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On the Trail of Europa 

Travels through Italy, Croatia, Greece and Turkey 

Ubinam aut quibus locis te positam, patria, reor? 

Where must I locate thee now, O my homeland, or in what places? 

 --Gaius Valerius Catullus, “On Cybele and Attis”  

 

Ancient marble mosaic in the Capitoline Museum in Rome depicts what eventually 

happens to sacred cows or bulls, then and now. Note that the tiger (more properly 

tigress), standing for death, has swelling udders, and there is a budding Tree of Life in 

the black background, color of the Mother Goddess.  

EUROPE was named by the ancient geographers after the nymph 
Europa, which means “wide eyed.” To know the origins of Europa 
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one may as well start by inspecting her genealogy. This goes back to 
Io, after whom the Ionian Sea is called. The trail leads tentatively back 
to Asia Minor or Turkey, Canaan and the island of Crete, 
acknowledged to be the first civilization outside Africa and western 
Asia. Zeus fell in love with Io, a priestess of the Great Goddess, but 
when Hera charged him with infidelity he swore he had not laid a 
hand on her. Io was turned into a white cow, which Hera claimed for 
her own and put under the strict watch of Argus’s hundred eyes. At 
Zeus’s bidding, clever Hermes charmed Argus to sleep with his flute, 
cut off his head and released Io. As a cow, Io went all over the world, 
in a preview of the migrations her great-great granddaughter Europa 
would undertake, spreading the gift of the East to the peninsula of 
Europe that bears her name. 

Zeus then restored Io to human form, hoping to lie with her. 
But she married Telegonus instead and gave birth to Epaphus. This 
rare male in the line was rumored to be the divine bull Apis, although 
some say this was simply a religion Ptolemy Soter cynically created as 
a ploy to control Egypt after Alexander’s death. At any rate, they say it 
was Io who founded the worship of Isis, or as the Greeks called her, 
Demeter, the Mother Goddess. Epaphus carried on the goddess line. 
He had a daughter, Libya, the mother by Poseidon of Agenor and 
Belus, who were twins.  

Agenor left Egypt to settle in the Land of Israel, where he 
married Telephassa, otherwise called Argiope, who bore him Cadmus, 
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Phoenix, Cilix, Thasus, Phineus and one daughter, Europa. Cadmus 
brought all the arts to Greece. Phoenix was the eponymous ancestor 
of the Phoenicians. Cilix founded the Cilicians and Thasus and 
Phineus likewise started nations of men. The story of the only 
daughter, Europa, in the words of Robert Graves in The Greek Myths, 
is as follows: 

Zeus, falling in love with Europe, sent Hermes to drive 
Agenor’s cattle down to the seashore at Tyre, where she and her 
companions used to walk. He himself joined the herd, disguised 
as a snow-white bull with great dewlaps and small, gem-like 
horns, between which ran a single black streak. Europe was 
struck by his beauty and, on finding him gentle as a lamb, 
mastered her fear and began to play with him, putting flowers 
in his mouth and hanging garlands on his horns; in the end, she 
climbed upon his shoulders, and let him amble down with her 
to the edge of the sea. Suddenly, he swam away, while she 
looked back in terror at the receding shore; one of her hands 
clung to his right horn, the other still held a flower-basket.  
Graves goes on to recount how Zeus’s rape of Europe is 

reflected in prehistoric pictures of the Moon-priestess triumphantly 
riding on the sun-bull, her victim—fables of the great revolution in 
human affairs whereby the Mother Goddess religion was overcome 
and suppressed by male-dominated mentalities we have known ever 
since, from Greco-Roman culture to Judeo-Christian tradition.  
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If myth enshrines history, as surely as history echoes myth, 
Europe was the gift of Middle Eastern societies remade by male 
invader societies. The oldest religion, that of the Mother Goddess, 
held sway throughout the Middle East and Old Europe until the 
invention of metallurgy and weapons and invasions by hunting-
herding nomads with sky gods from the Russian steppes, who 
conquered and coopted the peaceful agricultural societies they found. 
The invaders from the steppes paid lip service to the Goddess’ 
institutions but altered them radically. Not only Crete and the 
Mycenaean and Phoenician cities of the Mediterranean but also “Troy 
and Antioch were also said to have been founded on sites selected by 
sacred cows.” The Etruscans, who came from Asia Minor, also 
revered the Mother Goddess above all other gods. But as Graves 
archly notes, “A cow’s strategic and commercial sensibilities are not 
highly developed.” 

We go now on the trail of Canaanite-born Europa to see how 
her colonies fare under the yoke of men today some 5,000 years later. 
Would I find traces of humankind’s oldest religion even now in the 
cities, museums and sites of the Mediterranean? All I knew was I 
really wanted to. 
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Tuesday, July 5. I say goodbye to Tia and Buffy and tell them, “I’ll be 
back soon.” They wag their tails. Actually, it will be a whole month 
for Teresa and me. Nini drives us to the airport as the temperature in 
Phoenix starts another climb to double digits. She promises to take 
good care of the dogs, plants, pool, house and business. 

The Detroit Airport makes a surprisingly modernistic 
impression. Candy-colored tangerine trams and Mies van der Rohe 
waiting areas in brushed nickel. But if God is in details, God is not in 
Detroit, for there are no details.  Nor is any goddess in Detroit.  The 
absence of the sacred is complete amidst so many machined surfaces. 

We just have time to grab a veggie wrap and tuna sandwich 
before boarding our flight to Rome. There is a lot of talk on today’s 
airlines about electronic devices. 
Refer to your in-flight video for a 
list. We left our cell phone at home, 
because we were informed it would 
cost a pretty penny to use in Europe. 
What kind of electronic devices does 
today’s savvy traveler power on after 
the captain turns on the safe-to-use-
your-electronic device sign? Taking 
a look around, we notice several 
ITunes, personal movie theaters, 
laptops, notebooks, palmtops and 
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uncategorizable devices, probably gaming stations. Hardly anyone is 
not plugged in. The video monitor staring at us operates in twenty 
different languages. It offers movies, games, music and other “apps,” 
one whole suite futuristically left open.  Later on, we will experiment 
with the “Follow the Plane” feature. This allows a passenger to watch 
an icon of the jet inch along a trajectory over a screen displaying 
Google Earth, with magnifying and roaming capabilities. 

We remember the days when stewardesses, all female, were 
extremely serious in tone. They tended to be in the mold of supersonic 
librarians or futuristic nurses who know more than you do. Every 
other word was “safety.” Now everyone cozies down in a virtual reality 
of their choosing. The digital revolution that began so innocently with 
Pacman and Ms. Pacman thirty years ago when I was last in Europe 
has escalated to a moveable Trimalchio’s feast of dubious taste, with 
no end of vulgarization in sight. Much of it is still to be imagined, but 
will assuredly be worth waiting for. “More Apps To Come.” 

It was hard for me to believe that anything remained amid all 
this excrescence of technology of the old world when a religion of life 
and a life of religion filled humanity from the inside out with a 
natural, easy joy, when our feelings washed back from the bounds of 
all experience with the symbols and signature and presence of the 
Goddess. What becomes of discarded religions? Where did the 
Zeuses and Tanits and Thors of old go? The signs of any archaic 
communal or universal past were either totally obliterated by the 
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process of history or disguised beyond recognition in the ugly assertive 
realities that now surrounded us. 
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July 6, Over France. Teresa says, “Where is the Leaning Tower of 
Pisa?” “Pisa,” I tell her. It is Teresa’s first time in Italy. “We should be 
passing over it soon,” I say, pointing to my seat’s video monitor. 
While she finishes City of Falling Angels, I make headway on Riane 
Eisler’s The Chalice and the Blade, a quasi-academic but popular work 
written in the days just before New Age became vogue (though Eisler 
is not guilty of being New Age). City of Falling Angels is ostensibly 
about Venice but evidently is not as good as Midnight in the Garden of 
Good and Evil, John Behrend’s earlier novel chronicling a sordid 
murder in Savannah, Georgia. His Italian book was hastily written, 
albeit over a long period of time.  

We float down into Leonardo da Vinci Airport, which the 
Italians still prefer to call Fiumicino. The redundancy means double 
expenses for signage, but that doesn’t seem to matter. The Italians 
love to complicate things. I will begin to collect instances of 
refinements that degenerate into complications, improvements that 
turn into disasters. After flying across the Atlantic in mankind’s 
fastest conveyance, we are herded onto a panting, snorting, stinking 
motor contraption that stands on the airless tarmac until everyone is 
ready to pass out. Finally, the beast lurches toward a distant concrete 
bunker, disgorging us into a series of holding areas and people movers.  
Our driver Paolo resembles one of the Julio-Claudian emperors, 
handsome, trim, carefully dressed in expensive jeans and starched 
open-throated shirt, with short hair and Marcello Mastroianni 
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sunglasses. He has lived in England. In a stream of half-hip, half-
comical Manchester English, he inveighs against one and all that cross 
his purview or come into his thoughts, women drivers, men drivers, 
young drivers, old drivers, the Mafia (who apologize before strangling 
you, pleading “It’s just business, nothing personal” and making the 
sign of the cross afterward), Catholics, non-Catholics, churchgoers, 
culture vultures, barbarians, patriots, deserters, pacifists, the middle 
class, the upper class, the lower class, the Pope (who is gay, along with 
three-fourths of the clergy).  “Everyone hates the French,” he tosses 
in, apropos of what we’re not sure. “There are no jobs,” he gasps out 
of the blue, as though pointing out water is absent in a desert or trees 
on a tundra. “You cannot eat culture.” Ah, now we see his train of 
thought. Culture. 

But we eat a lot of 
it over the next few days, 
beginning each morning 
with the Hotel Raffaello’s 
sumptuous breakfast of 
pastries, toast, cakes, pies, 
tortes, hard rolls, salamis, 
cheeses, eggs, prunes, 
plums, berries, figs, dates, citrus juices, apples, melons, prosciutto, 
nutella, honey and marmalades. It all agrees with us, too, even the 
eggs, which in America would have made Teresa for sure, and me 
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possibly, very ill, owing to antibiotics and toxins.  Miraculously, 
Teresa finds out she is no longer lactose intolerant. Or not to the 
degree she is in the States. As is well known, the European Union 
tolerates no genetically modified food. The label “organic” is 
meaningless over here because everything is produced as naturally as 
possible. “Natural” water is the colorless liquid that bubbles up from a 
spring or runs off from a glacier, with the minerals left in it. If it has 
bubbles it is called “gassata” or gassed. I will find out on the ship that 
in today’s European Union even Coca Cola is produced as a natural 
product, although not specially labeled as such. The can of Coke I am 
served in the Viking Lounge on “Voyager of the Seas” is made in 
Vienna, Austria and Trzin, Slovenia. In German and Slovenian, it 
lists sugar as an ingredient, not high fructose corn syrup, and says:  
Natural Flavorings, No Preservative Added. It also tastes better. 

PAOLO gives us a crash course on machismo, an Italian, 
possibly even Roman invention. “The Italian man,” he says, “smokes, 
drinks, curses God all day, chases women, commits sin after sin, but is 
always forgiven and reborn as innocent as a lamb.” He utters these 
words as though it is the first time he has ever pondered their 
meaning. “Oh, we Italians are clever, too clever for our own good.” 
They have created the ideal state, one in which all your needs, 
medical, educational and otherwise, are taken care of, only the tax rate 
is 69%. “Consequently, no one pays taxes,” he says triumphantly. 
“There are no jobs,” he repeats. “An Englishman wakes up and goes 
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to work; an Italian gets up in  
the morning and says to 
himself, ‘Who am I going to 
rob today?’” 

Paolo vows he is 
going to move back to 
England, although he 
secretly wants to immigrate 

to the United States, because of its freedom. Strange, I think. We 
Americans want to come to Europe for the same reason. 

Amidst all the social gibes, he delivers a running commentary 
on the sights we pass, stopping and starting in traffic that can perhaps 
best be described with one of the Emperor Augustus’ homely 
expressions, “Hasten slowly.”  He points out the catacombs of the 
Appian Way, Baths of Caracalla, Aurelian Walls, Domus Aurea of 
Nero (“a champion of the people, not the villain you read about in 
books—he was eighty kilometers away when Rome burned, and 
rushed back to take care of things”), Palatine Hill, a view of the dome 
of St. Peter’s across an excavation ditch, Coliseum, Imperial Forums 
(“I didn’t know there was a Hotel Nerva, how about that!”), St. Peter’s 
within the Walls, St. Paul’s Without the Walls, the Lateran (“That 
was the Pope’s palace during the Middle Ages”) and finally S. Maria 
Maggiore (“one of the seven papal churches”) and “a fine old basilica 
in your street, I don’t know the name” (S. Pudenziana). Finally, here 
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we are in Via Urbana, approximately half way between the Termini 
train station and Santa Maria Maggiore  within walking distance of 
everything important. The Hotel Raffaello, I am glad to hear, has 
good people running it. The afternoon clerk, who resembles a later 
emperor, say, of the Caracalla type, has a beard, wears one earring, is 
fond of guitars and undoubtedly smokes, drinks, curses God and 
chases women.  

He informs us, logically but mistakenly, that the best place to 
exchange money is a bank. We find a branch of Barclays Bank on the 
second corner, just beyond the Institute of Statistics. 

An abstract female figure broods over portal of this Audenesque 
government building, her head covered by an oversize Italian flag. 
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How to enter Barclays Bank? There appears to be no door. We figure 
it out. You push a button and a space capsule resembling a clean-room 
autoclave with rounded plastic doors sinisterly, like those of the 
shower in our hotel bathroom, glides open with a hiss to teleport you 
into the lobby, after checking to see if you are carrying weapons. 
Teresa gets trapped. The helpful staff inside motion to her and yell in 
various languages, not sure what kind of alien she is. At last, just 
before hyperventilating and being seized with a panic attack, she 
inserts her finger as motioned into the fingerprint scanner and is 
verified not to be a bank robber or have a criminal record. She gets 
inside, where sad-looking thirty-year-olds are desultorily listening to 
chatty matrons from behind their desks, and there is a line of sorts 
scattered around the teller stations, only one of which is open. 
Observes Beppe:  “Whereas in the rest of Europe, people tend to 
stand in straight lines, here we favor more artistic configurations, such 
as waves, parabolas, herringbone patterns, hordes, groups, and 
clusters. Our choreography complicates waiting, but brightens our 
lives.”  

All in vain. There is no money in an Italian bank. I don’t know 
why they are concerned with being robbed. All you have are lines of 
frustrated customers waiting to have documents stamped by clerks 
who double check each other. One gray-templed gentleman with a 
look of infinite resignation tries for fifteen minutes to get money out 
of an ATM, then for 10 more to get his card back from the machine’s 
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evil maw. Fuori le servizio, it flashes shamelessly. Out of service. 
Several managers come and throw up their hands. Yes, we have no 
bananas.  

After three banks with no money we end up across from the 
train station, where we manage to exchange some travelers checks at a 
very bad rate and purchase some atrocious tortellini. Suddenly a big 
commotion. The waiter breaks into a run and chases … a thief? We 
ask the waiter what just happened. A Sicilian tried to steal two menus. 
We don’t ask why. We are wasted, with little sleep, defeated by what 
seemed to be an ordinary task. After eating, however, we get our 
second wind and go out to do battle against one sight. 
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THE BASILICA OF S. MARIA MAGGIORE is one of the Seven 
Churches that since time immemorial have been obligatory for 
pilgrims and tourists. Although built in the fifth century, it has no 
connection to the Christian martyrs but rather to a pagan cult lost in 
the mists of antiquity. Pope Sixtus III (432-40) raised the original 
structure on the site of a temple to the Roman mother-goddess Juno 
Lucina. Let us now have recourse to that ultimate source, Babbs 
Johnston, pen name Georgina Masson, author of The Companion 
Guide to Rome, a classic guidebook revised by Charles Fort after her 
death. “Apart from the customary practice of substituting a Christian 
cult for a pagan one, Sixtus’s dedication of his magnificent new church  
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to the Virgin Mary was inspired by the findings of the council of 
Ephesus of 431.”  Here the Church fathers met to fulminate against 
the Patriarch Nestorius, who stupidly reasoned that if Christ had two 
natures, divine and human, the Virgin was the mother of only the 
human one and could therefore not be called Mother of God. “The 
Council recognized that her supernatural splendor raised her above all 
created things, and from that moment her cult developed enormously, 
her festivals were instituted, and churches were dedicated to her all 
over the Christian world.” Like many Roman churches, S. Maria 
Maggiore has a shell from one century and an interior from another, 
in this case separated by nearly 1500 years. On the white eighteenth 
century Neoclassical façade by Ferdinando Fuga, a student of 
Vitruvius, are inscribed the words, over and over again, in meter-high 
Roman capitals, DEI GENETRIX “Mother of God.” Within the 
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dark womb of the church are jewel-like mosaics possibly from an 
earlier “church” than Sixtus’, forty towering marble pillars and a blaze 
of gold on the high altar rumored to contain the first riches plundered 
from the New World. The mosaics in the triumphal arch show scenes 
from the childhood of Jesus, that is, from the life of Mary. In the 
middle is her coronation as Queen of Heaven.  

A megalomaniacal pope had the idea of adorning his chapel on 
the right hand side of the sanctuary with the accumulated loot of the 
ages in the basilica’s oratory, but the clumsy architect dropped the 
entire affair while attempting to move it, smashing the treasure into 
smithereens. For every artistic masterpiece or engineering marvel in 
Italy there are probably a hundred bad ideas and disasters. Some 
survive but most of them are eliminated in the normal operation of 
Darwinistic principles. Domenico Fontana’s, and Sixtus IV’s, was a 
Bad Idea. The little museum preserves fragments shored against a 
coming final ruin. Sixtus had better luck with obelisks. One stands out 
in front, another in back. The other Sistine Chapel was commissioned 
from Michaelangelo. That was assuredly a Good Idea. But I do not 
think there ever was, or ever will be, a Sixtus VI. That would be, well, 
redundant.  

Counting the obelisk in front, which stood in Memphis for 
over fifteen hundred years before Octavian pinched it and brought it 
back to Rome to use on his mausoleum, S. Maria Maggiore has about 
3500 years of history in and about it. We consider that some of the 
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best and most beautiful and useful of it is the plain mosaic pavement 
trodden on by generations of pilgrims, where, in chipped and beaten 
chevrons, we fancy we are able to trace the language of the Goddess. 
There is also a picture of the Madonna “not created by human 
hand”—the archeirpoieton—somewhere in the vast environs of the 
church, Bernini’s tomb and a splinter of the crib where the Christ 
Child slept, but we are exhausted and have to return to our hotel.  

Typically, any local goddess encountered by male dominators 
riding down off the steppes is reduced to becoming the consort of the 
invading army’s sky god, after being put in her place, partnership 
coming to an end. Think Hera and Zeus, or the Romans and the 
Sabine Women. Sometimes priestesses might be assigned a wallflower 
or cheerleader role like Diana or Athena. But in the case of the BVM 
all aspects of the Goddess were ingeniously rolled into one--mother, 
virgin, sex object, wise old woman--with the result that forever 
afterward, only one female prototype was ever needed throughout 
Christendom. Thus, Rome has a church devoted to Mary on every 
corner and square. You can pass two of them on the way to the 
neighborhood coffee bar. Piazza del Popolo has three, including the 
twin churches, S. Maria di Montesanto and S. Maria dei Miracoli. 

It may be easy to make fun of how male chauvinist death-cult 
addicts have transformed the powerful and benign female rulers of 
Old Europe (Gimbutas) or Old Society (Eisler) into subservient 
helpmates and passive vessels for bearing their warlike sons. But at 
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least the popes and cardinals paid homage to the Goddess. Even 
though they were old men they had the piety to call the female 
religion they preserved the Mother Church. They endowed huge 
places of worship now pieces of the world cultural patrimony, where 
men and women even today can beseech the Ancient One for help 
and mercy, luck and success. The dynamic was different in America, 
where the settlers took Indian brides but didn’t have the decency to 
allow Mother Earth even the smallest part in their new cosmology. 
The closest thing to veneration of native women I can adduce in the 
United States is something like War Woman Monument in North 
Georgia, a name that says it all. Whoever she was (she was the 
Cherokee Nancy Ward) she is only memorable because she 
participated in a war (the Cherokee war against the Creeks, in which 
Nancy took up her husband Fivekiller’s bloody tomahawk, killed his 
opponent and bore off the first black slaves as captives). A Beloved 
Woman, the highest honor in a tribe, is 
remembered only for being in charge of 
torturing or freeing war captives. Never 
mind that she was a culture bearer, state 
counselor and life giver, ancestress of 
thousands, that she introduced cattle, 
spinning wheels, laws and arts to her 
people. Lost to history. Never had a 
chance. 
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ACCORDING TO Beppe Severgnini (La Bella Figura), Italians 
like their hotels to be a little funky, though they would probably never 
admit it or use that precise word. “An Italian hotel is unpredictable, 
surprising, and unrepeatable. It takes time, demands attention, and 
conceals mysteries,” he writes. “We don’t seek reassurance in a hotel; 
we look for little challenges.” I wish we had read that before trying to 
turn on the lights or air conditioning, open the windows, take a 
shower or even open the door of Room 220 in the Hotel Raffaello. 
The first hurdle was that the room was between floors, the elevator 
stopping at floor three (labeled floor two) or floor one (labeled floor 
two), so you either had to walk up or go down a half flight. Why does 
the elevator stop in between floors when there is no floor there? Ah, 
that is part of the charm of this hotel, whose motto is:  “Two stars 
with the feeling of three.” 

You must insert your magnetized key card in the slot to gain 
entry into your room, but this only works on an erratic basis, and you 
are never sure whether the staff remembered to renew your code or 
gave you a bum card. Also you must gently glide it in and remove it 
after a half beat with a stylish snap or it refuses to recognize you. 
Teresa never got the hang of it. 

But the front door is a piece of cake compared to the electric 
devices, lighting and plumbing inside. Of course, it goes without 
saying that no light switch can be located, after persistent hunting, 
because the decorator has designed it to blend in so well that it is 
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invisible. Both the TV, which is a flat screen computer monitor, and 
thermostat, which is also invisible, are controlled by remotes, but we 
do not know which is which until we carry them both to the 
concierge. With an indifference that is neither professional and 
remote nor personal, he explains also how to insert the key card in the 
“energy box” to turn the lights on. To keep them on (also the air 
conditioning) you must keep the card there. We are going out and do 
not want to return to a hot room. He hands us a dog-eared trick card. 
“Stick this in it,” he says with an air that seems to calculate it takes 
just as much effort to be rude as polite. “Lukewarm is the average 
temperature of Italian social relations,” according to Beppe. But 
rejoice, he concludes his section on hotels, for you, the hotel and the 
staff are all unique. “We may be occasional clients of a perfectly 
ordinary establishment, but we are convinced that in some celestial 
hotel register—kept by the gods, not the authorities—a trace of our 
passage will remain.” Thus the Italians move through a kind of 
communal opera whose leitmotifs are taste, surface beauty and 
cleverness.  
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Thursday, July 7, Rome. “I hate this country,” I told Teresa after our 
skirmish with the banking system. “No, I don’t want to go out or try 
to figure anything out or ask anyone about anything.” We slept for 
twelve hours.  

But the next morning, after gorging on the Raffaello’s famous 
breakfast, we are ready for a smattering of the marvels and mysteries 
of the Eternal City. We follow the Via Urbana down to the Roman 
Forum, along the same route senators and businessmen took from 
their homes on the Esquiline or Viminale to work. People are 
scurrying (no, strolling) to work. Shops are noisily raising their 
shutters and opening their gratings. Excitement is in every step we 
take. The bright sun, sparkling blue sky, bleached marble stones, all is 
as it was on the first day, to paraphrase Goethe, who may have meant 
the first day of his own existence since he wrote that he was not 
completely alive until he found himself on Italian soil.  

Our destination is another church of St. Mary, de Cosmedin, 
which was the center of Rome’s Greek or Byzantine district. It has the 
Mouth of Truth stone in its courtyard and lovely mosaics with 
octagonal and hexagonal stars in green, red, black and yellow 
marble—more testimony to the female substrate of all religion. The 
interesting crypt, of course, is closed. Next we glance at the Circus 
Maximus, taking our chances with the speeding cars, and circle back 
to the Temple of Vesta and Theater of Marcellus, this monument a 
veritable palimpsest of Roman life with the ruins of gladiators’ 
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quarters and half-crumbled arcades surmounted by luxury apartments. 
After a coffee and ice in Dei Danisi, and picking up some bronze 
figurines and silver earrings and other souvenirs for our children and 
grandchildren in an antiquities shop, we dash across the street to the 
twin staircases and allegorical approaches to the Capitoline or 
Campidoglio.  

This is where it all began, “the head of the world, where the 
consuls and senators abode to govern the earth,” according to the 
twelfth century author of the Mirabilia Romae (The Marvels of Rome), 
the earliest guidebook to ancient Rome. Here is where the Senate 
met, where the Romans declared their revolt against the domination 
of the popes and oppression by the emperors of the Middle Ages, 
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where Petrarch, who slept only four hours a night because he 
considered his time on earth too short to completely restore all ancient 
knowledge, received the poet’s laurel crown in 1341, and where in 
1764 Edward Gibbon was moved by contemplating the moonlit ruins 
to begin writing his Decline and Fall of the Roman Empire.  

A common Latin trope equates Rome (Urbs, literally the City) 
with the World (Orbis, “globe, 
circle”), and the Capitol is the 
very embodiment of the 
theme. Yet in the twelfth 
century, the “head” place in 
the Western world was 
pitifully vacant, a poor place 
for pasturage for a few goats. 
Moreover, things had been 
even worse. After the seat of 
government was moved to 
Milan and Christianity 
introduced, Rome was sacked by the Vandals. In 525, a volcano in 
Indonesia blew its top, with a boom heard in China and a cloud of 
dust that blocked the sun for several years, resulting in climate change, 
disease, famine and worldwide civic unrest. The Langobardi 
descended on Italy, the last and worst of the barbarian tribes. 
According to Gregorovius, the historian of Rome in the Middle Ages, 
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by the time they made their murderous way down the Peninsula to the 
Eternal City, they found fewer than 50 families struggling for 
existence among the overgrown ruins. Not finding much of value in 
southern Italy, they turned back north, establishing a kingdom in 
Pavia and giving their name to Lombardy. 

The two approaches to 
the Campidoglio can be 
understood as parables of the 
area’s ancient, medieval and 
Renaissance periods. On the 
one hand you have the 
excruciatingly steep, crude 
stone steps leading to the Ara 
Coeli church of (you guessed 
it) St. Mary. There are 121 
of them. An arbored private 
staircase covered with flowers 
tunnels up beside them—for 
the clergy?  

The Renaissance approach to the square above, with the stately 
equestrian statue of Marcus Aurelius, consists of two landings of 
shallow steps easy of assent designed by Michaelangelo and called the 
cordonata. One imagines crippled pilgrims crawling up the other 
stairs while fashionably dressed scholar merchants glide up these. 
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Once atop, there is a magnificent view, breezes and the facades of the 
old seats of government, now the Musei Capitolini. Be careful where 
you enter. You are likely to wander through subterranean floors and 
emerge on the other side of the piazza, wondering how you missed 
three-fourths of the collections. And don’t try to find the coffee bar 
and restaurant on the terrazza panoramica overlooking the Forum 
unless you have been there before. 

The Capitoline collection of statuary is the oldest in the world. 
Many of the fine pieces are modeled on Praxiteles and the most 
celebrated Greek sculptors and have been preserved above ground for 
more than two thousand years, kept and displayed by popes, cardinals, 
kings and other potentates. Some of the pieces come from the private 
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garden of Maecenas, Horace’s patron. One of the first masterpieces 
you confront is Il Spinario (Boy with the Thorn), which I explained to 
Teresa.  The monks of the Middle Ages allegorized it as a depiction 
of homosexuality, the “thorn in the flesh” of ancient culture. In a 
nearby room is Hawthorne’s Marble Faun, although we couldn’t be 
sure which he was inspired by as there were several that fit the bill.  

We spend quite a bit of time in the Sala dei Filosofi, reading 
the legends and matching up the busts with Homer, Aeschylus, 
Cicero (a philosopher?), Demosthenes, Socrates, Plato and other 
authors. I pointed out the fine bust of Alcybiades to Teresa, said to be 
the handsomest man of his age. The examples of Roman realistic 
portraiture, male and female, are truly astounding. We enjoy also the 
Helladic or early Greek art at the beginning of the vase and ceramics 
display and note the symbols of the Goddess everywhere. We force 
ourselves to trudge onward through the picture galleries, just to get 
our money’s worth, but the most interesting objects there are the 
baroque tables and consoles. For some reason, we do not find 
Veronese’s Rape of Europa or Tintoretto’s Penitent Magdalene.  

You will probably troop through the Tabularium more than 
once, the ancient underground records archive dating to 78 BCE, now 
the epigraphy collection. If so, maybe on your second or third 
exasperated trip you will be rewarded by the magnificent portico on 
the east side of the Palazzo Nuova, which has the best view of the 
Roman Forum and Palatine Hill. Both spread out in ruins as far as 
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you can see with stray columns and 
umbrella pines breaking up the landscape.  

We keep returning to the Sala 
degli Imperatori, “surely one of the most 
fascinating rooms in Rome for the 
student of human nature,” as Masson (or 
Fort) remarks.  The attributions are 
constantly in flux, but it doesn’t matter, 
since these are the interchangeable men 
and women who ruled Rome. We come 
nose to nose with homespun, boyish Augustus who enjoyed eating figs 
and playing dice, the monster Caracalla who murdered his brother 
and Caracalla’s successor Elagabulus, “whose weak and vicious face is 
easily distinguishable for its sideburns and strange air of modernity,” 
and who had himself declared not only a god but goddess, showing up 
at occasions of state in diaphanous gowns and clunky jewels. How 
about the “almost comic statue of the ‘Roman Matron Portrayed as 
Venus’, a member of the Flavian bourgeoisie “who combines a 
gorgeous figure with a perfect fright of a face”? Masson (or Fort, but 
probably not) adds:  “Perhaps she had a ‘lovely personality’ but what is 
quite certain, given that such a work would have been exceedingly 
expensive, is that someone loved her very much exactly as portrayed.” 
The human divas, wives of emperors and generals, are often crueler 
and more vitiated looking than their male counterparts. 
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There are, of course, real goddesses, consorts of male gods at 
any event, several Artemises, Heras, a raft of Minervas, even some of 
the lesser known inhabitants of 
the Greco-Roman gynacaeum 
such as the goddess of haircuts. 
We recognize some of the 
Hellenistic pieces as catering to 
sentimental tastes. They tend to 
be cute and sappy like the Girl 
with the Goose you see in 
backyard fountains all over the 
world. Similar is the iconic 
“Laughing Satyr Holding a 
Bunch of Grapes,” in red rosso 
antico marble from Hadrian’s 
villa. Ah, this is Hawthorne’s marble faun according to the guidebook! 
His descriptive prose leaves something to be desired. There are two 
drunken old women, including the “slightly disturbing ‘Old Woman 
Wearing an Expression of Amazement’, which is exactly what she 
does,” another copy of a Hellenistic genre masterpiece. The 
hackneyed Capitoline Venus is on loan in Detroit or someplace badly 
in need of beauty and art. Normally displayed in its own room, it dates 
to the end of the first century CE and is regarded as the finest 
example of Praxiteles’ statue of Aphrodite from the sanctuary of 
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Cnidus, a Dorian city in Turkey. Many of the male statues follow the 
Law of the Mean set down by Polyclitus in the Doryphorus, with its 
marvelous poise and athletic upward mobility that D. H. Lawrence 
considered “boiled” aesthetics.  

We are finished with the Capitoline or at least exhausted. After 
a coffee and mineral water at the secretly located terrazza panoramica, 
we make for home via a quick look at the Ara Coeli, largely 
uninteresting, and a reverse stroll up the Via Cavour, the shopkeepers 
now throwing open their gratings after siesta and everyone hurrying—
no, strolling—home from work. We sleep another ten or twelve 
hours. 
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Friday, July 8, Rome.  We have only one full day left in Rome, which I 
was going to devote to the Appian Way and the Catacombs of 
Priscilla, but after seeing that the Capitoline Museums ate up a whole 
day instead of a morning, we adopt a change of plans. In deference to 
our sore feet and calf-muscles, we will zip around Rome on the 
Metro, paying only 4 EU a piece for a day pass, and visit the major 
squares of the city, starting with St. Peter’s in the Vatican. 

  
 We pick up the Metro at Piazza della Reppublica, which is near 
the university and has book stalls like the Left Bank in Paris. All is 
clearly marked, clean and convenient, the opposite of bus service in 
Rome. Riding for several stops, we get off and follow the hordes of  
tourists along an avenue lined with religious articles, tee shirts and 
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posters of the popes assembled all together like a thousand postage

 
stamps, starting with St. Peter and ending with the present one. His 
picture is hung on the colonnaded arms of the Church about the size 
of the broad side of a barn, bigger than we have ever seen a face except 
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at drive-in movies or in Russian movies about Ivan the Terrible. The 
lines just to go into St. Peter’s, never mind see the Sistine Chapel, are 
running two hours and are strung all along with colonnade. Nuh, we’ll 
take a rain check. 

Our next stop is Piazza del Popolo, the northernmost gate to 
the city, and the one in which all people from northern (and 
Protestant) lands traditionally entered, including Goethe, Byron, 
Henry James and Christina Queen of Sweden. After Christina 

converted to Catholicism, abdicated her throne and announced she 
was moving with her fortune to Rome, Pope Alexander IV 
commissioned Bernini to redo the square, composing the inscription 
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which can still be seen under the date 1655:  FELICI FAUSTOQUE 
INGRESSUI, a paragon of politeness. To us, the most interesting 
thing about the 
square is the obelisk 
in the middle, with 
guardian sphinxes or 
lions. This is the 
second oldest obelisk 
in Rome, dating 
from the thirteenth 
century BCE. It was 
the fourth to be 
reerected by Sixtus 
V, the Chigi Pope 
(note star atop it), 
who used them like 
road signs when he 
redesigned the street 
grid of Rome.  
 The 
eponymous church of S. Maria del Popolo is medieval, run  by the 
Austin friars with associations with Martin Luther and a store of 
treasure from some of Rome’s leading Renaissance families, chiefly 
the Della Rovere popes Sixtus IV and Julius II. These patrons of the 
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arts employed Bramante, Bregno, Pinturicchio, Raphael and 
Sansovino to decorate their churches, chapels, tombs and bedrooms. 
The altar has a famous Madonna attributed to St. Luke! But the chief 
glory of the church, Pinturicchio’s frescoes on the vault of the chapel 
behind the altar, where the Church Fathers and Virgin rub shoulders 
with the Sibyls and Muses of the ancient world, is, of course, closed.  

ONWARD to the Spanish Steps. A hard-to-find elevator takes 
us to the top, where Bob Dylan wanted to paint his masterpiece and 
starving artists sell caricatures of Obama. At the bottom is the Via 
Condotti, the most expensive shopping street in Rome, formerly the 
stronghold for cardinals’ tassels, hats and scarlet wardrobes. Teresa 
finds some nifty clothing in an upscale shop off the Via della 
Propaganda, and we walk to the Trevi Fountain. We have carefully 
separated some small change to toss in to insure we return. The 
European money is country specific. When we first looked, I saw a 
boy on a goat, two naked men spread-eagled and mountains, or 
breasts. The writing is either in a Roman alphabet or some other, and 
no one can immediately tell what it says without studying it. Greece’s 
coinage is supposed to be truly beautiful and imposing in a miniature 
way. Whatever else that can be said, Euros are diverse and interesting. 
They require you to look carefully at them, however, lest you tip 
someone a day’s wages.  
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There is only so much you can do and feel at the Trevi 
Fountain, wondrous as it is. We next make our way across the Corso 
to the Piazza della Colonna and Pantheon. After staring up into the 
Eye of God, we ask at our sister hotel, the Albergo della Rotunda, for 
a good local osteria or trattoria for lunch and wind up around the 
corner at the jolly La Sacrestia. After pizza and wine (a Roman variety 
cheap and perfectly drinkable) we return to the Albergo’s roof garden 
for the rest of the siesta. I have some coffee and Teresa sips a weak 
peach cocktail.  

Next come the Piazza delle Erbe, Sinagoga (closed even though 
it is Friday evening), riverfront, Tiber Island and Trastevere, not 
considered part of the city of Rome until the nineteenth century. Here 
we find a cheap trattoria before boarding the H bus homeward to the 
Termini. And so to bed, as Pepys says. Tomorrow we go by train to 
the Soave and Bartolino producing hills outside Verona, to Francesca, 
our Northern Italian home exchange mate. 
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Saturday, July 9, Rome to Verona and Casa Colorada, Catazzi. We 
find the train to Verona with difficulty, because they’ve closed most of 
the gates and changed the platform number but none of this is 
apparent from the signs. It takes us to Verona in three hours, 
including two stops, one in Florence and another in Bologna. You 
know you are in the Po Valley when the landscape is perfectly flat, as 
though it has been poured out. Fields of sunflowers are cut up by 
copses of myrtles. Local trains would have taken twice as long or 
more. 

On the train, I think about my organic farmer-genealogical 
astrologer friend Ed Bailey, who wrote me a long email the day we left 
for Rome. After looking at the aspects of the major planets in my 
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birth chart, he noted that “Mars will be conjunct with my Venus in 
Gemini most exactly July 10-13.” He predicted “heightened emotions 
making for romance, impulsive acts, with or without a future, glamor 
surrounding my approach to life, an active social period, extravagance 
with money and a sudden urge to go places and do things.” These tips 
fell under the heading “Mars Transits Conjunction Your Venus,” 
which I considered as a title for my book about male and female 
religion. Ed said, “The combination of Mars and Jupiter should be 
making you feel pretty good right about now I would think.” He 
added that the effect “should continue to grow throughout the trip, 
probably peaking in influence around July 8-15 in Verona.” 

 
Ed Bailey cutting up cottonwood at Tucson farm. 
At this point, things seemed to take a turn toward the ominous. 

“However,” he went on, “starting about the same time is Mars square 
Saturn, and Saturn conjunct Mars, activating your natal Venus square 
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Saturn.” How bad was that? 
“It could make one 
vulnerable to emotional 
suffering and financial 
stresses,” he said. “Saturn 
natally is in Virgo, which 
rules the intestinal tract, so a 
possible interpretation would 
be digestive tract problems, 
nothing major.” He certainly 
pegged my gastrointestinal 
experiences in Rome.  

He kept returning to 
the date of July 10. “Check 
out that time frame for a period to see if you can feel the pronounced 
effects both positive and negative,” he wrote. “But,” he concluded, “of 
course, Mars conjunct Libra in a birth cart gives rather magical social 
and physical abilities throughout life, so this current Saturn transit 
will only be testing those skills in you.” That was reassuring. Possibly.  

Francesco is as I expected her to be, although I don’t know why 
I say that, because I had no expectations. At any rate, she is waiting 
outside the station next to the taxi stand, a smartly dressed woman of 
medium height, on the thin side, of indeterminate age, brownish hair, 
quick brown eyes, reserved, but vivacious when engaged. She asks if 
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we’ve had anything to eat and takes us to a café overlooking the Arena 
on Piazza Bra’ for pizza. She talks about her childhood in Verona, 
promenades on the via Mazzini, her parents, who are on a tour at 
Rimini (“They are always on vacation:  they are old”), the invasion of 
rude German tourists, Milanese drivers always in a hurry, the House 
of Juliet and her love of Native American culture. She is well traveled, 
having studied English in San Francisco, been to every Indian 
Reservation in Arizona, New Mexico and South Dakota and gone 
with the Italian contingent to New York for the Marathon ten years 
in a row.  

“I had no training to be a glass artist,” she replies to our 
question how she got into her profession. “It just spoke to me.” She 
went to Murano and learned from “the women who make the glass.” 
She says Italy does nothing to promote or perpetuate its cultural 
patrimony. The result of this neglect at a very basic level of education 
and support is that there is sometimes no specialist who knows how to 
restore something--say cut stone mosaics or antique mirrors. The 
trade secrets are lost. The government is more concerned with 
building a bridge to Sicily, which neither the Sicilians nor the other 
Italians want, and with armaments manufacture. Another Italian 
soldier was killed today in Afghanistan, she says, “probably by a mine 
made in Italy.”  

SHE EVENTUALLY confides in us more. She had a relationship 
once with an Apache and has good acquaintances in Walpi on First 
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Mesa. We talk about Indian radar. I promise to do her DNA 
fingerprint ancestry report and email Nini that evening to send her a 
sample collection kit with swabs. I tell her the story of the mother of 
my godson, Little Otter, who inexplicably kept showing Native 
American ancestry even though both her parents came over to this 

country with Italian birth certificates.  
I don’t have Ed’s planetary 

instructions handy, failed to 
memorize his advice, so foolishly buy 
two tickets to the Sunday evening 
performance of Aida in the Verona 
Arena. “That can be your birthday 
present,” Teresa smiles. Or the death 
of me. Four hours of Egyptian 
spectacle sung and danced under the 
moon and stars in Italian with 20,000 

other fans in the heat of summer, stone seating. There are three—
count them—intermissions. The production is a revival (rievocazione) 
of the Aida of 1913. This seems to be a sinister date. After that came 
the downfall of the Europe that created strutting aristocrats, armies, 
divas and empires in the first place. The next year the Austrians 
started World War I after an archduke was assassinated in Bosnia (I 
never could get the connection). In a single battle more than a million 
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soldiers were slaughtered. The front did not advance a hundred meters 
in either direction.  

WE SWING by Francesca’s parents’ house in the centro to pick 
up their car, a Honda, and I follow Francesca and Teresa onto the A4 
Milan-Venice autostrada. We exit at San Bonifazio/Soave, paying 
1.80 EU. We then stop off at the supermercato just inside the 
medieval gateway to Soave to pick up some groceries for our first few 

days. In the supermercato I find wine cheaper than water. The 
economical local varieties of Soave (the Soave, with the Crusader 
castle on the mountainside) start at less than 2 EU a bottle. That’s 
only three dollars. And they turn out to be eminently drinkable. Most 
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restaurants have their own vintages of house Soaves, Valpolicellos and 
Bardolinos at comparable prices.  

Next we tool on up the river Tramigna, a sturdy little stream 
that rushes down from the distant mountains, and pass the turnoff to 
the 10th century castle of Illasi, crowning the valley’s most prominent 
hilltop, all neatly terraced in vineyards. Francesca stops where the 
pavement ends and there is a raised iron bar. She makes Teresa write 
down a description of the place along with the wording on all the 

signs. Then we continue on a dirt road perilously winding and 
zigzagging up and down the wooded and terraced hillsides. It 
becomes imperceptibly narrower, rougher and less traveled looking 
until I loose sight of Teresa and Francesca’s car at a compound with a 
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black dog and gray cat. They double back. “I thought we must be 
there,” I say. I later find out the last stretch of dirt road is in actuality 
only three kilometers. It seemed like thirty. 

Francesca bought and restored the north end of a farmhouse in 
a compound built under the Austrians, called Catazzi. Only one other 
farmhouse in the compound has year-round residents. Next door to 
her is Chiara, an artist. Two pair of giant shoes sit in the parking 
space outside her door, as 
though a Brobdignagian baby 
threw them off and left them 
there in the mud and rain. 
Francesca has approximately 
eight cats. Chiara creates 
“natural constructs” in the 
woods. We come across one 
of them, an apparatus of reeds and wind chimes with the title, “I 
Suoni nel Vento.” Italians all seem to have their conceits and artistic 
fancies. 
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Sunday, July 10, Verona. I go outside while Teresa is finishing 
preparing breakfast and my eye for some reason is drawn to the 
opposite hillside, about 2-3 miles away. A flutter of bird activity. 
Then, clearly, a pair of huge eagles with whitish nether parts circle 
upwards counterclockwise in a double helix dance. Do they have 
eagles here? Or are they spirit birds?  

After experiencing the road to Catazzi, I decide not to risk a 
drive back from Aida in the wee hours of the morning. We book a 
place called Quo Vadis Forum, a B&B run by an Ivorian lady on via 
Anfiteatro, within sight of the backstage circumference of the Arena. 
Our real-life Aida is jumpy as her musical counterpart and has no 
business being in the business of B&Bs. She gives us three keys. It is 
hard to get into the place and hard to get out. We are nearly hysterical 
before we figure everything out and hit the street. 

Francesca recommended the open seating in the upper ring. It 
is nearly filled when we arrive, although we have made a point of 
being there an hour early. Certain patrons of the outdoor music scene 
in Italy adopt a literal view of first-come-first-served and open 
seating. Two fat middle aged German women with fanny packs, water 
bottles and bratwursts are hogging two adjacent stones and sit perched 
atop them like harpies. “Where is it written,” I find myself saying 
aloud, in my good German, “that one seat means one stone.” I get 
into a slight altercation with a South Tirolean party of farmers who 
are also literalists. They scoot over finally after I shame them. They 
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turn out to be real boors during the opera, talking among themselves 
and farting. Never again. 

Aida is set in Egypt with lots of ostrich feathers, painted 
columns, barges and colorful murals of pharaohs smiting their 
enemies. I have heard that in the famous triumph in Act III elephants 
are seen when the opera is staged at the Baths of Caracalla. The 
Verona version only goes as far as to have four white horses. But it has 
the usual cast of thousands—bare chested spear carriers, mysterious 
bedouins, dancing litter carriers, skulking eunuchs, joyful soldiers, 
perfumed bath attendants in revealing costumes and groaning captives 
in blackface.   

In the opening scene the master of the guards is singing a long 
song to himself amidst the papyrus plants about how beautiful Aida is. 
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The pharaoh’s daughter is not pleased to hear him say the name of her 
black slave girl, Aida, about a hundred times, as she fancies him for 
herself. She hears everything behind a pillar. In subsequent scenes she 
schemes to make Aida look bad, spilling nectar and ambrosia on her 
and tell her that her father is nothing but a black savage. Aida decides 
to pretend to be indifferent to the captain of the guard and let her 
mistress have him instead, but she can’t quite carry this plan out. 
Then the king defeats Aida’s tribe of savages and her father steps out 
of line in the triumphal procession and the pharaoh and his daughter 
decide to pardon him but Aida cops an attitude with him and he and 
the captain of the guard get into a fight. The pharaoh and his 
daughter treacherously turn on Aida and the captain of the guard and 
seal them in a pyramid to die. Everybody vows over and over, in duets 
and every imaginable combination, that they’d do it all again.  

What happens in the end I do not know, although I doubt 
anyone escapes the pyramid. Toward the end of the penultimate scene 
in the last act, Teresa suddenly points behind us on the horizon and 
whispers, “Let’s go.” Unseen by the singers, orchestra members, 
director, by anyone on ground level and by the vast majority of the 
audience above is a play of lights on the low clouds. A little gust of 
wind arrives. I grab Teresa’s hand and we rapidly make our way to one 
of the vomitoria (exits and stairwells). Apparently a few others sense 
the situation when they see us leave. We walk quickly to the Quo 
Vadis and let ourselves in, take the elevator to the third floor, unlock 
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our apartment, open our room and go to the window to close the 
rattling window panes. The downpour has just started. Screams from 
the arena. Ladies in evening gowns drenched in the arcades. People 
dashing madly this way and that, holding up windblown umbrellas or 
covering their heads with programs. One Italian couple walking in 
dignified and measured fashion through the deluge as though 
returning from a charity ball. 

We decide later that since the storm had no thunder or real 
lightning it was what Indians call female rain. The Mother Goddess 
was not going to be upstaged by a mere human diva.  
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Monday, July 11, Verona. 
We walk around the 
central area of Verona, 
seeing the House of 
Juliet, Piazza Erbe (where 
we ate the night before at 
the Della Torre), the 
Madonna of the Piazza, 
15th century murals, Santa 
Anastasia quarter, Roman 
theater (from across the 
Etsch/Adige) and Piazza 
degli Seniori with its 
status of Dante. We have 

typical Veneto food—polenta, gorgonzola, porcini, salami, washed 
down with excellent Soave della casa—at del Duca, then drive back to 
Catazzi after replenishing food and wine supplies at the Soave 
supermercato. Arriving back, we find a note from Francesca that says 
she was called away on business in Verona and would not be back 
until Tuesday afternoon.  
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Teresa at Juliet’s House with thousands of lovers’ vows from around the 

world.  
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Don at shrine of the Virgin at rustic crossroads.   
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Tuesday, July 12, Catazzi. We hardly stir from our quarters. We do 
take a brief walk in the fruit and olive orchards. We are now 
acclimated to the rhythms of an Italian day, we have breakfast about 
8:30, our big meal about 1 or 2, siesta, wake up and go out again 6 or 
7, have light meal 8 or 9 and go to bed about midnight. Sunset is 
about 9. Sunrise is about 6. 

When Francesca returns she confirms there are eagles here, 
“royal eagles,” which have been observed in the Monte Lessini nature 
area. “Always two or three.” We take her for a long lunch at a 
restaurant in Tramigna, where we hear more about her life and 
interests. 
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Wednesday, July 13, Catazzi. We stay close to the house. It is a bit 
cooler. We walk down the forest path to the little stream at the 
bottom of the hillside, where Teresa finds a bold barred brownish 
large predator feather (hawk?) and I a tiny pheasant feather. The road 
that continues to Tregnago is marked for pedestrian traffic only from 
that point. There is a roadside shrine with a Madonna inside that 
looks like a five and dime plastic baby doll.  
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Thursday, July 14, Catazzi. Francesca has left us another note and 
will not return until evening, when some friends of hers from Reggia 
Emiliana will come for dinner.  They are Cristiano and Ornella, the 
former the spitten image of a huge Apache man (think Gary Farmer 
in The Powwow Highway), the latter a small, sharp nosed woman with 
dark hair. They come in a Landrover about 7 and dinner is late. It 
consists of prosciutto and melon, pasta and pesto, various cheeses, a 
Greek salad, all very fresh and delicious. Cristiano has brought two 
bottles of wine, even though he doesn’t drink alcohol. He is wearing a 
medicine bag with an eagle claw and turquoise jewelry. Chiara joins us 
around the table in the converted barn.  
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At dinner, Cristiano asks me lots of questions about the Red 
Road. I show him some words in sign talk and explain how you 
approach a medicine person for learning or healing. He asks me if it is 
right that a woman on her moon be excluded from an inipi. “No,” I 
shoot back. “That’s just male dominance.” I tell him the Cherokee 
regard the Sioux as barbarous for this and other ordeals such as the 
sundance. “Why should religious experiences be grueling?” I ask. 
“Does Great Spirit want us to suffer?” We talk about cultural 
differences among the tribes. With Chiara and Francesca, Teresa and 
I have a lively conversation about the Goddess and new types of 
spirituality and religion. According to Francesca, who cites a book by 
Melchesidek titled Doors of Light, the power of women is regaining its 
place in government and society in Brazil, which will lead the way in a 
global shift of consciousness.  
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Friday, July 15, Embarking on Voyager of the Seas. Cristiano and 
Ornella drop us off at the San Bonifazio station, where we catch the 
1:05 express train to Venice at about 1:45. At the last minute, another 
train to Venice is canceled, and our own is moved from one track to 
another, necessitating a mad stampede down and up the stairs. This is 
the day we have to wonder what price we have to pay to get out of 
doing all things twice. When we get to Venice’s Santa Lucia station, 
we are glad to give up our two bags to official looking porters with a 
sign showing “Voyager of the Seas,” our cruise ship, although it later 
crosses my mind this would be an excellent scam, with a nice built-in 
profit margin at 5 EU per stolen bag. Because of connections, it is 
now three thirty. The “Voyager” sails at five. There are many twists 
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and wrong turns as we walk to the Piazzale Roma, dragging our 
handbags, find the People Mover (1 EU per person moved about 300 
meters) and dash about the large and confusing Maritima Passagiere 
Terminale where stories-high cruise ships are all docked in surprising 
order, like so many shiny collector sets of the gods and goddesses. 
Most people we ask for help, even the ones wearing Royal Caribbean 
livery, send us in the wrong direction, with the result that we have to 
retrace our steps and go everywhere twice.  
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Saturday, July 16, Dubrovnik. It doesn’t seem like people who speak a 
language like Russian should be here but they are. It is 
counterintuitive because Dubrovnik looks like an Italian hilltop town 
cum crusader castle dropped on a craggy Mediterranean beach with a 
corniche full of olive trees, rosemary and oleanders. You could just as 
well be in Monte Carlo or Las Palmas with the mellifluous tones of 
French or Catalan drifting through the air like the hum of honeybees. 
Instead, people speak Serbo-Croatian, or just plain Croatian, as it is 
called after the end of Yugoslavia (lots more about that), and they look 
like northern Europeans with prevailingly dirty blond hair, fair 
complexions and stocky builds. Our driver, Ilija Moretic, is the poster 
boy for Croatian independence. He speaks of Tito as though he died 
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yesterday, and takes us to a giant map at the gates of Old Town 
(Grad). It has a dot for every one of the 2,236 bombs that were 
launched by the Enemy in 1991. If you should ask who this Enemy is, 
Ilija will only shake his head. We are never clear about former-
Yugoslavian politics.  

Ilya speaks in an impetuous stream of broken English, sighting 
a target on the periphery of his thoughts and firing off a fusilage of 
vocabulary at it while circling round and trying to force it surrender. 
He never gives up or slows down, except once when his throat 
becomes so dry he has to stop. He gives the impression of being a mad 
poet or frustrated philosopher. In this respect, his eloquence is similar 
to the fustian of the Dubrovnik guide book we pick up after our tour. 

This slim volume of glossy pictures and half-sublime, half-
ridiculous English prose was written by Antun Karaman and 
published by the Dubrovnik Tourist Information Center in 2008. 
Ambitiously inscribed as “No 1,” it forms part or will form part of the 
series Cultural and Historical Heritage under an editor-in-chief and 
another “responsible editor.” Including the photographers, art editor, 
publishers, typesetters and translators, a good twenty people are 
credited in the book’s title page. There is even an English language 
consultant, Celia Irving.  Dubrovnik. History. Culture. Art is not your 
typical off-the-cuff guidebook or meretricious puff piece but a work of 
some erudition and pretension, perhaps too much.  
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In order to illustrate the book’s unique style, we reproduce the 
first few sentences of the preface, or foreword, signed by Ana Ivelja-
Dalatin, the “responsible” editor.  

The town of a perfect harmony reveals itself. The man is the 
measure of living in the town which changes its face every day, signs, 
keeps silent, grieves, which is melancholy and mysterious, but 
permanent in its beauty. It is built in stone in which it inscribed the 
motto of its existence NON BENE PRO TOTO LIBERTAS 
VENDITUR AURO (You do not sell freedom for all the gold!). 

If that was the overture in this opera buffa of a book, Scene 
One opens like this: 

A palm of stone in the blue cradle of the sea, embraced by the 
warm sun of the south and the shining string of firm walls and 
fortresses, crowned by the proud Minceta and the brilliant 
achievements of human cooperation, aspirations and reason, that is 
the jewel in the hand of St Blaise:  Dubrovnik, the City. But 
Dubrovnik is not only the name of the city, it is also a state of mind, a 
notion of harmony, culture and moral integrity, a synonym for an 
exemplary statesmanship (a pragmatism permeated with 
philosophical-symbolical tension) and the success— 

Stop! Enough! Yet this is exactly how our driver spoke. His 
comments when he pulled off the road or parked to allow us to take a 
photo were like the booklet’s cutlines. Cavtat, the village on the cliff 
where we had lunch:  “Ancient town immersed in the sea with scents 
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of dense vegetation.” “The roofs of Dubrovnik, a mysterious puzzle of 
life.” “The City has ennobled the surrounding area and created a very 
specific Dubrovnik Riviera.” “The City has chosen its place in the 
beauty of space.” “Others too see its beauty with our eyes” (of the city 
walls). But we later search in vain in the pages of Dubrovnik the Book 
for most of the places Ilya shows us. They are not on the map. That 
was why we purchased Dubrovnik the Book, but we are not 
disappointed in the end, for it is a treasury of zany civic pride, of 
quixotic literary ambition, from which we will derive hours of 
pleasure.  

We learn a lot, however, that there are 1,142 islands in Croatia, 
for instance, or 2,234 “bombings” in the Old Town from the last war. 
The total population of the area is 48,000. Zaton Velicine (Greater 
Velicine) is actually smaller than Zaton Merh (which means lesser). In 
Stikovica, you could have bought a house with three floors 
overlooking the seacoast for $30,000 in the early 90s, but it would cost 
you half a million or more today. The Dr. Franja Tudmana 
suspension bridge (not shown on the map) is 516 meters long and 50 
meters wide. The tourist trade to Dbrovnik breaks down as follows:  
1.2 million arrive by air, 1 million by ship. Plata is the shopping area 
and least expensive place to live. 
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Sunday, July 17, At Sea. Monday, July 18, Piraeus. We are stuck in 
the port until three o’clock, when the captain sails away. The Athens 
taxi drivers formed a blockade to protest the government’s intent to 
use Germany’s bailout to pay off the national debt instead of giving it 
to citizens. According to the barkeep at the Solarium Bar, Royal 
Caribbean International headquarters was pissed and will not include 
Athens on their itineraries in the future. (I doubt it.) Some people 
claim to have sighted the acropolis in the distance off starboard, but 
when we look, it is smoggy. The Athenians, since Pausanias, have not 
been noted for their hospitality. 
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Tuesday, July 19, Kusadasi. In the historical imagination Turkey 
conjures up an overlay of civilizations like the nine levels of Troy. The 
further one digs the earlier the levels, each rich and fully formed, so 
that you begin to think of them as Dynasty 0 or Civilization One or 
assign them minus signs stretching into the past. Asia Minor is the 
birthplace of the Mater Magna, the “Mother of Gods,” where 
modern-day archeologists have traced her worship in excavations such 
as Çatal Hüyük (7500-5700 B.C.E). It is also the homeland of the 
Goddess-cultivating Etruscans and Cretans.  
 As we crowd off the dock and walk past customs we encounter 
a burst of music and whirling, gaily costumed dancers. The main 
instrument seems to be the saz or bağlama, a type of long-necked lute.

 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Baglama
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Ba%C4%9Flama
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Lute
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We board a Tura Turizm bus that takes us to the sanctuary of 
Apollo at Claros, part of the Ionian League of Colophon in Lydia and 
one of the leading prophecy centers in the ancient world. Before 
Apollo, it was sacred to Cybele, the Mater Magna. We gather at a 
shrine near the spring and costumed performers materialize from 
stage left, carrying a sacrificial goat and wearing what appear to be 
stylish bathrobes. They pray to Apollo in Turkish. Here is what they 
say, in a kind of English translation, according to a scroll handed out 
afterwards: 

 
THE PRA Y ING OF THE PRIEST 

 
Heeey God of Music! 

As choruses gave voice to rymes for you 
Ey God of Poetry 



 
71 

With Holly Water, we dedicate Holy poems to you 
Ey God of Prophecy 

With Great Respect to your prophecy, here we offer oblations for you 
 

Heeey God of Light! 
The blood of oblations meld with soil 

Water to soil, soil to blood 
Blood is wealth, blood is victory, blood is life 

We ask you for the light of Wisdom 
Illuminate us. 

 
Heey Apollon the Great! 

Listen to me 
Calling you, the greatest Almighty 
The Son of Zeus, the God of Gods 

The God of fertility and wealth, the brother of Artemis 
It is Alesius the Prophet, calling for you with all my Soul 

 
Show me the Light of your Prophecy, my greatest Prophet 

Gave my Soul to you with this Holy Water 
Make me see your Grat Prophecy 

 
Priest turns to Alexander the Great [we wondered] 
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Listen to me Alexander the Great 
You know why Nemesis came into your Dream? 

And what he Wanted to say 
By the mountain of Pagos, close to Meles Stream 

You are going to construct a new city, conquer the New Land 
Simirna’s People are going to live fourfold happier in there 
Now leave, you need to construct new cities for your name 

Need to win new victories blessing your Glory 
The Light of Apollon will lead you 

 
Ey you people who hear me in this holy temple of Apollon [that 

would be us] 
The greatest God Apollon has a prophecy 

Good luck and a happy life full of health and wealth to All. 
 

Not until I returned did I figure out what 
this mini-drama was about. According to the 
Greek historian Pausanias, in his dream 
Alexander was told that he would set up a large 
new city at the base of Mt. Pagos, modern-day 
Kadifekale. After this dream, Alexander 
consulted the oracle at Claros and asked him to 
interpret it for him. He founded the new 
Smyrna after the priestesses gave him the go-ahead to proceed.  
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We explore the site, which is still being excavated. Our tour 
guide proudly calls it one of Turkey’s “newest” ruins. Workers are 
digging trenches, mowing hay, clearing brush. In the large new temple 
of Apollo of the 6th to 4th century BCE are four rows of iron rings fixed 
on heavy blocks allowing the priests and priestesses to slaughter a 
hundred animals at a time, the so-called hecatomb reserved for very 
special occasions. Artemis, the original goddess, had her own precinct 
and a smaller altar (par for the course). There are the bases of two 
korai, or maidens, one of which is preserved. The head is lacking and 
the feet and toes are broken and separate. We take a lot of pictures 
next to this Real Image of the Goddess. 

Back on the bus and a long ride through the plain of Meander, 
one of the most fertile areas of antiquity. It is still the center of 
Turkey’s tomato, olive, wheat and hazelnut production. We pass 
through ramshackle villages where the men are sipping coffee in the 
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shade while their women are out in the fields working. A gang of 
muslin-swathed womenfolk, smiling toothily, waves at us on a corner. 
At the Roman baths at Metropolis, our next stop, the guide explains 
that even women are allowed to use Turkish baths, one day in the 
week. “We are liberal,” he says. 

On the way back we pass Ephesus in the distance, home of 
Artemis and the Mater Magna cult, a hilltop town called Town 
Conquered by the Goats (night invaders put candles on goats and the 
residents thought it was an army) and the Carpet Institute, where we 
end up buying a nice primitive kelim from Cappodochia with what I 
imagine to be the symbols of the goddess. 
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Then it’s late lunch at a restaurant in Kusadasi on the harbor-front, 
with fresh fish and local wine, and back on board the Voyager to sail 
away at six.  
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Wednesday, July 20. At Sea. Day of lying by the pool, writing, Teresa 
going to a miracle cure involving eating and smearing algae on 
yourself. After dinner we go to the Pig and Whistle Pub with the rest 
of our English-speaking table and sing bawdy songs till midnight. 
Gavin, John, Imelda, Sharon and the others represent all the countries 
where English is the official language:  England, Ireland, Wales, 
Scotland, South Africa, Australia and New Zealand. Only Canada is 
lacking. They are jolly good fun. 

  



 
77 

Thursday, July 21, Bari. The medieval part of Bari between the port 
and the nineteenth century Liberta district is called Bari Vecchia (Old 
Bari). It has the cathedral of St. Savin, a castle built by the Normans 
in 1071 called Swabian Castle and the famous basilica of St. Nicolaus, 
the original home of Santa Claus. The seafront or lungomare has a 
line of antique columns marking the old Sacred Way. On a bus tour 
to Castel del Monte, the tour guide, Giovanni Guadalupi, points out a 
lyceum, customs house and various other government buildings with 
neo-Baroque dimensions and curb appeal. “There you see, ladies and 
gentlemen, the typical architecture of the time, what you call Fascist. 
Note the bas reliefs with propagandistic messages in them.” Giovanni 
is about 35, Sephardic looking, fluent in English and interested in 
everything, with a ponytail tucked behind his head in a bun. We learn 
from him that St. Nicolas, the purloined patron saint of the city, was 
born in 333 and was an Easterner, for he is always represented with a 
black face. Sixty two enterprising mariners of Bari translated his 
remains to their native Italy from Turkey and laid the foundation for 
the city’s economy and tourist trade with the Fiera del Levante in the 
sixth century. “For it is said of a man from Bari, a Barese, ‘If he 
doesn’t sell he will die.’” I have noticed that Italians love to start their 
sentences with the word “if.” It is a habit so ingrained that I think it 
must reflect the national love of conditionality and fantasy. The 
people seem to live in the subjunctive mood. 
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St. Nick has two feast days, the fifth of December and most of 
the month of May. In May, the present curators of his skeletal 
remains produce a miraculous liquid called manna, which is said to 
cure the sick and bring prosperity to anyone who anoints himself with 
it or drinks or eats it. “The scientists, you know, they are not 
understanding this.” He is usually depicted with three golden bowls. 
These stand for either the ecumenism of his patrimony, with 
Catholics, Muslims and Others, or his triple patronage of mariners, 
children and “women who wish to get married.” Giovanni says, 
“There is a column in crypt one say if woman who wish to get married 
walk around it three times she get married within year and she have 
child. But she no longer can do, because the authorities they make a 
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gate there and close her off.” In this land of unpredictable translations 
and uncertain negotiations, it seems pronouns are fluid, following the 
whim or desire of the speaker, in English. “For she too narrow! Some 
women they are getting stuck!” Giovanni’s praise of mariners and 
famous men and saints doesn’t fool us, though. Was the St. Nicolas 
cult not founded on an earlier, pagan pilgrimage site? “The 
archeologists they dig to bottom level under St Nicolas crypt and find 
skeleton of pregnant child with what you call it votive offerings they 
show it is temple of (big breath) Mother Goddess.” 

Chercher la femme. Giovanni recounts Frederick II’s genealogy 
but seems to miss the fact that his great-grandmother, the founding 
female of the Guelph dynasty in the Holy Roman Empire, was a lady 
named Judith. In the first room of Frederick’s castle, he says the mad 
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medieval prince probably had an alchemical laboratory, but “no 
pregnant woman must walk through it.” Why? Because the purpose of 
alchemy was to create life the male way, artificially. The natural, 
female way of giving life would probably spoil the experiment. 
Frederick was also interested in banking, taxes, hawking, chess, 
hunting and zoology. One of the scholars in his brilliant court in 
Palermo was Fibonacci. Frederick was called Stupor Mundi—Wonder 
of the World. He was both enlightened and learned and superstitious. 
When his court astrologers warned him he would die in a place of 
flowers, he forever avoided the city of Florence (Florentia), but he met 
his end in an insignificant castle named Fiorentino. He took two 
baths a week and because of his upbringing in the multicultural court 
of Palermo was “not scared of the Other.” He used diplomacy to win 
back Jerusalem, instead of going on a bloody crusade, and subjugated 
the unruly German princes with laws and contracts and agreements. 
He put Jews in charge of his regime’s government, taxes, mint and 
commerce.  

There are a hundred castles in Apulia (Italian name Puglia). 
Castel del Monte is chief among them. It was built of white limestone 
with ornamental multicolored conglomerate and marble in about 
1240. It sits atop a conical hill and can be seen for miles around. It 
also commands a view of the entire region, replicating the octagonal 
crown Frederick placed on his own head in Aachen, setting off the 
Investiture Strife between emperor and pope. The Italian government 



 
81 

bought the half-ruined hulk in 1876 for 25,000 lire, about the price of 
a mediocre bottle of wine. The archeologists meticulously replaced its 
worn and eroded stones, one by one, in a technique called stitching 
and unstitching. Its octagonal design is unique in the world, 
supposedly standing for the divine and human perfections of the circle 
and square combined. In 1994, the United Nations declared Castel 
del Monte a world heritage site and added it to the world’s List of 
Humanity because of the “harmony and blending of cultural elements 
coming from the North of Europe, the Islamic World and classical 
antiquity.”  

Weirdly, as we prepared to enter the castle a pair of dogs were 
throwing up their heels and chasing each other in the new-mown hay 
outside the gates. Were they real? Wild? They had the effect of 
alchemical emblems in a frontispiece. 

The bus then searches out a tiny private vintner, Cantine 
Carpentiere, in the minuscule locality of Bagnioli Corato. This gem of 
a vineyard is so hard to find, and so scarce in most of the rest of the 
world, they put their email address on their labels:  
www.cantinecarpentiere.it. Our guide here is fortyish, black curly hair, 
Greek-looking. He begins by explaining the Italian wine classification 
system. Every bottle of wine in Italy, if it is an upstanding vintage of 
any candor, has a DOC. This stands for the controlled denomination 
of origin. Questions? The DOC of our vineyard is Castel del Monte, 
and it is indeed only about 14 kilometers from Frederick’s white 
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elephant.  The grape is nero di Troia (black one of Troy). If you are 
trying to find this wine in the United States (I am beginning to sound 
like Giovanni), you not find it. 

For the benefit of the world and its subsequent inhabitants, I 
will translate what is written on the label of this fine wine: 

First Light. This wine, obtained exclusively from the 
vinification of Grape of Troy, presents itself with an intense 
pink color and breathing out of violets. Has a long-lasting smell 
of eels and little red fruits. It counsels you to serve it cool. Put 
in the bottle at the origin and named in the controlled fashion.   
Our guide speaks of the products of his company as though 

they were his children, or nieces, or nephews or grandchildren. He 
explains first that “all the work it happen here in the field, you can no 
get good wine except from a good grape.” Incredibly, everything is 
completely natural. There are no fertilizers, herbicides, no watering. 
The vines are planted rather close together—4,800 per hectar or 
10,000 square meters—to encourage a natural “competition” (he uses 
that word a lot). “She produce less, you know, but better.” Again, that 
female pronoun popping up. He solemnly narrates how the god 
Dionysius brought the grape to Apulia, liking the way the land 
looked. “This-a tell us that it was the-ah Greeks who are bringing in 
the wine to Apulia.” With close plantings, a single vine will produce 
1-1 ½ kilo per plant, or 1 – 1 ½ bottles. “You see how they live,” he 
says, pointing to a hillside angled to the sunshine with rows of 
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grapevines waving in the wind. “They are like you,” he says, in a 
moment of sudden inspiration. “You like to sit in the deck chair, yes, 
and take-a in the sun. These little ones they are on their cruise too but 
always in the same place.” These passengers on the planet have a life 
expectancy of 70-80 years, about like a human. Moreover, “The older 
the better.”  

We are then shown the temperature-controlled vats (18-19 
degrees is best), room with the barrels, bottling room and finally taken 
upstairs to the wine tasting room where we sample three, a rose, white 
and red. Revealingly, even the pressing is left to nature, the weight of 
the grapes themselves doing the work. “We just take care,” says our 
host, “that the natural process of vinification takes place in the best 
conditions, and the juice she becomes wine.” After sheep cheese, 
bruschetta, foccacio, olives, melons, salami, tasty little snacks called 
tarelini or bread swirls and several glasses of wine, we toddle off with 
four bottles in cardboard carriers and evade the ship authorities to take 
them surreptitiously back to our room, where I polish off a bottle of 
rosé and bring the journal up to date. 
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Friday, July 22, Venice. The vaporetti being on strike, we walk all 
over Venice, starting at the train station, where I later realized my 
passport had been stolen, and proceeding to San Polo and the Rialto, 
where we have lunch at Riva del Vino, the embankment “where they 
offload the wine.” Speaking of offloading, Venice has about three 
public restrooms, one in the Rialto near the Pescheria (Fish Market), 
one near St. Mark’s, and another in Dorsoduro, serving all the 
English nations. They cost 1.50 Eu, which works out to about $2.25 a 
piss. I’m not sure this is a good policy in a city with tempting canals 
into which one can relieve oneself for free, but that’s the way it is. 
Most people use restrooms in cafes or restaurants, but ordering a 
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coffee or drinking at a meal has an inevitable delayed result, 
necessitating a second coffee or drink or ice cream. 
 There is not much natural in Venice. Everything seems artificial 
and copied and remembered, artifice piled on artifice, reiteration after 
reiteration. Mimesis gone mad.   

At St. Mark’s we take a stroll through the colonnades and snap 
pictures of the rococo interiors of ice cream shops and coffee bars like 
Florian’s, which has been in existence since the 18th century and offers 
an espresso for 12 EU ($18). On the way to San Moise (Saint Moses), 
we pass the Bibioteca Nazionale, Harry’s Bar, Bottega Veneta, Gucci, 
Burberry’s, Chanel, Armanni, Dolce & Gabbana, Missoni, Faberge 
and other high fashion boutiques. At Santa Maria del Giglio, we take 
the traghetto for 50 cents, the cheapest way to have the gondola 
experience, otherwise about $300 a quarter hour, singing not included. 

On the other side of the Grand Canal, we visit Santa Maria 
della Salute, the Dogana, the English church of St. George on Campo 
San Vito, near the Peggy Guggenheim Collection and Pensione 
Accademia, before trooping on to Campo Santa Margharita, San 
Barnabe and some other nondescript working class neighborhoods 
before finally reconnecting with the sprawling Piazzale Roma and 
wicked People Mover ($.75 every time you use it) to get back onboard 
ship.  

I can well believe that Beppe Severgnini is correct in assuming 
that the Italian prejudice against computers is grounded in their 
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religion. Something about the tactile pleasures of choosing and 
purchasing and “the physical perceptions of the Catholic liturgy, in 
which the senses support the spirit.” E-commerce, Severgnini 
concludes, “is a Protestant invention, sensible but unsatisfying.”  
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Saturday, July 23, Burano. The story told us was that they paint the 

houses in these psychedelic colors so the fishermen can find their way 

home in the dark. What a whopper! 
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Sunday, July 24, 2011, Venice. This is our second and last night in 
what is probably the cheapest lodging in Venice, and possibly the 
worst in the world (although I’ve never been to places like Rwanda 
and Bangaladesh), Casa Cardinale Piazza. This decrepit home for 
geriatric priests, nuns, minor clerics and the insane devotes one floor 
to guest rooms that go for 85 EU a night. It does have a nice garden, 
full of ugly weed trees but devoid of people, which we enjoyed 
yesterday, drinking a bottle of our Castel del Monte vintage in front 
of the Madonna, but today it is cold and rainy. The flimsy twin beds 
(matrimonial indeed!) are really bunks with plywood foundations and 
thin mattresses. The old labyrinthine palace with rubbishy 
furnishings, dark portraits of prelates and kitschy madonnas has an 
elevator that booms and groans and whistles as though performing 
one final miracle. It smells like pee. The breakfast is atrocious, a 
glowering nun dispensing “croissants” and “bread” in wrappers and 
“coffee” out of a machine. The “soap,” which comes out of a jar, is so 
watered down it no longer retains the properties of soap, in other 
words, it doesn’t clean. Our dingy quarters are smaller than our 
stateroom on board ship.  

This sestiere is Cannaregio and the parish is St. Christopher’s 
or “vulgarly called Madonna dell’ Orto.” It was the home of 
Tintoretto, who is buried in the eponymous church. The name comes 
from a miraculous statue of the Virgin Mary dug up in an orchard 
(orto), a likely story and altogether typical one for Venice. In Burano,  
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MALE MADONNA:  After relegating the 
Goddess to a subservient role, the Fathers 
of the Church stole her last attribute, 
motherhood, and began pushing male 
mothers like St. Anthony, as shown on 
this saint’s card we found in our room in 
Venice. There was a wall shrine with the 
same picture around the corner. Now 
men could have babies! 

yesterday we asked the bland waiter at the expensive restaurant 
why the houses were all different colors and he assured us it was due 
to the lack of street lights in the past. “It is so the mariners can find 
their house, yes.” Venetians seem to enjoy lying to tourists. And they 
do not like to settle on only one name for a street. Hence, San 
Cristofero o volgaremente Madonna dell’ Orto. Instances of this habit 
of hedging their bets could be multiplied ad infinitum.  

On Sunday, the churches are often closed, since they—like the 
soap in the convent—have lost the properties of churches. I have 
heard that certain ones of them now require entry tickets. Certainly 
we have not heard any bells calling the faithful to mass. A few 
nominal places of worship have become museums for provocative and 
unsubtle modern art and are open and even free. One presents the 
work of a contemporary Dutch sculptor who specializes in large 
chromium brains the size of golf carts surmounted by crosses (and 
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such like). He has a replica of 
Michaelangelo’s Pieta in which 
the Madonna is Death with a 
hood over her skull and a 
hideous grin and Christ is a 
businessman in a suit with 
sneakers on. Ghastly! 

We buy tickets to see 
three of the five (or seven or eight) synagogues in the Ghetto but end 
up going on the tour twice after losing the guide, who was shall we say 
perfunctory to a fault. At any rate, we have a good (and economical) 
lunch of pasta and potato pie and wine and anise cookies and 
macaroons at the café in the gift shop. There I come across an 
interesting book in Italian on the figure of Lilith in scripture, cultural 
tradition and psychoanalysis. I’m sure it is the only item of its sort in a 
sea of publications extolling the wisdom of patriarchs, rabbis and 
Jewish humanists. We also chat with Antonio Moretti, who eats his 
simple plate of pasta at a neighboring table and runs an antique glass 
shop forty meters down the way on the square. This is called the 
Ghetto Nova, which is older than the Ghetto Vecchia, where the 
Spanish synagogue is. There’s also a Ghetto Novissima.  
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Monday, July 
25, Venice. 
After seeing the 
long line at the 
Left Luggage at 
the train station, 
we drag our 
bags onto a 
Linea 1 
vaporetto and 

take a round trip to the Lido down the Grand Canal. Before this I 
have some small pleasure in telling the Ethiopian nun at Casa 
Cardinale Pizza that it was the worst place I have ever stayed in. Ah, 
well. I think we can recite all the fermate by the time we go through 
the Grand Canal twice. Even so, it doesn’t quite all sink in. One goes 
into a kind of reverie. I have an excellent seat at the very front of the 
boat. We have lunch at a nice restaurant near the station overlooking 
the Grand Canal. We catch the train and are glad to see Francesca 
pull up in her blue Ford at the San Bonifazio station. 
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Tuesday, July 26, Catazzi. A day of regrouping, reading, writing and 
washing clothes, recovering from Venice. I learn from Roberto 
Sicuteri’s Lilith, la Luna Nera (Casa Editrice Astrolabio, 1980) that 
the original Moon Goddess in both the Sumerian-Akkadian and 
Egyptian/Greco-Roman traditions was demonized by the male 
hierarchies. The Christians and the Jews went even further in this 
direction. The modern era since the Renaissance and Enlightenment 
has not been able to overcome the negative campaign of history 
against her. 
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Wednesday, July 27, 2011, Lake Garda. On Francesca’s 
recommendation we tool up the eastern shore of Lake Garda. We eat 
lunch in Garda. We stroll on the lake front at Riva, shades of Kafka’s 
“Der Jäger Gracchus,” one of my first German pieces of literature. All 
the museums are closed except for a lame fishing museum which is 
free but has nothing but fishing poles and fishing nets. We howl with 
laughter at the name Hotel Feeling Louisa. No, no letters are missing. 
Then there is a brochure titled Emotions, Sights, Fun. A mime tries 
to shake hands with Teresa and scares her to death. We snap a  
policeman on a two-wheeled stand-on vehicle, don’t know the name.  

There is something odd about Lake Garda. Francesca says 
there are five types of wind. When a man goes down in a regatta they 
never find the body it is so deep. Are there Loch Ness monsters? A 
very Austrian feeling here. Stiff and super-rational.  
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Thursday, July 28, 2011, Catazzi. It is our 
last day at Francesca’s and so we go to 
Campiano at the top of the hill, where there 
are two good restaurants, usually closed, and 
try to find Tregnago, the village or town 
where she gets her mail. I can’t tell anyone 
I’ve been to Tregnago without having at least 
laid eyes on it. Francesca has to be in Verona 

all day and will stay the night. She is selling Casa Colorada and 
opening a glass and jewelry shop near Porte Leone in Verona, lots of 
business affairs. Tomorrow we will get up at 5:30, leave at 7, meet her 
at 8, deliver her parents’ Honda back to them so they can proceed to 
their second home at Garda, switch luggage, catch the 8:50 
rapidissimo to Roma and say goodbye for the time being to Francesca. 
Last night she explained you don’t call tomato sauce ragu unless it has 
meat in it, otherwise sugo (“juice” i.e. of tomato).  Teresa picked out 
80EU of beads, and Francesca gave her a red heart she made 
especially for her the day before, when I video’d her. I take a lot of 
pictures of her house, filled with her character, interests and 
personality.  

One of the restaurants in Campiano is open, the Trattoria 
Murareto, various cats, dogs and babies in evidence. Teresa will swear 
a white unicorn pranced down the main street when I was in the 
bathroom. Or was it a white horse? After taking some pictures at 
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the church and outlook, we venture on down the paved but dubious 
looking road to Tregnago. On the way to the top we spy Francesca’s 
compound, Catazzi, and on the crest of the saddle with a panoramic 
view we stir up two of the golden eagles, called royal eagles, I saw the 
first day. I capture a picture of them. They must have an eerie nearby 
and babies. Tragnago is an unremarkable but not completely 
inconsequential town with a church dedicated to the Assumption of 
the Virgin. Lots of crucified Christs hanging around. One church on a 
hilltop village on the way back has a portico window with a longhaired 
mustachioed hippy carrying a lantern. The restaurant has the Seven 
Dwarves in their window, alongside the BVM. People have a broad 
definition of religion. 
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The restaurant displays in fact a document called La Preghiera 
dei Bevitori next to its menu and license. It may be translated thusly: 

Our Bacchus who art in the tavern 
Memorable be thy name 
Thy wine come, thy will be done 
Whether it be Merlot or Grignolino 
…. 
In the evening (at what hour does Buon Giorno become Buona 

Sera?) we say goodbye to Chiara. I tipsily demonstrate how to smudge 
to the directions with a brush and bucket and play on her Schoenberg 
upright piano, badly. It doesn’t matter that she speaks hardly any 
English and I Dadaist Italian. We just talk and smile at each other.  
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Friday, July 29, Rome. We catch the express train to Rome after 
parking Francesca’s parent’s car in Verona and having her take us to 
the stazione in her car, waving goodbye to her on the binario. The 
train ride is swift, uneventful. At the Termini station, after wheeling 
our luggage a quarter of a mile to the exit where the buses and taxis 
are and seeing the lines, we decide to make our own way by foot to the 
Raffaello, since it is downhill and only about as far away as we have 
already walked. It is hot. We find the Raffaello after only one wrong 
turn, roll into the lobby and are greeted by the nice clerk, Francesca, 
who says she has our room ready for us. Good ole Hotel Raffaello! 

 
We take it pretty easy today, strolling around the Viminale, 

where many of the government buildings still are located, since 
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Roman times. Across from the pizza joint is the Istituto Nazionale di 
Statistica with a statue of Statistica herself over the doorway, looking 
vaguely Egyptian or Babylonian with bangs and a low-cut bodice, her 
face hooded by the national flag like a parody of Blind Justice. A 
policeman guards the secrets inside.  

We visit Saint Paul within the Walls, the American 
Episcopalian church built with 
robber baron money in the late 
nineteenth century. In the mosaic 
in the apse by pre-Raphaelite 
artist Edward Burne-Jones, it is 
said John Pierpont Morgan 
served as the model for one of the 
Christian heroes on horses, and 
Jay Gould was another. At least, 
this is what I remember from 
Georgina Masson’s old Companion Guide, but this tidbit has 
apparently been removed from the sanitized new edition by John Fort, 
salted fish-seller and continuator.  

Santa Pudenziana, the basilica in Via Urbana just footsteps 
from the Raffaello, should be interesting, but it is not. It was once 
believed to be the oldest place of Christian worship in Rome, and 
according to legend, was built over the house of the senator Pudens, 
where St. Peter lived. Research has produced numerous discrepancies 
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between legend and reality. The present-day edifice is shabby and 
run-down, and the Roman ruins behind the apse that might tell the 
true story are closed to the public. Filipino nuns and laymen operate 
what looks to all intents and purposes like a nineteenth century church 
in a poor parish. The truth is Santa Pudenziana was refashioned in the 
fourth century from a crumbling bathhouse. Its apostolic connection 
was manufactured in the eighth century “by a mistaken interpretation 
of a passage in the Liber Pontificalis” (Fort).  The Romanesque 
campanile is impressive from a distance, but decrepit on closer 
inspection, with small trees growing out of its ledges and niches. Its 
bells are not particularly sonorous or special but seem to be cracked 
and clangy. Somehow we missed the “splendor of the wonderful late 
fourth- or early fifth-century mosaic which is the glory of the church” 
(Fort)--perhaps because we did not have small change to feed the 
lighting system, or because it had not been converted to Euros.  
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Saturday, July 30, Ostia Antica. After getting confusing directions on 
public transportation from Francesca, who goes to the Wikipedia 
article on Metro connections, we walk down Via Urbana, stress over 
the automated ticket payment system and finally pile onto the Metro, 
which takes us to the train to Ostia Antica, Rome’s ancient seaport. 
Here are miles of ruins and an important statuary museum off the 
beaten track. The popolo volgare on the train are shockingly ugly, 
ragged, dirty, smelly, old and young alike. Most are going to the 
beach. We are hectic to the point of sweating bullets about 
pickpockets. Miles of dreary, graffiti-decorated apartment complexes 
go by. The train leaves us at a small station. A paucity of signs. But we 
find the entrance to the ruins about 10 o’clock, as people are just 
beginning to dribble in. No bus tours, mostly only groups of Italian 
couples and families, with a sprinkling of Japanese, Germans, Danish 
and English.  
 Although I remember that the old Italy hands at the Academy 
and Chapel Hill recommended Ostia Antica as a must-see sight, I do 
not really know what to expect now I am finally here. Teresa and I 
walk down the long main thoroughfare with its punishing 
cobblestones past broken columns, flower-filled sarcophagi and 
tumbled down chambers. We explore the narrow back alleys with 
their grid of dirt paths, shorn-off brick walls and occasional doorway 
or headless statue.  All corners have been outfitted with a numbering 
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system reflecting the original Roman plan dividing the vast city into 
sectors and quarters and blocks. Certainly, one could never get lost. 

 I think the point where the 
ancient life of Ostia becomes alive and 
real for me is when we pause before a 
giant marble statue of a goddess or 
personification of victory on the edge 
of a piazza or campo. This makes a 
profound impression. 
 Next, we visit the colossal Baths 
of Neptune and marvel at the mostly 
intact mosaics on the floors of the 

different halls with their nereids, sea-monsters, tritons and the like. 
After that, we go to the theatre, streets of shops and warehouses, ark 
and several fora before heading off to the unknown. Somewhere is the 
field of the Magna Mater, with the shrine of Attis, the Divine Child, 
and temple of Cybele. It was the most popular cult of the day when 
Ostia was at its height. 
 The campo of the Mater Magna on the southern margin, just 
inside the city walls, is a large field full of sweet-smelling grass and 
hay, loud with crickets, dotted with astrophels and poppies. Outside 
the wall, where we cannot go, is an ancient synagogue, according to 
my map. No one else has come to this sector; we are alone; we meet or 
see no one. Both the serpentine brick shrine, guarded by fauns, and 



 
103 

the modest temple, with only about a dozen steps up, are small, not 
imposing. I make a video, we pay our respects to the Mother Goddess 
and turn back to the other side of Ostia, where food presumably (no, 
not good) and the museum (open, thankfully) are located. 

 In the museum, we see a copy or the original of the Tree of Life 
as well as statues of the Goddess with her snakes and panthers and 
temple scenes from her cult. What strikes me are the profuse, intricate 
reliefs on sarcophagi with their wild, esoteric tableaux of birds, 
flowers, lizards, snakes, garlands, wreaths, vines, centaurs, fauns, 
nymphs, maenads, satyrs, revelers, amazons, sea-monsters, griffons, 
sphinxes, chimaeras. In death, everything teems with life. It becomes 
clear to me that even though the goddess religion may have been 
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upstaged, and irrevocably replaced, by male religions and government, 
it lived on and will always live on in funerary rites. Ancient people 
were forced to entrust their lives and safety to patriarchal, military 
regimes, but when it came to death the pretense was off. They 
reverted to the female religion. All symbolism emphasizes the Giver 
of Life and Mistress of Rebirth. There is nothing mysterious about 
naked power. It can’t do much for you when you are dead. The 
Goddess will always come back into her own in the end. Caesar or 
Christ cannot help you in the afterlife. This experience affords me an 
insight I will never forget into the profound chasm between people’s 
public and private lives as well as the unshakable endurance of 
humankind’s first religion, of its deep universal spirituality. 
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Sunday, July 31, Naples and Pompeii. We take the motorized mule-
train called Green Line Bus departing from the vicinity of the 
Termini for an all-day tour of Naples and 
Pompeii. Thrown in are a whistlestop pop in 
to a coral and porcelain factory and quick 
lunch at dingy eatery outside the Vatican 
colony. The tour guide, a carelessly dressed 
relic of the sixties fashion industry originally 
from Bavaria, points out in English, Spanish 
and Italian, as we pass them, the bombed 
monastery of Monte Cassino, Norman hulk 
of a castle in the harbor and sprawling 
Puzzuoli, the girlhood home of modern-day goddess Sophia Loren, 
where she waited on tables at the family’s pub, served homemade 
cherry liquor and sang folksongs to GIs. Loren is now 77 and lives in 
Switzerland. I used to have a copy of her cookbook inscribed to me 
personally by my Italian friend in college, Gary. It was signed, “Al mio 
caro Signor Yates.” 
 Naples should be seen from a bus window with the loudspeaker 
playing a crackly version of Enrico Caruso’s best opera highlights. 
Everything is pretend grand. We get out on the harborfront and try to 
take pictures but only seem to find large rocks with leering, paunchy 
men sunning on them in skimpy bathing suits, mournful castles, rusty 
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freighters, slums with laundry on the balconies and dilapidated luxury 
hotels. Half the traffic is motorcycles and scooters. The bus then 
whisks us through the old royal center of town. Barricades, 



 
107 

construction, restoration, a few stricken parks, several palm trees, 
hordes of people carrying plastic bags.  
 I didn’t know the Vatican, like other imperial powers, has 
colonies. One of them is outside Naples. That’s where the bus parks 
and lets us loose to find the restaurant. I question the Naples 
tourguide who joined us for this leg of the trip. Yes, he says, pointing 
to the cute, little gatehouses with nuns and monsignors bustling by, 
and the Papal Arms everywhere, that little town within a town 
belongs to the Pope. It’s where clergy go for holiday or retreats or 
seminars. I have to buy some batteries for my camera. How much? 
Ten Euro, says the shop girl. How about five? Va bene. Thieves! 
Rascals! Mountebanks! 
 Two hours are spent in Pompeii. Our tourguide, who has being 
doing this for over thirty years, is eighty-five years old, but you 
wouldn’t know it. He leads us on a whirlwind chase beginning with 
the odeum and whorehouse (lupinarium) and ending with the Forum 
of Venus. This, he says, the Pompeiians didn’t expend much on  
because the goddess of the sea, even though she was their titular deity, 
forsook them in the eruption of Mt. Vesuvius. We thought that rather 
fickle. Then on to the bus and back to Rome, where we dine at La 
Gallina Bianca or White Hen restaurant. It is good to be home. 
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Monday, August 1, Rome. The morning is dedicated to finding the 
American Embassy and getting a replacement passport. We pass by 
the Quattre Fontane of Bernini and Palazzo Barberini (closed, as are 
most museums on Monday) on the way. Fort America is on the 
Pinzio in a part of Rome 
that is almost leafy. They 
are extremely polite and 
efficient and I have my 
new temporary passport 
within an hour. Teresa 
has to wait outside, where 
she hears various horror 
stories from others. 
 We miss getting 
into Santa Maria della 
Vittoria with Bernini’s 
masterpiece of St. Teresa 
in Ecstasy because 
churches in Rome close 
punctually whenever they 
want to. We will return. 
Instead we loiter in front of the Moses Fountain for a bit, amid the 
“parked” cars, like a roller derby gone bad, and admire the gigantic St.  
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Mary Magdalene in the Benedictine church on the same square that 
boasts a knock-off of the dome of the Pantheon with its Eye of 
Heaven.  

 IN ONE or another of the churches 
that we now begin to visit, seriatim, 
guidebook open in front of our noses, I am 
impressed by how Christianity celebrates 
death, not life. I start to doubt if many 
devout Christians in the Middle Ages or 
Modern Period truly believed or believe they 
will live forever after death. In Roman 
churches, the sepulchers and vaults are 
particularly grisly. I have to contrast the 

attitude with that of pagans and more primitive people toward death. 
I think the advent of violent and death-oriented religions has not only 
made inroads on people’s happiness and freedom when alive but also 
on their ideas about death. Who among the Catholics and Protestants 
truly believes they will go to heaven and live happily ever after? The 
ancient peoples at least kept death in its place while they lived and 
dreamed securely of a happy afterlife. I prefer the female death 
Goddess to the male death God.  
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Tuesday, August 2, Rome. This is our day for the Baths of Caracalla, 

Appian Way and Catacombs, the next to the last in Rome. We have 

decided that the Catacombs of St. Stephen, being open, are the best. 

We set forth early in the morning, about nine, on Bus 88 from Santa 

Maria Maggiore. 

 

 The scale of the Baths of Caracalla is nothing to write about, 
only experience. It is stupendous and awe-inspiring. And to think this 
was one of antiquity’s standard public works! Every hair-dresser or 
stone dresser could go and spend the day in their temples of delight 
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and restoration. Symbols of the goddess and her mysteries and 
celebration of life are everywhere. 
 I guess I have read too much Goethe or 
James because the  Appian Way is not the 
tranquil avenue into noble thoughts I pictured 
but a harried rat-race down narrow walled roads 
infested with dangerous Fiats and Vespas.  
Everything is closed, literally and figuratively. 
One park was nice, and thankfully we found an oasis of rest in the 
Ristorante Gabriele, then on and on, and finally, the entrance to the 
underworld at the end of it all. No pictures are allowed in the 
Catacombs, which are run by the Church. Only at the exit into the 
Church of St. Stephen did the cleric guide tell us we could take a 
picture. He showed us Bernini’s masterpiece, a bust of Jesus he did in 
old age and presented to the monks. They lost it or buried it in their 
garden. It was recovered only a few years ago. It is good, and 
apparently authentic. 
 Back to Rome after a long walk and long wait for the returning 
bus. Next time, a taxi (though I don’t think there will be a next time). 
I was prepared for coming to terms with my own mortality but not my 
own age and feebleness. 
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Wednesday, August 3, Rome. Today, we go to the Villa Giulia, the 
world’s foremost museum of Etruscan antiquities. It used to have 
most of its collection in storage and was for many years dysfunctional. 
But the sixteenth century villa of Pope Julius II on Rome’s northern 
gate has now been restored, staffed and all its objects placed on 
conspicuous and astonishing professional display. The museum is a 
complete delight. It even has a gift shop, where we drop over a 
hundred Euros on books and jewelry and souvenirs, and a snackshop, 
where we have a lunch of pannini, vino, gelati and espresso. 

 
 “Psychological diviner” D. H. Lawrence writes about Etruria 
and Etruscan culture. (The label is Aldous Huxley’s.) It is his “last 
pilgrimage.” He published Etruscan Places in 1932, a travel book in 
which he “felt his way into the minds of the Etruscans” (Huxley, 
again). In it, he reports on all the major tombs opened in the 
eighteenth and nineteenth century, as well as the older sites whose 
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treasures stunned Pope Julius and contemporaries. Among Lawrence’s 
observations: 

 The things they did, in their easy centuries, are as natural 
and easy as breathing. They leave the breast breathing freely 
and pleasantly, with a certain fullness of life. Even the tombs. 
And that is the true Etruscan quality:  ease, naturalness, and an 
abundance of life, no need to force the mind or the soul in any 
direction… The natural flowering of life! It is not so easy for 
human beings as it sounds. Behind all the Etruscan liveliness 
was a religion of life, which the chief men were seriously 
responsible for. Behind all the dancing was a vision, and even a 
science of life… We have lost the art of living; and in that most 
important science of all, the science of daily life, the science of 
behavior, we are complete ignoramuses. We have psychology 
instead. 

 Lawrence recognizes the air and aura of the Mother Goddess 
religion without knowing it, calling it, foolishly, “the phallic 
consciousness.” His book is full of thrilling accounts of coming into 
poetic contact with ancient peoples and the religion they practiced at a 
time before religion had a name but was simply a way of life.  
 Writing at the height of Mussolini’s dictatorship, he begins by 
contrasting Etruscan culture with “those pure, clean-living, sweet-
souled Romans, who smashed nation after nation and crushed the free 
soul in people after people, and were ruled by Messalina and 
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Heliogabalus and such-like snowdrops, [who] said the Etruscan were 
vicious.” The Romans thought the Etruscans depraved because they 
allowed women to take part in banquets. “To the Puritan all things are 
impure.” 
 The Etruscans still dwell in Cevereti, Volterra and Tarquinia 
for Lawrence. He describes a Maremma shepherd wearing goat-skin 
trousers who swaggers into the tavern in Caere, grins, drinks the black 
wine and clambers “with his hairy legs on to his lean pony, swirling, 
and rattling away with a neat little clatter of hoofs, under the ramparts 
and away to the open…his face a faun-face, not deadened by 
morals…far more shy and evanescent than any Christian virgin.” 
 The females of the village are “good looking women, of the old 
world, with that very attractive look of noiselessness, and inwardness, 
which women must have had in the past.” 
 We know that these are shrines of the Mother Goddess because 
they are cut out of the living rock. “There is a simplicity, combined 
with a most peculiar, free-breasted naturalness and spontaneity, in the 
shapes and movements of the underworld walls and spaces, that at 
once reassures the spirit.” 
 “And death, to the Etruscan, was a pleasant continuance of life, 
with jewels and wine and flutes playing for the dance. It was neither 
an ecstasy of bliss, a heaven, nor a purgatory of torment. It was just a 
natural continuance of the fullness of life. Everything was in terms of 
life, of living.”  
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 Although the region today 
is “desecration put upon 
desolation,” and “they took 
everything away,” Lawrence 
recreates the world of the 
ancient Etruscans, who 
originated in the homeland of 
the Mother Goddess in modern-
day Turkey and had a cult of the 
goddess similar to the Cretans, 
who also came from Turkey. 
 Gradually, Lawrence sees 
the fatal trends in both art and 
society that engulfed civilization 
after Rome conquered and Christianity mopped up. After an 
encomium on the small, wooden temples, ornamented with 
earthenware, that epitomize for him Etruscan aesthetics, he asks, 
“Why has mankind had such a craving to be imposed upon? Why this 
lust after imposing creeds, imposing deeds, imposing buildings, 
imposing language, imposing works of art? The thing becomes an 
imposition and a weariness at last. Give us things that are alive and 
flexible, which won’t last too long and become an obstruction a 
weariness. Even Michelangelo becomes at last a lump and a burden 
and a bore. 
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 “It is all a question of sensitiveness. Brute force and overbearing 
may make a terrific effect. But in the end, that which lives lives by 
delicate sensitiveness. 
 “Because a fool kills a nightingale with a stone, is he therefore 
greater than the nightingale? Because the Roman took the life out of 
the Etruscan, was he therefore greater than the Etruscan? Not he! 
Rome fell, and the Roman phenomenon with it. Italy today is far 
more Etruscan in its pulse than Roman’ and will always be so.” 
 Lawrence has fresh, startlingly perceptive observations on the 
Tomb of Hunting and Fishing (with its naked diver off a rock), Tomb 
of the Leopards (note the companion animals of the Goddess, here 
flanking a Tree of Life), Tomb of the Feast with its painted dancers, 
Tomb of the Bacchanti (another little tree), Tomb of the Dead Man 
(two dark heraldic lions), Tomb of the Lionesses (which “swing there 
bell-like udders, heraldically facing one another across the altar”), 
Tomb of the Maiden, Tomb of the Painted Vases (with two 
hippocampuses…“one of the charms of the Etruscan paintings:  they 
really have the sense of touch”), Tomb of the Old Man (“the Etruscan 
dancers…know the gods in their very finger-tips”), Tomb of the 
Inscriptions and others. Little by little, he seems to peel away 
preconceptions, until he comes face to face with the Goddess religion, 
without, however, being capable of putting a name to it. “Behind all 
the Etruscan liveliness was a religion of life . . . the old idea of the 
vitality of the universe was evolved long before history begins, and 
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elaborated into a vast religion before we get a glimpse of it . . . there 
was no priest-rule.” Lawrence even confronts priests “with their 
crooked, bird-headed staffs” painted on walls with flights of birds 
without being able to identify the Bird Goddess cult we know from 
the testimony of innumerable Paleolithic, Neolithic and Copper Age 
sources in archeology. He can only speculate about augurs and 
haruspexes who “divine” things with “an act of pure attention” or 
something like meditation. 
 Lawrence drew on a long tradition of writers fascinated with 
the Etruscans, so un-Roman and full of life. Thomas Dempster was 
the author of seven Latin volumes, De Etruria Regali, rediscovered by 
Sir Thomas Coke and circulated heavily among the English 
expatriates in Florence (at one time, one-fourth of the population).  
Elizabeth Caroline Johnstone Gray, who published under the name 
Mrs. Hamilton Gray, wrote a massive, eccentric Tour of the Sepulchres 
of Etruria in 1839 and compiled History of Etruria in 1848, including 
“freely translating” the Göttingen classicist Karl Ottfried Müller’s 
treatise on Etruscan antiquities. George Dennis’ Cities and Cemeteries 
of Etruria (1848) probably made the deepest impression on Lawrence. 
He also read Sir Richard Burton’s Etruscan Bologna, Frederick 
Seymour’s Up Hill and Down Dale in Ancient Etruria and Charles 
Leland’s study of folklore and witchcraft, Etruscan Roman Remains in 
Popular Tradition.  Lawrence was married to Frieda von Richtohofen, 
of the German aristocratic family (whom he stole away from a British 
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philologist), and had relatives procure all the best writings in 
Germany on the Etruscans. He also ordered countless photographs 
and reproductions to study from Alinari in Florence. The mania for 
things Etruscan was at high tide. 
 According to Giovanni Kezich, “In Etruscan Places, the English 
cult of Etruria reaches its literary acme:  in the tomb paintings of 
Tarquinia and the urns of Volterra as described by Lawrence, we seem 
to reach the fulfillment of the dream which had inspired Macaulay’s 
Lays of Ancient Rome (1848) or James Frazer’s researches, the quest to 
discern, through the forms of the classic imagination, a vital content 
qualitatively different from that of Rome’s triumphant imperial 
hegemony.”  
 So Lawrence was definitely on to something. Had he just made 
one final connection. . . .  The leap back to the world of the goddess 
religion. 
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Thursday, Aug. 4, Back to Phoenix. With 
our heads and hearts full of Etruscan art, 
and our palates still smacking from fresh 
Roman pizza, we get a driver to the airport 
(who says nothing, unlike our old Paolo), 
board Delta 2121 for Detroit and drift into 
the evening skies over the Atlantic and 
North America back to Tia, Buffy, our 

desert home and all the familiarity of goddess-less America. 
Tomorrow to fresh woods and pastures new. Or rather next month! 
Or next year! We are broke from chasing Europa and her bull but 
gratified to have found all we did, met whom we met and seen what 
we saw.   
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IN AN INTERVIEW toward the end of her career, Marija Gimbutas was 

asked if she thought the Goddess had a real existence. The question 

caught her off guard and gave her pause. She seemed agitated. She 

understood the gist of the reporter’s probe. Her reply was non-

committal. She could have dodged the issue and spoken about the 

archeological evidence or psychic importance of an “archetype.” 

Instead, she got a far-off look in her eyes, smiled, and was silent. Her 

answer was not for the profane.  

 

Heracles and Telamon battle Amazons. 
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POSTSCRIPT from Apuleius, The Golden Asse of Lucius Apuleius, 
trans. William Adlington (first pub. 1562) with intro. by E. B. 
Osborn (New York:  Rarity, 1931), pp. 262-65. 
 

WHEN midnight came that I had slept my first sleepe, I awaked with 
suddaine feare, and saw the Moone shining bright, as when shee is at 
the full, and seeming as though she leaped out of the Sea. Then 
thought I with my selfe, that was the most secret time, when the 
goddesse Ceres had most puissance and force, considering that all 
humane things be governed by her providence : and not onely all 
beasts private and tame, but also all wild and savage beasts be under 
her protection. And considering that all bodies in the heavens, the 
earth and the seas, be by her increasing motions increased, and by her 
diminishing motions diminished : as weary of all my cruell fortune 
and calamity, I found good hope and soveraigne remedy, though it 
were very late, to be delivered from all my misery, by invocation and 
prayer, to the excellent beauty of the Goddesse, whom I saw shining 
before mine eyes, wherefore shaking off mine Assie and drowsie 
sleepe, I arose with a joyfull face, and mooved by a great affection to 
purifie my selfe, I plunged my selfe seven times into the water of the 
Sea, which number of seven is conveniable and agreeable to holy and 
divine things, as the worthy and sage Philosopher Pythagoras hath 
declared.  
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Then with a weeping 
countenance, I made this Orison to the 
puissant Goddesse, saying : O blessed 
Queene of heaven, whether thou be the 
Dame Ceres which art the originall and 
motherly nource of all fruitfull things in 
earth, who after the finding of thy 
daughter Proserpina, through the great 
joy which thou diddest presently 
conceive, madest barraine and unfruitfull ground to be plowed and 
sowne, and now thou inhabitest in the land of Eleusie; or whether 
thou be the celestiall Venus, who in the beginning of the world 
diddest couple together all kind of things with an ingendered love, by 
an eternall propagation of humane kind, art now worshipped within 
the Temples of the Ile Paphos, thou which art the sister of the God 
Phoebus, who nourishest so many people by the generation of beasts, 
and art now adored at the sacred places of Ephesus, thou which art 
horrible Proserpina, by reason of the deadly howlings which thou 
yeeldest, that hast power to stoppe and put away the invasion of the 
hags and Ghoasts which appeare unto men, and to keepe them downe 
in the closures of the earth : thou which art worshipped in divers 
manners, and doest illuminate all the borders of the earth by thy 
feminine shape, thou which nourishest all the fruits of the world by 
thy vigor and force; with whatsoever name or fashion it is lawfull to 
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call upon thee, I pray thee, to end my great travaile and misery, and 
deliver mee from the wretched fortune, which had so long time 
pursued me. 

Apuleius falls asleep and the Mother Goddess appears to him. 
He describes her as having “in the middle of her forehead . . . a 
compasse in fashion of a glasse, or resembling the light of the Moone, 
in one of her hands she bare serpents, in the other, blades of corne, 
her vestiment was of fine silke . . . sometime (which troubled my spirit 
sore) darke and obscure, covered with a blacke robe in manner of a 
shield, and pleated in most subtill fashion at the skirts of her 
garments, the welts appeared comely, whereas here and there the 
starres glimpsed, and in the middle of them was placed the Moone, 
which shone like a flame of fire, round about the robe was a coronet 
or garland made with flowers and fruits.” The Goddess tells him: 

BEHOLD Lucius I am come, thy weeping and prayers hath 
mooved mee to succour thee. I am she that is the naturall mother of 
all things, mistresse and governesse of all the Elements, the initiall 
progeny of worlds, chiefe of powers divine, Queene of heaven! the 
principall of the Gods celestiall, the light of the goddesses: at my will 
the planets of the ayre, the wholesome winds of the Seas, and the 
silences of hell be diposed; my name, my divinity is adored throughout 
all the world in divers manners, in variable customes and in many 
names, for the Phrygians call me the mother of the Gods: the 
Athenians, Minerva: the Cyprians, Venus: the Candians, Diana: the 
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Sicilians Proserpina: the Eleusians, Ceres: some Juno, other Bellona, 
other Hecate: and principally the Aethiopians which dwell in the 
Orient, and the Aegyptians which are excellent in all kind of ancient 
doctrine, and by their proper ceremonies accustome to worship mee, 
doe call mee Queene Isis. 

Finally, she instructs him how to escape his ass’s shape and be 
restored to his human self.  
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IF YOU enjoyed this e-book you may also like to watch the following 
videos by Donald N. Yates . . . .  

 
First Day in Rome (8:15) 

 
Sailing into Venice (7:04) 

 
Dubrovnik Port of Call for Voyager of the Seas (6:35) 

 

 Turkey (6:59) 

 
Bari Shore Excursion (5:23) 

 

On the Trail of the Goddess 
in Northern Italy (10:00) 

 
Casa Colorada:  Glass Studio of  
Francesca Bortolaso in Verona (5:02) 

 

 Venice II (5:59) 

 
Naples on the Green Line (1:55) 

 
Burano (3:06) 

 

 Cannaregio (3:14) 

 
Last Day in Venice (3:48) 

 
On the Trail of the Goddess in Ostia Antica (7:26) 

 
 Pompeii (3:40) 

 
Villa Giulia (4:38) 

 
Farewell to Rome (7:23) 
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