naples in the house in via Crispi, where they

continued to live and where their libraries and studies are kept, show-
ing the profound imprinting of their family life, of their shared friend-
ships and intellectual passions.
Of Gustaw Herling she translated A World Apart from the English

edition published in London in 1951 with a preface by Bertrand Russel.
The book was subsequently published in 1958 by Laterza, by Rizzoli in
1965 and by Feltrinelli in 1994 (from 2003 in the Universale econonomi -
ca). She was a careful and attentive reader of his articles and essays be-
fore their publication for Italian newspapers and magazines. 
After Gustaw Herling’s passing in 2000, Lidia curated the reorgani-

zation and rearrangement of his library and archives, and she oversaw
the publication of his work in Poland, in Italy and in other countries. In
2010 she signed the agreement between the Fondazione “Biblioteca
Benedetto Croce” and the Warsaw National Library to oversee the re-
arrangement, online cataloguing and digitalization of Gustaw Herling’s
archive. This is an archive that includes literary manuscripts, correspon-
dence, press cuttings, photographs and videos: the project is still in
course of completion and the inventory will be published. With her per-
mission and collaboration the cataloguing of the volumes from Gustaw
Herling’s library – comprehensive of notes, annotations and dedica-
tions- was initiated by the Institute for Studies and Documentation on
Polish Literature in Warsaw. It will be published in print and online.

On April 26, 2014 the President of the Republic of Poland conferred
upon her the “Cross of the Order of Merit of the Republic of Poland” for
her contribution to cultural relations between Italy and Poland.

These are just the basic biographical details in the important cultur-
al work carried out by Lidia Croce.
Indeed, with the passing of Lidia Croce the city of Naples doesn’t

just lose a woman with a profound humanistic culture, but also a sophis-
ticated intellectual who projected with her very image, as it has been
justly written, “the rigorous elegance of culture” (N. Festa Il Corriere del
Mezzogiorno). Naples and Italy lose much more than this.
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Guido Compagna wrote in Il Sole 24 ore that “with Lidia Croce’s
passing another piece of that civil, austere, a little reserved Naples that
managed to survive years of Laurism, of Camorra, mismanagement, is
gone too. That Naples was a testimony as well as a point of reference for
those Neapolitans who didn’t want to resign themselves to a Neapolitan
character defined by mandolins or to the aberrations of politics that had
become a paradigm of poor governance”.
We should also add that with Lidia Croce also vanishes one of the

last fragments of a Naples that knew how to interpret the role as an up-
per class in the real meaning of the term, a city that was taken seriously
in Italy and in Europe. Naples, a city that always distinguished itself for
its battles in the name of civility, for its fights to preserve both the urban
landscape and its historic and artistic heritage, which were considered
an essential part of our cultural identity. A city that has always opposed
poor governance, corruption and profiteering. A city that political
forces, locally and nationally, would listen to, a city that fought count-
less battles in the name of culture, achieving many victories and equally
meeting its defeats with honour. Today’s Naples is very much indebted
to this diligent and learned upper class. The new generations that would
like to redeem the South of Italy from the present condition of ethical,
cultural, economic and civil degradation have this Naples as a point of
reference and as example of civilized and moral life. Therefore, this
commemoration is not and does not want to be a rhetorical celebration,
something that would contrast with Lidia Croce’s understated style, but
serves to witness, through the example of people like Lidia Croce, that
the redemption of our peoples is possible, because Naples is not only an
example of poor governance and bad habits, it also has significant tra-
dition of enlightened and non conformist ruling classes.
Lidia Croce was a reserved woman. The press has described her as

“self-effacing but strong, reserved but very powerful” (S. Cervasio, La
Repubblica Napoli). She didn’t like to appear in public. She had refused
countless interviews. The public stage was for her sisters. Elena, a pro-
tagonist in intellectual life and founder of Italia Nostra; Alda, engaged
in environmental battles and founder of Palazzo Marigliano’s assizes and
Silvia, president of the Ente morale [non-profit] “Suor Orsola Benin-
casa”. All of them bound by one heritage, that of the Istituto Italiano per
gli studi storici and the Fondazione Biblioteca Benedetto Croce. It was
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as though the Croce sisters had assumed specific roles. The frontline
was left to Alda, Elena and Silvia, according to their respective roles and
cultural interests. However, Lidia Croce was indeed “very present”. She
had a fundamental role not only culturally, as we have already stated,
but also in civil battles for the preservation of the urban landscape and
the historic and artistic patrimony, battles that in terms of Crocean
thought are integral to the protection of culture. She was always very at-
tentive to every issue, generous with advice and valuable suggestions.
I remember that during one of the meetings in Via Crispi with the

Croce sisters, it was indeed Lidia who suggested a text where the idea
we wanted to purvey was very well expressed. It was Benedetto Croce’s
1920 report on the proposed bill for the protection of natural landscape,
in which the philosopher affirmed the modern definition of landscape,
incorporated by the 1948 Constitution and subsequently by the Cultur-
al Heritage’s code. It is a paper that identifies the protection of the land-
scape with the protection of the mother land. In his words: “A protec-
tion, therefore, of what constitutes the appearance, characteristics,
singularities, in which each nation is different from another, in the ap-
pearance of its cities, in the outline if its terrain, in its geological peculi-
arities; from some we take (especially from the German and the English)
traditions, memories drawn from history, literature, legends, all that
shapes the soul of each lineage or that it had or continues to have deep
influence in the making of the national soul”.
It’s in this way that, without taking a public role but rather listening,

advising and always providing her generous contribution, Lidia actively
participated in the battles against the devastation of the environment
and the protection of the urban landscape that the Croce sisters have al-
ways led.
Even in the short time when she was the last of the sisters still alive,

she kept the same austere style, always refusing to go on the public stage.
“I have never done it – she used to say- why should I do it today?”. In-
deed, she kept out of the spotlight and far from the media”. The last in-
terview she declined is the one Antonio Gnoli requested for the national
edition of La Repubblica. “All there was to say has already been written
by Elena in her family memoires”, was the courteous answer she gave.
As always, however, she continued to be very attentive to the city’s

matters concerning culture and town planning especially now, since she
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felt that, being the only one left, she had to also address all the battles
that her sisters had left in her hands. There is testament to this commit-
ment in an unpublished remembrance written for Naples’ Villa Comu-
nale for the Maggio dei Monumenti 2014 dedicated to Benedetto
Croce’s Storie e leggende napoletane. This was, by the way, a choice Lidia
Croce considered as one of the most significant celebrations of her fa-
ther’s memory. She appreciated this initiative - promoted enthusiastical-
ly by councillor Nino Daniele – very much indeed.
“For us born in the ’20s -writes Lidia Croce- who lived in the old

centre of Naples, the Villa was something of a marvel for the great beau-
ty of its paths and its trees. The boulevards full of places to play for us
kids, and the coloured balloons; the riding track and in particular the
Aquarium and the Dohrn family. The visits to the Aquarium with its
unique and extraordinary types of fish from the Gulf, opened horizons
of travels, of the seas. The statues of the Villa and the frescos in the
Aquarium, by the great painter Von Mares, the fountain where we
would look at our reflection, the playground: this was a whole enchant-
ed world that brightened up our childhood and adolescence until the
war. It seemed that all this was going to be eternal and that it was never
going to end. But it wasn’t going to be so…”

In this short recollection there is a lot of Lidia Croce’s character
and humanity. She was a refined woman of culture, always vigilant and
attentive to the civic life of her city and her Country. This Assize, that
represents the city, should see in Lidia and her sisters, beyond Benedet-
to Croce’s teachings, a luminous example of political civility, and should
claim many of those battles in the interest of the city and of the new
gene rations.

[Commemoration for Lidia Croce, Naples Municipal Council. Via
Verdi, April 28 2015]



Since the train was fleeing your sunny land,
I farewelled the blue you so love in your sea,

And the black tangles of lava, the green farmlands,
And the Mountain in the background, no longer glittering with snow,

But with its head enveloped in dense grey vapours.
Then vainly the eye scanned past the farmhouses
-that never gave your brisk stride refuge -

The closed faces of your land dependent people.
Thus I left, after a fleeting return

To your joyless city, which Summer disrupted.
Far from its streets, over crowded with people,

Dusty in the heat of the gloomy afternoon feast day.
Away from the hospitable house where your friend welcomed me,

A house whose open terrace awaited you so many times
In your years of anguish that form your past!

Away from the cheerful garden in whose pond swans and geese
Always together bathe in the morning,

Whose large forecourt always has Etna in front,
But it is invisible to my eyes now that they are full of tears.
Since you have gone, breaking free of the strong chains

Of the frantic life that one leads here,
As you seek your way, towards other places, we can only
Wait for you, alone, or maybe, one day, follow you.

Lidia Croce, Naples July 3, 1947

[Typescript, with autograph dedication “To Dora Marra, with love her Lidia”, kept
in the Dora Marra Beth archive and donated by Barbara Beth to Andrea Benedetto and
Marta Herling on April 7 2018 at Casa Rosa, Dragonea]



Casa Rosa, Dragonea, 1988. Photo by B. Paczowski  




