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LAHS - The Perfect Storm

I have been blessed.  I find myself staring at this computer screen and shaking my head.

I never imagined I would make it this far.  And to do so feeling healthy, happy and loved is another
miracle. There have been many positive and negative events in my life but, today, I choose to
focus on LAHS and talk about how my time there contributed to the happiness I am currently
savoring.

There has been much written about the details of our time there.  The school, the classmates,
Livorno, Tirrenia, American Beach, and so many other memories such as pizza at La Lanterna, for
example.  But as I reflect on those times, it is not any of those specifics that rise to the surface.
Rather it is the feeling that was born there and that is still with me today.

Like many of us who found ourselves sitting behind a desk in a converted WAC’s barracks on
Camp Darby, I envisioned this to be just another brief stop before my father was transferred again.
After all, I had moved more that 25 times in my life to that point and I was already mentally
preparing to be uprooted again.  And, yes, my stay there was only for just over two
years………...but this time I put down emotional roots that I took with me through life’s journey.
So, the question is why?  What happened?

The easy answer is that I found friends there that shared a common background with me.  But I
had acquaintances in other locations I had lived before and there were no emotional roots born at
any of those locations.

What happened those many years ago at that small school can only be explained by thinking
about it as if it were a perfect storm.  All of us were departing the age of innocence at the same
time and, because we were a close-knit group, we were not reluctant to share the experiences of
that transition.  And, what makes this even more special, is that we didn’t know at the time that we
were doing so. Emotional roots can only grow if the environment is nurturing and the timing is right.
That is what we had.  Friendships that were born and developed in LAHS soil.  And that kind of
kinship will stay with you forever.

I have always said that LAHS reunions are not typical high school reunions.  They didn’t have the
perfect storm that we had.  Many of us have been to quite a few reunions over the years.  Quite
remarkable for a small school.  But I contend that we don’t get together to reminisce.  I think we
need to get together to water those emotional roots.

My thanks and love to all of you.

~~ By Peter Ruggiero “66
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Growing up as a Teenage Overseas Brat

I was born in Ft.  Knox, Kentucky.  Growing up as an Army brat, I lived where my father’s duty
stations were -- both in Europe (Austria, Germany, and Italy) and in the States (Washington,
Texas, South Carolina, Kentucky and Kansas).

In 1962, my father received orders for Korea.  My parents decided that my mother would bring my
sisters and me to Italy in hopes that my father could request Italy after his Korean tour and finish
out his military career from there.

In July, 1962, my father drove us to the New York cruise port where we said good-bye to him -- we
would not see him for the next thirteen months.  We boarded the Cristoforo Colombo liner for the
crossing to Italy.  When we disembarked in Naples, Italy, I felt I had entered another world!  We
arrived at my Nonna’s house where none of my relatives spoke English and my sisters and I did
not speak Italian; we shopped for food EVERYDAY because my Nonna did not even have a
refrigerator, phone or television in her house.  It was tough, but the first time I had a “Neapolitan
pizza,” I was spoiled forever.  For me, I never had better pizza anywhere!

My sisters and I – as a 14-year old -- started to pick up the language in a few days and were able
to better communicate with my Nonna.  While we were in Caserta, my cousin would take me out to
become acquainted with his friends and to go to some Italian dances, but it was very challenging to
me as the culture was so different.

My mother enrolled all of us in school at Camp Darby and we moved to Tirrenia, Italy, where most
Americans who were stationed at Camp Darby lived.  At first, living in Tirrenia was a huge
adjustment, but it turned out to be a positive life-changing experience as it taught me so much and
prepared me to face life’s issues with meaning for the rest of my life.

There is truly something to be said about “overseas brats” experience versus civilian kids attending
public high school in the States.  I will always cherish my years in Italy with fond memories.

~~ By Rosanna Ledford Frazao ‘66
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The Double Life of an Army Brat

In 1956, when I was eight years old, I left Brooklyn, New York, and moved to Livorno, Italy.  I
remember thinking how foreign everything would be to me in Italy.  It was just my mother, a young
war bride, and I who bravely crossed the Atlantic on the Christopher Columbus.  Never once did I
get seasick!  We arrived in Genova and went to a restaurant.  I asked my mom to take me to the
bathroom and cried when I saw I would have to squat on two footprints on the floor.  There was no
talking me into using that bathroom!  Finally, the restaurant owner took me to his own home and I
was able to use a bathroom with a regular toilet.

When I arrived in Livorno, I was full of anticipation – where would I be living?  Would I be able to
make friends?  I saw many buildings torn down by bombs along the way.  The house we went to
live in was next to a church and didn’t even look like a house!  It was connected to a wall that
surrounded the church property and there were no windows.  The floor was covered with bricks;
there was a marble sink in the kitchen; an outside shower and – oh my God! – another horrible
“toilet,” that is, a marble slab two feet above ground with a hole in it and no plumbing!  How could I
ever live in such a house?!

It took a week if not less for me to come to love living in that home and just a few more weeks to
learn Italian. My maternal grandparents, nonno and nonna, welcomed me with open arms to their
home; all my Italian relatives and family friends came to greet us; and there were tons of children -
our playground was the church.  My fondest memory was that of my nonno and I sitting on the
sidewalk resting our arms on the back of the chairs facing us. He rode a bike to work at the glass
factory and was a man of few words.  When he did talk I hung on every word he said.  He would
give me 10 lire and I would walk across the street and buy candy for myself at the bar – the same
bar where we would watch TV -- until we finally bought our own TV.  My nonna thought I needed to
fatten up and would cook the most wonderful fresh food ever.  She would clean and shine our
modest home from top to bottom and have the priest come to bless it even though we did not go to
church every Sunday.  She knew our school bus driver, Beppe, and would ask him to wait for me
to finish my caffe latte and pane francese when he would stop to pick me up in the morning.

During the ten years I lived in Italy, I was truly bi-cultural.  Mornings, when I got on the school bus, I
was American; then in the afternoons, when I got off the bus, I was Italian.  I spoke Italian at home
and English at school; I ate Italian food at home and American food at school; I played with Italian
friends at home and American friends at school; I listened to Italian songs at home and American
songs at the Teen Club.  I also had to learn to live by American and Italian rules -- when in Livorno,
do as the Livornese would do; when at school, do as the Americans would do.

I treasure all that I learned from both cultures and would not trade my childhood with anyone.  I can
truly say I believe I had the best of both worlds.

~~ By Liliana Stitt Covington ‘66
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We Were the Post WWII Camp Darby Brats

We were the post WWII Camp Darby brats.

Most of us lived there between the very early 50s through the end of the 60s.  My late brother Vic
was born in Livorno (Ardenza) in 1952. Sister Anna in Napoli,1956.  Some of us who rode the
buses from Livorno (Piazza Grande - parked in front of the Bar, La Mano D'Este) can remember
the delays whenever some mines planted by the Nazis had to be blown up.  We can also
remember some of the beaches which had yet to be cleared of these mines.  The sign "Achtung
Minen" on them didn't prevent us from playing touch football or chasing each other around on them
-- talk about being delirious.  Miraculously, none of us -- to my knowledge -- ever got blown up.

We would almost religiously attend the movie theater on Fridays or Saturdays.  La Lanterna was
our watering hole after dancing away at the Teen Club.  For those of us who lived in Livorno, we
had access to the local urban culture.  Walks, or passeggiate’s, up and down Via Grande were
common. Exploring the Little Venice area and the city in general; the port being of great interest
when the fishermen brought in their daily catch.  We attended the Italian cinemas.  We were first
introduced to the western genre ground-breaking Sergio Leone trilogy, starring Clint Eastwood as
the existential cowboy (The Good, the Bad and the Ugly; For a fistful of Dollars, and for a Few
Dollars More) scored by Henry Mancini, and in Italian, entertained some of us who understood the
language.  Or, just to “get out of Dodge” hop a locale to Firenze or some other Tuscan town or
village to spend the day cruising around.

Those of us who were connected to the Italian culture either through language, heritage or both,
really lived in two separate worlds. The Italians of post-war Italy were very busy trying to emerge
from the social chaos and material deprivation evident in the War's wake.  Dipping in and out of
both worlds proved to be both a pyschological and cultural challenge, though we weren't fully
aware of it. Camp Darby served as a lifeline during these hard times.  It gave us access to services
and products scarce or non-existent in the local market.  Christmases and summers spent in the
mountains of Irpinia where both my maternal and paternal ancestors came from introduced us at
an early age to some very grim scenarios of everyday existence and at the same time connected
us to an Italy the few had access to.

Needless to say, during those immediate post-war decades, ethnic discrimination abounded.
Many of the D.O.D. brats were wary or totally ignorant of the local culture. You couldn't blame them
really. Looking around at the social and material degradation caused by the war, who wouldn't be?
Nonetheless, on many occasions, those of us who were connected to the Italian culture by
heritage and also directly through Italian parents and relatives, etc., often experiences ostracism
and cultural insensitivities.  Luckily we had the home field advantage, so to speak, and were able,
for the most part, to deal with it.

I could go on and on....but I trust I have elucidated some aspects of having had the overall
wonderful experience of growing up in Italy.

~~ By Louis DeMeo ‘67
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History

In the years following Axis powers surrender and the close of World War II, Italy and the
United States signed a treaty that allowed for the United States to occupy a section of land
near Livorno. The treaty would allow US forces to keep operation lines of communication
across the country and station troops in the area, and in 1951 Camp Darby was established. In
1955 the Austrian State Treaty was signed, requiring all US forces in Austria to be
withdrawn. Camp Darby was used as the primary withdrawal point for all United States
troops, supplies and assets that had formerly been stationed in Austria.

In addition to being named for well-known World War II figure, the main square of the base
is dedicated to another World War II hero and Congressional Medal of Honor Recipient,
Private Masato “Curly” Nakae. Nakae was Japanese American soldier who fought in Europe
with both the 100th Infantry Battalion and the 442nd Regimental Combat Team in battles
near the city of Pisa. Nakae’s service weapon became jammed in battle, and after picking up
a wounded comrade’s weapon he fought off repeated waves of attacking enemy forces.
Severely wounded in combat, Nakae continued to fight, refusing surrender several times. He
was eventually able to repel the attackers, eventually causing them to order a retreat and call
off the attack.

Camp Darby has also played a significant medical role for US forces over the last several
decades. The United States Army Europe (USAREUR) Contingency Hospital for the 7th
Medical Command was stationed at Camp Darby for several years between 1980 and the mid
1990’s. The USAREUR Contingency Hospital was established via Congressional action,
following the terrorist bombings of the United States Marine Barracks in Beirut Lebanon in
1983. Under command of Captain Laurent La Brie, the contingency hospital operated under
the mission of being able to respond to any natural disaster or terrorist attack within 18 hours,
anywhere in the eastern hemisphere.
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1954 DANUBIAN YEARBOOK
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1954 DANUBIAN YEARBOOK



11

1954 DANUBIAN YEARBOOK
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1954 DANUBIAN YEARBOOK
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1954 DANUBIAN YEARBOOK
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1954 DANUBIAN YEARBOOK
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1954 DANUBIAN YEARBOOK
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1957 TIRRENIAN
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1957 TIRRENIAN
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1957 TIRRENIAN
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1957 TIRRENIAN
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1963 TESORETTO
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1963 TESORETTO
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1963 TESORETTO
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1963 TESORETTO
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1964 TESORETTO
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1964 TESORETTO
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1964 TESORETTO
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1964 TESORETTO
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1964 TESORETTO



29

1964 TESORETT0
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1965 TESORETTO
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1965 TESORETTO
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1965 TESORETTO
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1965 TESORETTO
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1966 TESORETTO
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1966 TESORETTO
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1966 TESORETTO
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1966 TESORETTO
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1966 TESORETTO
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1966 TESORETTO
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1966 TESORETTO
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1966 TESORETTO
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1962 CLASS GRADUATION

1964 CLASS GRADUATION
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1965 CLASS GRADUATION

1966 CLASS GRADUATION
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1967 CLASS GRADUATION

1968 CLASS GRADUATION
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1969 CLASS GRADUATION

1970 CLASS GRADUATION
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1972 CLASS GRADUATION

1974 CLASS GRADUATION
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1975 CLASS GRADUATION
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LAHS SCHOOL
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LAHS SCHOOL
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LAHS SCHOOL
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TEEN CLUB
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TEEN CLUB
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SPORTS
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SPORTS
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SPORTS
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AMERICAN BEACH

E arrivata la menta, il mentaio
Bambini piangete, mamma ve la compra

Vado via, me ne vado
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AMERICAN BEACH
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1966 CLASS REUNIONS

June 16-18, 1989 Washington DC Alumni Reunion           All classes

May 24-26, 1991 Chicago, IL - 25th Anniversary Peter Ruggiero

May 23-25, 1992 Atlanta, GA Carl Addlesburger

June 3-4, 1994 Charleston, SC Sue Bell Lynch

May 31- June 3, 1996 Naples, FL Hilda Lough Taylor

July 4, 1998 New Jersey Peter Ruggiero

October 6-9, 2000 San Diego, CA Kathy Roberts Schubert

November 5-7, 2004 Weehawken, NJ/New York City Marusca Brogan

October 27-29, 2006 Washington, DC Carl Addlesburger

September 9-11, 2016 Daytona Beach, FL - 50th Anniversary  Rosanna Frazao

April 26-28, 2019 Wilmington, NC Peter Ruggiero
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1966 CLASS REUNIONS
JUNE 16-18, 1989 ALL CLASS REUNION – WASHINGTON, D.C.
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1966 CLASS REUNIONS
JUNE 16-18, 1989 ALL CLASS REUNION – WASHINGTON, D.C.
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1966 CLASS REUNIONS
JUNE 16-18, 1989 ALL CLASS REUNION – WASHINGTON, D.C.
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1966 CLASS REUNIONS
MAY 24 – 26, 1991 – CHICAGO, ILLINOIS
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1966 CLASS REUNIONS
MAY 24 – 26, 1991 – CHICAGO, ILLINOIS
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1966 CLASS REUNIONS
MAY 23-25, 1992 – ATLANTA, GEORGIA
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1966 CLASS REUNIONS
MAY 23-25, 1992 – ATLANTA, GEORGIA
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1966 CLASS REUNIONS
JUNE 3-4. 1994 – CHARLESTON, SOUTH CAROLINA
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1966 CLASS REUNIONS
MAY 31 – JUNE 3, 1996 --  NAPLES, FLORIDA
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1966 CLASS REUNIONS
JULY 4, 1998 – NEW JERSEY

(Peter’s Birthday)
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1966 CLASS REUNIONS
OCTOBER 6-9, 2000 – SAN DIEGO, CALIFORNIA
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1966 CLASS REUNIONS
OCTOBER 6-9, 2000 – SAN DIEGO, CALIFORNIA
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1966 CLASS REUNIONS
NOVEMBER 5-7, 2004 – WEEHAWKEN, NJ/NEW YORK CITY

OCTOBER 27-29, 2006 – WASHINGTON, DC
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1966 50TH CLASS REUNION & ALL-CLASS REUNIONS
SEPTEMBER 9-11, 2016 – DAYTONA, FLORIDA
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LA BELLA TOSCANA



89

LA BELLA TOSCANA
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LA BELLA TOSCANA
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LAHS CLOSING
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LAHS CLOSING
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THE AMERICANS RETURN TO THE STATES
December 14, 1947


