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Winner print/online 
 
Marco Ratti 
Article title: "L’ultimo rifugio" (“The last refuge”) 

Published in: Club 3 – Vivere, May 2010 

Born in 1976, Marco Ratti began his career as a journalist in 1999, reporting for a radio 
company. In the 2001-2002 period he collaborated with some Italian newspapers from 
Kosovo and upon his return, covered the local news beat. 
  
Marco graduated from the Università degli Studi of Milan with a degree in Modern 
Literature, writing his dissertation on the Kosovo events of 1999 and the Slobodan 
Milošević trial. From 2004 to 2006 he attended the Institute for Journalistic Education of 
Urbino and since 2007 has been working as a professional journalist. He has completed 
two internships at Agenzia Italia, has written for L’espresso and Il Sole-24 Ore and for a 
year worked for Editoriale Domus. Since 2009 Marco have been working with the 
monthly publication Club3-Vivere (San Paolo Group). 
 
Awards (newsprint category): 2009 winner of the Mauro Gavinelli National Prize (Travel 
Reporting section), 2010 winner of the Sodalitas-Socially-oriented Journalism Prize and 
second place for the Guido Vergani-Reporter Prize in both 2009 and 2010. 
 
 

 











Translation 

The last refuge 

At 1.30pm on Monday 22 February, Marco Ratti checked into the dormitory run by 
the Milan Council at Viale Ortes, 69, and stayed there until 9.30am the following 
day. In so doing, without telling anyone that he was a journalist, he was able to 
collect the stories of many of the residents. One way of understanding the life of 
those who have nothing. 

 

It doesn’t take much to get into the Milanese dormitory on Viale Ortles, 69. Just some ID, 
a standard tale of misery, a pair of badly-fitting jeans, some torn clothing and an 
unkempt beard. But to really fit in with this small community, and to fit in quickly, it takes 
something else: a face which betrays only the desperation and disorientation of 
someone who cannot rely on anything or anyone This is the face of someone who 
has ended up here, almost by chance, but who could find themselves in any other place 
without their sense of loneliness shifting one millimetre. Indeed, this is the continuous 
thread that runs through the unique and diverse stories of the more than 400 residents of 
the largest shelter for the homeless in Milan. This is a place where people are 
identified by their number rather than by their name. 

A number to be remembered and never forgotten, it is needed to have a bed to sleep on, 
a pillow, a pillowcase, a bedspread, two sheets, a blanket, a clean towel, a roll of toilet 
paper, a place to take a shower and have dinner. The facilities are made up of seven 
pavilions, subdivided into large rooms, which in turn are further partitioned by movable 
walls, creating rooms for two people. It is a dignified environment which is cleaned each 
morning (for this reason, residents are required to leave between 9.30am and 1.30pm). 

 

The Investigation 

Time stood still at 7.34 in front of the men’s pavilions 

22 euros per day: the estimated cost for each person who lives in the centre 

As soon as you check in, it is essential to learn the rules of survival inside; unwritten 
rules which everybody knows. “If you want to get on ok”, says Gianni (not his real name, 
like the others in this article), “you need to carry two things with you at all times: your 
money and your documents. And you must never give anything, or ask anything”. This is 
just his first piece of advice. “Remember to keep your canteen and bed receipts for at 
least three months”,  (costing the residents €1.50 per day), “otherwise, you’ll have to pay 
again if they get lost. Never leave your towel lying around, otherwise they’ll steal it. To 
eat for free at midday, go to Piazza Tricolore, or via Ponzio, where there are some soup 
kitchens”. Gianni knows how things work around here. Originally from Palermo, he 
came to Milan at the end of the 1950s and has been in Viale Ortles for 36 long months. 
Strange as it might seem, since he retired, after having worked cash-in-hand his whole 
life, cleaning large apartment blocks where the owners were not prepared to employ him 
legally, at nearly 70 he finds that he doesn’t even have enough money to pay rent or buy 



himself food. And all around him, there seems to be nothing. A widower for 15 years, he 
has only one son left, whom he hasn’t seen for four years. A son who, in the past, has 
beaten him. “After the death of my wife”, he says, “this was a second bereavement for 
me”. 

Gianni is elderly, but he is in good company. There are about sixty people who are 
over 65 and have settled in Viale Ortles, so much so that they have refused to be sent to 
a nursing home. And so, a band of grey-haired men was born, able to enjoy the small 
things in life. In winter, they play cards until late or watch films in one of the recreation 
rooms. In summer they play bocce within the complex. The residents of house number 2 
are advanced in years and, perhaps instinctively, take care of the new arrivals. It seems 
as if they think of when it happened to them. “If you’re young, get a job and get out of 
here”, says Giuseppe, another typical Sicilian who turned 70 some time ago. He 
travelled around Lombardy, cooking in restaurants, taverns and alpine resorts, and the 
idea that someone could end up like him at just 30 years of age, doesn’t wash with him. 
“If you don’t have health problems”, he insists, “go and sleep outside on a bench, rather 
than stay here; otherwise you’ll grow ugly”. In the meantime, he’ll try and help you as 
much as he can: he’ll tell you where to go to eat and will offer you the canned vegetables 
he has bought with his meagre pension. And he isn’t the only one to act like this. Gianni 
disappears for a few hours and returns with a jacket which someone has thrown away, 
but which is still in good condition. “If it fits you, take it”, he says kindly, “it’s cold now and 
you’ll certainly need it”. 

Seeing a young man, then, makes everyone dream a little. In with the others, there 
are two men who are around fifty or so. “Tomorrow, go straight to the job centre at Via 
Scaldasole, 5”, they suggest. “They might find something for you, especially since you 
don’t have a chequered past.” Indeed, many of the guests continue to pay for errors in 
their past. For “terrible things”. And so they begin to think and rethink about their lives. “I 
got out of jail 20 years ago”, says one of the two, from Trentino, “and I went through the 
whole rehabilitation process, going to a psychologist every week, but I have never been 
able to work properly”. Each time someone asks for a police check, he says, the contract 
falls through. And so, over the years, he has done a bit of everything: painter, bricklayer, 
carer, model maker. Now he has lost hope of finding employment, but there’s something 
which weighs on him even more. “You can have financial difficulties or health problems”, 
he surmises, “but here you lose your dignity as well”. For his friend, however, there is 
still a way out. After having been a museum attendant for some years, the cooperative 
he worked for went bankrupt and that is how he ended up in Viale Ortles. “But now I am 
doing an apprenticeship as an assembler”, he recounts, “and when I finish the trial 
period, they might take me on for good”. 

As for the rest, you don’t just come across pensioners and unemployed in the 
dormitory. There are also the short-termers who, without a strong network of friends or 
relatives, end up here because they have nowhere left to turn. Or they are too ashamed 
to ask for help. Like 50 year old Giuseppe, originally from Puglia, a professional driver 
with C and D class licenses (he was also a bus driver). Until two years ago, he was 
regularly employed, “on the books”, as he likes to say. Then there was the economic 
crisis and the start of occasional work. “When they need me, they call me”, he says, “and 
within a few hours I’ll be on a lorry going to another European country. The problem is 
that, sometimes, a lot of time passes between one journey and another”. Giuseppe has 
no siblings or parents. He doesn’t have the courage to tell his friends where he sleeps at 
night. 



Giuseppe is not the only victim of the economic crisis. Michele, 44, came from 
Campania and has worked for twenty years as a security guard in Lombardy. Then the 
company closed down, with the promise of another position near Latina. So he set off, 
leaving his wife at home and investing all his savings to get a place to stay. But the 
promise turned out to be false and Michele ended up with nothing. He was also left 
without a house, once his wife left him. In February, when we met him, he was waiting 
for a phone call.  He was hoping to get a job. “When I lost my job, I went out of my 
mind”, he tells me in a faint voice, “but as soon as they tell me that there’s a job for me in 
the town I come from, I’ll leave straight away”. Michele’s mother, who has a pension of 
400 euros per month, and his sister, live near Naples. “But I can’t go there like this”, he 
explains, “because it’s a small place and people there would begin to ask questions 
immediately, like why I don’t work or don’t go out during the day”. He doesn’t say it, but 
for him too, the problem is shame. 

If he manages to make it, he will be one of the few lucky ones. The statistics show that, 
out of the more than 1,300 people who pass through the centre each year, little more 
than 40 find a better place to staty. There are three social workers to help those who 
have nothing. One of them is dedicated to the 70 or so political refugees in pavilion 3, 
most of whom are from Eritrea, Somalia, Ghana or Morocco. There are also two doctors 
and nurses who help those with health problems, mental health issues (there are around 
fifty in total, who are also monitored by an in-house psychiatrist) or who are alcoholic 
(around 80 residents suffer from this illness). Among the latter, there is Mario, a 41 year 
old from Bergamo, who finally has some real hope. “The social workers”, he recounts, 
“directed me to an alcoholics anonymous meeting in Lambrate. That is how I got out of 
the mess I was in and was able to start working within a few days for 450 euros per 
month”. Mario can still stay in the homeless shelter for a bit longer because he is moving 
towards independence, but with the exception of the elderly and cases such as this the 
house rules state clearly: you cannot stay here for more than six months. This is a 
way of encouraging people to make the most of their situation. There are, however, 
exceptions. Each case is assessed carefully.: There is one 55 year old who has been 
inside since he was just 45, relying on getting out with his pension money; or a 54 year 
old who lost his job in the crisis. He has stopped looking for work and says that he has 
not held out any hope since 2008, when he arrived in Viale Ortles. And then there is a 
woman (women make up just 10% of the total), made up with harsh black lipstick, 
wearing sunglasses at every hour of the day and night, who spends her time collecting 
cigarette butts. 

The faces and the stories which stay with you when you leave Viale Ortles are 

many and varied. The sense of disorientation experienced at the check-in is felt even 

more strongly when you leave after staying there overnight. Only two “images” 

manage to fit all of the “Casa dell’accoglienza Ortles”, the official name for the 

facility: the smell of cigarette smoke, which pervades the rooms and every item of 

clothing; and the time which never passes, with the clock hands fixed, for who knows 

how long, at 7.34 on the clock on the men’s pavilions, and at 11.38 on the women’s.



Winner AV 

Vito Giannulo, Leonardo Casalino and Leonardo Grasso  

 Report title: "Cronache dal sottosuolo" (“Young people living in the basements of 

Bucharest”) 

Published in: RAi - TGR Puglia, 06/02/2010 

Vito Giannulo is 41 years old, and lives in Monopoli, a city in the Italian southern region 
named Apulia, on the Adriatic Sea. Vito graduated in Law, with a final dissertation in 
International law. After graduation, she attended the School of Radio-TV Journalism, 
organised in Perugia (Umbria) by national TV RAI. Since 1995 I’m a registered journalist. 
In the same year, I was employed by RAI International based in Rome. I started covering 
news on economy and foreign affairs. 
 
In July 1999, Vito was transferred to the RAI Regional office of Apulia. In 2005, she 
became an official correspondent. She was also among the final two nominees for some 
famous national journalist awards, namely “Ilaria Alpi” and “L’anello debole”. In 2008 I 
won the Regional journalistic award “M. Campione”. 
 

Summary: "Cronache dal sottosuolo" (“Young people living in the basements of 

Bucharest”) 

 

Below the snow and dog excrement there is the "Canal" (sewers). The Canal is a 7-8m2 
hole where children or young people live. These holes are very hot because they are 
located under the water pipes of the buildings.  

The Parada association, founded by Frenchman Miloud Oukilì, helps these poor young 
people from broken or parentless families. 

Parada drives around the city four or five days week. It brings food, provides them with 
medical care, helps them get papers or go back to their families.  

Some of them speak different languages because they were moved from one orphanage 
to the other. They have lost everything, but above all they have lost hope. 

It is estimated that around 1200 young people live on Bucharest streets. 1 in 3 is 
addicted to drugs, mainly glue sniffing or heroin addiction . 

Parada can only help 30 of them every day, but the saddest thing is that these young 
people could leave the steets if they could get help. 

 

 



The national winners were selected by a national jury which consisted 
of: 

- Danilo Festa, NIB Representation 

- Mario Recupero, Journalist (working for the NIB) 

- Elena Montani, EC Representation 

- Massimo Crucioli, EAPN representative 

- Sabrina Emilio, Italian Delegation of People Experiencing Poverty 
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