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We are cheese sellers and always have been,
ever since a retired primary school teacher decided
to dedicate himself to a great food in the first half 

of the mid-nineteenth century.



02

This is my
great-grandfather,
the teacher;
he supported
Garibaldi.

He built the storage area in the
basement with the ventilation
chimneys to mature the cheese.
This area was full of cheese.

What is left of him are a pair of
swordshaped knives, a photo,
this register…

and, obviously,
the storage area.

But most of all this trade,
this passion…

…which he handed down
to my grandfather,

my father and then to me.
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I’m not a good teacher:
you have to steal the
trade!

My grandfather… you must be joking…
after the Second World War there
was nothing. He had managed to save
just two wheels, nothing else.

Then he made contact again
with the local producers.

He started selling again at the markets
and the business slowly took off again.

But it was probably my father who loved
the markets more than anyone else. The
joy of the people, the shouting, and
the smiling faces.

my father…He had such a passion. He taught me everything! That’s what I did! I stole it.
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As a child, my grandfather and my father
used to take me to the markets…

…lying on a sheet so I could
get a little more sleep…

…because at 6.30 am they were
already in the squares setting
up the stall.

I would stand in a corner,
beside the weighing scales.

Then my father would take me to the
producers. We would spend full days
choosing the cheese… he used to
always say to me “get the tool box”

There were stamps, the hot iron
branded mark, the hammer,

the knives, the probe…
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…because not everyone allowed
you to open the wheels, so…

…you had to insert the probe, then rub it
here, on the hand and taste it.

You chose the batch piece by piece
and then you would eat, drink and
chat… but not about money!
Money was only spoken about
later. It was all a rite…

…you went away for a full day,
those days are gone.

as a young man I drew, I wanted
to become a cartoonist, I loved
tex… but then…

this trade… you see…
it won us over and for us…
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It is much more than a trade.
It is what connects us.
It is the family.
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