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KIWIS ON TOUR IN EGYPT
AND ITALY
OVERSEAS AGAIN
"Though much is taken, much abides, and tho'
We are not now that strength which in old days
Moved Earth and Heaven ; that which we are, we are
One equal temper of heroic hearts,
Made weak by time and fate, but strong in will
To strive, to seek, to find, and not to yield."
Ulysses. LoRD TEN NYSON.

O

NCE MORE I stood at the Gate of the Year-but with
a difference. Instead of spending Christmas and New
Year in the cheerless Western Desert I was back in New
Zealand with my friends and relatives. 1944. What would
it hold in store for me?
The long six months of furlough drew to a close and I
went back to camp at Trentham on the 5th of January 1944,
just four years to the day since I had sailed with the First
Echelon from New Zealand.
Many of the old familiar faces were absent, for a large
number of my comrades had been killed, wounded, or taken
prisoner, while others had not come home with us on furlough.
Of those who had returned many were over age, were married
men with one or more children, or had failed to pass the
medical test. However, I was surprised to see just how many
First Echelon men of our unit had come back. They drifted
in for the next two days, and there were many joyous
reunions, and many tales of how the furlough had been spent.
The men had travelled the country during their furlough,
and had been amazed at the "don't care" attitude of a large
section of the community. They considered that the burden
of the war effort was not being shared equally, and while
they did not object to going back, they thought that the single
Grade I men who were sheltering behind the Manpower Act
should also go overseas. The first morning there was ·a
meeting of the men to consider what attitude should be
I
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adopted in view of the conditions prevailing in New Zealand.
A chairman and committee were elected, and a letter was sent
through the correct channels asking for an interview with
the Minister of Defence that their views might be put before
him. This was granted, and the very next day he came out
to camp with the Minister of Rehabilitation and several others,
to hear the men's grievances. Not everyone was in favour of
the proposal to stay behind until all single men had gone
overseas once, but all were present to hear what was said.
The Ministers addressed the meeting, which was conducted
throughout with those characteristics of humour and tolerance
that mark our countrymen. There was no bitterness or spite
on either side. The decision of the meeting, carried by the
vast majority, was that no man should be asked to go twice
until all single Grade I men had been once.
The Minister of Defence told each man to make his own
decision, and not be guided by the action of others. Later
came a split between those who considered they should go,
and those who thought the opposite way. There was no
animosity between the two groups, for everyone respected the
opinion of his fellows. We had been through too much
together to let such things come between us.
A roll was prepared of all "pregnant fathers," and they
were told that they would be left in New Zealand until the
confinement was over so that they could suffer the pangs of
paternity in comparative comfort.
Mac, my Scots friend, was the only other one of our
original gang who was going back, although I knew many
of the other fellows v~ry well. Among my particular friends
this time was Lew, a bright and breezy chappie with a Jewish
name and a cheeky disposition. It was impossible to be serious
for very long when.one was in his company. He and I had
first become friendly during those black days at Sidi Resegh,
when we were operating an advanced signal office in a wadi
With the Germans on three sides of us. His job was to keep
the telephone line back to Brigade H.Q. in working order,
and he did a splendid job, though it meant going without
sleep for 60 hours.
Reg was another cobber, but while Lew was full of
mischief, Reg was inclined to be very quiet. He was studying
for a degree when war broke out, bur gave up his studies to
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join the First Echelon. These two occupied the beds on either
side of mine. Leave was plentiful, and I took full advantage
of the opportunity of going into Wellington, for I had many
things to settle before going overseas again. A few weeks
before, I had put a proposal up to the Government for
inaugurating a "Leave and Information Bureau" in the Middle
East, so that all New Zealanders who felt inclined to travel
would be given every opportunity and encouragement to do
so; and I stressed the fact that this would be of utmost benefit
to New Zealand in the years to come. I interviewed the
Hons. the Ministers of Defence and Rehabilitation, and while
. both were in favour of the scheme they could not decide under
whose Department it came, so I left the country with the
scheme still "in the air."
Among my friends in the capital city was a Wren who
invited me to dinner at the "Wrennery" and asked me to
bring a friend. Lew accepted the invitation, and at the
appointed time we entered the sacred portals. Judging by the
astonished glances of some of the Wrens men were a rarity
in their quarters, but we refused to be daunted-even by the
noise of sixty women dining together. Till then I had always
considered our mess to be a noisy one. Despite the odds
against us we emerged unscathed, and arrived safely back
at camp.
On my last night before .embarking I had dinner at the
Waterloo Hotel, dining in style with a great friend of Tuck,
my friend who had missed coming home with us. As we sat
down to an excellent meal I wondered when I should again
enjoy such luxury and comfort. It was a wrench parting
with our loved ones a second time, for now we had no illusions
as to what lay ahead, and I admired everyone who stepped out
next morning and willingly set off overseas again.
The ship was similar to the troopship in which we had
sailed away over four years previously, but this time we were
in a better position nearer the deck. Once more we slept in
hammocks slung over our mess tables. History was repeating
itself. I am never a good sailor at any time, and I particularly
loathe the smells one encounters on board ship. The crowd
who lined the rail before departure was not as cheery as when
we had left before. The Reinforcements did not seem to have
the same spirit of brotherhood that had been evident in our
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crowd, nor the same devil-may-care outlook on life of our boys
in those early days. Later, members of the 3rd Division told
me that they too noticed and commented on the same thing.
The twelve chaps who comprised our mess were all
furlough men, and at first the others did not know what to
make of our boisterous spirits and our habit of hurling abuse
at one another. I think they fully expected fighting to break
out at each meal. There were three members of the Second
Echelon at our table who all looked alike, and at first I
couldn't tell them apart, so I called them the "Brothers," and
the name stuck to them and from then on they were known
by nothing else. The language used at our mess by most of
the table could not, by any stretch of the imagination be called
"drawing room"; while some of the subjects under discussion
would have profoundly shocked the people back home. No
matter what subject began the conversation the Brothers would
invariably steer it around to sex, and they certainly omitted
no details when telling of their various conquests. It was a
strange thing that during the first year overseas there had
been a great deal of talk on sex, and then no more was heard
about it until we sailed again this time.
At first the weather was very cold and miserable, especially
considering that it was summertime, and no one felt very
happy. The first port of call was Hobart, but as our stay there
was a very short one, nobody was allowed on shore. A day out
from this port we ran into a storm which the crew told us was
the worst they had experienced for a year. The "Mooltan"
proved that she was a good seaboat, but our escort suffered
damage during the scorm and our ship had to reduce speed
until repairs could be carried out.
Shortly after we sailed I was approached by the O.C. of the
Education Rehabilitation Service (E.R.S.) and asked to give
a series of lectures to the troops, commencing with one on the
Moslem Religion. I consented to do so, both because it was
good experience, and also because they had an excellent
reference library. I was told that I could have the full use of
it. I certainly availed myself of the opportunity to read all
the books on the Middle East and on Italy. The latter
promised to be an interesting country-if one eventual! y
reached there and the Germans had not despoiled all the
beautiful buildings and carried away all the art treasures.
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I placed .my scheme for the "Leave and Information
Bureau" before the E.R.S. people who seemed impressed with
it, and they said that when their service was expanded in the
Middle East my name would not be lost sight of.
Fremantle and Perth gave us their typical whole-hearted
welcome which has so endeared them to all Kiwis who passed
that way. Lew and I went ashore together the first day, for
Reg was on picquet, and we called on a New Zealander
who lived in Perth and who is a close friend of Lew's. We
had a most enjoyable day, and at one time I thought Lew
would become engaged to a Yugo-Slav lass, whose father
owned a vineyard. The father had fought with the Australians
in the last war, and he gave us a royal time. Next day it
was Lew's turn on picquet so Reg and I went ashore, and
spent a day at the beach, arriving back at the ship laden with
bags of fruit. Most of the other Kiwis were also laden with
fruit. The fruit-sellers must reap a rich harvest when a New
Zealand troop-ship puts into Fremantle.
Days dragged slowly round, and then one morning land
was in sight at daybreak, and soon the rail was so crowded
with eager sightseers that "boat stations" sounded, and we
had to tumble up to the boat deck that was our muster
station.
Despite the latitude the morning was bitterly cold, especially
as we were clad in shorts and shirts. Soon the sun rose
from behind a murky hillside, but owing to the smoky
atmosphere visibility was very poor. The sea around us now
seemed filled with ships, as we joined a convoy Bombaybound. "Boat stations" lasted for three hours as we entered
the huge harbour, and gradually the cold gave place to the
heat of a brilliant day.
A few days before we had been told that we might not
get leave, but everyone was optimistic, and looked eagerly
towards the shore where rose the majestic Taj Mahal Hotel,
and the Gateway to India. On either side stretched huge
skyscrapers with here and there the spire of a temple or
mosque breaking the skyline and forming a contrast between
the old and the new. Bombay is situated at the southern
extremity of an island a mile off the west coast of India, and
is the capital of the Bombay Presidency. After Madras it is
the oldest British possession in India, having been ceded by
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the Portuguese in 1661. The population is said to be one and
a quarter million, but it is probably COI1Slderably more. It 1s
the second port of India, having a peace-ume trade of
£60,000,000 a year, mainly brought about by the ex1stence of
large cotton growing areas on the mamland to the east. It IS
a very cosmopolitan city, with wealthy fam1hes hvmg m
palatial homes on one hand, and on the. other the nat1ves
sleeping in the streets which are the only homes they know.
Rudyard Kipling was born in Bombay, and leamng over
the rail I recited to myself his poem, "The Cities," in which
he says of Bombay:"So thank I God my birth fell not in isles aside,
Waste headlands of the Earth, or warring tribes untried,
But that he lent me worth, and gave me right to pride;
Surely in toil or fray
Under an alien sky
Comfort it is to say
Of no mean city am I."
As I recited I wondered if there was still anything in the city
associated with his stay there.
Instead of pulling in to the wharves we anchored out in
the stream among a myriad of boats of all shapes and sizes.
As we were dismissed from boat stations word came that
there would be no leave ashore. Reasons given were: an
outbreak of smallpox in the city, the influx of refugees, the
shortage of food, and lack of transport to take us to the wharf.
W aterboats came alongside and commenced to pump
water into the watec-tanks. All day long the men mooned
around the deck or gazed longingly shorewards. That day
was the longest one of the whole trip. Just before dark some
of the Signallers read a lamp message from the shore to the
ship saying that 500 men could be sent on leave the next day.
They circulated this information among the troops, and later
we learned that if they had not done so no one would have
been granted leave. I was particularly keen to go ashore,
for this was my first visit to Bombay, and at once my drooping
spirits revived. I had gone to the trouble a few days before
of collecting all available data on the city and it had been
put into a three-page pamphlet for the information of the
troops.
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We have been told time and again that we should learn
more about our mighty Empire, and yet when now we had
a chance of seeing one of the largest cities of India, it was
denied to all but a very small percentage. Surely more could
have been done to see that those who were really keen to
visit the city could have had the opportunity of going ashore.
I had mapped out a trip to the Hanging Gardens, the Malabar
Hills, the Tower of Silence where the Parsees expose their
dead, and a drive along the Grant Road, which is probably
the most famous-or infamous-street of ill-fame in the
world. But it was not to be, for I did not draw leave. Lew
and Reg were two of the lucky ones, so I gave them some
money to buy presents for me. When the ship came next
morning to take them ashore I saw that it could have taken
three times as many, for it had three decks and only one of
them was used. There was a long delay before this boat
arrived, and also a delay of several hours at the wharf before
they were paid. The result was that they had only three
hours ashore before they had to report back to the wharf, and
not much could be seen in that short time. Yet we lay in
the harbour from Wednesday morning till Friday morning.
The leave party returned laden with purchases, and the
old-timers reported that the city was even filthier than Cairo,
and that the smell exceeded that of the "Street of the Thousand
Chickens" in the latter city.
When we steamed out of the harbour on Friday morning it
looked like a regatta day with hundreds of dhows with their
sails up. These small rakish-looking craft are great seawanderers; for they sail with the monsoon from Bombay
bound for Zanzibar, the Hadramaut, or the Persian Gulf,
returning op. the next monsoon. The dhow is one of the most
romantic craft in use today, and what tales could be told
in ages past concerning piracy and slave-trading by these
little ships!
Once more we settled into the old routine, and the time
slipped quickly by in reading, writing and the innumerable
arguments that cropped up to while away the hours. A few
more days of smooth going and once more land was in sight,
this time the dim hills of the Hadramaut, and next day we
pulled into Aden. Once again there was no leave, so we spent
the day lazing around, watching the people on shore, or those
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fantastic hills of Aden that look as though they were built
as a background for one of Wait Disney's more fanciful films.
Then once more on our way, plugging up the Red Sea
on the last lap of our journey back to the Middle East. Much
of the time was taken up with reading and writing, but I did
a great deal of thinking; pondering on the future of New
Zealand when the war would be finally won. What would
we make of the Peace? Would youth really come into its own,
and would those of us who had given so many years of our
lives to making the world safe be given the opportunity of
shaping the "brave new world" that would follow? Would
there be a swing towards the Right or towards the Left?
I wondered.
I discussed the problem with many men of all shades of
political opinion, and while they were agreed that youth
should be served they had no clear-cut political aims. Most
were content to "wait and see."

THE RETURN OF THE FORGOTTEN LEGION
"The worldly hope men set their Hearts upon
Turns Ashes--or it prospers; and anon,
Like Snow upon the Desert's dusty face,
Lighting a little Hour or two-is gone."
Rubaiyat. 0MAR KHAYYAM.

T

HROUGH the murky haze of the early morning we
could discern the huddle of buildings that was Suez,
while on our left rose the hills which overlook the port.
Everyone was up and about early, for at long last the day of
disembarkation was at hand.
It was with mixed feelings that I stepped from the barge
on to the shore of Egypt again. Immediately those glorious
six months back home were but a pleasant dream, and it
seemed to me as if I were awakening from a deep sleep to the
harsh realities of life. There followed a weary wait while
the hours of daylight dragged around and the flies had their
fill of us. I had thought of hitch-hiking up to Cairo, but
there was an outbreak of cholera at Suez, and no troops were
allowed there; so I sat in the shade-and thought of many
things. At last our train arrived, and we moved on board.
I was fortunate in that I was in charge of our Section's
records, and therefore travelled with the luggage, instead
of being crammed as one of sixty in a carriage of hard wooden
seats. One of the "Brothers" and I made ourselves a comfortable bed on the luggage and tried to sleep. At every station
the battlecry of the Gyppo could be heard "Eggsa-bread,
oranges, backsheesh," filled the air and awakened us. One
was back home all right.
We reached the railway siding at 3 a.m. and were transferred into trucks and taken to our destination. This time,
unlike our first arrival, we at least had the advantage of
coming to a well-established camp, and did not have to march
there carrying all our belongings as had previously been our
lot. Then a hot meal and to bed.
The next and following days were taken up by lectures
and various parades, and it was not long before many of
the furlough draft were on fatigues. It was plain to see that
9
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we were not wanted, and that our coming back a second time
was proving an embarrassment to the army heads. How
different from what we had been told in New Zealand when
we had been almost begged to go back! We had certainly not
expected cheering or speeches, but we had at least thought
that our action would have been appreciated instead of being
more or less condemned. Our comrades instead of saying
"Well, it's good to see you"; invariably said, "What the hell
did you come back for? I didn't think you'd be such a
b - fool."
A nice greeting to meet you after leaving all your loved
ones to come away a second time.
After two days on fatigues I approached the Commanding
Officer, and asked if instead of frittering away my time in
picking up rubbish from the desert, I could go down and help
the newly established Education Rehabilitation service which
was very busy. Permission was granted, and though I had
to work a good deal harder than I would otherwise have done,
it was constructive work and I was far happier than before.
I learned a great deal about the policy to be followed after the
war and realised that the Government intended, in a sound
constructive way to set about the enormous task of settling
the men back into employment.
Less than a week after our arrival at Maadi I celebrated
my 5th birthday in the Middle East. A year before I had been
at Isfahan in the middle of Persia-one of the loveliest cities
in the world-and four years before I had spent it at Mersa
Matruh with the Tommies. This time the occasion was celebrated by Reg and me and a V.A.D. friend of his from
Helwan Hospital. We went to Cairo, did a show and had
dinner.
Mrs. Devonshire, the celebrated authoress and an authority
on Moslem architecture, was one of the first people I visited
on my return. I fonnd her, in spite of the weight of yearsher 80th birthday was to take place in a few weeks' timestill conducting her weekly tours around Cairo for the troops,
and still keeping "open house" on a Sunday afternoon. There
one could meet and converse with some of the most intelligent
members of the Forces in the Middle East, and hear the most
diverse subjects discussed. One Sunday I met a Professor who
had just completed translating into English the works of a
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noted lOth century Arabic poet. This professor was recognised
as an authority on the Moslem language and religion, and
when Mrs. Devonshire mentioned that I had gone in disguise
into the Forbidden mosque at the Holy City of Khadimain
and witnessed the Passion Play of the Shia Moslems, he displayed so much interest that I was compelled to describe in
minute detail all that I had witnessed. In return he translated
the "Fatha," the Moslem prayer which corresponds somewhat
to our Lord's Prayer. In English it goes as follows: "In the
Name of Allah, the Compassionate, the Merciful, the Lord
of the Day of Judgment, Lord of all Worlds (or Creatures)
to Thee do we appeal, and Thee do we worship. Guide us
in the right way, the way of those to whom Thou hast given
Thy Blessing, and Not the way of the Children of Wrath,
or those who have gone astray."
At Mrs. Devonshire's, too, I met an old friend, Tony, a
humble L.A.C. of the R.A.F., but a real gentleman and one of
the salt of the earth. Though he had lived for the past two
years right in the city of Cairo he was ·perpetually discovering
new objects of interest; in fact, to him as well as to myself, the
supply appeared inexhaustible. A professional photographer
in "civvy street," he had the most interesting and extensive
collection of photos of the Middle East it had ever been my
good fortune to see. We immediately decided that we would
collaborate. Though most of the soldiers who had been to
Cairo a few times were certain that they knew all there was
to know about the city, we held to the other view that we
could always learn something new.
One of the first trips I did with Mrs. Devonshire was to
the mausoleum at Kait Bey in the "Dead City" of Cairo,
where are found some of the most exquisite stained glass
windows in the Middle East. Afterwards I took two New
Zealand Sisters to visit a Moslem monastery. Most of the
troops who have spent years in Cairo are unaware of its
existence; yet it is a simple dream of loveliness. Set at the
foot of the bare, broken Mokattam Hills is a garden oasis,
where lives a sect of the Albanian Dervishes of the Bektashi
Order. They now number only half a dozen or so, but they
still keep their garden and monastery in a state of perfect
cleanliness. Hidden amid the flowering bougainvilleas that
cling to the bare hillside are thousands of tiny birds which
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fill the air with their singing. Several ornamental fountains
play in the courtyard, and flowers and trees are artistically
arranged to give the best effect.
They were serene, tranquil folk, these Bektashis, not
fanatical in their religion, but tender through long hours spent
in devotion and prayer. They seemed to have found an
inward peace not vouchsafed to many Christians. I knew the
venerable bearded sheikh of old, and after we had visited the
cave cut in the mountainside, where lie buried their various
ancient leaders, he let us wander at will through the lovely
gardens. It was just the hour of sunset; a magical hour in
this land of Egypt, where the evenings come as a cool
benediction after the heat of the day. Cairo, seen through a
misty haze, lay at my feet. All the filth and squalor were
hidden by a merciful distance, and it appeared as an eastern
city of romance, with its hundreds of domes and minarets
pointing like spears to the sky. A few early stars were peeping
out, and above a crescent moon was shedding its loveliness
over the Nile Valley, while a hot, soft wind out of Africa
was bringing a message to those whose ears are attuned to
such calls. To me it brought the eternal wanderlust, for
thongh I had now been back a month, I had seen nothing
new; for I had been paying homage to those olden places of
beauty that I had known and loved before I had gone home
on the furlough which now seemed but a pleasant dream.
There was something simple and yet beautiful about
the monastery. It seemed apart from Egypt altogether; as if
the years were rolled back, and one was living in those
spacious days when there was perhaps not so much learning
in this old world of ours, but a finer and more heart-felt
appreciation of beautiful things.
A three-day sandstorm raged over Cairo shortly after our
arrival, and on the third day when it had somewhat abated,
Tony and I showed four New Zealand Sisters around Old
Cairo. I had noticed previously that the Sisters, as a whole,
showed a far greater interest in the sights and history of
Egypt than did the soldiers. We left the train at St. George's
station, and walked down the railway line to visit first of all
the Coptic Church of Abu Sefain, the "Father of the Two
Swords." It is typical of the Coptic churches that abound
in this district. Owing to the fear of persecution which hung
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perpetually over their heads throughout the centuries of
Moslem domination in Egypt, it was necessary for the Copts
to disguise the outside appearance of their churches, so that
to the Moslems they appeared merely as ordinary houses.
Inside, one is greeted by a smell of stale incense, and the sight
of many ikons depicting the various saints of the church.
St. George is usually in evidence-for the Patron Saint of
England is also one of the stalwarts of the Coptic Faithand can be seen with his sword thrust through the unfortunate
dragon. The Copts have always been noted for their intricate
woodwork, and the screens of some of these churches are
really beautiful. These Copts are good business people, and
instead of the ignorant dragoman or guide of the Moslem
mosque there is usually a keen young man with a wealth of
(not always accurate) information concerning the church and
his religion.
The guide at Abu Sefain told us that though the
Copts now numbered only 1,000,000, at one time there were
36,000,000 in Egypt alone-an obvious overstatement. These
earnest young men delight in taking one around the ikons
which cover the walls, pointing out as they do so the various
saints depicted thereon. Our guide brought out a bolster
containing the relics of Abu Sefain. Each of these churches
has a bolster containing the relics of its own particular saint,
and the women come and pray, holding these in their arms,
and asking the saint to intercede for them. Tony told me that
he had visited another Coptic church in Cairo, where on a
Sunday he had witnessed women rolling on these bolsters
beseeching the saint to remove from them the curse of sterility.
Looking at the swarms of children one would have thought
that such petitions were unnecessary, yet the church was
filled with women. The guide took us around the upstairs
portion of the church, where various rooms, now bare, were
used in the palmy days when the Copts were far more
numerous than they are at present.
There is still much ill-feeling between the two religions
in Egypt, but the Copts are in such a minority that they can
do little about their animosity towards the Moslems. While
they are very young, the Coptic children are tattooed on the
wrist with the Cross, so that they will never be able to renounce
their faith, and can prove their religion to others of the
same faith.
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We then took the Sisters to a nearby Coptic Convent. Here
we were greeted by the Mother Superior, a dark-eyed woman
whose friendly smile displayed perfectly white flashing teeth.
The Nuns, who take no vows and may, if they so desire,
leave the convent to get married, have a room to themselves
where they can indulge in solitary prayer, but they meet daily
for community prayer in the courtyard below.
Our next call was at the Mosque of Amr, the site of the
oldest mosque in Cairo. Two of the sisters and myself
succeeded in squeezing between two pillars just inside the
entrance, a feat which is said to gain for one admittance
to Paradise. Tony's efforts did not meet with success; while
the other two sisters thought discretion was the better plan.
Once a year, on the Friday before the end of Ramadan, King
Farouk comes to this Mosque to celebrate the Friday prayers.
I noticed that the mosque was much cleaner than on my last
visit and that the mihrab or prayer niche had been restored.
Then we visited a small tumble-down shanty where a
potter was plying his trade. As he deftly shaped the mass of
thick clay I thought of the words of Omar Kha yyam,
"For in the Market-place, one Dusk of Day,
I watched the Potter thumping his wet clay;
And with its all obliterated Tongue,
It murmur'd 'Gently Brother, gently, pray'."
In a few minutes a jar took shape, was smoothed and
tapered, and laid aside for baking. What creative desires must
be satisfied by that whirling lump of clay! To feel it respond
to the lightest touch of the hand, and to follow the whim
of its master to become a tangible record of his passing
thoughts.
We walked back through the narrow dusty streets followed
by a horde of begging children to the church of Abu Sarga,
where the Holy Family is said to have rested after their
flight from Bethlehem. As there was, even in those days, a
Jewish settlement in Old Cairo, it seems feasible that Joseph
and Mary should visit this district and stay with their
compatriots.
To reach the church it is necessary to pass through a doorway, usually left open, but closed by an ancient crone whenever she sees the approach of visitors. Then, with much
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groaning and unnecessary striving, it is thrown open, and
with "Backsheesh" in mind she displays the enormous "dabba"
or key used for opening it. Morton mentions her in his book,
and as a result of this publicity her business has boomed.
However, on this occasion she was too late, for we were already
through the doorway when she appeared on the scene, showing
an amazing turn of speed and wildly waving the dabba
before her.
I noticed two changes in Abu Sarga, the first one just
inside the door, where a huge notice had been placed, stating
that it was forbidden to go round the church, unless in the
"accompany" of a deacon. The second change was the absence
of the wooden screen, which had formerly divided the church
in two and on one side of which the women had attended
the service. For several years now this segregation of the sexes
had not been observed, but the screen had remained until
quite recently. In the crypt of Abu Sarga I noticed that many
small articles, such as handkerchiefs, or strips torn from
dresses, had been festooned over a niche in the wall, by
women who had come here to make intercession. This is
also a Moslem custom, probably copied from the Coptic
religion. This is one of the most visited of all the Coptic
churches in Egypt, because of the supposed visit of the Holy
Family, but otherwise it cannot compare in interest with the
next one we went to: El Mu'allaka, the "Hanging Church"
built over the former Roman fortress of Babylon, which,
by the way, is not to be confused with the Babylon of
Mesopotamia. For me, the most noticeable feature of this
church was the fact that they had not one, but two boxes for
donations towards the church. Easiest to find of all the
religious places of Old Cairo, was the ancient Jewish
Synagogue of Ben Ezra, which I had not visited for the past
two years. My old friend Cohen was not there, but we were
shown around by an aged Jewess, who unrolled the copies
of the Pentateuch for our benefit. These books, showing the
first five books of the Old Testament, are ancient relics indeed,
and priceless, being written by hand on gazelle-skin.
The last place of all that we visited among the churches
was the ornate Greek Orthodox church of St. George, where
a service was in progress. We then visited the Coptic Museum,
where are stored many of the treasures of this Egyptian
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religion. Four Coptic churches, a convent, a mosque, a
synagogue, a museum and a Greek Orthodox Church made
quite a good "bag" for one afternoon, but to top it off, Tony
and I took two of the Sisters to see the dervishes in the
evening. He and I, accompanied by another friend who had
been graded while on furlough, were the first three soldiers
of this war to witness the performance, and it had taken us
almost three years of enquiry to discover where it took place.
Most Cairenes were of the opinion that it was no longer
practised in their city, but every Wednesday evening these
dervishes met and went through their service. It did not
start till well after ten. First we were offered coffee, and then
we had to wait till the members of the order gathered. They
ranged in age from grey-bearded patriarchs who formed the
"orchestra" down to youths of twenty years. Included in their
numbers were several Sudanese, and a Bey who, apart from
beating one of the drums in the latter stages of the services
took no part in the actual performance.
They started off quietly, gradually working themselves up
into a state of religious frenzy. The sheikh was only a young
man. He led the intoning of the Sacred Names of Allah,
gradually increasing the tempo until they were chanting as
fast as possible. They wore a fixed look of ecstasy on their
faces, which lasted while they were chanting, but when they
ceased their faces appeared normal. During an interval in
the chanting one of the greybeards would rise and give a
long dreary speech, dwelling lovingly on a word for almost
a minute. The dervishes listened in respectful admiration,
but to us he seemed a nuisance, for he slowed down the whole
service considerably. Later on drums were brought, and the
dervishes rose to their feet, and soon worked themselves into
an even greater fury than before. It was a weird sight in that
square courtyard lit by the gleam of the stars and by two
flaring lamps, that cast grotesque shadows on the wall. A
slight breeze was rustling the leaves of the huge tree that stood
in the middle of the courtyard, and the noises of the street
drifted faintly in to us while we sat watching a scene that
could have taken place in the very remote past. What a
contrast with the Sharia Foud El Awal, and the streets where
the soldiers usually wander. This was the real East which
white men seldom know or bother to discover. These places
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had to be sought after, but the search was well worth while
if one was interested.
Behind a prosaic wall in a dirty narrow street in Cairo lies
one of the romances of Egypt, for it is here that the Kisweh
or "Holy Carpet" is made. I had been seeking it, intermittently, for two years, bnt even the people who had lived all
their lives in Cairo were not sure where I would find it.
However, Tony and I discovered it in the Koronfeiche area
one Friday, but as Friday is the Sabbath of the Moslems it
was closed. On the next Saturday we returned and our
perseverance was rewarded. There was a policeman on duty
outside the gate and he called one of the staff for us. We were
immediately invited upstairs to see the carpet being made,
and they were delighted that we took such an interest in their
customs. The manager told us that we were the first soldiers
of this war to visit the factory. It was large, up to date, welllit and well ventilated, and we thought it must be a very
modern building until he told us that it was built in the reign
of Mohammed Ali, the great grandfather of the present King.
We were ushered into a long room where twenty-five men
were working. Like all Egyptians they wore their tarbooshes
while they worked, and I noticed that most of them wore
spectacles. The men were busily engaged on five pieces of
the "Holy Carpet," which consists in all of twenty-five pieces.
Each piece was over a yard wide and ten yards long and
was stretched on two long beams. The carpet was of navy
blue sateen, backed with canvas; although E. W. Lane, in his
excellent book on Cairo, states that in his day it was of black
brocade.
First of all the design is marked out on the black sateen
background in chalk, then it is padded with strands of cotton,
sewn with satin stitch, and lastly covered with gold or silver
wire threads in pleasing patterns. As the Koran does not
allow Moslems to make pictures or paintings such as are
seen in many Christian churches, the motifs of their decorative
art are limited to flowers and letters of the texts of the Koran,
fancifully worked. Fortunately the script they use lends itself
to decoration far more than does our own lettering.
It takes a year to complete the twenty-five pieces, each one
of which costs approximately £400. The whole carpet is a
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gift from King Farouk to King Ibn Saud of the Hedjaz and
Saudi Arabia.
We were taken into another room where men were
engaged in marking out five pieces, these to be worked when
the first ones were completed in ten days' time. These were
w1der pieces than the others, for they were destined for the
door of the Kaaba.
At Mecca, the most holy city in the world for the millions
of pious Moslem pilgrims, is situated the Kaaba, the very
centre of Islam. It consists of a cube-shaped building more
than thirty feet high. The Kaaba houses the black meteorite
to which reverence is paid by the pilgrims who come to Mecca.
Seven times must they circle the Kaaba, reciting appropriate
verses from the Koran, and they must kiss the black stone
at least once during their circling. This black stone is older
than the Moslem religion, and its history goes back into the
mist of legend.
Around the walls of the Kaaba is spread the Kisweh or
"Holy Carpet," and for centuries the right to provide a new
covering at every pilgrimage season belonged to Egypt. However, in 1926, there was a dispute between the Wahhabi
Puritans of the Hedj az, and Egypt regarding the escort for the
Kisweh, and for ten years the carpet was made at Mecca.
The diplomatic differences have now been adjusted, and once
again Egypt supplies the carpet.
There is a big ceremony each year when it leaves with
the Prince of the Pilgrimage for Mecca. It goes at the same
time as the Mahmal Camel, but whereas the Mahmal does
not leave Egypt, the Kisweh is taken to Mecca itself.
Each year on the first day of the great festival, which
immediately follows the Pilgrimage, the new covering is hung
upon the Kaaba. The old one is either cut up into small
pieces and sold to devout pilgrims for fabulous prices, or it is
given to some reigning King or Prince of the Moslem faith.
Lane managed to procure a small piece of the Kisweh which
had been brought back from Mecca by Burckhardt, the
intrepid Swiss explorer who was the first European to gain
admittance to the Holy City. I was fortunate in finding a
small piece of sateen which had been cut from the carpet,
and the manager allowed me to keep it. Formerly the Kisweh
was sewn together at the Saidna Hussein Mosque, but now
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it is done at the factory itself, so we decided that if possible
we would come and see it when it was completed.
Afterwards we went downstairs to see where the Mahmal
Camels were kept in a special stable, which was far larger
than many of the homes in Cairo. Here the fortunate camels
were fed on the choicest foods and treated with care and
respect such as is shown to no other animal in the Middle East.
Unfortunately at the time of our first visit they were out being
exercised, but as we later made our way through the streets,
we met two majestic beasts and saw a boy rush out and kiss
one of them, so we presumed that they must be the Mahmal
camels. On our next visit we saw that we had been correct,
for they were resting in their stable. An attendant who was
on duty told us that they did no work save at the time the
Mahmal left Cairo on its way towards Mecca. One of the
camels was from Arabia and the other from Upper Egypt.
We enquired about the Mahmal covering, but were shown
a room sealed with a Government seal, and told that it was
locked away there, and that the Prime Minister had the key.
The Mahmal consists of a litter, such as was used in
ancient times by ladies of high rank when they travelled,
and the custom originated from the fact that Queen Shargaret
ed Durr, an Egyptian Queen once made a pilgrimage to Mecca
in such a Mahmal. Since then it has been the custom to send
the Mahmal, but as I said before, it does not leave Egypt.
There is a very colourful ceremony when it is despatched and
when it returns.
We made our ceremonious farewells and went out into
the sunshine-the hard, cruel sunshine of Egypt-where men
and women live and work under pathetic conditions, and halfstarved animals toil unceasingly. What a far cry to the
Mahmal camels and the era ftsmen of the Kisweh!

THE MOULIDS OF CAIRO
"Perhaps those simple souls might teach
Lessons as high as we could set them,
And if they're striving Heaven to reach
By their own strange road-by all means let them I"
Easter in Florence. LoRD HouGHTON.

O

UR INTEREST in the Capric churches had not lessened
our desire to know more about the Moslem religion,
and we now decided to study a new aspect of that Faith-the
Moulids, or religious fairs of Egypt. They are held on the
birthdays of the particular saints and continue for as long
as a fortnight. I had missed the most important one of the
year, Moulid el Nebi (birthday of the prophet Mohammed).
Tony had seen it at Abbassia, where thousands had gathered
to celebrate it as a national holiday.
In the newspapers or books dealing with Egypt very little
is written of these Moulids, the reason being that they are
more or less in official disfavour. Intelligent Moslems deplore
them as a bad advertisement for their religion, and so the
average traveller seldom knows about them. However, an
Englishman, Macpherson, had written a book called "The
Moulids of Egypt" and Tony decided to get in touch with
him and find out as much as possible concerning them.
He had discovered that one was to be held in the near
future at Saidna Hussein Mosque, near the Mouski. Saidna
Hussein, lmam Shafei and Saida Zeinab, are the three
mosques in Cairo that are closed to non-believers, and the
only way in which entrance can be gained is by permission
of the Ministry of Wakfs. It is customary for guides to tell
travellers, "This mosque is only open for one special day of
the year, and to-day is that day, George."
This story is usually believed, and the visitor immediate! y
writes an account of his being one of the few people, etc., etc.
The truth is that the same story is repeated daily.
One afternoon when Tony and I were in town we went
to Saidna Hussein to spy out the land, and to find out if we
could the dates when the Moulid would take place. It was
surprisingly hard to find out the exact dates, for even those
2D
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who were tD take part did not seem to know for certain.
Several stalls for the sale of sweetmeats, known as "Moulid
Dolls," which form a distinctive part of these fairs, had been
erected, so we knew it would be celebrated soon.
We walked behind the mosque, where we were greeted
by one of the "characters" of that part of Cairo. He was a
middle-aged man of clean and smart appearance, dressed in
immaculate riding breeches, with shining boots, and a tweed
coat. The only incongruous feature of his dress was a wide
belt slung diagonally across his chest, upon which had been
stuck the weirdest collection of gaudy brass and silver trinkets
I have ever seen. As far as we knew he did no work, and
was always to be found sitting outside this particular cafe. He
asked us to join him in drinking a cup of coffee which we did.
I passed cigarettes around, and as usual a crowd gathered,
and we were soon chatting together. There seemed the usual
doubt about the date of the Moulid, but most agreed that it
would culminate on Tuesday week.
Our next visit was on the following Saturday night, when
we arrived about ten p.m. There was a large number of
people on the streets, and many were going in and out of
the mosque, but otherwise there seemed to be nothing
exciting happening. All was quiet on the Moulid Front. Our
friend was in his customary place, while inside the cafe a
man was doing one of the sex-dances to be found in such
places. In Egypt it is usually the men who do the sex-dances;
while in other parts of Africa both the men and women dance.
We had to sit down with our friend, but this time we insisted
that we be allowed to pay for the coffee. Among those who
joined us at the table was aQother of the "characters" of Cairo.
He was a tall man, dressed in dirty black garments, with a
stovepipe hat on his head, while a long, white beard gave
him a most patriarchal appearance. His English was the
best that I had ever heard spoken by a native and
awakened a chord of memory within me. I was sure that
I had heard that voice before, and yet the face was unfamiliar.
It was not until several days later that the elusive clue came
to me. He was the self-same beggar who had been sitting
outside the Bektashi monastery in the Mokattam Hills a
year before, and who had accosted me for a match with: "I
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say, old fellow, you don't happen to have a match with you,
do you?"
.
.
Tony asked him where he had learned h1s Enghsh, and
he told us something of his- life-story. "Do you know
Kitchener's School in Khartoum?" he asked, peering at me
with his rheumy sorrowful eyes.
Certainly I knew of it; for did not Kipling devote a poem
to its founding, in which he said:
"That was the mercy of Kitchener. Cometh his madness now.
He does not desire as ye desire, nor devise as ye devise:

He is preparing a second host- an army to make you wise.
Not at the mouth of his clean-lipped guns shall ye learn his name again.
But letter by letter from Kaf to Kaf, at the mouths of his chosen men."

He was the first pupil I had ever met from this school
which is called Gordon's College.
While we were still sipping our coffee and gossiping there
was the sound of a "Zikhr" (dervish dance) commencing in
the cafe behind us. I turned around and looked inside, and
we were immediately invited to bring our chairs, so that we
could see what was going on. This invitation came as a
surprise to us, for, knowing it was predominantly a Shia
mosque, we had been expecting rather a cool reception.
Twelve men were taking part in this Zikhr, and they worked
themselves up into a great state of frenzy. Soon three of them
had lost the control of their limbs, and had to be supported
by their comrades. The noise inside the cafe was so great that
it was almost impossible to hear oneself speak. Once again
I was intrigued by this strange manifestation of their religion.
I shall never forget our next evening-Easter Sunday night.
We were visiting Mrs. Berg, a Swedish lady who had written
books about the Middle East in Swedish. Two ladies and
a sergeant parachutist who were present expressed a desire
to see the Moulid, so we took them with us. On the way our
tram came to a sudden halt, and I noticed that several other
trams 'had stopped also, so I climbed down to investigate. A
crowd had gathered, shouting and gesticulating in 'the
approved Egyptian manner. I pushed through to the middle
and saw a boy of eight of nine years lying face do\vnwards
on the tramlines. Blood spattered his thin cotton trousers
and it was plain to be seen that he was badly hurt. It is the
"Will of Allah" if anyone is hurt in Arabic countries, so the
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Moslems were leaving it to Allah, who was doing nothing
about it; but a Greek soldier was doing his best. By the glare
of a lighted newspaper he had applied a rough tourniquet
to the boy's right leg over the trouser. This leg was much
more profusely covered with blood than was the left one.
The Greek didn't seem to know what to do next, so I took
charge. I asked him how long the tourniquet had been
applied, and he said six or seven minutes, so I told him to
release the pressure for a moment to enable the blood to flow
through the uninjured arteries. When he had done so I
observed that the boy moved his foot. I had judged by the
amount of blood and the pieces of flesh that the leg was
broken; therefore I called for a knife and slit his trouser-leg
open. To my amazement I discovered that the leg was only
badly bruised with no severed arteries at all. When I cut
the left trouser-leg, I saw a sight that nearly made me ill,
and I had bandaged many badly-wounded men in the different
campaigns. Most of the flesh between the knee and lower
spine had been torn away and the lower part of the spine
itself appeared to be shattered. There was no hope at all of
applying a tourniquet, and in any case the flow of blood had
almost ceased.
An Egyptian policeman, who had hitherto been looking
on, suddenly commenced to lay about him with his whip,
and succeeded in partially dispersing the crowd. Just then
the ambulance arrived and we lifted the boy gently inside, and
he was taken to hospital. However, I was afraid that there
was not a great deal of hope for him; for it was common
knowledge that the Kasr el Aini Hospital was lacking even
gauze and cotton wool.
When we reached Saidna Hussein we were welcomed as
old friends, and invited inside the cafe. When the ladies were
seated, though, it was plain to Tony and me that this was
no spontaneous upwelling of religious fervour, but a sham
performance staged for the benefit of our guests. This was
borne out when they came up and asked us for backsheesh,
which was a definite breach of etiquette. Some of the men
were against this appeal for alms, but most of them were
carried away by their cupidity. We did not stay long, but
made our way through the tortuous lanes, lit by the dim
lamps of booths still open in the hope of attracting late
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shoppers, and the bright light of the Easter moon which shed
its beams athwart our path. Tony knew every alley 111 th1s
labyrinth, and led us confidently forward. At last he stopped
and entered a doorway hidden in shadow. We followed h1m
up a dark flight of stairs to emerge on to the bright, moonlit
city walls, overlooking the ruined Mosque of El Hakim. The
city of Cairo lay spread out at our feet, with the Pyramids
dim! y seen in the distance. The minarets of the countless
mosques were limned sharply, but the narrow lanes we had
emerged from were lost in shadows. Looking down on the
ruined and deserted mosque I thought of the story of El
Hakim, the Nero of Cairo. He was a man whose warped,
cruel mentality brought ruin and torture to most of his able
ministers. Yet to-day he is acclaimed as the founder of the
Druse religion, which is followed by the fierce inhabitants
of the Jebel Druse country, lying south of the Hauran in Syria.
Very little is known of their religion, save that Hakim did
not die, but will return to them some day. He despised
women, and passed a law that no shoes were to be made for
them, so that they would be forced to remain indoors. He
was known as a sadist who loved to torture tiny children,
and little regret was felt when he disappeared while riding
in the Mokattam Hills. His cloak and donkey were found,
but there was no trace of the body.
We climbed to the top of the minaret overlooking the
wall-a difficult feat for the ladies-for the brickwork was
broken and the footholds were very slender. From the top
however the view was magnificent and well worth the trouble
involved. After a good look round we came down to the
wall again, and were strolling back, thinking of descending
when there was a movement in the doorway and two or three
figures cautiously emerged. They were followed by about
twenty others who surged towards us, then hesitated and
stopped. Then a large rock was thrown at us. It was evident
that they did not approve of our presence there. We spoke
to the foremost men and they insisted that we should come
down from the wall. As we had already seen all that we
wanted to see we did so. The throwing of rocks ceased as
we went towards them, and some of the mob descended before
we did, while others closed in behind us. They were excited
and kept chattering away among themselves. The ladies
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were naturally rather nervous, and I wished that Tony and
I had been by ourselves, for then the situation would not
have seemed so serious. The parachutist sergeant was of no
use at all; he seemed to have lost all his courage when the
first stone was thrown. As we went down the uneven stairs
Tony and I discussed what was to be done. We decided that
the best thing would be to take no notice of the request of
the policeman among the crowd who insisted that we accompany them to the local gaol, and to try and make our way
through the mob and go immediately back to the middle of
the city. Down on the street we put a bold face on things,
and walked calmly away, but the mob clustered closer about
us. I was on the outside and several times hands were laid
on me, but I shook them off and continued on my way.
All went well until we reached the parting of the ways, one
leading to civilisation and the other to the gaol. As we moved
towards the street we intended to take there was an outcry
from the crowd, and several seized me so violently that we
had to change our minds and go with them. Had there been
only the two of us we could have taken to our heels and
chanced it, but that was impossible under the circumstances.
The area we had been in was most definitely "out of bounds";
and was one that no sane military policeman would have
ventured into without at least a couple of friends and a loaded
revolver, so we were not anxious to appear in a court, civilian
or military.
Just at this moment a ray of hope appeared. Someone
in the crowd knew Tony and me, and told the policemen that we were students who were interested in Moslem
customs; and that we were friends of Professor Cresswell,
the learned but eccentric genius who is in charge of
the antiquities of Cairo. At the police station we made
sure that this man came inside with us, and there we
demanded of the sergeant in charge why his policemen had
brought us to the station. I smiled at the puzzled expression
on Tony's face as he asked the sergeant why we could not
walk on the city wall at midnight. The sergeant could not
think of a charge on which he could hold us, so he rang his
superior officer at another station.
Looking through the window while he waited for the call
to come through I could see that the crowd who had followed
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us were still patiently standing out in the street. It annoyed
me to see them there, so I told a policeman to go out and
disperse them, but he only shrugged his shoulders, and took
no further notice. When the call came through the sergeant
had a long talk in Arabic with his officer, and then informed
us that we would have to go to the officer's station, and he
would settle the matter himself. Tony suggested that the
officer should come to us instead, but this was refused.
Then he suggested that the women and the sergeant be _sent
home in a taxi while he and I went along to see the officer.
This, too, met with a refusal, and for a while there was a
deadlock. The crowd showed no signs of going home, and
we did not want the intervention of the military police who
would quickly frame a charge even if the civilians did not
know under what law to hold us. Tony went to the phone
and spoke to the officer, telling him that we were friends
of Creswell's, but it was all of no avail. Finally we took a
taxi and went to the other police station. I knew that the
Egyptians were an uncouth race but I had not bargained for
the sight of a dead woman lying in one of the rooms.
Fortunately Tony was the only other one who saw it.
The officer was a dapper young man with a small
moustache and a puffed-up sense of his own importance. He
brought seats for the ladies and then took down a long
statement from each of us. We kept asking him why we
were being questioned and what charge they could possibly
bring for such a harmless amusement as our 'vatching th~
moonlight from the city walls, but received no satisfactory
reply. He was particJlarly curious as to the name and address
of one of the ladies, a beautiful blonde Viennese Jewess, but
in the taxi we had warned her to give a false name and a
wrong address. He licked his thick lips and smiled lustfully
as he wrote down the particulars, and I could picture him
planning a blackmail action, but knew that he would have
his trouble for his pains. Finally after we had been there two
hours he said he would ring up Creswell, to see whether he
knew us. Tony and I looked at each other; we would tackle
most things but I doubt if we would dare to ring up Professor
Creswell at two o'clock in the morning. We waited in lively
anticipation until the number was dialled, and while the
officer spoke into the mouthpiece, and then wat~hed with
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grim satisfaction as a change came over his features. The
smug smile vanished and he looked very sorry for himself.
Then, through the silence we could hear Creswell's voice.
"What the - - --" he demanded, "do you mean by
keeping my friends in your - - police station. Let them go
this minute. Why in the hell can't they walk on the wall at
midnight if they want to?"
The officer shamefacedly hung up the receiver and wasted
no time in ushering us down the stairs and out into the street.
Somewhere, in the deep vaults of the Cairo police headquarters
they have a dossier dealing with some mad fools who had
nothing better to do than to walk on the city wall by moonlight, but since then we have heard no more of the matternot even from Professor Creswell.
The fortnight drew to a close and on the afternoon of
Tuesday, 18th of April 1944, I went in to see the final and
culminating scene of the Moulid. There was a tremendous
crowd thronging the square in front of the mosque when
I arrived at 5.30 p.m. On a raised piece of ground in the
middle of the square were grouped the notables and high
officers of the Egyptian army who had deigned to grace the
Moulid with their presence. Policemen with batons were
busily engaged in the pleasant task of driving away their
humble compatriots who dared to come too close to the sacred
area in which the favoured ones sat. The intellectuals ( ?)
of Egypt look down on anyone who has such plebeian tastes
as to find a source of enjoyment in these gatherings; so the
notables were a solemn body. That is why, although over
100,000 people attended the Moulid of Saidna Hussein, there
was no mention of the fair in the papers.
Booths and stalls were adorned with strings of coloured
lights, awaiting the coming of dusk to add to the gaiety of
the occasion. As I joined the packed human throng surging
like a tide towards the mosque I was the object of much
attention from the people. Several came up and told me that
this was not the bazaar area, and that it was "out of bounds,"
but there was no hostility on their part; only a desire to set
me right.
I had hoped to go through the covered lane underneath
one of the minarets, outside the mosque, and see if Tony was
already at our cafe. When I reached the covered street the
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crush was such that it was impossible to move, and the policeman forbade the entrance of anyone else. Therefore I
retraced my steps with difficulty, and turned down a narrow
lane on my left. It was well that I did so, for otherwise I
would have missed the most interesting "Zeffa" of the afternoon. There were several of these "Zeffas" or processions
going on at the time. They were led by men carrying banners
or gonfallons, emblazoned with the name of Allah, and with
their various dervish orders. Then came men brandishing
naked swords, which they swung from left to right. Following
them came the Khalifa of the Moulid, mounted on horseback,
and supported on either side by devout followers. The Khalifa
is chosen from the nearest available representative of the wali
or sheikh who is being honoured. This particular Khalifa
was a black man who appeared to be an Abyssinian, but who
was probably a Sudanese. He seemed to be in a trance and
had a faraway look in his eye. The crowd made way for him
as he passed by and then came his followers, many of whom
carried banners. They seemed to march in companies, each
particular sect of the Dervish Orders having its own little
procession.
The crowd jammed me against a wall, and with difficulty
I fought my way to a doorway and took refuge there. Five
youths clustered around me, eyeing me with curiosity mixed
with hatred, and one brought a knife from under his galabiya
and drew it suggestively across his throat. I laughed in his
face and called him a fool in Arabic, and he put it away again.
Finding it impossible to get to the cafe this way on account
of the crowd I returned to the square, where I noticed a very
holy man laying about him with a stick. Everyone who came
within his reach was a target for his blows, but as he was a
madman and therefore holy, no one seemed to mind at all.
I went back to the New Zealand Club, had dinner and waited
for two friends, but they did not arrive, so I went back to
Saidna Hussein, and this time succeeded in reaching the cafe.
Our old friend was there, and he told me that Ton y had
despaired of my coming and had gone home. I knew that he
had been suffering from dysentery and was not feeling well,
and m any case I was almost an hour late. The old dervish
invited me to sit down. I had noticed that when I arrived
he had been haranguing the crowd in front of the cafe.
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Everyone who was passing stopped to gaze in astonishment
at the unusual spectacle of a European at a Moulid, and they
questioned the dervish as to who I was. He replied that I
was a friend of Saidna Hussein; a statement that was very
well received by the passers-by. We entered into a discussion
of the genealogy of the prophet, a subject, very fortunately,
on which I knew quite a good deal. This too added to the
friendly spirit towards me, and after coffee, two of the circle
offered to take me round and show me the sights. First of all
we walked round to the other side of the mosque, where a
crowd was passing in and out of the sacred portals, and they
suggested that we should go inside. I was not sure whether
this would be allowed, as it is not open to infidels; but they
had no qualms about taking me inside, so we took off our
shoes and crossed the threshold. Several Zikhrs were taking
place, and I looked about me with interest, for this mosque
is said to contain the head of Hussein, the grandson, through
Fatima, of the prophet. When Hussein was martyred at
Karbela in A .D. 680, the pious F atimites placed it in a shrine
at Ascalon in Palestine. When the Crusaders threatened that
part of the country it was brought to Egypt for safe keeping,
and tradition states that it is still in this mosque. The mosque
was a particularly fine one, and I was gazing about me with
great attention when a sheikh spoke to my companions, and
suggested that I should not be there when the Zikhrs were
taking place. They were inclined to argue with him that I
was a friend and student of the Islamic Faith, but I told them
that I preferred to leave, so we did so. There was no anger
on the part of the sheikh at my being there, but he did not
think it politic.
Later we made our way through several crowded back
alleys till we came to a courtyard of a house where a Zikhr
was in progress. One of my companions, who was fashionably
dressed in European style, immediately joined in the group.
I was amazed to see a young girl taking part in the dervish
dance, and later witnessed another woman taking part. This
was by far the most exciting dervish dance that I had yet
witnessed, for one man was absolutely foaming at the mouth,
while several others had entirely lost the control of their
limbs, and had to be supported. When the chanting died
down and the participants had a rest my friend reeled from
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the group, and as he could not stand I immediately gave him
the chair that they had brought for me. The man who had
been foaming at the mouth came up several times and shook
me by the hand, and everyone greeted me in a friendly
fashion. During the entire evening, although I estimated
that the crowd numbered at least 100,000 people, I did not
see another European, nor was I molested or pestered in any
way. The dancing went on for a considerable time, and was
still in progress when we left. We were just leaving the courtyard when a woman, wearing the green head-dress signifying
that she could claim descent from the prophet, called us back
and insisted that I should join her in drinking a cup of
coffee. We did so, then made our way back through the
still-crowded streets to the tram terminus where I set off back
to the middle of Cairo and returned to camp after having
thoroughly enjoyed an unusual experience.
Our next Moulid was that of Setna Sekina a fortnight or
so later. Tony received a letter from Macpherson, the author
of "The Moulids of Egypt," which stated that he thought
it was to be held the following Wednesday. That the greatest
living authority on the Moulids cannot say for sure when
each one will take place serves to show the glorious uncertainty that dogs the footsteps of those who would make a
study of these interesting religious fairs. However, we decided
to take a chance, and on the night in question we proceeded
by tram to Saidna Zenab, and then threaded our way through
a warren of streets. Tony, who knows Cairo as well as he
knows London led the way which took us past the Ibn Tulun
mosque. At first we thought we had drawn a blank, but on
rounding a corner we came on a street gaily beflagged and
filled with people in holiday mood. As usual many curious
eyes were turned in our direction, and several of the pretty
Moslem girls, who attend these Moulids as our girls attend
a dance back in New Zealand, threw ineffectual, coy glances
at us. Green national flags were strung in rows across the
streets and there were the usual stalls selling Moulid Dolls,
which are made of sugar and gaily dressed. One of the first
things to catch our eyes was a ship suspended from a chain.
It had steam up and every few minutes the whistle would
blow. This ship formed the centre of attraction for all the
small boys. Quite near by we saw one of the large framed
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pictures depicting the circumcision being carried out, which
denoted that the ceremony would be performed there. Instead
of being carried out by doctors as in European countries, it is
performed in Egypt by barbers. Several mothers were seated
in front of the shop with their small sons in their arms; while
the barber was busily engaged in shaving a customer. We
lingered for a moment, but the people were so interested in
us that the street became crowded and we deemed it wise to
move on.
A hundred yards down the lane we came to Macpherson
himself, seated at a cafe watching the crowd drift by. Tony
introduced me, and he told us that he had just seen a "Zeffa"
go by. He called for coffee, and we tried to talk over the
noise made by a native band in the cafe. Several effeminatelooking young men were dancing a very suggestive dance in
the cafe. We had noticed the same type of fellow at the
Moulid of Saidna Hussein, and Lane, in his excellent book
on Cairo written a century ago mentions them as well. He
called them "Ginks," a name we both thought eminently
suitable. After partaking of coffee we moved to an even
narrower lane where Macpherson showed us a flameswallower, probably a member of the Rifai Dervish Order,
placing lighted brands in his mouth. Then our companion
left us, for he was an old man and was feeling rather tired
after several hours at the Moulid. We wandered through
several lanes, until we came to the outskirts of the festivities,
and then retraced our footsteps. On the way back we noticed
a stall which seemed to be the centre of attraction, and, upon
enquiring what was going on, were invited inside. As the
usual crowd had gathered we decided to see for ourselves. The
doorkeeper demanded the sum of 1 piastre (2!d.) each, but
we saw that the native customers were only paying 2 millemes
(!d.) so we refused to pay more than 5 millemes for the two
of us. He laughed and accepted, probably thinking more of
us for refusing to be swindled. When the small room was
packed to suffocation a woman threw back a curtain, and
displayed to us a girl's head resting on a narrow plank. The
girl spoke to us, and there was absolutely no sign of her body,
and a space of at least ten inches between her head, resting
on this thin plank, and the nearest wall. While we were
watching her someone attempted to rob me; but I was not so
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engrossed that I had lost my canny Scots instincts, and they
went unrewarded for their pains. It was no use raising a hue
and cry over such a matter in a crowd like this, so I let it pass.
The "Ginks" were still dancing when we went past, this
time doing a stick dance. We passed several circumcision
booths, at which, however, there were no ceremonies being
carried out, and then came to the one by the big ship. Here
we stopped and chatted to a young student who spoke good
English, and while we were there we saw that the barber
was preparing for more serious business than the mere shaving
of his customers. He placed a seat outside his booth, and a
husky assistant sat upon this while the barber opened his bag
of instruments. The assistant grasped the youth to be circumcised, a lad of about three years, who immediately set up a
dismal wailing. The barber was very skilful, and the operation
was over in a surprisingly short time, with extremely small
loss of blood and probably very little pain for the patient.
While it was being done the mother and several other women
set up a peculiar trilling noise to cover the cries of the lad.
In his book Macpherson quoted the word of a European doctor
for the statement that in Europe this operation necessitates
half an hour's anaesthetic, a dozen stitches, numerous
dressings and a £5 fee. The Arab method is instantaneous,
needs no anaesthetic, no stitches, little dressing and (at most)
a shilling fee, and gives infinitely better results. An enormous
crowd had gathered around us when it had been completed,
and then the barber proceeded to place new dressings on
several young boys who had been circumcised a day or so
before.
Then, to the vast amusement of the crowd, the barber
ever so kindly offered to perform the same ceremony on me,
but I modestly pointed out that there are certain things that
can happen only once in a man's lifetime.
Afterwards the young student asked us to be his guests
at his home, so we went with him. He lived upstairs in a
typical native house which, however, was extremely clean.
Later he confided to us that we were the first Englishmen ever
to have been at his home. I thought how much better relations
would be if more British people mixed on terms of equality
with the Egyptians and other races of the Middle East. We
were very well received, and Tony tried out his Arabic on

The Moulids of Cairo

33

the male members of the family while I discussed the family of
the prophet with several others. No womenfolk appeared
during our visit, though one prepared the coffee which was
served to us. At about 9 p.m. we went again through the
streets of the Moulid hoping to see a Zikhr, but unfortunately
we were too early.
Once again we saw no Europeans at the celebration, and
there was no mention of it in the newspapers. The veil of
secrecy which enshrouds these happy holidays and religious
fairs of the poorer Moslems was such that, with the exception
of a few people such as Macpherson, none knew about it.
The bright, sophisticated persons who were seeing Cairo from
the balcony of the Continental Savoy or Shepheard's Hotels
never dreamed that such a fair was taking place only a mile
or so away.

B

THE COPTIC MONASTERIES
AT WADI NATRUN
TYING HALF-WAY BETWEEN Cairo and Alexandria,
L and in the arid desert to the west of the road that links
these two cities is a group of four very interesting communities. For the first time in four centuries the shadow of
war fell across the quiet and peace of the Coptic monasteries
at Wadi Natrun, when the Germans swept on to Alamein.
Till then the war had not brought a great many visitors to
these outposts of Christianity in the Desert of Scetis, but with
large bodies of troops in the district it was natural that there
should be more interest taken in these lonely monasteries. I
had often desired to visit them, but the chance did not come
my way till I had joined forces with Tony. Within a week of
our reunion we were away on our first jaunt together.
I managed to obtain two days' leave; so early one Friday
morning we set off to hitch-hike to the half-way house on the
Cairo-Alex road. At eleven o'clock outside the house we
shouldered our packs and walked the three kilometres to the
Frontier Administration Post where we changed into shorts.
We left our clothes with the Sudanese n.c.o. in charge. One
of the natives who had been with Tony on a previous visit
to the monastery arrived and was engaged to carry Tony's
pack, which contained three cameras and quite a good deal
of equipment. My bag was a light one, so we took turns in
carrying it. At first the going was good and we made excellent
time, but soon we came to saltpans, where our boots sank for
several inches into the surface. Luckily this was not a very
wide pan, and we could increase our pace when we were
through. There are four monasteries in the Wadi N at run,
and we were making for two which are close together. They
were called Deir Anba Bishoi and Der es-Syriani respectively,
while six miles away was Der el-Baramous. The fourth one,
Der Macarius was not in sight and was twelve miles away
from the two we were making for. Our intention was to
visit the three nearer ones. These monasteries all savoured of
the French Foreign Legion forts in the Beau Geste films, for
34
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they were surrounded by a high white plastered wall built
many centuries ago to keep out the raiding Bedouin. For two
hundred years the monks had lived at peace with the nomadic
dwellers of the black tents; yet there remains the solitary,
small, heavily-barred gateway in each monastery, and the
Bedouin are not allowed inside.
We continued on past the first one, and then turned and
took several photos of it. This monastery of Deir Anba Bishoi
is said to be the poorest of them all. I had read that there
is always a jar of water standing at the gate, for anyone who
is thirsty, but I looked in vain for it. Later I saw that both
the other two monasteries observed this ancient custom. I
pulled the bell-rope that hung by the doorway and the
insistent note of the bell echoed throughout the monastery,
as we sat down to await developments. For a time nothing
happened; then a voice challenged us from within. Tony
replied that we were "Engleesi" and the door was swung
protestingly open. It was a stout door, covered with iron
and would have withstood a heavy battering. On the other
side was a narrow passageway which could have been filled
with stones from above if the door had been battered down.
The keeper of the key-each monk had some special task
in these monasteries-was a middle-aged monk dressed in a
coarse black gown and wearing a white skull-cap on his head,
and he shepherded us towards the guest-house. There was a
wait while the monk who holds the key of the guest-house
was summoned; then we were ushered inside. Dust covered
everything, for it was obvious that the place had not been
opened since the very violent dust-storm of a week before.
Seats were dusted and we were invited to sit down. Tony
produced a photo he had taken previously of 'Abouna
Ghergis' or Father George, the abbot of the monastery, and
there was great excitement. The monks jokingly commented on the fact that he had a wooden leg. Soon he too
arrived, complete with wooden leg. I noticed that all the
monks were short-sighted. It was necessary for the abbot to
hold the photo within an inch of his eyes before he could
see it; yet it was a full-plate print. Perhaps this shortsightedness is due to the fact that they spend so much of their
time poring over religious books in their library. We were
each presented with a korban, the round little loaf used in~
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their sacrament, then a decanter of water was brought, and
one glass for us to drink from. Later lunch was brought,
and consisted of a plate of halawa, the native sweet, and a
dish of olives. We liked the halawa, but not the olives, but
etiquette demanded that we make great inroads on each dish.
The native bread was as hard as a board, and was probably
several weeks old. It was necessary to tear pieces from the
flat round loaves with our fingers before eating them. While
we were dining one of the monks told us the story of a
German airman who had parachuted down during the
Alamein campaign. He had taken refuge in the neighbouring
monastery of Syriani, and tried to claim sanctuary there-the
British had collected him several days later.
After the meal, accompanied by one of the monks, we
sauntered around the monastery. Their church was a bare
one with three altars in the usual Coptic style. The Coptic
altars are never placed against a wall, for the priest must be
able to walk round it and cense it. The reason for the three
altars is that Mass can be celebrated at each altar only once
daily, and on some occasions it is necessary to celebrate it
three times. I had noticed previously that in their services the
Copts did everything by threes, and this number seemed to
have some special religious significance for them. We climbed
up on the walls and looked out over the desert. Below us was
a sea of rolling sandhills, with the other monastery of
Baramous standing island-like in the distance. Looking in
the other direction we could see a huddle of black tents that
formed a Bedouin encampment.
Inside the monastery was a central Kasr, or keep, into
which the monks would have retired if the walls were
breached. It was reached by a draw-bridge that would have
been drawn up in the event of an attack. Evidently the
inmates of earlier times had possessed a sound knowledge
of fortifications and the arts of war, otherwise it is doubtful
whether these monasteries would have survived the troublous
centuries that have elapsed since they were founded in the
dawn of Christianity.
Christian monasticism originated in Egypt where its
founder, St. Anthony, was born in A.D. 250. His followers
were not, however, organised into Orders, but the other
monks grouped themselves round his cell in the Desert of
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Scetis. Later he moved further out into the desert so that he
would be alone, but from time to time the monks came to
him for advice, or he visited them to supervise their way of
life. Also an Egyptian was St. Pachomius (A.D. 292-346) who
organised the monks into monasteries as we know them
to-day. He had served in the army, as did many of the monks
and martyrs of early Christianity, and no doubt it was there
that he learned the value of an orderly way of life. The
monks were grouped together under their various trades, and
he laid down a definite rule of life that they had to follow.
The history of these Coptic monasteries at Wadi Natrun
dates from the fourth century, and they can claim to be the
earliest monasteries in existence. The present buildings, of
course, were not built then, but as the centuries rolled by and
persecution mounted, and the need for protection from the
fierce and unruly desert tribes arose, the present fortress style
of wall and building was evolved. It says much for the
courage and perseverance of the Coptic Church throughout
these long ages that its monasteries still stand as centres of
culture and fertility in the otherwise bare desert.
The monks talked a great deal about Hitler and the war
-the result no doubt, of the influence of the Alamein
campaign on their otherwise sheltered lives. Soon we saw a
grim reminder of this campaign. Our guide, Zackarious of
Baramous and Bishoi as ·he styled himself, led the way to a
room where he produced a live German grenade, which l1e
showed us. He asked what it was, and we pointed out the
danger of having such a lethal weapon in a monastery where
no one appreciated its deadliness. I stressed the point that on
no account should the pin be touched or pulled out, and
just as I spoke Zackarious seized the pin and prepared to
pull it. I restrained him just in time, for we were in an
enclosed room with only a tiny doorway, and the three of
us would not have escaped before it exploded. We advised
him to dispose of it at the earliest opportunity.
Later we climbed to the Kasr whence we obtained an
excellent view of Syriani. Many car tracks made patterns
across the desert, showing that the British, American, South
African and New Zealanders whose names adorned the
visitors' book had chosen the easy way of paying a visit to
these monasteries. Then we moved to the refectory, where
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we saw ~n enormous table around which all the monks
could be seated with ease. It was littered with small, round
hard loaves of bread, with fragments of them scattered everywhere. It is only at long intervals that they bake their bread,
as they wait till the previous batch is nearly finished.
After shaking hands with all the monks, and making a
small donation to the abbot we said farewell and set off for
Der Syriani accompanied by Zackarious, who had appointed
himself our guide, philosopher and friend. Despite the fact
that Morton, who proceeded by car, states that it is a mile
distant, we, walking it, estimated it to be no more than a
quarter of a mile. On the way our self-appointed guide
treated us to a homily on women, in which he expressed a
deep distaste for the gentle sex. Tony and I did our best to
defend the cause of womanhood, but he resolutely refused
to see any good in them at all. I had noticed previously that
when I had showed the monks a book containing photographs
of their monastery, they had been very displeased with one
particular photo which included a Bedouin girl.
Again there was a bell-rope to be pulled, and a long wait
before we were admitted to a courtyard where grape-vines,
date-palms and water seemed plentiful. This seemed a more
prosperous monastery than Bishoi, and we intended to stay
the night there if possible. Tony had come armed with a
letter from the Coptic Patriarch in Cairo, stating that every
assistance should be granted to us. This he showed to the
abbot who stated that it was not necessary, and that on
future occasions we should come without it, for we would
still receive a friendly welcome.
The guest-house was not as dusty as the previous one
and we were shown a bedroom which looked quite presentable. The rooms were wired for electric light, but though
the bulbs were there, nothing happened when I pressed the
switch. Evidently the plant was out of order.
Once again Zack was our guide as we climbed to the Kasr.
I had been reading H. V. Morton's "Through Lands of the
Bible", in which he says that a century ago Robert Curzon
discovered a room full of valuable books lying unused and
covered with the dust of ages. He secured them for the
British Museum. Morton stated that when he visited the
monastery a few years ago there was nothing that would
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interest even the most ravenous church mouse. Curzon made
his great discovery in one of the rooms of the Kasr, so I
viewed the building with interest. As usual there was a drawbridge that could be raised, and the keep contained a chapel
dedicated to Michael, the Archangel. Most of the chapels in
the Kasrs of the various Coptic monasteries are dedicated to
Michael, as are the upstairs chapels in many of the Cairo
Coptic churches.
Most of the rooms were bare and devoid of furniture, but
looking around by myself I discovered a room with two
large bins partly filled with dusty books. I called the others
and Tony and I examined them with interest. They appeared
to be about two centuries old, and in a very bad state of
repair, with missing covers and torn pages, but there were
several that could have been rebound, and the text of these
was in good order. I deduced that they were books that had
been in use at the time of Curzon's visit, and had been thrown
out since. They were all hand-written, and the colours were
very bright and pleasing. We each picked out one of the
best of them, and asked if we could take them, but Zack
said "No".
However, he also gave us a knowing smile, and suggested
that if we wanted them we could creep up the stairs at
midnight and steal them. This did not appeal to us, so we
reluctantly left them in the bin, but I consoled myself with
a small but good unbound copy of a pamphlet.
Then we visited the church containing some very finely
executed stone carving, which Tony photographed. Indeed
during our perambulations he had been busy with his
cameras, taking many photos of places of interest. While he
was taking the photos a bell chimed out, calling the monks
to evening prayer. It seemed incongruous to hear the chimes
followed by the sound of cocks crowing.
We were shown the modern pumping equipment that is
the pride of Syriani, also a broken-down electric light plant,
and a mill for grinding corn.
One thing that I particularly noticed at this monastery was
the appalling thinness of the cats; they were literally skin
and bone.
It was a beautiful cool evening, and we sat outside on
the balcony of the guest-house while our supper was being
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prepared. A primus was brought, and a monk asked us how
we liked our eggs; we had them fried.
The abbot enquired what city was the capital of New
Zealand, for he wasn't sure whether it was Auckland or
Wellington. He knew the capitals of England and Australia,
and many other countries, and was by far the best-educated
monk we had met.
We were early to bed, for a strenuous day lay ahead of
us on the morrow. A few mosquitoes were buzzing around,
and they wakened me at various times during the night.
Each of us had a room to himself and a tremendous bed.
Mine was so high that I had difficulty in climbing into it.
Despite stories we had been told, we were not troubled by
"visitors" apart from the mosquitoes, and had in fact a more
comfortable night than we expected. Although we had been
looking forward with intense desire to spending a night in
a monastery, we had pictured ourselves having a very Spartan
time.
I was awakened at 5.30 a.m. by the tolling of a bell
immediately over my room. We arose at 5.45, and went downstairs to wash under a tap. The abbot, who was taking an
early morning stroll, playfully pushed Tony's head under
the stream of icy water. The monks themselves, we noted,
did not bother about such mundane affairs as an early
morning wash. Then Tony photographed until breakfast,
which consisted of three boiled eggs. The monk insisted on
peeling them himself, and as he obviously hadn't washed for
weeks, we were not over-pleased with this zealous service, but
could do nothing about it.
After breakfast we thanked them, gave a donation to the
monastery, and said farewell to the kindly abbot and his
monks. We located our servant, who had spent the night
outside the monastery, and set off for Baramous. "George"
had not reckoned on our going there, for he thought we
would be making back to the Frontier Post, therefore he took
an extremely unfavourable view of the situation when he
was informed of our destination. I pointed out to him that
it was for the good of his health, and he was fortunate in
being able to accompany us on such an expedition, where
he had the opportunity of stretching his legs, and getting
away from his wife for two days, but he failed to see the
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matter in that. light. Not only was he aghast at the distance
to be covered, but our pace was such that he had to trot
most of the time to keep up with us. The going was smooth
at first, so Tony took off his shoes, and walked barefoot
across the desert. I am sure that "George" thought we were
cra zy, and probably so would anyone else who could have
seen us, but we were quite happy to be there, and thoroughly
enjoying ourselves.
The gate was open when we arrived, for two of the monks
were just replenishing the water-jar which stood outside the
gate-way. Even so, we had to obtain permission to enter.
This was the best monastery of them all, but the garden was
not as well kept as that of Syriani.
After partaking of coffee in the guest-house we were
shown around the monastery. This time our guide was an
ex-employee of the Egyptian State Railways, who told us that
he had entered the monastery in preference to undergoing
the supposed trials of marriage. To us it appeared a drastic
alternative. He had been on the Mersa Matruh-Alexandria
portion of the railway, and told us that he had been bombed
three times.
Once more we climbed a Kasr, and this time we noticed
a small cell, which our guide told us was inhabited by an
Abyssinian hermit, who only came out every three weeks or
so to q:plenish his food supply, and even then he seldom spoke
to anyone. There was also another Abyssinian hermit who
lived in a grave outside the monastery, and who came in
once a week for food. The population of Der Baramous was
sixty monks.
Inside the chapel was an ikon showing Christ on the
Cross, and below the Cross was a skull and cross bones, so
I asked the guide what significance they had. He explained
that the Copts believed that Adam was buried at Golgotha,
that Noah afterwards divided his skeleton into three parts,
giving each son a portion, and that Ham buried his portion
where later Christ was crucified.
We had expected strenuous objections from "George" at
the idea of setting off on the return journey in the heat of
the day, but as Tony was due back at Cairo to go on duty
at 6 p.m. it was necessary to leave immediately after lunch.
However, "George" disappointed us and came along without
B2
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any grumbling. A hot wind was blowing, and the Frontier
Post seemed a long way off; but all things come to an end,
and we covered the six miles in an hour and a half. After
changing into our battledress we had a hot walk of three
kilometres to the main road, where we soon obtained a lift
back to Cairo and civilisation.
We started late one morning for a trip to the one
monastery that we still had to visit. I missed breakfast at
camp, but bought a roll and a cup of coffee in Cairo before
we set off. Our luggage this time consisted of a bag containing six oranges, three cameras and a sugar melon. Our
luck was out this day for we had a long wait at Mena before
we managed to obtain a lift on the back of a lorry bound
for Alex. The sun beat down pitilessly, and we soon became
very sunburnt. Through dozing off we over-shot the mark,
and consequently had to hitch-hike ten kilometres back on
the same road, before walking across the desert in the blazing
heat of the day. When we reached the gateway of Der
Macarius we had a long wait, for evidently the monks were
enjoying a siesta. There was a poor garden here due to the
salinity of the soil. However, the Coptic birds sang merrily
on through the heat of the day, almost rivalling in their song
the Moslem birds that sing in the Bektashi monastery in the
Mokattam Hills. The monks here spoke no English. After
the usual ceremonial cup of tea we inspected the monastery
which was laid out according to the usual plan with a strong
keep, and after making a circuit of the walls we returned to
the rest house for lunch. The lunch consisted of the usual
meat, rice and bread, with a slab of something that looked
like halawa. Tony inspected it and said that it was halawa,
so all unsuspectingly I cut off a piece and tried it. It was
cheese, but like unto no other cheese that I have ever tasted.
Weeks later I could close my eyes and still taste that cheese.
Tony also tried it, and, being a consummate liar when
etiquette demands it, he told the Abouna that it was excellent.
"It comes from God," said the Abouna gravely, "all things
come from God."
I thought silently to myself that if that particular cheese
had come from God it must have come in the time of
Abraham or Macarius-and they had been keeping it for us
ever Sl)lce.

WORK-AND LEAVE PLANS

M

y WORK in the E.R.S. at first kept me extremely busy
typing out details of the rehabilitation plans and also
filling in particulars relating to personnel who were returning
to New Zealand. It was interesting work, for it served to
give me an insight into the outlook of both the Rehabilitation
Department and the individual soldier who was about to be
boarded home.
I was next given a task that I shall always look back
on with pride. The E.R.S. undertook to answer any question
asked in writing on any subject, apart from military matters
of this present war, and it was my job to supply the answers.
It was a big undertaking, and there were not wanting "smart
Alecs" who sent in "catch" questions. Most of those submitted, however, were either genuine questions that had been
puzzling the soldier, or points that had arisen in the inevitable
argument in barrack-room or tent.
They covered an astonishing range of subjects, and I took
the trouble of typing out the first hundred in booklet form,
so that I should have a record of that most interesting job.
As I sought the answers I found that my own knowledge
grew from day to day. I had an excellent reference library
available for my needs, and in addition to answering specific
questions I made the most of my opportunities during the
time I was at Maadi and read over 10,000 pages of serious
books.
In addition to the reference library, I had access to four
military libraries, and those of the Fouad and American
Universities, and the Royal Geographical Society of Egypt.
Sometimes it was necessary to tap all these sources before an
answer could be found. Most of the questions asked dealt
with information about post-war planning in New Zealand,
especially in relation to the finance available for settlement on
farms, or for buying homes. This was very pleasing, for it
showed that the average soldier was looking ahead and was
not just content to drift along blindly, letting the future take
care of itself.
Other questions ranged from geology to "What language
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did Christ speak when he said on the Cross, "Eloi, Eloi, lama
sabachthani"?
Fortunately I did not even need to search for the answer
to the latter, for I knew it was Aramaic.
I could not help thinking sometimes what a great pity
it was that this E.R.S. scheme had not been in operation at
the beginning of the war. Later, at a party given by Lady
Freyberg, Colonel Waite told me that an education scheme
had been suggested to a committee of which he was a member,
while he was in England with the Second Echelon in 1940,
and that he had no hesitation in turning the scheme down.
His opinion, as he took pains to point out, was that the only
important thing to do was to wipe out as many Germans as
possible. Education was something that had nothing to do
with war. Needless to say I did not at all agree with this view.
As usual when I am long in any one place I became
restless, and though there was still much to see and do in
Cairo, I longed for wider fields and new lands to visit. While
trekking in to one of the Coptic monasteries with Ton y one
day I mentioned casually that I planned to go to Northern
Iraq and Kurdistan as soon as I was given leave. It had been
my dream even before I went home on furlough to visit the
Devil Worshippers at their chief sanctuary at Sheikh Adi.
Immediately he heard my programme he expressed his eagerness to come, and there and then we laid the first plans for
the trip.
I knew the secretary of the Y.M.C.A. in Baghdad and
wrote to him for some details that I was not sure of, then set
about reading all the books I could find dealing with Iraq,
and the history of the Assyrian Empire. I planned to put out
a special guide book for our two selves, and with that end in
view spent most evenings till ten thirty reading or typing out
notes. We both put in for special permission to go there, and
while mine was granted almost immediately, Tony's took a
good deal longer.
My plan was to fly to Baghdad if possible, spend as little
time there as we could, then start north to Kirkuk, visiting
Sulimaniya, the capital of Kurclistan, and Arbil from there,
then passing on to Mosul, Sheikh Adi, Nineveh, Hatra and
Khorsabad. I realised that it would probably be far too
ambitious a programme, but I intended to fit in as much as
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possible into ~he fortnight at our disposal. Tony was as keen
about the idea as I was, and we spent our time together
perfecting our plans. We decided that we would take £30
each with us, and make do on that, for after all, I had
travelled from Cairo to Persia on much less money.
One afternoon, a fortnight before we planned to go, I
approached my officer and asked him what the prospects
were of my going to Italy after my return from Iraq, for
I felt that I had been in Egypt long enough. He laughed and
said that there was no prospect at all; that I was wanted for
the job of answering the questions. However, my request
was nearer being granted than I desired, for the very next
morning the officer called me into his office and showed me
a signal which had just arrived, ordering me to proceed to
the New Zealand Forces Club at Rome at once to organise
the trips and tours for the Kiwis.
I was overjoyed at the thought of seeing the "Eternal
City" and at the task, but I would have liked to go first to
Iraq after all my preparations. It meant, too, that I would
be parted from Tony; and during the past few months we
had become inseparable. He, too, was very sorry that we
were parting, and though we tried to get someone to take
my place on the trip we could find no one suitable. It is not
everyone who would be an ideal companion on such a
strenuous trip as we planned, for Iraq is one of the hottest
countries in the world, and we were going there in the heat
of summer.
However, when I eventually departed Tony set off alone,
and months later I received letters telling me of his marvellous trip. He covered 3,000 miles, much of it by air, saw most
of the places I had included in our itinerary, returned to Cairo
with a day to spare, and flew down to Alexandria-the whole
trip costing him the enormous sum of 30s. I wrote and asked
him about his expenses-hinting that he must have been
keeping a woman to have gone through all that money. It
was an amazing feat, and one worthy of the man who had
made it. The disciple had grown into a master overnight. No
sooner had he returned than he wrote asking for instructions
and information about a trip to Persia.
When I learned that I was to go to Rome to organise
trips I set about buying books on the city and on Italy, so
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that I should have a reference library with me. The E.R.S.
provided me with £10 to spend on books and I searched
the bookshops of Cairo for three days before completing my
purchases. The sum having proved inadequate, I drew some
of my own money and supplemented the number of volumes.
Many were envious of the job, but I think few of them
realised the amount of work and study that would be involved.

ALL ROADS LEAD TO ROME

O

NCE MORE I said farewell to Egypt-the seventh time
I had left the land of sin, sand and sun behind me. By
this time I had given up saying, "Well, that is the last I shall
see of Egypt".
I spent several days in a transit camp before going on
board the transport, and as in all transit camps the food
situation was grim in the extreme. The young soldiers were
inclined to grumble, but of course it was no use, and we had
to accept the situation philosophically. Of the large number
of troops making up the draft I knew but one, in contrast
to earlier journeyings when I had been accompanied by
hundreds of friends. Although the ship was 30 per cent overcrowded the conditions and food were excellent. I had
brought with me several of the books dealing with Rome,
and on the trip I made a study of them. As I read, the old
history of Rome came back to me, and I made a vow that
I would see as much as I could of the relics and ruins of
those olden days when Rome was the mistress of the entire
world.
We berthed at Taranto, and I looked with interest at the
excellent, well-protected harbour which had been the great
naval base of the Italian fleet. When we went ashore, heavily
laden with all our belongings, we had a weary walk of a
mile before we reached the transport. Fortunately there was
a staff car waiting to convey me to the H.Q. of the 2nd
N.Z.E.F. The way led through olive groves that reminded
me poignantly of beautiful Greece. The grapes were already
formed, and I looked forward to the time when they would
be ripe. Each harvest season I had promised myself a feast
of grapes, but something always seemed to happen to foil me.
The first year I had been in the desert, the second I had been
chased out of Greece and Crete, the third I had left Syria
to go to the desert for the Alamein campaign while on the
fourth occasion I had gone home on furlough.
We passed through Bari, a flourishing city of large
buildings, and made our way north. One of the first persons
I met when I arrived in camp was Mac, whom I had not seen
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for several months. I found that the E.R.S. organisation had
grown by leaps and bounds and the staff now numbered
more than thirty. They made me very welcome, and the O.C.
explained what my duties would be. That evening I enjoyed
a swim in the warm Adriatic sea, the first since leaving
New Zealand.
There was one place that I particularly wanted to see in
Apulia-the battlefield of Cannae, where Hannibal won his
great victory over the Roman forces. My friends told me that
I was mad; that all I would see would be a heap of bones
and a broken pillar on a hillside, while if I went to the
Caste! Del Monte I would see a Gothic Castle that was
unique in all Apulia, and from the top of it I should be
able to obtain a view over the whole province. Still I chose
the dusty tramp and the broken pillar, for they could take
me back through the centuries to see one of the main acts of
the supreme drama called history. My friends shook their
heads and left me to my own devices.
It was necessary to hitch-hike northwards along the
picturesque coastline, passing several interesting towns on the
way. Then I left the main highway and was faced with a
walk of five kilometres along a dusty, white road. Still, it
was an excellent way to approach Cannae, for as I walked
I had time to ponder over the details of the battle.
On my right was the winding, sluggish Aufidus (Ofanto)
River, on the north bank of which, it is said, the battle took
place. It was fought during the Second Punic war, which
was brought to a head by the refusal of Hannibal to surrender
Saguntum after he had captured it. The Romans declared
war, and hoped to hold Hannibal in Spain by the use of a
small covering force, while they invaded Carthage, but he
was too clever for them, and staked his fortunes on an
invasion of Italy.
During his famous passage of the Alps he lost half of his
forces, and had only 26,000 men available when he descended
into Italy. Yet, with this small force his supreme military
genius conquered Northern Italy in the very short space of
two months. At Trebia he defeated the Romans who had
launched a frontal attack against him, killing 30,000 of their
total force of 40,000. The Romans then withdrew from
Northern Italy and Hannibal was joined by some of the Gauls.
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He signally defeated another Roman army at Lake Trasimeno, but did not feel strong enough to attack Rome; so he
passed to the south of Italy where he made an unsuccessful
attempt to raise a rebellion against that city.
Hannibal was followed by yet another Roman army whose
commander, Fabius Maximus, was extremely careful to avoid
battle, but attempted to weaken the Carthaginians by a process
of attrition. It was from this leader and his methods that
the expression "Fabian tactics" was derived. No one in Rome
approved of these tactics, for they saw a country wasted and
devastated by war, and were put to enormous expense to keep
their armies in the field. However, they later realised their
mistake and Ennius said of him, "By lingering one man
rescued Rome for us."
Hannibal settled his army, seizing the large supply of
military stores which the Romans had accumulated there.
In 216 B.c. the Roman armies were led by two consuls,
Emilius Paulus and Varro, the first of whom wished to avoid
battle and follow the Fabian tactics, but Varro was impetuous,
and wished for a speedy end of hostilities. It was a custom
in the Roman armies to have command on alternate days,
and on the second of August 216 B.c. Varro was in command
and decided to give battle. Hannibal was most anxious to
bring on a battle with his opponents, and he offered them a
bare plain where they had nothing to fear from the hidden
reserves that had been largely responsible for the winning of
his two previous victories. The Roman army numbered
80,000 foot soldiers and 6,000 cavalry; the Carthaginians had
40,000 .foot and 10,000 cavalry, but they were veterans with
implicit faith in their leader. Hannibal disposed his men so
that the enemy faced the sun, the wind and the dust. He set
out his army in wedge formation, with the apex as his centre.
This centre was only lightly held, for he placed most of his
men, especially his cavalry on the two wings. The Romans
threw themselves on the centre which, following the
instructions given them by their great leader, slowly gave
ground, while the two wings of the Carthaginian army closed
in on the impetuous Romans.
In the meantime the Roman cavalry had been driven from
the field by Hasdrubal, the brother of Hannibal, who returned
in time to complete the encirclement. This was the first
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occasion in history when the encircling movement was
employed, and it was such a complete success that only 10,000
Romans, including Varro, escaped from the disastrous field.
There were 10,000 prisoners, while 60,000 were left dead on
the banks of the river. Never in all its long history had the
Roman army suffered such a terrible defeat.
There was not a family in Rome that did not lose at least
one relative; and for a short time there was consternation
and dismay in the city. But the Romans were made of stern
stuff; otherwise they would not have built so great an
Empire. They refused the offer to ransom the prisoners, so
that the Carthaginians would not obtain the money they so
much needed. Hannibal had lost but 6,000 of his men, which
although small in comparison with his opponents' losses,
meant that his remaining force was too weak to march on
Rome and storm the city.
So, while on the night of that memorable 2nd of August
it appeared to the victorious army of Carthage that an end
had been made of the hated Roman Empire, such was far
from being the case.
When Varro, who after the battle had done splendid
service in rallying the remnants of the broken army, came to
Rome to lay down his command, the Senate thanked him
for "not despairing of the Republic". They organised new
armies and continued the war until the defeat of the
Carthaginians at Zama and the destruction of Carthage itself.
The memory of Cannae lingered long in the minds of the
Romans, and they never forgave Hannibal or his men for the
terrible defeat inflicted on their army.
As I climbed to the hilltop, which was crowned by a
broken pillar that now commemorates the battle, I saw in
my mind's eye the Carthaginians stripping the dead of booty,
or searching among the heap of slain for their comrades.
Hannibal, surrounded by his leaders stood on the hilltop, and
surveyed the scene of carnage. While the others were openly
j ubilating at the success of their arms, a frown creased his
forehead. A report had just come in of the number of his
men who had fallen in the battle, and while the others talked
of the march on Rome, and the enormous booty that would
be their prize there, and of the lovely Roman girls who would
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be their slaves- and mistresses, I saw that the great general
was doubting the wisdom of making such an advance.
Then the dream faded, and I turned and set off along the
dusty five kilometres that separated me from the present
world. While our fighters and bombers roared overhead as
they returned from Jugoslavia, I thought of the march of
history and how, in human endeavour, the victories we count
as our greatest are sometimes in reality of no advantage to us,
whilst out of the pain and anguish of defeat we so often climb
to the pinnacles of great achievements.
Early next morning I set off for Rome in a staff car.
Once again I took the road north, following the shores of
the sparkling Adriatic Sea, and passing through lovely towns
crowned by cathedrals or churches. At Foggia we first saw
the destruction caused by a modern army when it fights in a
civilised country, and more than ever I realised that the desert
was the ideal place to wage a war. There we turned westward
across the Apennines-{)ne of the loveliest regions it has ever
been my good fortune to see. The hills were clothed with
green trees in which birds sang their sweetest songs, while
the crops lay ripe in the fields that were still studded with
poppies. Each village was a dream, set in delightful oldworld surroundings.
As we had time to spare I decided to go into Benevento,
instead of merely skirting it, for I was particularly .anxious
to see the Arch of Trajan there. The city was just a ruin,
for it had lain in the path of fierce fighting. Unfortunately
the beautiful and historic cathedral had been destroyed, and
many of the surrounding buildings had been flattened to
the ground.
There was a good deal of searching to be done before
we finally discovered the Arch, hidden away in a side street
and bricked-up, and though the houses on either side had
been destroyed I was relieved to see that this relic of the
ancient past still stood unscathed. The senate and the people
of Rome erected this triumphal arch to welcome Trajan
back from his Eastern conquests. It was decorated with scenes
of his life and times and, dating as it does from the year
A.D. 116, was in a wonderful state of preservation.
A few miles out of Benevento our car broke down on
the side of a hill, and had to be towed to a workshop
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attached to a hospital, where we effected repairs and spent
the night.
Next day our way led along Route 6. This was fortunate
for me, for I wanted to see what was left of Cassino. Most
of the small towns in this region showed signs of heavy
bombing, but as we approached Cassino it was easy to see that
the destruction there reached an all-time high record. I had
seen Canea, the capital of Crete laid waste by bombing, but
even the devastation there paled into insignificance beside the
utter desolation of Cassino. As we slowly drove towards it,
I could appreciate the great strategic importance of this small
town, which will go down in history as being the scene of
one of the most bitter battles of this war.
In front of the town was a low, marshy region through
which ran the Rapido River, thus making it difficult for
tanks to enter the town. The only way that armour could
be used was by ;-ending it along a road easily raked by shellfire from the hill behind the city. It must have been a terrible
baptism of fire for those who first encountered there the
horrors of modern warfare, for this was the ideal place for
a defensive action, and the Germans made skilful use of the
natural advantages of the terrain.
In the years to come the New Zealanders will be proud
to say that they fought at Cassino, just as we are proud that
we fought in Greece, in Crete, at Sidi Resegh and at Alamein.
The town was a ruin that blended perfectly into the colour
of the hillside, and from a distance it was indistinguishable
from the rock. At a closer view, one realised the full effect
that high explosive had had upon the buildings that
civilisation had reared to be homes for its people. Not a house
was undamaged, and high above us lay the ruined monastery
of Montecassino, the oldest Christian monastery in Europe,
which had belonged to the Benedictine Order since A.D. 529.
The Germans used it as an observation post, and it had
become necessary to bomb it. Fortunately the priceless library
had been removed for safe keeping to the Vatican.
After a brief stop at the New Zealand Division's camp at
Arce we set off on the final lap of our journey to Rome.
As we neared the "Eternal City" I was on fire with eagerness
to see the city and start my new job. As I envisaged it, this
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would be the scheme that I had placed before the Minister of
Defence when I was home on furlough.
From fourteen kilometres out I could see a great dome that
seemed suspended in the sky, and I realised with a thrill that
it was St. Peter's.
I found the Club installed in the palatial Hotel Quirinal
in the Via Nationale, and made myself known to the SergeantMajor. Soon I was shown up to a comfortable single room,
complete with private bathroom and a telephone, and told
to make myself at home.
Owing to my being delayed, the leave scheme was already
under way when I arrived, and I worked with a lieutenant
for a few days until he was recalled to the Division. I was
kept extremely busy, for the trips took a good deal of
arranging, and at first the troops had only one day in which
to see Rome. Consequently the trips had to be as concentrated as possible. There were many difficulties to be overcome, not the least being an adequate number of guides
who had the passes necessary to enter the Vatican City.
Therefore it meant my going each morning to St. Peter's and
shepherding the parties through at two different times. Still,
the job was intensely interesting and I did not care how hard
I had to work. All my spare time was taken up with reading
books on Rome, or in seeing the various places of interest.
I would take a guide with me, and as they looked to me
for their pay I naturally had the best service they could give.
Whenever the guides were fully engaged it was necessary
for me to take parties sightseeing, and this added as a spur
to my desire to learn all that I could of the city. The two
New Zealand priests, Fathers Snedden and Flanagan, who
were studying at the Vatican when war broke out, were on
my staff, and they proved a tower of strength and were very
popular with the troops. With the exception of Andrea, a tall
young Varsity student who was studying for an engineering
degree, I was far younger than my guiding staff. Two of the
men were over seventy, and three of them had been in the
employ of Thos. Cook and Sons for more than thirty years.
They had been in most of the European and Near Eastern
countries and could tell some interesting tales of their
experiences.
Although in this narrative I shall mention but three of
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them by name, they all did sterling work, and their services
were greatly appreciated by the large number of Kiwis on
leave who took advantage of opportunities offered by thts
free service to make the most of their leave in Rome.
Mr. Molaioli, a tall, thin, man was my No. 1 Guide. He
had served in Cook's before I was born, and knew Rome like
the back of his hand. Whenever I wished to go to any place
of special interest Molaioli accompanied me if he were not
otherwise engaged. He did not have the common failing of
some guides of talking all the time. Though he knew all
about a subject he would concentrate on the major points,
and not weary the mind with trivial details.
For all my business activities, and they were many and
included contacts with several Italian governmental departments, I relied on the acumen and knowledge of Ernest,
a thin be-spectacled German-Jew, who was a doctor of
economics, and the secretary of the Pontifical Academy of
Archaeology. He, too, had an extensive knowledge of Rome,
especially of its paintings and sculpture. Usually he was shy
and reserved, and the other guides referred to him as "the
Professor", and thought he was stand-<Jf!ish, but when I
became really friendly with him I found that his attitude was
a pose forced upon him in the days when he had been in an
Italian concentration camp. His father had been one of the
richest and most successful merchant kings of Germany until
the Nazis came into power when he lost not only his business
but his money also. Ernest had been studying at the
Vatican at the time, and he became a member of its staff.
His connections there were most useful to me, and ensured
that the New Zealanders received very good treatment from
the Vatican in respect to the sightseeing facilities available.
When Italy entered the war he had been placed in a concentration camp, but was released through the efforts of his
friends in the Vatican.
Andrea belonged to one of the noble families of Rome,
and rhus had the advantage of being able to obtain permission
for me to enter certain museums and art galleries that were
normally closed to the public.
With these three as mentors I made the most of my unique
opportumty of seemg the Eternal City, and during my seven
months' stay there saw most of the places of interest, including
those closed to the ordinary public.

THE TROOPS SEE ROME

I

T WOULD BE EASIER for me to portray the things seen
by the average New Zealand soldier during the morning
of a day trip in Rome if you, my reader, were to imagine
for a while that you are that Kiwi.
Shall we assume that you are of an enquiring turn of
mind, have many vague recollections of Roman history, and
are filled with a determination to see as much as possible
of the "Eternal City" during the short time at your disposal.
You arrive at the palatial Club from the rest camp or from
the front, and contrast the conditions there with the luxury
and comfort of the hotel, have breakfast, and at a quarter to
ten sally out to a side street where a convoy of three-ton
trucks is drawn up. Itinerant vendors try to sell you maps
of Rome, postcards or books, or shoe-shine boys pester you
to have your shoes polished. Naturally you look around for
your unit truck or your friends, but are hustled on to the
first available vehicle either by Carl the energetic Provost
Sergeant, or by the thick-set broken-nosed author of this
epistle who will be the guide for your party.
Lady Freyberg, who takes a great interest in the welfare
of the troops, is probably standing on the pavement to see
the trucks depart, and you answer her smile and wave of the
hand as the vehicle moves away.
The first stop-apart from those caused by the Rome
traffic-is at the Pantheon, the only perfect example of a
pagan building left in Rome. I have brought you here first
so that later you will be able to observe the influence exerted
by the Pantheon on St. Peter's and some of the rooms of
the Vatican.
The roof of this building is open to the sky and, if you
are observant, you notice that the floor is slightly convex to
allow the water to run off after the showers of rain. The
first temple was built here in 27 s.c. by Agrippa, the great
friend of the Emperor Augustus. This temple honoured the
seven gods of the planets: Apollo, Diana, Mercury, Venus.
Mars, Jupiter and Saturn, and the niches where the statues
of the gods once stood can be seen. The present temple was
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built by Hadrian after the original one was partially destroyed
by fire.
In 392 the Pantheon shared the fate of all other pagan
temples upon the triumph of Christianity, and :was closed
for worship. Pope Boniface converted the bmldmg mto a
church in 609, and twenty-eight waggon-loads of bones were
brought from the catacombs and reinterred here to give it
sanctity. The height and length of the Pantheon are the
same-llO feet each way. Since the unification of the country
the kings of Italy have been buried here, and it is amazing
to compare the simple tomb of Victor Emmanuel II with the
dazzling and ornate monument erected in his honour in the
Piazza Venezia. Raphael, too, the great painter of the early
sixteenth century whose works will be seen in the Vatican, is
also buried here. The bronze which formerly plated the roof
was taken away by Pope Urban VIII who had it melted down
to make the canopy of St. Peter's and also cannon for the
defence of the Papal realm. He was of the Barberini family,
and there was a current saying in Rome, "What the barbarians
did not do the Barberini have done".
Leaving the Pantheon we cross the dirty narrow Tiber,
here enclosed by artificial banks, and proceed to the side of
St. Peter's Square. The truck is parked, and we cross the
four files of the colonnade of Bernini to stand in front of
the mighty Church of St. Peter's. No longer are we in
Italian territory but in the Vatican City. This amazing
square, which has been called the most striking piazza in the
world, is the ancient site of the Circus of Nero, or more
correctly, of Caligula, his uncle. The elder Agrippina had
beautiful gardens here, but her son Caligula swept them away
to make a clearing for yet another racecourse. He brought an
obelisk from Egypt and set it up in his circus so as to divide
it into two tracks. 'Of all the obelisks in Rome this is the
only one that has never been overthrown, and though it was
removed from its original place to the middle of the piazza
it was shifted in an upright position. Probably no other
monument in existence has seen so many historical and
religious events. Tradition says that St. Peter was crucified
upside down at its foot. He is said to have expressly asked
to be crucified in this manner, for he considered that he was
not worthy to suffer death in the same manner as Christ.
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The site of his martyrdom was where the obelisk stood in
its old position, in the circus, and not at the present site.
During the fifteen centuries that it stood in the circus it
witnessed the wild orgies and games of pagan Rome; then
long after the triumph of Christianity it was brought here by
Fontana in 1586. Since that time it has seen a constant throng
of pilgrims pressing towards St. Peter's but the races of the
multitude have never been so varied as to-day, when soldiers
of all Allied countries congregate to visit the greatest of
Christian churches.
You are now shown a spot on each side of the obelisk
from which each set of four columns of the colonnade appears
as a single column, and then we go to have a group photograph taken with the dome of St. Peter's as a background.
As we walk across the square towards the Basilica we see the
ugly ungainly bulk of the Vatican apartments rising above
the colonnade to our right. Before we reach the vestibule
let us pause for a moment to recall the history of the building
we are about to enter.
There has always been a dispute over the final burial
place of St. Peter, but the vast majority of Christians believe
it to be at the present site of this church. According to
tradition a chapel was erected here in A.D. 90 and, in 323,
after Christianity had been officially recognised by Constantine,
this Emperor began the erection of a large Basilica on this
spot. He carried the first twelve baskets of earth from the
foundations, in honour of the Twelve Apostles. He also
placed a gold cross on St. Peter's tomb.
As the centuries passed by the Basilica was embellished
until, at the coronation of Charlemagne here on Christmas
Day in the year A.D. 800, it was ablaze with the fire of jewels
set in precious metals. It then contained 109 altars, and was
lit by a myriad of candles--{)ne candelabrum alone is said
to have held 1,300 candles. Numerous other emperors and
Popes were subsequently crowned here. Fifty years after the
coronation of Charlemagne the Saracens conquered Rome,
and stripped the fabulously rich churches of St. Peter and
St. Paul of all their gold, silver and precious stones. Before
that time the various barbarians who had entered Rome as
conquerors had always respected these churches, but now in
one fell swoop all the treasur~s were lost. Still, the Papacy
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was wealthy, and as the years rolled by the church once more
became adorned with a mass of fabulously costly and beautiful
marbles and gems.
In the middle of the ninth century a small boy aged six
came to Rome to see his father crowned in St. Peter's as
king of the Anglo-Saxons. This child was called Alfred-he
who later, tradition says, watched the cakes burn in Athelney,
and still later became known as "Alfred the Great".
But the long centuries were playing havoc with the venerable building, and from the beginning of the fourteenth
century concern was felt for the safety of the structure. The
destruction of the old building was first mooted in 1450,
but it was not until 1506 that it was put into effect. When it
became apparent that it would not stand for ever the chief
architects of the day were called upon to submit plans for a
new basilica to replace the old one. Bramante was the
successful architect and although during the century and a
half of work that followed his ideas were often altered, the
basic principle of his design could not be changed.
It is interesting to remember that it was the enormous
cost of this mighty building that led to the sale of indulgences
by the Popes-an innovation that in turn led to the
Reformation. Therefore if this building had not been planned
or built, there is a strong possibility that we would to-day
have only one European Christian Church, and the whole
course of history would have been considerably altered.
Probably no other building has ever had such a fateful effect
on the story of mankind.
The building of St. Peter's had another important effect.
According to Lanciani in "Ancient Rome" "The rebuilding
of St. Peter's alone, from the pontificate of Martin V to that
of Pius VII, caused more destruction and did more material
injury to ancient classical remains than ten centuries of
so-called barbarism. Of the huge and almost incredible mass·
of marbles, of every nature, colour, value and description used
in building St. Peter's until the beginning of the nineteenth
century, not an inch, not an atom (except in the case of a
few columns of 'Cottanello') comes from modern quarries:
they were all removed from classic buildings, many of which
were levelled for the sake of one or two pieces only".
When we enter the vestibule the first things we notice are
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the large bronze doors which are opened only on special
occasions. These are a source of amazement to us for here,
side by side with the Christian panels, are scenes out of the
old mythology. Surely out of place in one of the holiest
churches of Christendom are Leda and her Swan, Europa's
Rape by the Bull, and Venus in the arms of Mars. If we
had been fortunate enough to have been at St. Peter's on the
day the Polish commander-in-chief had an audience with the
Pope and the great doors were opened in his honour, we
could have walked through them in company with Mooseigneur Kass, who is responsible for the care and upkeep
of this huge eh urch. Before the advent of Hitler to power in
Germany Monseigneur Kass was a leader of the German
Catholic Party, but with the coming of the Nazis he was
forced to flee the country with a price on his head.
Of the five doors of St. Peter's another that is used
only on a special occasion is the Porta Santa which is opened
on each Jubilee Year. The first year of this celebration
was in 1300, and it was intended that there should be only
one each century; but the first proved so profitable both to
the Holy See and to the tradesmen of Rome that it was
decreed that the next should be in 1350. Since then the time
has been changed again and the Jubilees are now celebrated
once every 25 years when huge crowds flock to the Vatican
City from all over the world. On 24th December, 1949, the
Pope will ceremoniously open this door with a silver hammer
and it will remain open for a year, the people who pass
through receiving an indulgence for their sins. As one enters
the vestibule there is a mosaic by Giotto that is often overlooked, for it is necessary to turn round to see it. This mosaic
depicts the attempt of St. Peter to walk on the water, and
standing as it does in his own grandest church shows touching
humility on the part of the artist in thus portraying the
weakness and failure of the great disciple.
Entering the church itself we pause for a moment or two
to enable you to become accustomed to the vast size of the
building, before moving to the chapel on the right to study
one of the supreme masterpieces of sculpture-the Pieta, or
Descent of Christ from the Cross. The flawless execution of
this work by the youthful Michelangelo cannot fail to call
forth praise from the beholder. The proportions of Christ
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and the Virgin Mary and the details of the body are wellnigh perfect. This is the only statue that Michelangelo
si <>ned, and he wrote his name across the gtrdle of the V trgm
Mary only because he heard a group of pilgrims wrongly
presuming it to be the work of a Milanese sculptor.
Weeks could be spent in visiting this church, wtth something new to be seen on each occasion, but as our time is
limited it is as well not to linger over the unimportant sights
but to concentrate on the really outstanding things. The
church contains the tombs of many of the Popes; and these
are adorned usually with sculptnres. Mosaics and sculptures
provide the great artistic decoration of St. Peter's, for there
are very few paintings. The mosaics are so well executed,
however, that they are often mistaken for paintings.
In the floor of the central nave of the building are marked
the lengths of several other large churches, and it is interesting
to see how these compare with St. Peter's.
The glory of the chnrch lies in the beautiful proportions
of the dome that Michelangelo planned but did not live to
see. It gives an impression of lightness despite its height, and
we can appreciate its size all the more when we consider that
the feathers used as pens by the saints are six feet long. In
the mosaics they appear to be the length of an ordinary
feather.
Supporting the dome are four immense piers dedicated
respectively to St. Veronica, who gave her handkerchief to
Christ on his way to the Cross, St. Longinus, the Roman
soldier who mercifully pierced the side of our Lord,
St. Helena, who discovered the True Cross at Jerusalem, and
St. Andrew who was also crucified. The sacred relics of these
saints are kept in the loggia above the statue of each.
Beneath the dome the bronze canopy of Bernini rises to
a height of ninety-five feet, but, though towering higher than
many a church it does not appear to be out of proportion.
The bronze for the twisted columns was taken from the roof
of the Pantheon. Underneath this canopy is the high altar
where the Pope reads mass on special occasions. Below the
altar is said to be the tomb of St. Peter.
Near one of the pillars of the dome is the bronze statue
of St. Peter with the foot worn almost away by the kisses of
the faithful. We would not think that the slight touch of the
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lips would make any appreciable difference to a bronze statue,
but we can see for ourselves how the toes have completely
disappeared. In the far end of the church there appears to
be a wonderfully translucent alabaster marble window, surpassing the glorious ones at St. Paul's. However, if we walk
round behind the church in the Vatican grounds, we discover
that it is just an ordinary window pane-and a dirty one at
that-and the effect is caused by a silken curtain instead of
alabaster.
In the treasury of St. Peter's are displayed the jewels and
precious ornaments presented to the various Popes by
monarchs, and the vestments used in ceremoaies of state.
(The wealth displayed here often evokes comments of disgust
from the Kiwis who contrast it with the poverty they have
encountered in Italy.)
Before leaving the church let us pause to contemplate the
beautiful tomb of the Stuarts, whose misfortunes have provided the theme of many romantic, sentimental tales. The
cost of this splendid tomb that Canova erected to their
memory was borne by their rival family, the Hanovers.
And now, with a backward glance at the long sweep of
the central nave and past the canopy to the effulgence of the
curtain beyond, we leave all the magnificence that has
succeeded the early simplicity of places of worship, and return
to the world of to-day.

THE V AT/CAN CITY
"This is a sacred city built of marvellous earth.
Life was lived nobly here to give such beauty birth."
JoHN MASEFIELD.

T

WICE through the long roll of the centuries Rome has
been a world-centre, but the power now is wielded not
by the city itself, but by the infinitesimal area of two square
miles forming the Vatican State. It is principally a kingdom
of spirituality in men's minds, and this perhaps accounts for
its profound influence on world affairs to-day. If it is still
such a power, what must it have been when it was a temporal
kingdom as well, when large armies followed its banners
and when the threat of excommunication by the Pope was as
much feared by rulers as the actual invasion of their territory
by the Papal armies. Actually this threat of excommunication
reached even further than could the armies of the Pope.
When Rome fell to the forces of the new Italian kingdom
in 1870, the Quirinal Palace, where the Pope resided was taken
over by the State as the King's residence. As a mark of
protest against the seizing of the Papal territory the Pope
refused to leave the Vatican Palace. For almost sixty years
the Popes kept up this self-imposed seclusion, and each in
turn was known as "the Prisoner of the Vatican". In 1929
the Treaty of the Lateran was signed by the Italian government and the Vati(an authorities. By it the Vatican State
was created, and the sovereignty of the new state was
guaranteed.

The Vatican was one of the places with a strong appeal
the Kiwis on leave in Rome, both for the colourful
ceremonies enacted there and for the treasures of the Sistine
Chapel, Vatican museums, and art galleries. At first the
museum was open only to special parties, and so the Sistine
Chapel and Raphael Galleries were the main attraction. They
were reached by passing through a door leading from St.
Peter's, and then ascending a long sweep of stairs which led
also to the Papal Audience Chamber. Throngs of pilgrims
were ascending or descending these stairs every morning they
were open; for the soldiers of all the Allied Nations took
to
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advantage of their opportunity to see some of the foremost
art treasures in the world.
Of the many works executed by Michelangelo the Sistine
Chapel is his masterpiece. This lonely, rather morose genius
laboured here for two years to complete the frescoes that
remain to this day a source of delight and admiration. This
painstaking work was not accomplished without personal
sacrifice, however, for owing to the awkward recumbent
position on the scaffolding which the great painter was
obliged to adopt during his decoration of the ceiling, he
became almost blind. It is said that he would allow no one
to see the Chapel until it was finished. Meanwhile the young
and popular Raphael, surrounded by his admiring students
was engaged in painting the rooms now known by his name.
He was naturally curious as to how Michelangelo was
progressing, and was slightly disparaging in his remarks
about the sculptor and architect now turned painter in his
old age. He bribed one of the attendants of the Sistine Chapel
to let him see the work when Michelangelo had finished
for one day. He thought that he would be able to return
to his pupils and deride the failure that Michelangelo wa.s
making. However, when he entered the Chapel and saw the
frescoes in all their pristine brightness, he was amazed and
overwhelmed by their beauty and striking effect. He spent
the whole night in studying and contemplating them. He
who had come to scoff remained to admire. When he
returned, his own work was profoundly affected by the study
of these masterpieces. This ceiling shows a series of scenes
ranging from the creation of the world, down through the
temptation of Eve, and the Rood, to the sacrifice of Abraham.
The figures are most clearcut and striking, and the concept
of the whole pattern is admirable.
The far wall of the Sistine Chapel is covered with
Michelangelo's gigantic study of the "Last Judgment", which
is one of the largest single paintings ever executed. This is
one of the rare occasions when Christ is portrayed as a man
of wrath. He is the central figure of the painting, and Mary,
beside him, is pictured with a surprised and pained expression
as she turns away, astonished to find her beloved Son as a
stern and accusing judge. Above him are pictured saints in
Heaven. Many show the method by which they were
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martyred. Sebastian, who was flayed alive, holds his skin in
his hand. St. Lawrence has his grid-iron with him; while
St. CaLherine has the wheel to which she was tied. Down
below, in hell are the lost souls, some sinking in midstream,
while others are being ferried across the River Styx by Charon.
There is a story that after Michelangelo had painted the
ceiling a certain man of the Papal court took great exception
to the nudes and complained to the Pope. Upon hearing of
this Michelangelo planned his revenge. It was intended that
the great painting should be officially unveiled by His
Holiness, and up to the time of this function the wall was
hidden by a large screen.
At last came the big day with the chapel crowded with
notables of the Papal Court. After an appropriate address the
Pope let fall the draped curtains revealing the huge painting
standing out in the light in all its glory.
A gasp of amazement went up from the crowd. There,
most prominently displayed among the lost souls in hell was
a representation of the purist, its face distorted with terror at
the serpents writhing about its naked body. With a loud
shriek the man so depicted rushed horror-stricken to the Pope
begging him to order Michelangelo to erase his portrait from
hell. Smilingly the Pope replied that his jurisdiction was
confined solely to Earth and Purgatory and that once a man
was in hell he was beyond help, therefore the picture would
have to remain as it was painted.
Around the walls of the Chapel are frescoes, Biblical scenes
from both the New and the Old Testaments, the work of
other well-known artists who, likewise, were honoured by the
privilege of being permitted to display their talents here. The
standard of work is high, though its interest is dwarfed by
the paintings of the great master. Unfortunately it was wellnigh impossible to study the wonderful paintings alone and
in silence for usually the Chapel was crowded with soldiertourists, while guides would be heard declaiming to their
parties in English, Polish, French or Italian, the merits of the
various works.

Nowadays the election of a Pope takes place in the Sistine
Chapel. For this purpose a chimney is temporarily erected, so
that the required smoke signal can be given when a final
decision has been reached by the Conclave. While the voting
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is being carried _o ut the room is closely guarded and only the
Cardinals are allowed to enter.
From the Sistine Chapel more steps ascend to the rooms of
Raphael where this young genius and his pupils painted some
of their best works. The scenes portrayed on the walls of
these rooms are not all Christian ones, the best one being
Raphael's own painting of "The School of Athens" wherein
is depicted all the Athenian scholars and philosophers with
Plato and Aristotle as the central figures. At the far end of
the four rooms decorated by Raphael and his pupils is the
loggia where are painted 52 Bible scenes, done in the style
used in the Golden House of Nero. Raphael had himself
lowered down with ropes into the Golden House so that he
could make a study of them, and they had a strong influence
on his own design.
Fortunately the soldier or tourist who wanders admiringly
down the lovely hall of maps never realises that directly below
him are the Vatican stables and cow-byres where the pedigree
horses and cattle are kept. The Vatican City is assured of a
milk ration by this practical and efficient department.
The Vatican museums are not only the oldest but also the
most magnificent in the world. Room after room, separated
by long corridors filled with treasures, shows the march of
mankind throughout the ages, for not only Christian but the
best of pagan art and sculptures are stored here to show the
glories of the past.
These priceless exhibits take one week to examine in
detail, and I spent many happy and profitable mornings here,
studying the museums section by section. Two of the most
important pieces are the Laocoon and the Torso of the
Belvedere. The Laocoon is the work of a Greek sculptor of
Rhodes in the first century B.c., and shows a central male
figure struggling against serpents which writhe about him
and around the figures of his two sons who stand on either
side of him. This sculpture represents the fate of the priest
of T roy who protested against the entry of the wooden horse
into the city. The Trojans refused his advice and as a proof
that the Gods were displeased with him two immense serpents
came out of the sea and killed Laocoon and his two sons.
The torso of the Belvedere is a marble sculpture of the
body of a man with the legs and arms missing, and this
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piece was the inspiration of Michelangelo ~ho studied the
perfection of the anatomy, and who called htmself the puptl
of this statue. Its influence on his work can be seen m the
figures of Adam in the Sistine Chapel, and in many of his
other studies.
A modern picture gallery contains many magnificent
paintings, including the works of Raphael, Leonardo da Vinci,
Giotto, Fra Angelica, Filippo Lippi, Caravaggio, Melozzi and
Guido Reni.
Countless throngs of soldiers, Catholic and Protestant
alike, took the opportunity while in Rome to attend the
Papal Audience which was held at noon each day except
Sundays and Holy Days, and there were many Holy Days
in Rome for the Church seems to possess an abundance of
saints.

Near the Sistine Chapel is the Audience Chamber where
the Pope received the soldiers. Long before eleven-thirty the
room would be crowded with those seeking audience, and
though the Pope was sometimes detained, and did not arrive
till almost one o'clock there were few who did not await
his arrival.
He was carried in by six sedan bearers, preceded by
members of the Noble Guard in their splendid uniforms, and
as he passed by the multitude of soldiers bowed their heads
reverently or knelt down. As he was carried through the
narrow lane left for his coming he made the sign of the
Cross from right to left over the bowed heads of the people.
Those who had brought rosaries or crucifixes to be blessed
stretched out their hands and the Pope either touched the
objects or made the sign of the Cross above them.
At the dais he alighted and sat on the throne where he
made a short speech of welcome in English, French or Italian,
and would then descend and speak to those who were
fortunate enough to be near him. He spoke English in a
quiet cultured voice, and often conversed with New Zealanders
about their own country.
Afterwards he would remount the chair and once more
be carried through the audience and then the soldiers, having
seen the spiritual descendant of St. Peter and the holder of
his k~ys on earth would depart. I heard no suggestion of
fnvohty on the part of any New Zealander, whether Catholic
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or Protestant at the Papal Audience, and those who were
fortunate enough to speak to him counted it a great honour.
The Vatican Palace is the largest in the world and is said
to contain no less than 7,000 rooms and 280 staircases; yet
the small apartment occupied by the Pope on the third floor
consists of three bare rooms without carpets or paintings,
and here the "servant of God's servants" as Pope Gregory the
Great described the pontiff, lives a frugal but very busy life.
For the first time in a thousand years (according to experts
on Papal procedure) the Pope was to celebrate midnight mass
at St. Peter's Church on Christmas Eve 1944. Usually he
celebrates it at St. Mary Maggiore, where part of the manger
from Bethlehem is kept.
It was a clear, cold night-just the kind of night we picture
it to have been two thousand years ago when Christ was born
in a stable. I had arranged for two trucks to take those who
wished to attend, and they were absolutely packed. They left
early so that the Kiwis would be able to obtain a good view,
but I did not go down until later for I arranged through one
of the New Zealand Catholic priests, who was staying at the
Club at the time, for several seats in the Diplomatic Corps
reservations to be allotted to New Zealanders. We left the
car at the propaganda college and walked through the tunnel.
The enormous square was filled with people all pressing
towards one goal-the mightiest church in Christendom. We
had some difficulty in passing the barrier, but fortunately the
priest with us spoke not only fluent Italian but German as
well. We were admitted through a special gate, and though
everyone else had special tickets, we at last won entrance to
the Church and found seats in the Diplomatic Corps block.
The Swiss Guards on duty were armed with their halberds
and looked really magnificent in their blue, gold and scarlet
uniforms.
Once inside the eh urch I gazed around me and though
it then appeared to be almost full, throughout the next hour
the crowd surged in and joined the already vast congregation.
Our seats were between the Chair of St. Peter and the High
Altar, where the Pope was to celebrate the mass. On this
occasion he was to hold two masses, while a third was to be
taken by the Dean of the College of Cardinals. The vast bulk
of the people had to stand through the long hours of waiting

68

Kiwis on Tour in Egypt and Italy

and through the ceremony itself, so we were extremely
fortunate in having seats as well as such a good view. At
eleven o'clock the Allied choirs sang numbers which were
most impressive though many of the people took no notice
but continued to chatter away. An American woman was
busy from a vantage point taking photographs of the crowd.
Every possible space was now jammed with the congregation,
until it seemed incredible that anyone else could gain admittance. They were even sitting on the various statues, and it
was estimated that 60,000 people attended this service.
Suddenly the Swiss Guards moved away to quell an uproar
near the door. Then more powerful lights were switched on,
and the candles on the High Altar were lighted. Just above
the main door at the far end of the church I could see the
trumpeters waiting to sound their silver trumpets to signal
the entrance of the Pope. At last above the noise of the
congregation sounded the high clear note announcing that
God's Vicar, the highest dignitary of the Catholic world, was
coming to perform the most solemn rites of his Church.
There was a sudden hush for a moment, followed by
pandemonium as he entered the church. The procession was
led by Swiss Guards followed by the Pope borne aloft in
his chair by special bearers. Flashlights were in action all
over the church and the photographers made the most of the
wonderful spectacle. Then the Sistine choir sang "Ave Maria",
and after having said prayers at the foot of the steps the Pope
went up to the High Altar. There are only five of these High
Altars in the world, and they are all at Rome, two at St. Mary
Maggiore and one at each of the other three main Basilicas.
The water for washing the Pope's hands prior to the
singing of the mass was poured from a golden vessel. We
could see Pope Pius XII plainly from where we were seated
as he went through the elaborate ritual of the mass. Noble
Guards stood to attention at the foot of the altar. On the
conclusion of the mass the Swiss Guards sang "Silent Night"
in German. They had glorious voices, and a listening crowd
from the ends of the earth stood at rapt attention as the
magnificent notes rolled and soared to the dome of St. Peter's.
. After the last echoes had died away, we made our way
wlth dtfficulty through the crowd to the frosty, clear air outside, and set off back to the hotel.
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One bright sunny morning I had to go with Ernest to
the Palace to meet and discuss business with Professor Nogara
who is in charge of the Vatican Museums and Art Galleries.
We entered by St. Anne's Gate, and I therefore saw a part
of the grounds that had hitherto been closed to me. Once
we had passed the Swiss Guards on duty at the gate I could
not help contrasting the peace and quietness of this small
state with the roar and bustle of the Eternal City around it.
Here, though there were motor vehicles there was no roaring
and revving of overworked engines, but smooth running
cars and trucks.
Although the mighty church of St. Peter's is included in
the area of the Vatican, it is not the one used by inhabitants
of the small city, for they have the tiny church of St. Anne's,
just inside the gate of the same name, where they worship.
It was a grand day and the trees and well-kept lawns were
looking a picture. We took the opportunity to stroll through
the ground and visit the railway station. This station appears
in many of the photographs taken at the Vatican but it does
not serve a very useful purpose; the rails were rusty and the
well-designed building was deserted and looked as if it had
not been used for years.
Since the signing of the Lateran Pact there have been big
changes in the Vatican City, for with its status of a sovereign
state many new departments have been added and many old
ones enlarged. The Post Office was a favourite place of call
for philatelists on leave, and many thousand sets of Vatican
stamps were bought and despatched to New Zealand. The
sale of stamps proves a lucrative source of revenue to the
Papacy, and there were many new issues of stamps, most of
which find their way into stamp collections all over the world.
The printing press is large and up-to-date, for the Vatican
is well aware that it must keep abreast of the times, and forty
different sets of typographic characters in most of the main
languages in the world are in use.
The most palatial buildiq.g was the Governor's palace, a
modern structure which appeared to be far more comfortable
than the rooms occupied by the Pope himself.
As well as the area of the Vatican City the State owns
the Cancelleria Palace in the middle of Rome, St. Paul's
outside the walls, and the Summer Palace near Lake Albano.
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Most of the countries of the world, the Christian ones at
least, have ambassadors at the Vatican, for its influence is
world-wide and both sides have been careful not to offend
the Pope.
Though most of the religious colleges are in Rome itself,
there is one in the grounds. Pope Pi us XI foresaw the ItalianAbyssinian War and in 1929 he caused this college to be
built for Abyssinian students, so that they would have
protection when the war finally came.
The rations issued to the subjects of the Vatican are half
as large again as those issued to the Italians. The population
of this State numbers 1,000, but they are not all members of
the clergy, and consist of many workers in such humble
trades as cow-hands and gardeners.
One morning Father Snedden took me to visit the Vatican
mosaic factory. There was some slight difficulty in gaining
admittance at first; but the Father told the guards that I was
a reporter and I brandished a large scribbling block to lend
weight to his words, and we were duly admitted. At this
factory experts who spend a lifetime in this fascinating work
make mosaics for all over the world. We were shown long
lines of steel cabinets in which were kept no fewer than 28,000
colour tones. Unfortunately when the Vatican was bombed
one bomb fell here and caused 3,000,000 lire (£7,500) worth
of damage. Many of the colours were scattered and mixed
during the explosion, and we saw large heaps of the small
cubes waiting to be sorted out into their respective cabinets.
Workmen were busily engaged in preparing a large mosaic
for the apse of a Sicilian church. The design was first traced
on to the frame, and the pieces were then fitted into a dark
substance which hardened like cement. The tiny pieces were
dexterously fitted into place, and those which did not fit
perfectly were cut with a chisel. In the olden times even the
largest mosaics were made so expertly that it was almost
impossible to see each single piece, but they seem to have
lost this perfection of craftmanship, although from a distance
the present day mosaics have the same effect as the older ones.
It was possible to buy small mosaics only for, with the
depreciation of the lira, money was not worth a great deal
and the Vatican can afford to wait until prices are right before
selling any of the larger mosaics.
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Later we str-olled through the grounds to see the prisonerof-war bureau set up by the Vatican to advise next-of-kin of
the whereabouts of their soldier prisoners, and also to forward
messages to and from these prisoners. Although not officially
recognised by many of the governments this service has been
of great assistance and comfort to relatives all over the world.
The Vatican radio station plays a large part in the success
of this service, and since its inception in July 1940 to February
1943 there had been 1,123,600 queries and 517,600 replies sent
out by the bureau. Commencing with one man the staff has
now grown to 200 permanent employees, besides many parttime workers including 300 nuns who do the typing of the
messages. Correspondents in various parts of the world listen
in to the Vatican radio broadcasts and advise the next-of-kin,
New Zealanders being advised from Sydney. Cards are kept
for every soldier and I looked up that of my brother Frank
who had been a prisoner since Sidi Resegh.
One rainy afternoon I went with Andrea to visit the
armoury of the Swiss Guards who form the bodyguard of
the Pope. These picturesque soldiers stand on guard at the
varions entrances to the Vatican City, and they are great
favourites of the women members of the Services who are
charmed by the glorious uniforms they wear. I have noticed
the look of envy on some of the girls' faces, and I am sure
that if opportunity offered they would make off with the
uniform-soldier and all.
Once, long centuries ago, the Pope had large armies and
wielded immense temporal power, but now his army has
dwindled down to this Swiss Guard. They were first formed
as a papal bodyguard in 1505 by Julius II, that strong-willed
Pope who bent Michelangelo to his will. During the ensuing
400 years they have always served the Papacy faithfully and
well, and have great and glorious traditions of service and
devotion to duty behind them. It is a very smart and proud
force that is still recruited in Switzerland, and the members
sign on for two years, although they can serve for up to
fifteen years if they so desire. I asked how many they
numbered at the present time, and learned that there were
eighty-two on the strength, including a colonel, lieutenantcolonel, a major and a captain.
It is said, but seemingly without foundation, that their
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elaborate uniform of blue, and yellow stripes against a red
background was designed by Michelangelo, but actually it is
not known who was responsible for these striking costumes.
During the sack of Rome in 1527 all of the 200 guardsmen
were killed in defence of St. Peter's and the Vatican Palace,
and on numerous other occasions they have proved that they
are an efficient fighting force as well as being a picturesque
spectacle on parade. We met the armourer, whom Andrea
knew, and he took us around the armoury where, as elsewhere
in Rome, the old and the new were side by side. Next to the
ceremonial armour and halberds were arrayed up-to-date
and very efficient Swiss tommy-guns, serving to show that
even to-day they could give a good account of themselves if
called upon to defend the Pope's person. Our armourer friend
was only a small man, but his arms were like the legs of a
bullock; and when he showed me how the halberd had been
originally designed to unseat horsemen in battle he handled
the weighty weapon as if it had been the merest toy. As the
curved "business end" flashed past my face an inch from my
nose I sprang back hurriedly. I am very sensitive about my
nose-it has been broken three times-and I have no ambition
to increase the number of mishaps to a most valuable piece
of facial adornment.

THE ROMAN FORUM AND
THE PALATINE HILL
" . . An idle column, a half-buried arch,
A wall of some great temple. It was once
And long, the centre of their universe,
The Forum-whence a mandate, eagle-winged
Went to the ends of the e:trth. Let us descend
Slowly. At every step much may be lost,
The very dust stirs as with life
And not a breath but from the dust sends up
Something of human grandeur.

Or they that come
(And there be many who have crossed the earth)
That they may give the hours to meditation,
And wander, often saying to themselves,
"This was the Roman Forum".
Italy. RooER.S.

O

NE OF MY FAVOURITE WALKS in Rome was
through the Roman Forum to the Palatine Hill. When
the last Kiwi had boarded the last truck, and I was free to
do as I wished, I would leave the Club and walk down the
crowded Via Nationale. Sometimes I went alone, sometimes
in the company of friends staying at the Club, but always
the charm of the walk caught my imagination. My companions were carefully chosen, for in the Forum and on the
Palatine one must have people with vision, capable of seeing
the things that happened there nightly: the ghost of Julius
Caesar abroad, the vestal virgins strolling along the sacred
way, or a triumph passing by in all its glory.
We pass the bricked-up column of Trajan, standing as it
does in the Forum of the emperor of the same name. The
column is covered with has-reliefs depicting scenes from the
two Dacian wars of Trajan, but unfortunately it has been
bricked up for preservation during the war years.
The crowd is left behind as we cross the Imperial Way
and walk past the Forum of Julius Caesar, for comparatively
few people, least of all Romans, frequent this most historic
spot at the magical hour of sunset. These busy, hurrying
people are to be pitied, for they have nn time to stroll back
through the centuries to the period when Rome was mistress
73
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of the world; when the Forum Romanum was so crowded
that Julius Caesar, wishing to add yet another building, had
to go outside its boundaries to find sufficient space.
Before entering by the western end we would pause a
moment to peer down at the Mamertine Prison where can
really be visualised the fiendish cruelty of the rulers of this
ancient world. When the leaders of the defeated enemies of
Rome reached this spot they were taken from the triumph,
and either tortured to death, beheaded, or thrust through a
hole to fall headfirst on to the rocks of the prison below
where they were either despatched immediately or left to die
a lingering death. This is one of the really authentic historical
spots in Rome, and many an illustrious leader met his death
here. J ugurtha, the king of N umidia, was starved to death,
while Vercingetorix who fought against Julius Caesar in the
Gallic Wars, was strangled, as was also Simon Bar Giora the
Jewish leader who defended Jerusalem against Titus.
Tradition has it that in this gloomy prison both St. Peter
and St. Paul were imprisoned, and that during their confinement they converted their gaoler.
But it is time we reached the Forum for the shadows
are lengthening and we wish to be on the Palatine to watch
the magnificent sunset. The Forum lies in a valley between
two little hills, the Capitol and the Palatine, which in New
Zealand would not even have distinctive names; yet from
these two tiny hillocks and the depression that separates them
there grew a civilisation and a military power that conquered
the world, and which even to-day profoundly affects our own
way of life.
The word Forum meant originally "a market place" and
in the dawn of Roman history, when Ramulus was the first
king of the Romans or Latins on the Palatine Hill, when
the Sabines occupied the Aventine Hill, and when the first
Temple of Jupiter crowned the Capitol, this valley was used
as a market-place where the first shops were set up. Being
central it soon developed into a meeting place, where the
bargain hunters of the day could listen to all the gossip of
the Campagna, while they bartered with the shop-keepers
for the first rude articles of commerce. At some later date
there were set up the first public buildings where men could
meet and discuss matters of interest. With the passing of the
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years it became -the place for transacting all business of state
and, in effect, the real centre of the growing power of the city.
Great buildings were erected in this space of less than five
acres-buildings that are still household names to us after
the lapse of two thousand years-and while very little remains
of their ancient splendour anyone with an eye of faith can
visualise what they must have been like in all their glory.
The modern asphalt road cuts off three temples from the rest
of the Forum. Nearest to the Victor Emmanuel Monument
stands the first Temple of Concord built in 367 B.c. to
commemorate the peace between the patricians and the
plebeians. Only the platform is left standing to-day. Of the
second there still remain the three very fine Corinthian
columns of the Temple of Vespasian, erected by Domitian in
honour of his father Vespasian who had been deified.
The third of the trio was the temple dedicated to the twelve
major gods of Olympus; of this only a portico is left. This
was the last pagan temple to be set up in the Forum. All
can be seen from the roadway, and next our eye is caught
by a splendid arch erected in honour of the victories of
Septimus Severus and his sons over the Parthians and African
tribes. It stands over the branch of the Via Sacra along which
the defeated enemy leaders were led to their doom. There
are three passageways through the arch, which is in a good
state of preservation, and the recorded details of the battle
for Babylon and other historic struggles are still visible.
We now descend into the Forum proper close by the side
of the eight huge Ionic columns of the temple of Saturn.
This is one of the oldest and most imposing ruins in the
Forum, and serves to remind us of the temple of Saturn
that stands in all its majesty amid the ruins of Baalbek in
Syria. The resemblance is all the more remarkable in that
both sets of columns are still crowned with an architrave.
It was on the steps of this temple that the generals upon
their victorious return from campaigns took the oath that
they had given a correct account of their spoil and prisoners.
The temple also contained the public treasury, which Julius
Caesar plundered on one occasion.
The Forum cannot easily be understood in one visit, for
of the bewildering mass of monuments erected there only
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scant traces are left to-day, and many authorities differ as to
the various sites.
Even after the erection of the Imperial Fora, which were
more comfortable and better suited for business purposes, the
Roman Forum still retained its high place through the glorious
traditions associated with it. Its monuments were ornamented
with rare marbles and works of art; with columns, triumphal
arches, and gilded bronze. Many restorations of the temples
were made, the last being in the reign of Theodoric the Goth
in the first half of the sixth century. From the latter half of
the same century began the bitter struggle waged by the
church of the Middle Ages against paganism. Many of the
ancient temples were either converted into churches or
mediaeval fortresses by the princely families of Rome. Also,
for a thousand years the monuments of the city were used as
quarries where anyone could come and take away columns
or rare marbles as the mood moved them.
Gradually through the centuries, as the buildings were
destroyed or carried away, the rubbish accumulated and the
level of the ground rose until only a few of the higher
columns protruded above the earth. To this fact we owe the
existence of the remains that have been left to us. As late
as the nineteenth century the area was still known as Campo
Vaccino, or the "cow paddock", where cattle grazed.
In the early part of the nineteenth century excavations were
begun and since then many interesting monuments have been
uncovered, until to-day we read in the book of marble ruins
the story of olden times.
To the right of the temple of Saturn lies the shed covering
the Vulcanal, or temple of Vulcan, which marked the peace
between Tatius and Ramulus after the rape of the Sabines.
All that is left now is a slab of rock, with slight recesses for
the sacrifice of fish which formed part of the rites of the
worship of Vulcan. Quite nearby is a circular, small pillar
called the Umbilicus Urbis, which was erected to mark the
very centre of Rome.
A great controversy has always raged over the exact site
of the Republic rostra, but most authorities now agree that
the one from which Cicero delivered two of his speeches
against Cataline stood to the right of the Umbilicus Urbis.
Here many other famous speeches were made, for it was the
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"Hyde Park" (}f Rome where any citizen could speak his
mind. The word rostra means "the beak or prow of a ship"
and it was given to this place because of the custom of affixing
the prows of captured enemy vessels to the platform from
which the addresses were made.
To the left of the rostra is the tomb of Ramulus, which
was a relic greatly venerated by the early Romans, but whether
it is really the tomb of the so-called founder of Rome is open
to grave doubt. Funeral orations were delivered in front of it;
but, as we shall see, that given over the body of Julius Caesar
was spoken elsewhere. We shall deal with the life of Ramulus
when we reach the Palatine Hill, so it should suffice here to
dwell on the legends surrounding his death.
It is said that he was holding a military review in the
Campus Martius, or Field of Mars, when a terrible cloudburst descended on the city. Everybody took shelter from the
storm, and when it had abated they ventured out again to
find that the throne was empty and Ramulus had disappeared.
They believed that Mars, his celestial father had gathered him
up to heaven, but it seems more likely that the truth is to be
found in the other legend which declares that he became very
cruel and was assassinated by the senators who invented the
first story to cover their crime. Most of the monument is
covered up and we cannot see the celebrated inscription which
is said to date from the earliest Roman times.
The building to the north of the tomb of Ramulus is now
the church of Adriano, but it is on the site of the first Senate
House or curia of Rome, and, in fact, is built out of the ruins
of a reconstruction of the curia by Diocletian. The Senate,
together with the popular assembly known as the Comitia,
formed the executive power of the state during the time of
the Republic, and even to-day the word senate is common
throughout the civilised world. Here Augustus set up a
statue of victory that in the passage of time was venerated by
the people as the symbol of Roman armed power. Many
of the most momentous decisions in the world must have been
taken here, for Rome held power over the life and death of
all civilised mankind of those ancient days.
To the south-east of the Senate House stood the basilica
which occupied one of the largest areas of the Forum, but
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there is little left of it to-day. It was one of the earliest
basilica in Rome and was noted for its lavish decorations.
When we talk of a basilica to-day we immediately think
of a large imposing church, but in Roman times a basilica
was a meeting place or, in the case of the Basilica Julia, a
Law Court where the tribunal met. It is owing to the fact
that the early Christians built their churches in the same
shape as the meeting place or law courts that we have the
word "basilica" in common use to-day.
This type of building was usually divided into a central
nave with either one or two side aisles separated by rows of
pillars, the central nave being always the largest.
In front of the basilica stood a large open space where the
people would assemble and listen to the speeches made by
the orators from the public rostra or from the Rostra Julia
which Caesar built at the other, the eastern, end of this large
courtyard. This is where the grief-stricken people listened to
the impassioned utterances of Anthony over dead Caesar's
body. Let us pause to sit on those marble blocks before the
temple of Caesar, and meditate for a moment on the Roman
who is the best known of them all.
There are two reasons why Caesar's name lingers in our
memory. The first, that he landed in Britain in 55 B.c.; and
the second, that we recall Mark Anthony's speech as delivered
by Will Shakespeare. However, a study of history of those
periods will show that these two events are not real highlights. His invasion ( ?) of Britain was merely a raid designed
to check the power of the British allies of the Gauls whose
country he had just conquered. With his clearness of vision
he saw that it was not sufficient to defeat the British when
they landed on the continent; he must also teach them a
sharp lesson. Having landed and, with difficulty, defeated
their army he returned to Gaul, leaving the conquest of the
stubborn islanders for a later day.
"Friends, Romans, Countrymen", was delivered not in an
agony of grief at the death of an old friend, but rather to
assist Anthony in a shrewd attempt to seize the power himself.
A man who really believed the speech he made would not
have immediately set aside the last will and testament of his
dead friend .
As the sun slopes slowly towards the west the ghost of
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a small, bald-headed Roman passes along the Via Sacra. He
is a man whose name stands out like a beacon from those
olden times. Julius Caesar started life by failing in everything
he attempted, but with clear vision and unfaltering belief in
himself he climbed the long arduous path to the topmost
pinnacle of fame, and became the greatest man of his age.
It is not only in military matters that we find him pre-eminent;
for his writings have come down to us, and we cannot but
admire his lucid and concise style. In 49 s.c. he crossed the
Rubicon to seize power in Rome itself, and as he rode across
that tiny stream he set the history of Europe in the path that
it has followed to this day.
He fought his last battle in Spain and then went on to
Carthage where he set up the preliminary council for the
new ordering of the world. His outline of the Roman Empire
-though later somewhat altered and modified by Augustusformed the basis on which that Empire endured for many
long centuries. Julius saw that the Roman constitution had
not kept pace with the growth of Roman power and domination over far countries; and he planned that it should be
brought into line with this growth. He saw a municipality
trying to govern the world. This slowness of the governing
body was due to the reluctance of Rome to extend her borders,
but her wish for peace in Italy had made this enlargement
inevitable.
Naturally his aims and methods made him many enemies
in Rome, for the Patricians saw that as more and more power
fell into his hands and as, day by day, he grew to be more
idolised by the common people, he menaced all that they held
dear; hence the conspiracy to end all this with one sudden,
swift blow.
That blow, on the steps of the Senate House of Pompey,
echoes down through all the ages; and Shakespeare who
with his true eye for drama beheld it as one of the supreme
moments of history, set it on a pinnacle of immortality. The
sudden surge of Brutus and the other conspirators as they
gathered around the doomed man, the upraised arms and the
plunging daggers, are as real to us as if we, too, witnessed
the deed that shook the world. And when it was done the
people, the common people who had nothing to gain and
all to lose by his death, gathered here in the Forum to see
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his poor mutilated body. Mark Anthony, realising his opportunity, stepped forward to deliver his funeral oration wh~ch
so stirred the multitude that they raged through Rome seekmg
the murderers to destroy them. While their fury was yet redhot they happened on one Cinna, a poet, who unfortunately
bore the same name as one of the conspirators, and slew him
before they realised their mistake.
For three days they burned the body of Caesar here in the
Forum, while the grief-stricken people threw all their ornaments and precious belongings on the funeral pyre. When
the fires had at last died out they collected his ashes and
formed his final triumph as they slowly conveyed his remains
to their last resting place. The career of the greatest Roman
of them all was over, and only his memory remained with
them for ever. Later, Augustus set up this temple in his
memory, and ordained that Caesar was divine, and · was to
be worshipped as one of the gods.
Across one branch of the Via Sacra are the ruins of the
temple of Castor and Pollux; and the three Corinthian
columns that still stand are a familiar sight on postcards and
coloured prints dealing with the Eternal City. These splendid
Parian columns are all that is left of a once magnificent
temple built to commemorate yet another interesting Roman
legend. In 496 B.c., after Horatius had stood on his bridgebut while the same war still raged-the Romans met the
Latins in a bitter battle at Lake Regillus. Once more Lord
Macaulay was war correspondent for the Romans, and he has
left us a vivid account in his spirited ballad dealing with
this closely contested struggle. At the height of the conflict
the Romans were heartened by the mystic presence of two
white horsemen who, after the battle, appeared in the Forum
and watered their horses at a well, the Lacus Juturnae, and
twelve years later this temple was erected to commemorate
their appearance and the Roman victory.
This battle firmly established the right of the Romans to
govern themselves, and their Republic endured for 500 yearsuntil the Empire was set up under Augustus Caesar.
Every year the Roman Equestrian Order held an armed
parade here, and each knight was forced to check his horse
and equipment at the steps of this temple so that a committee
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could decide whether or not he was eligible to belong to the
order for yet another year.
Continuing on our way down the Via Sacra we next come
to the reconstructed temple of the vestal virgins. This little
temple is famous throughout the world, for here the vestals
tended the sacred fire that was never to be allowed to die out.
The penalty of death was inflicted on any vestal who did not
keep the fire burning continuously, as it was considered a
bad omen if it became extinguished.
Numa, who succeeded Romulus and thus became the
second of the seven kings of Rome, was an extremely able
and clever ruler, and he realised that the new city must have
some religious belief behind it if it were to endure and
become really great. Casting around for a starting point for
a new religion he realised that the home was the only
foundation for the strength and security on which any government could rest. He therefore made laws giving the power
of life and death to heads of families. He went even further
into the question, and saw that the strength of the home,
in turn, rested on the hearth around which, on a winter's
evening, the father would gather his family and tell stories
of the olden days while the children roasted chestnuts just
as they do in Rome to-day. As fire was precious he made this
element the focal point of the new religion, and decreed that
certain highborn daughters of noble families should tend this
sacred fire, from whose Aame the fires of all the hearths of
Rome should be tended.
So that the new cult should have equal standing with the
other pagan practices of the day he ordained that only girls
of certain families should have the right to serve as priestesses,
and to add dignity to the new cult he stipulated that they
should be virgins and dedicate themselves entirely to the
service of the State. These girls entered the temple between
the ages of six and ten, and it was laid down that both their
parents had to be living. They were the only priestesses in
Rome, and had to remain in the service for thirty years,
retaining the while their chastity under penalty of death by
whipping and burial alive. During the first ten years they
learned the duties of their high calling, during the second ten
they practised, and for the final ten they taught other girls
their duties. They held an especially high place in the society
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of their day, and if a condemned criminal should accidentally
meet a vestal virgin while on his way to execution he might
have the good fortune to be reprieved, for she had the power
to pardon him. Great political power could also be wielded
by them in that their requests were seldom refused, and thus
Julius Caesar is said to have owed his life to the supplication
of the high priestess of the vestal virgins during the proscriptions of Sulla. The wills of emperors and other State
papers were often entrusted to their safe keeping.
When they went abroad they could travel in a carriage,
and the only other woman to have this privilege in the
crowded Roman streets was the empress, who also sat in the
box of the vestal virgins when she went to the Colosseum or
other public places.
Their house, shaded as it was by the towering buildings
that crowned the Palatine Hill, must have received little
sunshine and was probably very damp. On the other hand,
they enjoyed every comfort of those most luxurious days,
and the house was centrally heated.
Several statues erected in honour of the most famous
vestals still stand in the courtyard of this house, and it is
interesting to notice that the name has been erased from one
of these statues. Tradition says that the reason for this
erasure is that she became a Christian, but whether this is
correct or whether she wandered from the straight and narrow
path and was "found out" we will never know. It is recorded
that in the eleven long and licentious centuries of Roman
paganism through which this religion endured only eighteen
girls were put to death for having broken their vows. Truly
a remarkable record when we consider the low standard of
the morals of even, to quote but two examples, the ruling
classes at the time of Nero and Caligula.
As the shadows lengthen still further we stroll down the
sacred way up which the emperors passed in triumph,
acclaimed by the cheering crowd. On our left we pass the
huge columns of the temple of Faustina and Antoninius Pi us,
now converted into a church, and pause for a moment to gaze
down into six tiny cells by the side of the way. To the
uninitiated they might appear as the cells of holy hermits of
early Christian times, but actually they are police cells into
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which the inebriates of ancient times were thrust when they
d1sturbed the midnight hours with their revelry.
Another arch, that commemorating the victory of Titus
over the Jews stands at the other end of the sacred way.
It is bricked up now, but it contains some remarkable hasreliefs showing details of the campaign and the seven-branched
candlestick which was formerly in the temple at Jerusalem.
At the arch we ascend the Palatine Hill by a track leading
past the Farnese Casino. From this building there is a grand
view over the Forum and over Rome and, framed as it is by
fragrant pine trees, and one of the loveliest gardens in Rome,
it would make a delightful dwelling place. Not many New
Zealanders know of the charm of this walk or the beauty of
the gardens, for from the Capitol or the residential parts of
the city one cannot appreciate the beauty of the Palatine.
This loveliness is enhanced in the evening when, in the cool
of the day, we stroll leisurely through avenues of tall pines
that shade the walks and from many vantage points gaze out
over the city.
The Palatine might well be called the cradle of Roman
civilisation, for according to legend, this is where Evander
welcomed Aeneas after the fall of Troy, and where later the
she-wolf is said to have suckled Ramulus and Remus. When
Ramulus had grown to manhood, and was desirous of
marking out the limits of the city, it was on the Palatine
that he yoked his oxen to the plough, turning a furrow to
mark where the walls would rise, and lifting his plough
where the gates would be placed. From its shape this fortress
was known as Roma Quadrata (Four-square Rome). During
the centuries of the Republic this hill was the seat of the
wealthy patrician families; Cicero the orator and his opponent,
Clodius, lived here and it was the birthplace of Augustus.
However, Julius Caesar was never a resident of the Palatine,
for he saw that the humble Romans rather despised those who
flaunted their wealth in palatial residences on the fashionable
hill, so he chose to live among the poorer people until his
election as Pontifex Maximus when he moved into the Regia
in the Forum.
After the battle of Actium Augustus took up his residence
on the Palatine and from that time onwards it became the
seat of the emperors. Nero might prefer to build his wonder-
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ful Golden House on the slopes of the Esq uiline, but with
the return to sanity under the Flavian rulers the Palatine
became once more the imperial hill.
At the height of the Empire this space must have been
crowded with sumptuous dwellings, for each emperor seems
to have added something to the buildings of his predecessors.
What amazing stories would be told if only the stones of the
palace of Caligula or of Domitian could speak! Some of the
most lascivious orgies of all time took place on this hill, for
the "eat, drink and be merry" policy was one that was widely
followed by most of the emperors. They realised that they
could not hope to live long, for the knife of the assassin was
always ready to do its fell work, and there were many rivals
waiting to step upon their throne. Still, they thought, if life
was cheap and short there was no reason why they should
not enjoy it, and their behaviour is a byword even to-day.
From the topmost point of the hill, overlooking the Forum,
is one of the best vantage points from which to survey Rome.
The sun sets behind the huge mass of the Victor Emmanuel
monument, and as the dusk deepens into night the white
glare of the enormous bulk of the memorial is softened and
at that time, and that time alone dots this eyesore take on
an appearance of beauty. To the Kiwis who visited Rome it
was known as the "wedding cake" and served as a useful
landmark by means of which they could orientate themselves.
Under the mass of ruins that still cover the hill runs a
covered passageway, where Caligula was murdered by a
tribune of the praetorian guard as he returned from presiding
over the games. Caligula built a bridge from the Capitol to
the Palatine, spanning the Forum, so that he could attend the
service of the temple of Jupiter without walking through the
Forum.
On the crest of the hill there is a building called the
Villa Mills, where formerly an English family lived. Mills
was very fond of sport and, typically English, he walled off
part of the nearby stadium of Domitian as a race-track where
he could exercise his horses. It was in this stadium, where foot
races were run, that St. Sebastian was martyred by order of
Domitian. He is usually represented as a beautiful youth
pierced to death by arrows.
And now, with a few minutes to spare before nightfall,
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we walk pa~t the riff-raff and the prostitutes who,
unfortunately, make the Palatine their lurking place, to come
to the huge brick remains that mark the site of the palace of
Septimus Severus. Septimus was an African, and with justi·
liable pride he desired to show his people the height to which
he had attained; so on the side of the Palatine Hill where
the Appian Way drew to a close he built this tremendous
edifice which everyone arriving from Africa had to pass. From
this spot, too, we take a last glimpse at the wide-spread view
of Rome, which now appears as a city besprinkled with trees,
before leaving the ghosts of the revellers among the ruins of
the mighty palaces of the Palatine. We make our way back
to the Club through the early darkness, thinking as we go of
all the folly and greatness that marked the rise, decline and
fall of that great Empire.

ROYAL OPERA HOUSE

T

HE ROYAL OPERA HOUSE is just behind the Hotel
Quirinale, and therefore a most convenient place of
entertainment for the New Zealand troops staying at the Club.
Shortly after my arrival the summer opera season opened.
For the first week or so I booked individual seats for the
troops, but "box office" business grew to such proportions that
I went to see the manager and arranged for a block of fifty
seats to be kept for us at every performance. At first he was
not in favour of the idea, but I told him that I would not
book a single seat unless he agreed. As the price of the block
of fifty seats amounted to nearly £40 he changed his mind.
Much extra work was involved, but it meant that the
soldier on leave did not have to stand in a long queue, and
thus many of them who would not have gone to such
trouble had an opportunity to enjoy a first-class operatic
performance. Roy, a friend of mine, attached to the Club
from the Signals, helped me with this additional work. It
was very noticeable that though there were many free enter·
tainments in Rome the troops thronged to the opera. We
booked for two prices only, 12s. 6d. and 15s. a seat, and the
soldiers preferred to pay the 15s.-three-quarters of a week's
pay for them.
Popular operas were shown, and the performances were
excellent. There were very few vacant places, the Opera
House's 2,100 seats usually being booked in advance each
morning. Ray and I went whenever we were off duty and
could afford it. Fortunately we had the run of the Opera
House, and could go backstage whenever we desired, and thus
we met most of the people in charge of the various depart·
ments. They seemed a happy family and made us feel at
home. My first visit backstage was with Andrea, and as it
was then necessary for me to pose as a reporter in order to
gain entrance I took copious notes which duly impressed
everyone. I found it very interesting and was amazed at the
large crowd of stage hands employed and the speed and
efficiency with which they changed the scenery. The stage
effects are world-renowned, and they are so elaborate that
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it is only possible to house six sets at the opera house at one
time; the others are stored in a large warehouse, and transported here as required. The huge stage was hydraulically
operated, and could be raised or lowered, by sections, as
desired. Cloud and lightning effects were produced by
means of films projected on the back-drop. A smoke effect
could be shown by means of steam ejected from apertures
under the stage. No sooner had the curtain fallen on an act
than men rushed from the wings and carried away the props
while backcloths rolled up to the roof and new scenes were
unrolled at the same time.
The switchboard in this theatre is said to be the largest
in the world, and was the centre of interest for Roy who, in
private life, was an electrician. During my stay in Rome I
saw the opera from every angle, from the royal box to the
prompter's box in the middle of the front of the stage. My
own particular friend there was a large jovial Russian who
had been in opera most of his life. His job was that of
registrar or stage manager. One night, while I was talking
to him in the wings, the prima donna fainted at the close
of the second act of "Aida". Maria Cagnilia was singing that
night, and I had noticed that she looked very ill and that she
crossed herself twice before she went on the stage each time.
Fortunately she had finished singing and few people in the
audience saw the incident. There was an anxious time before
it was known whether she would be able to go on, but she
did continue, and sang very well.
During the opera I often thought how lucky I wa·s to be
stationed in Rome, living in comfort and being able to enjoy
such thrilling programmes of music, singing and ballet, and
having the opportunity of seeing so many artistic and historic
places. I compared this with my first period overseas, and
realised how much better off I now was.
Later in the season artistes from the royal and the
Argentina opera companies came to the hotel and gave
concerts for the troops on leave. It was my pleasant duty to
assist in the running of these, and as a result I met many of
the foremost operatic singers in Rome, and made some very
good friends among them. When the concerts were concluded
several members of the staff would entertain the artistes to
dinner in the officers' dining room. What parties we had
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there; congenial company, good food and wine, and even
if our Italian or their English was not perfect somehow we
managed to understand one another. Through the medium of
music they were attempting to bring together the Itahans
and the Allies, and when I look back over my days in Rome,
I shall always cherish the pleasant memories that I have of
the many friends I made through those concerts. They were
a splendid crowd; huge, slow-spoken Guilio Neri with one of
the finest basso voices in Italy; lovely, vivacious soprano Thia
Santucci with the laughing eyes and the expressive smile
who always referred to me (for no reason in the world) as
"You very very rascal" with such charm that it took the
sting from her words; my old friend Giovanelli, the
director of the Royal Opera House; "Mr. Presidente" Della
Pria, the millionaire who presided at the dinners; Paulo
Silveri the tenor, and his beautiful wife; and a host of others
who made life enjoyable with their songs and their hailfellow-well-met natures.
We realised that we were receiving a great honour, for
although as tourists in peace time we would have heard them
sing at the opera house, we would never have had the
opportunity of meeting them personally.
One day, through the friendship of the tenor Nucchi, a
friend and I had the great privilege of visiting the home of
no less a personage than the great tenor, Beniamino Gigli.
In his home, a detached villa in a quiet residential suburb,
we were introduced to the eminent singer. He was short and
stout, with greying hair, and spoke quite good English. I was
very curious to meet this master around whose head such a
storm of controversy had raged since the Allies entered the
capital. Gigli had been billed to appear at a concert given
by the British Education Unit, but owing to fierce opposition
by the Italian press and a boycott by the operatic people he
did not sing. Accusations made against him were that he was
a Nazi-Fascist collaborationist; and for many months he lived
a quiet life at home, much to the disappointment of thousands
of lovers of good singing who maintained that politics should
not deprive the multitude of musically-minded people of the
opportunity of hearing him for the first and perhaps only
time in their lives. When my friend and I visited him he had
just completed a lengthy and categorical reply to his accusers,
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hinting that professional jealousy among the artistes at the
opera house was largely responsible for the ban against him.
After he had read parts of his reply to us, he showed us
the great assortment of costumes for the various operas he had
appeared in; and photos of himself in various parts. Before
we left he presented each of us with a signed photo of himself.
My friend asked Gigli which opera he liked best of all, and
the great artist replied, "If I am appearing in it myself I
prefer 'Martha', but if I am a spectator my favourite is '11
Trovatore'."

Later we were privileged to watch a lesson given by
Gigli to Nucchi. Not only did he teach him the technicalities
of the opera, but gave him valuable hints on how to stand,
bow to face the audience, and other general tips on stage
deportment. Then, for an hour, we listened entranced while
Gigli sang excerpts from "Rigoletto". It was one of the
highlights of my experience overseas to sit back in an armchair and hear the greatest tenor of the age singing "La
Donna e Mobile". As the voice filled the room and the
master sang with effortless ease I closed my eyes and let the
waves of song flow around me.

THE APPIAN WAY AND THE CAT A COMBS
"There is a stern round tower of other clays,
Finn as a fortress, with its fence of stone,
Such as an army's baffled strength delays,
Standing with half its battlements alone,
And with two thousand years of ivy grown,
The garland of eternity, where wave
The green leaves over all by time o'ergrown.
What was this tower of strength? Within its cave
What treasure lay so lock'd, so hid-a woman's grave."
Child~ Harold. LoRD BYRON.

I

N THE DAYS when Rome was the greatest city that the
world had ever seen for the splendour of its monuments
and the wealth of its inhabitants, a straight, paved road led
out of it and towards the south. Along it travelled merchants,
traders carrying their wares, soldiers, chariots, and all those
going to Greece or to the eastern provinces of the Empire,
while towards the city came the constant stream of wayfarers
seeking wealth and pleasure within the great metropolis.
This highway, one of the most famous in history, was
built no less than 2,300 years ago by the blind Censor, Appius
Claudius, from whom it derived its name of Via Appia or
the Appian Way. Thus, even in the days of the Empire it
was hallowed by many links with the past. It ran directly
across hill and valley to Capua, and was later continued to
Brundisium. These Roman roads were a marvel of organisation, with rest-hous~s where one could spend the night, posthouses where mounts could be changed, and with a very
efficient force of police. The long life of the Empire could
safely be attributed in no small measure to the excellent
roads. One could travel on these highways to the remotest
pans of the Empire, and the traveller would not be bothered
by passports or troubled by frontiers. The practical Romans
realised that their roads served a triple purpose. They
allowed large armies to be moved quickly from one place to
another as danger threatened; they provided a safe and sure
means of communication between the outlying parts of the
Empire; and they were great trade routes along which could
pass the enormous quantities of necessaries and luxuries that
made for ease of living in the capital.
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Along both sides of the Appian Way the noble families
of Rome had their splendid tombs, ornamented with statues
showing the chief events of the lives of those buried within,
and thus serving to show the aflluence and importance of each
family. Now all that remains of their one-time glory are
broken stones and heaps of rubble that formerly marked
imposing monuments. The first tomb that one encounters on
the Appian Way belongs to the Scipios, a patrician family
with a long record of public service. One member was
Scipio Africanus, the celebrated general who signally defeated
Hannibal at the Battle of Zama, and who overthrew Rome's
greatest rival-Carthage. Whether he is actually buried here
or in another of the family's tombs is not known. The Scipios,
too, gave the newly founded Christian Church one of its
greatest and earliest Popes, Cornelius, who suffered martyrdom under the persecutions of Decius.
Next of interest is the so-called arch of Drusus, said to
have been erected to commemorate the victories over the
Germans by Drusus, father of Germanicus and the Emperor
Claudius. Then comes the Porta San Sebastiano, formerly
known as the Porta Appia. Near here Cicero received a
tumultuous welcome upon his return from exile in 57 B.c.
Now we come to the small church of "Quo Vadis", which
is associated with yet another of the myriad legends that surround both the pagan and the Christian history of this city.
After the burning of Rome, Nero realised that the people,
probably with reason, suspected him of being the instigator
of the fire, and looking around for a scapegoat he spread it
abroad that the Christians were the culprits. There immediately followed the first terrible persecution during which many
Christians suffered horrible deaths. So much is historical fact
-the rest is legend: St .Peter, who was in Rome at the time,
either decided to flee, or was persuaded to do so by the other
Christians who did not wish the rock of the Church to
endanger his life. He departed from Rome by the Via Appia,
and when he reached the spot where this chapel now stands
he saw a vision of the Lord, and said to him in astonishment
"Domine, quo vadis?" (Lord, whither goest Thou?).
Christ looked at Peter with sad reproachful eyes and
replied, "Ad Romam venio ut iterum cruci affigar" (I go to
Rome to be crucified a second time), and vanished.
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Then the humble fisherman of Galilee recalled the
occasion when in the house of Caiaphas the high priest in
Jerusalem he had three times denied his Lord, and full of
sorrow at the thought of failing Christ again, turned and went
back along the Appian Way to certain doom at the hand
of Nero.
A small, rather ugly chapel to-day marks the spot of that
supposed meeting, and it is a pity that they show here a
copy of the reputed footprint of Christ, for it tends to detract
from the interest and belief in the story.
Paul too, who also suffered death at the hand of N ero,
travelled along this road. This is no mere legend, for we
read in the Bible that he disembarked at Puteoli, and thence
"came toward Rome" and the brethren of the infant church
there came out to welcome him at the "Appii forum and the
Three Taverns". It is easy to imagine that meeting beside
the busy road, when the humble people and the few rich
members of the church of Rome met the man about whom
they had heard so much. We also read that when Paul saw
them he "thanked God and took courage". It has always
surprised me to read that he "took courage", for if ever a
man had courage in plenty it was the scholarly citizen of
Tarsus, who had proved while in prisons all over Asia Minor
that nothing could daunt him in his steadfast adherence to
the Christian faith.
Yet, perhaps he saw that his greatest work lay not behind
but before him, for those letters of exhortation and counsel
that he wrote from his hired house in Rome are to us some
of the most precious things ever written. Perhaps, too, he
saw more long years of imprisonment looming ahead, while
he awaited the whim of an imperial madman.
Beyond "Quo V adis" we come to the catacombs which are,
with the possible exception of the Capuchin Church, the most
eerie places in Rome. They lie some distance outside the city,
for it was the law in the time of the Empire, and even before,
that no dead were to be buried in the city precincts.
In the earliest centuries A.D. the dead were usually cremated,
and the ashes placed in funerary urns in the vast sepulchres
erected along the Appian Way. There were a great many
Jews living in Rome at that time, and they did not believe in
cremation, preferring to consign their dead to the earth intact.

The Appian Way and the Catacombs

93

The early Christians followed the Jewish example and rich
families owned private cemeteries outside the walls, where
poorer Christians were allowed to bury their dead. From the
style of grave such as we know to-day they evolved the system
of cutting communication trenches through the soft tufa rock
so as to unite the different family burial places. This plan,
continued throughout the first four centuries of Christianity,
has left us the imposing Roman catacombs that we can visit
to-day.
Styles of tombs varied according to the wealth and taste
of the family, and while some had handsome marble
sarcophagi placed in large niches in the chambers or galleries,
the poorer people had to be content with a single rectangular
niche big enough for only one body. The entrances of these
simple tombs were closed with either a thin slab of marble
or large tiles cemented to the wall of the gallery.
There are miles of these gloomy, underground catacombs
near Rome, showing for what long centuries this practice
persisted. Many people still believe that the Christians
actually lived in these excavations during the times of
persecution, but historians have now proved that they were
used merely as places of burial and worship, and that only
when a persecuted person was hard pressed by his pursuers
would he seek refuge there. In the olden times the catacombs
were lighted by small oil lamps many of which have been
unearthed during the various excavations.
I was fortunate in being presented, by one of Cook's guides,
with a genuine lamp. Replicas of these are made and sold by
the priests who act as guides to the catacombs. There are a
great many fearsome tales told of tourists going into these
places unaccompanied and never being heard of again, and
one day, finding that there was no priest at the entrance
I went down by myself. I had penetrated but a short distance
when suddenly the electric lights were switched on-a most
unusual occurrence-and there was a great commotion so
I went back to see what the trouble was, and found that I was
the cause of it all. However, it served a useful purpose, for
I saw the catacombs in all the brightness of the electric light
instead of the usual dismal flicker of a guttering candle.
Continuing along the Appian Way we see the "stern
round tower of other days" looming up across the flat
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Campagna long before it is reached. The road is lined with
masses of shapeless mounds, showing where once stood the
monuments of many of the great families, but few of these,
except the colossal tomb of Cecilia Metella, can be identified
with certainty.
Cecilia Metella was the wife of Crassus, Caesar's legate in
Gaul, one of the wealthiest men of the century before Christ.
The story of his married life is not known nor can we tell
if his wife was young and beautiful when she died, but he
surely must have felt great grief at her passing to erect such
a magnificent monument to her memory. The tower is
sixty-five feet in diameter, and in the Middle Ages was used
as a keep of the Caetani family who, from the safety of its
walls, sallied forth to levy toll on passing caravans or the
inhabitants of the neighbouring countryside. It is deplorable
that a structure erected by a husband to guard the ashes of
his beloved wife should have become a castle where men
fought for mastery over their fellows and where deeds of
violence were common.
Beyond the tomb of Cecilia Metella we see rising on the
right the gigantic arches of the Claudian aqueduct, by means
of which one of the principal supplies of water was brought
into the city. Even in the sunlight the gaunt arches present
a most lonely and forlorn appearance. They seem to brood
over the departed glory of Rome, marching like a ragged
army towards the city they served and scorning the fertile
fields around them.
As we leave the Appian Way to return to Rome there is
one scene that lingers in our minds-the picture of that terrible
week in 71 B.c. when Crassus, who built the tomb we have
just seen, crucified the six thousand slaves captured in the
final battle of the Servile War. Forty thousand slaves under
the able leadership of Spartacus had revolted and caused much
destruction until their defeat by Crassus. As a warning to
other slaves who might be inclined to follow their example he
ordered six thousand crosses to be erected on the side of the
Appian Way between Rome and Capua, and on them the
prisoners met their death.

THE CAPITOL HILL
"The Tarpeian Rock, the Citadel
Of great and glorious Rome, Queen of the earth,
So far renown'd; and with the spoils enriched
Of nations."
Paradiu Regained.
. the steep
Tarpeian, fittest goal of treason's race,
The promontory whence the traitor's leap

MILTON .

Cured all ambition."

Childe Harold. LoRD BYRoN.

T

HOSE WHO MAKE THE TRIP up the winding road
to the top of the Capitol Hill traverse ground that is
eloquent with the history of mankind through three thousand
long and troublous years.
This hill was the centre and stronghold of the Roman
kings and the republic, just as later the Palatine served as
the seat of the Emperors. When Romulus drove his oxen
around the neighbouring Palatine Hill and erected there the
first wall that encircled the infant city of Rome, he and his
followers built a temple to Jupiter on one of the points of the
Capitol Hill and thus through all the long pagan period the
Romans looked on the Capitol as one of their most sacred
places. The other, the north-western, point of the hill, where
the church of St. Maria Ara Coeli now stands, was crowned
with a citadel, for it offered a suitable site for defence. Here,
too, legends wreathe their pattern into the misty history of
those olden times, until we know not which is history and
which is fiction. Here, in the dim dawn of a Roman
morning of long ago the Roman soldier Manlius was roused
from slumber by the noise of the sacred geese of the temple
of Juno, and rose in time to defend the walls against the
Gauls who had clambered almost to the ramparts while the
garrison slept on unmindful of the danger that threatened
them. They thought themselves secure behind their high
walls but, somehow, the Gauls had found a way up.
One of the best-known of all the Roman legends is the
story of Tarpeia. After the rape of the Sabines their menfolk
besieged Romulus and his merry men on the Capitol Hill.
Now it was apparent that the Sabines were more wealthy
95
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than the Romans, for each wore a gold bangle on his left
arm as well as a shield. Every morning the Roman vestal
virgin Tarpeia, who was respected by the Sabines because of
her religious duties, went to a well at the foot of the Capltol
to draw water, and she was soon dazzled by the golden
ornaments of the warriors investing the fortress. The young
leader of the Sabines, Titus Tatius, always had occasion to be
at the well when he knew that the pretty Roman lass would
be there and he soon found, as any soldier would, an opportunity to speak with her. One day she timidly touched the
gold band on his arm, and he noted the look of covetousness
that gleamed in her eyes. He asked her if she would like to
wear it, then broached the subject of the betrayal of the
fortress, and there beside the well they struck a bargain. She
agreed to open the gate provided his soldiers gave her (she
did not know the word for gold) "all that they wore on
their left arm".
At the appointed time the Sabines crept up to the gate
and found Tarpeia waiting in the gloom for her promised
reward. As Tatius, the first of all his men, entered the citadel
he threw his golden bangle at her feet, but at the same time
struck her down with his shield. Every soldier as he entered
did likewise, for in her greed for gold she had overlooked
the fact that they also wore their shields on their left arms.
Thus perished the first traitress mentioned in Roman historyif such stories can be termed history. There are several points
in this episode that do not seem to fit in with our knowledge
of historical fact. For instance-the order of the vestal virgins
was not yet institmed in the time of Romulus, but belongs
to that of his successor, Numa. Another unsatisfactory point
is the absence of any mention of the fate that befell the
garrison of the captured city; though later we read of the
friendship of Tatius and Romulus.
However, the fact remains that Tarpeia gave her name
to a rock of sinister memories, for from the top of this crag
the traitors to Rome were hurled to their death on the stones
below. Manlius, he who saved the city from the Gauls and
was the friend of the people, met his death in this fashion,
for it pleased the Patricians to accuse him of plotting to set
himself up as king.
The triumphs passing along the Sacred Way through the
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Forum ended on the Capitol at the temple of Jupiter, where
the Emperors sacrificed white oxen and presented their spoils.
It is recorded that Julius Caesar, and afterwards Claudius,
ascended the steps of the Capitol Hill on their knees. The
first temple of Jupiter of any magnificence-probably built to
replace a much smaller one-was constructed by the Tarquin
kings and took a hundred years to complete. It stood for four
hundred years until during the boyhood of Julius Caesar it
was destroyed in the Civil Wars.
In the Middle Ages when Rome had sunk into the
obscurity of a small provincial town, this spot was decorated
with a gallows that was almost constantly in use. When the
executions took place the duty of the chief magistrate was to
watch the condemned men die from his residence in the
palace of the senators. At last one of the magistrates, more
humane than his predecessors, ordained that in future the
executions should take place near the Caste! St. Angelo.
At that time the top of the Capitol was almost bare of
buildings and it was known as the "hill of goats", just as the
Roman Forum below it was called the "cow paddock". Still,
even through those dark ages it remained the rallying point
of democracy. And now one of the strangest and most complex characters who ever strode across the stage of history
enters the tale of the Capitol Hill. He has been the darling
of romanticists, and every book dealing with this hill dwells
lovingly on his name. Cola di Rienzi was born in Rome in
the year 1313, the son of a waterseller whose wife was a
washerwoman. She was a handsome woman and from her
the lad inherited a beautiful form and features that made him
famous in his youth. The best portrayal of his character I
have read is that by Marion Crawford, who says, "If he was
a man of genius, his genius belonged to that order which is
never far removed from madness and always akin to folly.
The greatest of his talents was his eloquence, the least of his
qualities was judgment, and while he possessed the courage
to face danger unflinchingly, and the means of persuading
vast multitudes to follow him in the realisation of an exalted
dream, he had neither the wit to trace a plan nor the ability
to carry it into effect."
His youth was passed in the country in quiet study of
classical lore until he returned to Rome at the age of twenty
D
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as a notary. It was a time of considerable turmoil in the city,
for the Pope had retired to Avignon, and the Emperor came
to Rome only when he was certain of being backed by a strong
army. The heads of the noble families ruled or misruled as
they liked, and the poor people had an extreme! y hard lot to
endure. For ten years Rienzi, when not engaged in business,
either dreamed his time away or studied the ancient monuments which had been neglected for centuries. By the time
he was thirty he had made his name as a speaker of eloquent,
if not always practical ideas. Because of his gift for oratory
he was chosen as one of the ambassadors sent by the people
of Rome to plead with the Pope to return from Avignon.
Rienzi returned from France with a princely salary as
apostolical notary, and as a result he attained considerable
influence over the common people. He had a profound hatred
of the barons who misruled the city, and he preached the
"good estate" whereby wrongdoing and misrule should cease
in Rome, and men should be wisely governed. His eloquence,
and the hatred of the small tradesmen and labourers for the
high-handed actions of the barons, won him widespread
support in the city until he was strong enough to proclaim
from the Capitol to an audience of ten thousand men that
the "good estate" had become a reality; whereupon the barons
were either forced to Bee from the city or to swear to· abide
by the new laws.
For a few weeks all Italy marvelled at the wondrous
changes that had been effected, and had Rienzi continued
in that fashion it is possible that lasting good would have
come from his rule, but he was changed by his rise to power
and, drunk with vanity, he assumed the dress and behaviour
of a sovereign. He gave luxurious banquets and even had
himself publicly crowned.
But the great barons were watching and waiting and they
realised, none better, that this was madness and the way to
his ultimate downfall. Their first attempt to regain power
by force came to nothing, and cost them a large part of their
army, but they did not despair.
Then the Pope turned against him and he was imprisoned
and excommunicated, but after a short term of imprisonment
in the Castle St. Angelo he was allowed to depart. His
attempts to regain power by interesting the rulers of Europe
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in his cause led to his imprisonment again, by Pope Clement
VI, but his fortunes improved with the death of this Pope,
and the election of Pope Innocent VI. He was released and
sent to Rome to pave the way for the return of the popes to
that city. Here he was able by the use of his persuasive tongue
to gain power once more. He was welcomed on arrival, but
his unbounded vanity and his indiscriminate levying of taxes
to pay for prodigal expenses soon roused the people. The
infuriated mob besieged him at the Capitol, and though
Rienzi made yet another impassioned appeal to them their
patience was exhausted, and they stoned him, and someone
loosed an arrow that pierced his hand. He fled in terror and
sought to escape in the disguise of a porter but was recognised.
For an hour he stood on the Capitol surrounded by the
multitude who watched, but seemed afraid to attack him. He
was speechless with terror and at last a man, tired of the fearstricken countenance of the would-be despot struck him to the
heart with a knife, and the mob rushed in and stabbed and
stabbed. They left him there in the silence of the evening
and dispersed to their homes. Later, the Jews, who also hated
Rienzi, burned the body on a bonfire of thistles and threw his
ashes into the Tiber.
Thus perished one of the strangest and most amazing
rulers the "Eternal City" had ever endured. The very contradictions of his nature and the enormity of his faults, contrasted
with the purity of his early ideals, have laid hold on the
imagination of mankind since that time and kept his name
before the world.
To-day from the Capitol Hill the affairs of Rome are
controlled by an entirely different type of man. Prince Filippo
Doria, a tall, wide-shouldered spare man with a deep voice
and a sweet smile governs the city and though politics and
politicians play a large part in the rule of the rest of Italy,
here they have no say. He is firm but kindly, though his task
is the heart-breaking one of administering the largest city of
Allied Italy, crowded as it is with refugees and with black
marketeers trying to extract their last pound of flesh from
the people.

OSTIA AND VEil
"Cities and Thrones and Powers,
Stand in Time's eye
Almost as long as flowers,
That daily die;
But, as new buds put forth
To glad new men,
Out of the spent and unconsidered Earth,
The Cities rise again."
Citiu and Thronu and Powers. RuDYARD
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KIPLINC.

NE AFTERNOON I took the Austin car and with
Mr. Molaioli as a guide set off along one of Mussolini's
famous autostrada for the ancient port of Rome.
Once we were out of the city we made good time along
the excellent road. The first place of interest was the huge,
now-deserted and unfinished block of buildings intended to
house the International Exhibition, scheduled to have been
held in 1942-another of Mussolini's grandiose schemes that
came to nothing. One dome reminded me of the Persian
mosques, and-seemed entirely out of place in such European
surroundings.
There are three Ostias, the modern, the mediaeval and the
Ostica Antica, or the ancient port. The sea now lies two
miles to the west, and a few humble peasants take the place
of the wealthy merchants who traded to the ends of the
known world, and there are now ploughed fields where once
the wheat ships from Alexandria rode at anchor. How are
the mighty fallen!
During its eight centuries of existence as the port of the
capital of the mighty Roman Empire, this city enjoyed a
prosperity and grandeur seldom equalled and never surpassed
by any other port of its time. Now it lies forgotten and
neglected.
The first Roman colony was founded here as a military
post in 330 B.c. after Rome had secured Latium. Then
gradually it grew in importance as a commercial centre and
as a port. Later came those golden centuries of peace after
the victories of Augustus, and Ostia became the great
emporium of the capital. The food supplies were all centred
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there, and since the mouth of the Tiber was no longer able
to contain the vessels of this world centre of trade, Augustus
ordered a proper harbour to be constructed, complete with all
the modern conveniences of a port. The Emperor Claudius
took a great interest in Ostia, and we know that he caused
the huge ship that had been used by Caligula to convey the
obelisks to Rome to be filled with concrete and sunk as a
breakwater for the harbour. Trajan enlarged the port with
a second and larger dock. The city was sumptuously embellished by the emperors and private citizens, who lavished
their wealth on the public buildings and monuments that
adorned it. At the height of its glory it had a population of
I 00,000 people, mainly engaged in maritime trade.
What a busy scene must have been presented when the
quays were thronged with small ships that had come down
the Tiber to take goods from the larger vessels and convey
them to Rome! What excitement there would be, too, when
in time of famine the eagerly-awaited corn-ships arrived from
Alexandria!
U ntortunately, since the outbreak of war the Italian
government has not bothered about the upkeep of Ostia
Antica, and Mr. Molaioli was amazed to see how the once
well-kept ruins were unkempt and overgrown. Thus many
of the fine mosaics that had once been the pride of the
excavations were no longer visible, while weeds grew through
many other. As in Babylon the ruins of Ostia are chiefly of
brick. The unhappy days of the decline and fall of the Roman
power during the fifth and sixth centuries led to the
impoverishment and neglect of the port. Later it became the
prey of the rapacious Saracen invaders who hastened its decay,
and then for centuries it lay uncared for and almost unknown.
The new interest in archaeology that blossomed forth in
the nineteenth century led to excavations being carried out,
and as a result of this research we can now see how the
ancient Romans lived, and what sort of buildings they
inhabited. Most authorities say that, from the point of view
of showing the life of olden times, Ostia is even more
important than Pompeii. Many of the buildings were of four
or five stories, and had consisted of flats for the poorer working
classes. One of the most efficient of the public services of
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the city was an "up-to-date" fire station, housed in a palatial
building.
We spent several very interesting hours wandering among
the relics of the mighty past before going on to the beach,
where modern Ostia has grown. Before the war the Lido
at Ostia must have been one of the premier watering places
of Europe, and in the summer it would have been thronged
with bathers. Now all that remains is desolation. After the
Allied landing at Anzio the Germans devastated the waterfront, and all the palatial bathing establishments that had
catered for the fashionable Roman citizens and European
visitors were blasted in such a fashion that there would be
no cover for a force coming in from the sea. Actually it
was needless destruction, for no such landing was attempted,
but it served to show the ruthless, brutal efficiency of the
destructive Hun. As I gazed at the scene of utter desolation
my mind went back to those other barbarians who had laid
Ostia waste, and I thought that throughout the centuries
mankind had marched only such a pitifully small way along
the path to perpetual peace. Here, in the sunshine of a
summer's day one could read a sermon on the waste of
warfare. Where· nearly 100,000 people would have been
revelling in the water and on the sand, now only a few
groups of Allied servicemen made their precarious way among
the minefields that were still strewn along the beaches.
I picked a deserted and only slightly damaged bathing
establishment as a centre where the Kiwis could go swimming, and afterwards learned that this had been the favourite
resort of no less a personage than Count Ciano, the ill-fated
son-in-law of Mussolini. Here, on sunny days, I occasionally
ran picnics which were thoroughly enjoyed by the troops
on leave.
One sunny afternoon Andrea, the guide, and I took a
New Zealand Major to Veii. The Major is a Professor of
History in peace time, so we prepared ourselves by studying
all the available books on the subject, only to discover that
he had never even heard of the city. We took the Via Cassia
out of Rome, stopping for a moment at the Piazza Delle
Popolo, the People's Square, to try the amazing echo there.
From one end of the long, curved brick wall it is possible to
talk with a friend at the other end. It takes a moment for
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the first sound Jo travel, but when it has once gone through
the wall it is easy to converse without raising the voice.
At the little village of Isola Farnese we turned off tl1e
main road and passed under the shadow of the castle built
by the Farnese Pope, Paul Ill. At the time when Rome was
struggling to expand Veii, eleven miles away across the
Campagna, was a mighty city encircled by eleven miles of
strong walls. This was the most southern of the Etruscan
league of cities, and thus the first to come into contact with
the growing might of Rome. The later story of Veii is
entwined with the account of Rome's early struggle for
supremacy in central Italy, for she was the chief antagonist
of the Romans for nearly four hundred years.
During this time no fewer than fourteen wars were
fought. In the seventh war occurred the romantic incidents
of Horatius keeping the bridge across the Tiber, and Scaevola,
who had sworn to kill Lars Porsena, killing his general by
mistake, and as a self-punishment burning his own hand. He
was captured but was later released through the magnanimity
of Lars Porsena.
During the ninth war there was yet another romantic
episode in the history of Rome. At that time she was torn
by internal strife, and at the same time was engaged in
the war with Veii. Caeso Fabius who was Consul and one
of the chief men of the city, told the Senate that if they
would look to the other foes the F abii would deal with V eii
and bear me cost of this war themselves. The next day the
whole "gens" or family, 306 in number and all of patrician
blood, marched out of the city to take up the conflict with
their chief rival. It is said by some authorities that they took
their "clientes" or serfs with them; that only the Fabii iliemselves were numbered in the 306; and that in all there were
upwards of 4,000 men. The great historian Livy, says: "Never
did an army so small in numbers, or so great in deeds march
through the streets of Rome".
They took up a defensive position between Veii and Rome
and commenced to ravage the territory of their enemies. This
war ended with the defeat of V eii, but the F abii kept to their
camp and did not return to Rome. Peace lasted only a year
and then once more fighting broke out. The Veientes sent
out a decoy of flocks and· herds, and while the Fabii were
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driving home their spoils the army of V eii rushed out of
ambush and after a long struggle wiped out all the Fabii
save one boy who escaped to Rome, and was later the progenitor of the noble and illustrious family of Fabius Maximus.
The fourteenth, and last war between the rival cities saw
the Roman armies encamped around the walls of V eii, and
for ten long years the struggle went on. V eii was built in
an admirable defensive position, with high walls perched on
hilltops and in some cases flanked by precipitous cliffs overlooking two small rivers. The strength of its position
accounts for the fact that Rome did not lay siege to the city
in the previous wars, though they had so often signally
defeated their enemies.
At last the Romans took the city by digging tunnels under
and inside the walls. One tunnel ended inside the temple
of Juno, and it is recorded that the Romans burst out just
as the Etruscan leader was about to offer up a sacrifice. He
was cut down at the altar and the Romans offered up the
sacrifice instead. Thus ended the long siege which equalled
the famous one of Tray, though the latter has become
better known through the romantic legends surrounding its
downfall.
There is very little left of Veii now, for the ruthless hand
of time has covered almost everything, and there are ploughed
fields where once stood the proud walls and noble dwellings.
Only in imagination can we see the city as it was before the
Romans, with fire and slaughter, wiped it from the comity
of nations.

THE GOLDEN HOUSE OF NERO
"Here where the lofty Colosseum views Heaven anear, and high trophies
stand in the middle of the way, gleamed the hateful palace of the tyrant,
and there was but one house in all the city."
Martial.

P

ROBABLY NO OTHER building ever erected has
equalled in size or magnificence the "Golden House"
that Nero built on the lower slopes of the Esquiline Hill, yet
when I went there first with Ernest one sunny day the
custodian told me that I was the first Allied soldier to visit
the ruins. Small boys playing on the public grounds above
the site amuse themselves by throwing stones on to the tin
roof of his shelter, but apart from this annoyance the custodian
must have a gloomy and quiet existence. At first there was
a hitch, for the solitary custodian was so little used to visitors
that he had neither lantern nor candle to enable us to see the
dark underground rooms, and though they were formerly lit
by electricity the power had been cut off. However, we walked
down past the nearby Colosseum and managed to buy a
candle at a store smelling very strongly of salted fish.
When Nero came to the throne he was not satisfied with
the immense and luxurious palaces that the previous emperors
had built on the Palatine Hill. They seemed too cramped
to his warped mind, so he built himself a new palace called
the "Domus Transitoria". Then, in A.D. 64, came the disastrous
fire which destroyed not only his palace but all of the homes
that crowded this part of Rome. Although Nero blamed the
Christians for this disaster there must have been many of
the people who silently wondered whether it was not due to
the crazy whim of their Emperor. When the flames had died
down Nero surveyed the heap of smoking ruins and conceived
the mad but wonderful idea of building a dream palace that
would be really worthy of himself. In tA.ose ·spacious days
the dream of an emperor had the weight of a command,
and soon plans were under way for a house to be erected on
a truly grand scale. How much of the design is due to Nero
and how much to his excellent architects we do not know.
This amazing and most luxurious building covered a mile
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square, and was designed to face the four cardinal points. The
enormous palace took up a great deal of the city area, and
led to grave dissatisfaction among the people who bitterly
complained that they would have to emigrate to Veii to find
room to erect their dwellings. There were porticoes 3,000
feet long, waterfalls, sulphur and sea baths, and even a small
lake. In the vestibule was a gigantic statue of the Emperor
120 feet high, and from this statue the Colosseum which
stood near by took its name. The rooms were decorated with
gold, mother-of-pearl, and sculptures stolen from Athens and
other Greek cities.
After Nero's death, by his own hand, the work was
continued by his successors, but they did not live long enough
to complete it, and when the Emperor Vespasian, the founder
of the Flavian dynasty, gained the throne he immediately set
about giving the site back to the Roman people-he wanted
to expunge from the city every trace of the mad emperor.
Not only was the Colosseum built on part of the site, but
Titus also constructed the baths bearing his name. To do this
he filled part of the "Golden House" with sand and rubble
which was then used as the foundations of his building.
Most of the palace that remained was destroyed by fire in
A.D. 104, and Trajan, following the example of Titus erected
his baths on the spot.
I was amazed at the extent of the Golden House left
underground for, in all, we must have walked a third of a
mile through gigantic rooms built of thin excellent bricks.
Yet even the rooms that I saw must have represented only a
small portion of the original palace. When they were built
the walls of the rooms were covered with frescoes, stucco or
thin slabs of marble.
It is interesting to note that Raphael and his pupils came
here to study the frescoes that decorated the walls, and that
he copied this style of painting in his celebrated loggia at
the Vatican. It is a very pleasing and picturesque style of
painting, more suited however, for small rooms than for
large wall spaces. The rooms at the Caste! St. Angelo are
also copied from this style. To-day traces still remain of some
of these frescoes, and while some look as fresh as the day
they were painted nearly two thousand years ago, others are
faded and spoiled by the dampness seeping through the walls .
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Many treasures were found during the excavations made
on this site, including the famous group of the Laocoon
which now forms one of the chief exhibits of the Vatican
Museum. Many of the other sculptures found here also adorn
the same museum.
The custodian pointed out one room said to have been
used by Poppaea, the beautiful but immoral wife of the mad
Emperor, and he related the usual story of her daily bath in
asses' milk.
In another room, known as the "Octagonal Room" the
imperial feasts and debaucheries took place. It is recorded by
the ancient historians that this was the famous room which
revolved perpetually night and day in imitation of the motion
of the heavenly bodies. While the feasting was taking place
scented water was continually sprinkled from the roof on to
the diners below.
The keeper also demonstrated an echo known as the "Ear
of Dionysius" used by the Emperor to overhear the conversations of his praetorian guards. He could hear everything
that was said in their barracks, and thus kept a check on
whether or not they were plotting against him. When
Napoleon quartered his soldiers in Rome the troops used this
barracks as a stable for their horses, and converted a temple
of Jove in the Golden House into a kitchen.
To-day the Golden House is a gloomy place peopled by
the ghosts of those long-dead courtiers who feasted and
flattered the red-headed artist who ruled the world of their
day. They praised his maddest whim, for that way, and that
way alone was the path to imperial favour and safety.
I am certain that many heads would fall if Nero could
come back to earth to-day and see how neglected and decayed
his cherished dream-mansion has become, for next to his
ambitions as a poet and a musician the Golden House ranked
foremost in his affections.

THE COLOSSEUM
"While stands the Colosseum Rome shall stand,
When falls the Colosseum Rome shall fall,
And when Rome falls-the world."
THE VENERABLE BEDE.

W

E HAVE TO THANK Mussolini for constructing the
fine wide road that leads from the Piazza Venezia to
the Colosseum, for before his regime it was approached by
narrow dirty lanes. For almost one hundred years there had
been talk of making such a road, but it was not until he came
to power that it was put into effect. This Via Dell' Impero
is a stree~ unique in the world, for in its short length of
700 metres it passes monuments dating from the earliest times
down to the present day. Probably only in Rome could the
heritage of so many centuries be brought into such close
proximity.
A series of maps on one of the brick walls along this street
calls forth mirth from the Allied soldiers who pass that way.
Mussolini placed these maps there to trace the growth of the
ancient Roman Empire, and added pne to show his own
achievements. Men who had helped to bring about the fall
of his modern empire found grim satisfaction in knowing
how swiftly and to what narrow limits it had been reduced.
At the end of this short street we come to the greatest
remains that have c0me down to us from the olden times
of Rome-the Colosseum, or to give it its correct name, the
Flavian amphitheatre. It stands as the most easily recognised
monument of the city, for while the dome of St. Andrew
Delle Valle could easily be mistaken for that of St. Peter's,
one look at the Colosseum and even the most unlearned of
us identify it immediately.
When the Emperor Vespasian decreed that the Golden
House of Nero, with the exception of the parts on the Palatine
Hill was to be destroyed, the artificial lake was drained and
the building of a huge amphitheatre in its bed was begun.
It is when we remember that the Colosseum is built on
such a site that we gain some indication of the courage and
planning ability of those master builders. Not until our
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modern days has anyone dreamed of erecting such a building
on such a site. Even to-day the construction of the Flavian
amphitheatre would present enormous difficulties.
Vespasian began the work in A.D. 72, after the fall and
destruction of Jerusalem, and it was carried on by Titus, his
son and successor, who dedicated it in A.D. 80 before it was
completed. Tradition says that at least 12,000 Jews captured
in Jerusalem were forced to labour at this task. It was
commonly reported during the Middle Ages that no Jew
would enter the Colosseum owing to the memory of his
fellow-countrymen who had been compelled to assist in its
erection.

Let us first of all look at its construction and then at its
purpose. The material used was· travertine marble, which was
brought from a quarry situated halfway between Rome and
Tivoli, and we are told that a special road was built to bring
the blocks to Rome.
The outer walls consist of four tiers or storeys; the first
showing the Doric, the second the Ionic, and the third the
Corinthian style of pillar; while the top storey is a solid wall
relieved by Corinthian pilasters and windows.
To obtain some idea of its size it is only necessary to state
that it was a third of a mile in circumference, and rose to a
height of 157 feet, while the area enclosed by the building
covered six acres. There were originally eighty entrances
through the arches, and it was boasted that the building could
be filled or emptied in an hour, so efficient was the system
on which it was worked. Though some authorities say that
it could hold 87,000 people, Baedeker and other reliable
sources place the figure at 50,000. As each seat was marked
with the number of the arch, the landing and the seat itself,
the spectator could find his way to his rightful place without
any confusion. The use of theatre tickets goes back to those
olden times and we have followed the system slavishly. They
say that there is nothing new under the sun, and probably
one of the ushers of the time of Titus would be quite at home
to-day in the Royal Opera House.
All of the arches were numbered save one, which was
reserved for the entrance of the Emperor, just as to-day the
royal box at the Opera House is not numbered.
Let us now look at the interior of the building. In the
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middle was the arena where the gladiatorial combats were
held or where Christians or other "criminals" were torn to
death by wild animals. It must be remembered that to the
pagan Roman Emperors of that time the Christians were
criminals, for they ,Professed a religion that was not acknowledged by the State, and they were looked upon as a menace
to society as it was then constituted. The floor of the arena
was originally of wood, and in passing it might be mentioned
that the word "arena" is the Latin word for sand, which was
used to cover up the blood spilt in the various fights and
games held here. Thus from the arena of the Colosseum we
have a household word of to-day. They had an ingenious
system of flooding the arena for the naval battles which caused
such excitement and provided one of the best spectacles. I
doubt if there would be any vacant seats on the days when
such a show was scheduled to take place.
The arena was surrounded by a high, strong wall so that
there was no fear of the beasts leaping up to the rows of
seats where the spectators were enjoying the gory scenes
enacted for their edification and amusement. Inside this wall
were caves and vaults where the wild animals were kept; and
the beasts were usually starved before they were let into the
arena in order to stir their ferocity and thus add to the
excitement; for otherwise a well-fed lion might be inclined
to lie down alongside a Christian and that would never do.
Above the protecting wall was the podium, where the
Emperor had his box, and where there were seats for the
vestal virgins, and those of the ruling classes whom the
Emperor deigned to honour. Above this again were tiers of
seats reserved for senators, military knights and magistrates.
As the tiers rose higher so did the importance of the people
sitting in them diminish, until the common citizens sat right
up in the "gods". In the highest places sat the women. One
could tell a man's station in life by the seat he occupied in
the Colosseum. Such an elaborate classification as this must
have taken a good deal of arranging, when we remember
that all the seats were free.
The upper tier where the women sat was originally
decorated by e1ghty huge statues, traces of which still remain
on the ground floor where they now lie broken. This tier
was badly restored after it was damaged b.y a fire caused by
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lightning. Material from other buildings was used in the
reconstruction, and a glance will suffice to show how clumsily
the work was carried out. Many of the senatorial seats were
works of art stolen from Athens and Corinth, and some of
these have been preserved and are to-day used as Cardinal's
chairs in the churches.
A special detachment of sailors from 'the imperial fleet
stationed at Misenum was kept in Rome for the purpose of
manipulating the enormous canvas screens that were used to
keep the sun off the pampered spectators, for the building
was open to the sky. Around the top of the fourth storey
can still be seen the corbels which supported bronze poles on
which these awnings were stretched.
It is not in mere size, however, that the Colosseum is
tremendous. One cannot look upon it without seeing in
imagination the spectacles which were staged here. Nowhere
else in history do we read of such multitudes of people being
slaughtered to "make a Roman holiday". In their sadistic
games and pleasures the Romans were merciless. Those who
hold up their hands in horror at the thought of the Spanish
bull-fights would be speechless and revolted if the years were
to roll back and they found themselves the spectators of a
gladiatorial combat. This love of cruelty and indifference to
suffering was fostered by those in power to keep the lower
classes quiet and to take their minds off their poverty and
the wealth of their overlords. What could be more pleasant
for a Roman citizen than to spend a summer afternoon with
some cronies at the Colosseum, watching the bustle and
splendour, and then seeing one of the popular performances
at which the detested Christians, who followed some obscure
and mysterious religion that had originated in Palestine, were
being thrown to the lions or other wild beasts?
Though at first the fights between gladiators were confined
to professional men and criminals from .the lower classes,
the sport proved so popular that schools for gladiators had
to be opened in Italy, and later prominent men, and even
the Emperor Commodus took part in these contests. Fights
were between men armed with broadswords or nets and
tridents. Though fights were to the death a defeated gladiator
had the right to appeal to the populace; especially to the
vestal virgins, who, by giving either the "thumbs-up" or
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"thumbs-down" sign indicated whether they desired him to
be spared or killed. Evidently they were quite blood-thirsty
women, for we seldom hear of their granting clemency. When
they turned their thumbs down the people would cry "Hoc
Habet" "He has it", so that our wartime saying of "He's
had it" can be traced back to a Roman holiday crowd.
Other combats were against animals, or naval pageants of
battles were organised. Even after the triumph of Christianity
under Constantine these spectacles continued, though of course
the Christians no longer provided the main bill of fare.
Though Constantine issued an edict against the gladiatorial
fights they were kept up by his successors, and in the
beginning of the fifth century, a hundred years after his death,
a Christian monk called Telemachus came to Rome and
threw himself into the arena pleading with the people to
put a stop to these shameful combats, but they were so
outraged that they stoned him to death. However, the
Emperor Honorius was so impressed by his death that he
finally ordered the gladiators to be disbanded and the fights
to cease.
Even in its decay, the Colosseum somehow gives the
impression that the centuries of turbulence that it has
witnessed have left an indelible mark on it, and that the
grey stones can never forget all the agony that they have seen.
Here, where Christians suffered their greatest trials and
tortures Christianity also witnessed its triumph, for many a
person must first have been awakened to a sense of interest
in this new religion by the tranquillity and fortitude with
which its followers faced a horrible death.
After the combats in the arena were discontinued the
Colosseum evidently suffered severely from floods and earthquakes, and during the feudal times it was converted into
a castle by the Frangipani family who saw that its walls
would give a strong protection against their enemies. Later
it fell into the possession of the Annibaldi family, from whom
it was taken by the Pope in 1312. It was then handed over to
the municipality of the city, which promptly staged bull-fights
there. Still later it was used as a hospital, but all the time
the destruction of the building was going on. From the
thirteenth to the sixteenth century it was regarded as a
convenient quarry, and the material that had fallen down
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was transportee away to build tbe Cancelleria, the Farnese,
tbe Barberini and the V enezia palaces, as well as numerous
churches and other buildings. When we consider that one
builder in one year alone was allowed to carry away 2,522
cartloads of travertine, we can but marvel that so much is
left. However, in tbe eighteenth century one of the Popes
not only gave protection to the building but erected brick
buttresses to prevent it from falling down.
To-day, while thousands of Allied troops gaze in astonishment at the vast edifice and an American announcer blares
details of its history and construction through a loudspeaker,
picture-postcard sellers ply a thriving trade, and ladies of frail
virtue accost their victims in the shade of the mighty pillars.
The best time to behold the Colosseum in all its glory
and splendour is by full moonlight. Then it loses its character
of a ruin and takes on a beauty that it lacks in the daytime.
Only then can we picture what it must have been in its prime,
and visualise tbe scenes that were enacted in tbe arena that
lies below, while the moonbeams make light and shadow
among tbe ruins of the old Frangipani Palace, and the ghosts
of the martyred Christians return to tell the tale of their
sacrifice and redemption.

ROMAN MOSAIC

I

N THIS CHAPTER I shall write of many things-the
small things that make Rome one of the most delightful
cities in the world, for there is so much of interest that one
could spend years without exhausting the possibilities of
sightseeing.
CIRCUS MAXIMUS

By the strange irony that men call fate the Circus Maxim us
is to-day used as a British car park. Lines of dusty threetanners stand at ease along a bank that was once thronged
by eager Roman citizens cheering their favourites as the
racing chariots thundered below them.
Lying between two hills, the Palatine and the Aventine,
was a flat plain and, because of its excellent natural site, this
spot was chosen by Ramulus as the scene of the first race
meeting in Rome. Here, one fine Saturday, he invited the
Sabines from the neighbouring hill to bring their horses and
their bookies. The Sabines, with all their ready money, were
there bright and early on the appointed day, prepared to
wager heavily on their favourite horses. As soon as they
were assembled in the valley, the Romans, who had been
watching from the top of the Palatine Hill stole off with
the Sabine women. This was known as the "Rape of the
Sabines" and ever since has been a favourite subject for
painting and sculpture.
Besides providing an artistic theme, this episode led to
the introduction of two very famous customs. The first is
that of carrying the bride over the doorstep, and the second
an equally famous one of leaving the wife at home when one
goes to the races. Still-not everyone can hope to be as
fortunate as the Sabines.
From its humble beginnings with the race meetings of
the time of the Roman kingdom, the Circus Maximus grew
into a place where eventually chariot racing drew crowds
of upwards of 300,000 people. They supported different
factions which were distinguished by various colours, and
fights between these groups grew to such alarming proportions
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that their struggles seriously weakened the capital of the
Empire.
To-day, little save the site remains to tell us of the ancient
bustle and splendour. The tall obelisks which marked each
end of the central wall, have been taken to other sites, and the
seats have long since disappeared from the sides of the tracks.
However it is still possible to trace the form of the circus,
and with a little imagination Ben Hur can be seen thundering
past in a swirl of dust.
THE TIBER

From our earliest childhood we hear of the River Tiber,
and if we were asked to name a dozen rivers it is safe to
say that the Tiber would be included in the number. However, it resembles the Jordan in being an insignificant,
muddy stream. It is difficult to understand how the Romans
could compare it with the Nile, the Danube or the Euphrates.
In Rome itself it is scarcely visible save from its banks, and
it is enclosed by walls to prevent flooding of the city. Usually
it is of a yellowish colour, caused by the silt which it carries
down from the high country.
Many bridges span the Tiber in Rome-bridges streamlined or adorned with statues; bridges beautiful or ugly.
Above them all, one bridge stands supreme, although existing
only in our imagination; for even those who have never seen
the tawny Tiber swirling along between its artificial banks
have a vision of the old Pons Sublicius, where Horatius kept
the bridge in the brave days of old. The best account of
that ancient story is still the immortal poem of Lord
Macaulay. As we read we can see the huge army of Lars
Porsena winding down from the Janiculum Hill, driving
on Rome to set the Tarquins once more on the throne.
There is nothing to stop them save the river, for the infant
Republic has not yet an army ready to stand against such
a well-organised body of troops. So there on the bridge stands
Horatius and his two gallant companions, while behind them
the fathers of Rome toil mightily to cut down the o.ne bridge
that spans the Tiber. Then there is a crash when the whole
structure falls into the torrent, and the hero is left on the
far bank to face the hostile army. With a prayer to the river
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he plunges in, and heavily laden with armour though he be,
he succeeds in reaching safety.
ST. GREGORY AND HIS CHURCH

One morning, when I had a few hours to spare, I paid
a visit to a place that should be a shrine for every Englishspeaking person who visits Rome, but, unfortunately, very
few people know of it. On the Caelian-another of the Seven
Hills of Rome-is the church of St. Gregory, and in front of
it lies a tiny piazza. When Pope Gregory the Great said
farewell to St. Augustine and the little band of Benedictine
monks, who were going fqrth to spread the Gospel to the
rude and warlike heathen of the island of Britain, he stood
here and wished them God-speed and a successful mission.
You will doubtless recall the story of how Gregory, then
only a monk, had seen some fair-haired children being sold
as slaves in Rome, and how, touched by their beauty, he
enquired as to their nationality. He was told that they were
Angles, but under the spell of their iqnocent simplicity he
remarked that they should rather have been called angels.
From this chance meeting sprang the thought of converting
this little-known barbarian island to Christianity, and when
years later he was elected Pope he had not lost sight of
this idea.
Apart from a chair in which the great Pope is said to
have sat the church does not contain much of interest, relying
solely on this historical association for its appeal.
THE AVENTINE HILL

The Aventine Hill is one of the little-visited hills of Rome,
for history has somehow passed it by. Though crowned as
it is by churches the Aventine has now nothing of ancient
historic interest, nor any legends such as make the Capitol
and the Palatine Hills known all over the world.
Yet on this hilltop there is something that is unique in all
Rome, for in a gateway in an otherwise uninteresting wall
there is a keyhole with a view that fills the heart with delight.
At the end of an avenue of trees is the loveliest sight of
St. Peter's that can be obtained in the whole city. It just fills
the end of the avenue and forms a perfect picture. One can-
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not see the llilsightly facade with which Maderno crowned
the building, and the dome rises clear and sharp, just as
Michelangelo had planned that it should.
PINCIO GARDENS

One of the favourite evening walks in Rome is to the top
of the Pincio Gardens overlooking the city. There lovers stroll
along oblivious of everyone else, Tommies wander by singly
or in groups, and the children race here and there among
their more sedate elders.
It was in the famous gardens of Lucullus, which stood on
this site, that the notorious Messalina, wife of the Emperor,
held some of her wildest orgies. At last some of his faithful
friends informed the Emperor, who put a stop not only to
the parties but to the life of the Empress herself. And now
nursemaids wheel their charges in the gardens.
The best and most-photographed view of the sunset is from
the Villa Medici on the brow of the hill. One stands behind
a small fountain shaded by ilex trees and watches the sun
go down in crimson splendour over the city which is justly
called "Eternal". St. Peter's dome stands out majestically as
the daylight dies, and the shadows lengthen and obscure all
the well-known landmarks until even the dream of Michelangelo can no longer be seen.
Behind the fountain is the villa where Galileo was
imprisoned for three years by order of the Inquisition. Now
it houses the French Academy of Arts.
ST. CLEMENT

H. V. Morton said in "Through Lands of the Bible"
that the church in Rome that delighted him most was
St. Clement, so late one afternoon I set off to visit it. As
I walked through the streets in the late afternoon sunshine,
I realised that this was really the best way to approach any
church in the city. If one roared up to the door in a truck
one was somehow not prepared for a religious atmosphere.
St. Clement, who was martyred in the Crimea during the
reign of Domitian, was the third successor of St. Peter, and
the church, one of the earliest in the city, was erected over
his house. On this site must have taken place some of the
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early meetings of the infant Church of Rome. The main
door of St. Clement is opened only on great occasions, and
as my visit was not considered to come in this category I had
to enter by a side door. An Irish priest met me. He had
the soft voice common to his countrymen, and came from
County Cork. I have always loved the lilt of the Irish brogue,
and it was a pleasure to listen to him, for he certainly knew
and loved this building. I followed him down a flight of stairs
to the lower church. The old basilica contained some very
good examples of the early frescoes of the sixth to ninth
centuries which served to show that even in the dark ages
the art of painting had not died out.
I must confess, however, that the centre of interest for me
lay, not in Christian frescoes, but in the altar to the pagan
god Mithras, which stands in a small room underneath the
church. My first knowledge of this god was derived from my
reading of Kipling's poem-"Mithras, God of the morning".
This ancient pagan religion had its roots in Persia where it
was the god of light that was worshipped, and this god
became identified with the sun. At the time of the Empire,
when all the gods of the known world were worshipped in
Rome, this religion had a considerable following, particularly
among members of the Roman legions. Bulls were sacrificed
to the god, and scenes of these ceremonies are represented in
the temple preserved under this, one of the holiest Christian
churches in Rome.
ST. MARY MAGGIORE

Of the eighty churches in Rome dedicated to the Virgin
Mary, St. Mary Maggiore takes pride of place. Standing on
the Esquiline Hill, once the traditional abode of witches, it
ranks as one of the four patriarchal basilicas of the world,
the others being St. John in Lateran, St. Peter's and St. Paul's
outside the Walls.
Although the first church was built here in the fourth
century the picturesque legend which surrounds its birth did
not originat: until the tenth century. According to the story
Pope Ltbenus and a patrician named John both dreamed
that they witnessed a miraculous snowfall, and that the Virgin
had appeared, telling them to build a church where they
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found this snow. When next day they found that the miracle
had indeed occurred on the Esquiline Hill the Pope traced
out the plan of the basilica and later John provided money
for its erection. This legend is commemorated every year on
the fifth of August, when a solemn high mass is celebrated
in the Borghese Chapel, during which showers of white rose
petals are thrown down through holes in the ceiling. I was
unfortunate enough to be travelling to Florence on the day of
this festa, and thus missed a colourful ceremony.
The basilica is crowned by the highest bell-tower in Rome,
erected to commemorate the return of the Popes from exile in
Avignon in 1377. In this basilica also, there is a holy door,
which is opened every twenty-five years by the Pope.
One of the other five doors leads to a magnificent nave,
with a vista of an avenue of forty-two columns of marble
brought from Mount Hymettus near Athens in Greece. The
flat ceiling, designed by Sangallo is one of the most beautiful
in Rome. It is interesting to remember that the gold used
in its decoration was the first brought from America by
Christopher Columbus and subsequently presented to Pope
Alexander VI by Ferdinand and Isabella to Spain. St. Mary
Maggiore is the only basilica in the world to have two Papal
altars and these can be used only by the Pope or his
special nominee. Even St. John in Lateran and St. Peter's
has only one.
Inside this impressive church there is a simple tomb of
a man who is known and honoured by all who have been
fortunate enough to visit Rome. Bernini, the wealthiest artist
of his day, was a man who left a fortune of £100,000, but
chose to be buried in a tomb marked only by a slab on the
floor bearing the words "Famili Bernini". During his lifetime this versatile genius had adorned Rome with many of
her richest treasures: beautiful fountains, sculptures, churches,
palaces, magnificent tombs for Popes, the Colonnade and
canopy of St. Peter's; but when a hundred years later a
commission was set up to erect a worthy monument to his
greatness it was discovered that the simplicity of his tomb
must be attributed to his own expressed wish and not to the
niggardliness or ingratitude of one of the Popes.
The nave has many small chapels on either side, the chief
of which is the Borghese Chapel, where Pauline Bonaparte,
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the sister of Napoleon and the wife of Prince Borghese is
buried. This chapel is rightly said to be the richest in Rome.
It is adorned with lapis lazuli, jasper and precious marbles,
and contains a picture reputed to be painted by St. Luke.
Many Popes are buried in this basilica, including Pope
Pius V in whose reign the massacre of St. Bartholomew's Day
took place, and also the battle of Lepanto, which freed the
seas for Christian commerce. In the Borghese Chapel is the
tomb of Pope Clement VIII who, despite his name, gave the
order which led to the death of Beatrice Cenci. He was also
responsible for the building of the new Vatican palace.
Another famous Pope buried in St. Mary Maggiore is
Sixtus V, who, in his short reign of five years is said to have
almost rebuilt Rome. We learn that as a poor boy he looked
after his father's swine, then studied as a Franciscan monk
and later rose to be one of the Popes whose names have come
down to us renowned for good works that endure to this day.
HOUSE OF SHELLEY AND KEATS

One afternoon Andrea and I went for a stroll to the
Spanish Square, where we visited the house of Shelley and
Keats. Italy, and especially Rome, has always had a great
fascination for English poets, and many of them have spent
years in the capital. Both Shelley and his friend Keats came
to Rome, and both died in Italy, and are buried in the
Protestant cemetery beneath the shadow of the pyramid of
Caius Cestius. They rlied young, Shelley being drowned near
Spezia, and Keats being carried off by an illness in this house,
which now serves as a monument to two well-beloved Englishmen, who both possessed poetic gifts of the highest order.
On the second floor of a building on the corner of the
Spanish Square were kept mementoes and books dealing with
these two poets, and also with Lord Byron. The rooms were
lined with bookcases, and I looked with envy at the large
collection. We were shown letters and manuscript written
by them, and paintings of Keats done by his great friend, the
artist Richard Severn.
Afterwards we went to the church of Trinita Dei Monti,
which is uninteresting save for a fresco in the convent
upstairs. We were taken around by a Sister of the Convent
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of the Sacred Heart, and she told us a touching little story
of the fresco which for sweetness of expression is the finest
Madonna I have ever seen. It was painted, she said, by a
Sister of their Order who had never painted before, and when
it was completed it was so ugly that the other Sisters decided
it would have to be removed. She begged that it be left for
one more day, and it was covered up and she spent hours
praying before it. When the time had come for it to be
removed, and it was uncovered, everyone was amazed to see
that it had been miraculously changed into a picture of
ineffable beauty. Now it is the principal item of interest in
the Convent and is surrounded by hundreds of silver hearts
dedicated to the Madonna by ex-pupils of the Convent.
NOISES OF ROME

The noises of Rome were appalling. It was by far the
rowdiest city that I had ever visited, and during the war
years I had been in practically all the principal cities of the
Middle East, but they seemed as quiet as a graveyard compared to the Eternal City.
Each driver considered he was in honour bound to make
more noise than anyone else; and the nerve-shattering sounds
that some of them could produce had to be heard to be
believed. The worst offenders of all were the three-wheeled
motor cycles used as small buses which plied between the
various squares of the city. Laden with passengers they
roared along the streets and there was no need for a horn
on such conveyances, for most of the time it would not have
been heard against the rest of the uproar.
Pedestrians wandered at will across the streets, and so did
cyclists. It was a constant wonder to me that the accident
rate in Rome did not average at least one hundred daily, but
I never saw anyone run over. They didn't seem to worry
or hurry, but they were never hit.

CASTEL ST. ANGELO

T

HERE IS A CASTLE standing on the bank of the
yellow Tiber that is well-known to opera-lovers; for the
last act of "La Tosca" takes place on the roof of this bnilding.
The Caste! St. Angelo was originally erected as a tomb
for the Emperor Hadrian, and many of the later Emperors
including Antoninius Pius, Commodus, Marcus Aurelius and
Septimus Severus were buried there. After serving for a tomb
for three hundred years it was converted into a fortress during
the fifth century because of its thick walls and excellent
defensive position beside the Tiber. Most of the history of
Rome during the turbulent Middle Ages centred round this
circular building, for it was recognised that whoever held
the castle was in effective command of the city.
The name was changed in the sixth century because
Gregory the Great, while leading a procession to pray for the
cessation of a plague that was sweeping the city saw a vision
of an angel sheathing a sword above the Castle. As a result
of this a bronze angel was erected on the roof, and a chapel
established there.
A covered way was constructed from the Vatican Palace
to this castle, and the Pope sought refuge here in times of
trouble, and there were many periods when they thanked the
thickness of its walls for their safety the while they thundered
denunciations and cxcommunications on the leader of the
besieging force.
Beatrice Cenci and also Benevento Cellini were imprisoned
in this fortress, and it is from here that the celebrated
adventurer made his dramatic escape, breaking a leg in the
act of lowering himself from the precipitous wall. The castle
now serves as a show place, with groups of Allied soldiers
examining the immense walls or the curious engines of war
that were used in the sieges of long ago.
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NE MORNING I was fortunate enough to meet Princess
Doria, the Mayoress of Rome, at the Doria Palace. She
is a dear, motherly Scots lady, and we soon became firm
friends as she told me of her troubles under the Fascist and
German regimes. The Princess invited me to afternoon tea
the following day when I would be permitted to see their
wonderful private art collection which includes many famous
masterpieces, and she told me that I could bring several
friends.
Punctually at the expected time five of us arrived at the
Palace and were shown upstairs by one of the two faithful
porters who had remained loyal to them under the German
menace. The other five had all proved traitors. We were
ushered into one of the drawing rooms, and I felt a little
nervous until I had introduced everyone, for it was a new
experience to be introducing people to a Princess. However
she spoke of Scotland and Italy and soon made us feel at
ease. While we were enjoying a cup of well-brewed tea she
apologised for the fact that there was no butter on the hot
scones-real Scotch scones too-which I think she had baked
herself, for she told us that there was now only one servant
in the house, Giovanni the butler. She went on to give us
the full story of the persecution of her husband. Although
not actively interested in politics, he did not favour the Fascist
regime, and so was taken to a notorious prison camp where
he was forced to live with murderers and other criminals of
the lowest type. The political prisoners were kept under close
watch and were constantly spied upon. When he was taken
there he weighed thirteen and a half stone, but after three
months his weight was down to eight stone, and as his death
in prison would have created a furore in European political
circles he was released and exiled to a remote village of
southern Italy, where the Princess-not because she was his
wife but because she was a nurse-and his daughter were
allowed to join him.
Here they, who owned many castles and palaces, lived in
a tiny three-roomed cottage while the Princess nursed her
123
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husband back to health. They did not mourn leaving the
splendour of the Doria Palace, for as the Princess sim~ly
explained it, it was enough that they were together agam.
There followed a weary exile in lonely villages in different
parts of the country where, though the simple country people
were kindness itself, they were not allowed to speak to them.
The grounds of one of their palaces, the Villa Doria-Pamphili
on the Janiculum Hill, were made into a public park by the
Fascists. Afterwards the Dorias were allowed to return to
Rome.
When war broke out the family were in London but
hurried back to Italy, for the Prince wanted to see the
King, but was refused an interview with him. He wrote to
the King advising him to ignore Mussolini and to keep out
of the war, but this advice was refused, and the King showed
the Duce the letter, with the result that once more the Prince
was arrested, this time in a church where he had gone to
pray for the peace of the world. He was taken to a prison
camp in Southern Italy, but later allowed to return to Rome
to live a very quiet life.
When the Germans took over the city after Italy had
made peace with the Allies, the Prince realised that it would
not be long before they were searching for him, so he made
plans accordingly. The Doria Palace contains a thousand
rooms, and he had special doors made in some of these; not
secret doors, but ones with steel reinforcement and special
keys so that if the Nazis came he would have time to escape.
One evening the porter was accosted by a stranger, who
said he had an urgent letter for the Prince. He was escorted
upstairs where the young daughter of Prince Doria took
delivery of the message. The Prince opened it, but said
nothing to his wife or daughter or to a young half-Irish
half-Sicilian friend who was visiting them. Months later he
told them that it was a note from a spy informing him that
the Germans were coming for him and advising him to fly
at once. He realised that it was a trap to lure him into
leaving th~ building so that he could be arrested at one of
the doors. The Princess went to bed, and suddenly they were
warned that the Germans were at the door, so she dressed
and they all took refuge in the archives section behind a
locked door. A woman servant whom they had helped in
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endless ways had betrayed to the Germans and Fascists who
had come to arrest the family the position of the back entrance
to the Palace. A night of terror followed with the Nazis
stamping up and down the corridors, the sound of their boots
now growing louder and now dying away. They continued
the search until 4.30 a.m. and then left, leaving men on
guard at the Palace doors.
At seven o'clock the family crept out of their hiding place
for the Prince realised that there might be spies among the
archives section staff who were due to start work at 8 a.m.
Giovanni met them and told them the Germans were
returning at seven, so they made their way by a devious
route to another part of the Palace where they were given
sanctuary by a kindly solicitor. After remaining hidden for
several days the Princess and her daughter left the Palace in
disguise and for the next few months went through harrowing
times such as, fortunately, few of us have ever experienced.
They never knew from day to day whether they would be
arrested, or what the fate of the Prince was, and they were
forced to go from hiding place to hiding place.
The priceless Doria jewels which had been in the family
for 500 years were carried by the Princess in an old
shopping bag, on the top of which she placed cabbage leaves
and carrots. Dressed in a shabby, dirty frock, dilapidated
shoes, and shuffling along the streets she attracted no attention
from the arrogant Nazis who never dreamed that a fortune
worth millions lay hidden under the vegetables. It would be
worthy of an opera, the story of this family in the months
between the German occupation and the liberation of Rome
by the Allied armies. There was the price of a million lire
each on the heads of the Prince and his daughter, but not
one of the people with whom they sought sanctuary ever
thought of betraying them. When Italy fell the Princess had
lovely auburn hair; when I saw her she was grey, and little
wonder considering what she had been through.
At last the Allies arrived and the long months of nightmare conditions were over and the family was united again.
Before the Germans left Rome they filled several vans with
treasures from the Doria Pamphili Villa and carried them off.
And now the Prince is Mayor of Rome; while his wife
busies herself looking after the 300 poor people that are fed
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and cared for daily as a result of the Prince's bounty. In
addition she attends to the huge palace, trying to put everything back into its rightful place. She showed us room after
room of priceless art treasures, for fortunately the Doria
Palace was not looted. There are many things, however, that
she is unable to find, for it was not possible to make out lists
showing where each article or painting was stored, and in a
Palace of a thousand rooms there are many hiding places that
are not apparent to the searcher.
For centuries to come people will be unearthing in the
Doria Palace things that were hidden by the Princess from
the greedy clutches of the Germans.
It soon became too dark for us to see the paintings, so
she insisted that we come back next morning and see the rest
of the rooms. Before we left the Palace on our visit the
following day she gave us each autographed postcards of the
Prince's castles. I asked her how many castles and palaces
he owned in Italy, but she smiled and said she had never
cow1ted them.
A few nights later she met my friends at the Royal Opera
House and said how disappointed she was that we had not
come back to see her again, and she took their home addresses,
promising to write to their mothers.
I went many times to the Palace afterwards and to the
opera with the Princess, and had the pleasure of entertaining
her to dinner at the hotel. I shall always look on her friendship as one of the highlights of my experiences overseas and
I treasure happy memories of a gallant and very pleasant lady.

THE BATHS OF CARACALLA

N

OVEMBER OPENED with days of cloud and violent
rainstorms, but soon the sun shone bravely again and
I judged the time propitious to pay a visit to the baths of
Caracalla which I had not previously seen.
The baths lie between the foot of the Caelian Hill and
the spur of the Aventine Hill and are surrounded by the
green groves of trees that make this part of the city so
beautiful. To-day there are only extensive brick remains of
an establishment that in its heyday must have been one of
the most luxurious buildings in all Rome. These large baths
came into existence through the Roman habit of copying
Greek culture and, as usual, the Romans had to improve on
the Greek model and have everything on a tremendous scale.
They built not for a year or for a generation but with great
vision and faith in the future, and not even the wars and
devastation that laid Rome waste in the past, nor the long
centuries of internecine strife between the noble families
could obliterate all trace of these mighty monuments.
Of all the Roman emperors-and there are many whose
names have come down to us as terrible monsters-there was
none whose cruelty and perfidy could equal that of the
emperor called Caracalla. This is not his right name but a
nickname given to him through his habit of wearing small
soldiers' boots, known as "caracallae".
He was the son of the Emperor Septimus Severus, and
went with his father to Britain where he took part in a war
against the Caledonians. During the campaign he attempted
to kill his father, but Septimus forgave him, and when the
Emperor died at York in A.D. 211, Caracalla and his younger
brother, Geta, jointly succeeded to the throne. They made
peace with the Scots and returned to Rome where Caracalla immediately assassinated his brother. By bribing the
praetorian guards he had himself declared sole Emperor, and
put to death several thousand people who were foolish enough
to express regret at the death of Geta. Caracalla is credited
with uttering about his brother the famous cynicism, Sit divus
dum non sit vivus (he may be Divine, but not alive).
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attached. In these libraries he would have access to many
valuable classical works that have unfortunately since been
lost to civilisation. He would find the establishment served
by a huge army of trained slaves, and embellished by an array
of artistic treasures such as few cities possess today.
While our wealthy young idler looked on all this as a
natural state of existence, with what astonishment must the
tired traveller have viewed these baths as he rode or walked
up the Appian Way towards the city. We can picture a poor
provincial coming to Rome to make his fortune and stopping
here for the luxury of a bath before completing the final
phase of his journey. What amazement he would show as
he silently compared the splendour of such a civic centre with
the simple pleasures offered by his humble village or town.
The baths covered a mile in circumference, and while
1,600 bathers could be catered for at one time, a great many
more could take part in the games and amusements provided
for their entertainment.
The principal entrance had three arches, and once inside
the portal the citizen paid the small sum of one-twelfth of a
penny-if a charge was made-for quite often the baths were
free. Then he could wander where he li.ked, or take whichever kind of bath he preferred. There was the &igidarium
(or cold bath) where he could indulge in swimming; the
tepidarium (tepid bath) and the calidarium (or hot bath).
Afterwards he could have a massage, take part in gymnastic
exercises, fencing, wrestling or boxing, or pass the time in
light or serious conversation with his women friends.
The slaves attached to the baths used subterranean
passageways, so that they could appear where they were
wanted without disturbing the patrons. Many of the floors
of the rooms were covered with black, white, green and
brown-stoned mosaics depicting the various athletes of the
day with their particular paraphernalia of combat or sport. A
large number of these mosaics have been preserved in the
Lateran Museum, along with many marble statues of great
artistic value which were discovered during the excavations
carried out since 1880.
It was among the crumbling ruins of these gigantic baths
that Shelley loved to wander, and here, in 1819 he wrote
the greater part of "Prometheus Unbound".
E

ROME'S LAST FALL

T ET US LOOK now at the events
L Rome in our own time. The first

that have happened in
bombardment of Rome
from the air took place on the 19th July, 1943, in an area
outside the walls, the Quarter of San Lorenzo, where the
basilica of that name was destroyed. In all, 1,500 people met
their death. Until this time Rome had always been respected
as a military target by the Allies. Of all the raids launched
by the Allies against the city, this was the largest and most
destructive. Combined with the news of the capture of
Palermo, the capital of Sicily, by our troops it had the effect,
six days later, of bringing about the fall of Mussolini.
Another event that contributed to his fall was his meeting
with Hitler at Feltre in northern Italy in the middle of July.
Sicily was already invaded and Hitler refused any further
help. Mussolini returned to Rome in anything but a happy
frame of mind, and his intimate counsellors forced him to
convoke the Grand Council of Fascism for the first time
during the war. According to the Italian Constitution this
was the highest political body in the State, and was composed
of Ministers and the highest officials of the Fascist party. This
historic meeting began on the afternoon of the 24th July and
lasted almost through the night. Mussolini reported on the
military and political situation during which address he was
often rudely interrupted by men whom he had considered his
best friends, especially Marshal De Bono, Count Grandi,
Bottai, and Count Ciano his son-in-law. An order of the day,
introduced by Count Grandi, announcing a gradual return
to the legal constitution with the king as the effective
commander-in-chief of the army, was accepted by the majority
and thus Mussolini's dictatorship was practically abolished.
Federzoni and Grandi, two confidential advisers of the king.
immediately informed Victor Emmanuel of what had
happened, and the king made his own decision. For some
considerable time he had been in touch with Marshal
Badoglio and now he thought that the time had come to
put an end to the Dictator. Mussolini was called urgently
to the royal residence, Villa Savoia; here he spoke about his
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plans for the future, but the king curtly informed him that
his successor, Marshal Badoglio, had already been appointed.
Mussolini grew pale with rage and threatened the king, but
as he left the royal residence a colonel of the Carabinieri
forced him into an ambulance and declared his arrest.
That same night the Rome radio announced the dismissal
of Mussolini and the appointment of a new government. The
Fascist militia was incorporated in the royal army; many
Fascists were arrested, and there was no attempt to save the
Mussolini regime--even tl1e Germans did not then move a
finger for his salvation. Badoglio immediately abolished
many of the Fascist institutions; declared freedom of the
press and of public opinion, and the return to a democratic
way of life. However, for all practical purposes, he was a
military dictator, and his measures did not satisfy the Italian
people who, above all, requested the immediate end of the
war with the Allies and a break with Germany. The Marshal
knew this very well and endeavoured to conclude an
armistice as soon as possible but he concealed this fact from
the Germans. The negotiation~ lasted for nearly two months.
In the meantime many Italian towns were systematically
bombed by the Allies, while a mounting tide of anger rose
against the Marshal for his tardiness in concluding the peace
agreements. On the night of the 8th September, 1943,
Badoglio announced over the radio that an armistice had
been signed, and the same night he and the king left Rome.
After two days of hard fighting against the Italian patriot
army the Germans took the city. They engaged not to occupy
more than the German embassy and the Rome radio station,
but they immediately broke their promise and occupied all
the buildings they wanted. This marked the return of the
Fascist government to Rome. Meanwhile Mussolini had been
taken from hiding-place to hiding-place, for the democratic
government had realised what a prize he would be to the
Germans. His last prison was in a remote village in central
Italy, but its whereabouts was betrayed to the Germans who
carried out a clever rescue. Parachute troops landed at Monte
Gran Sasso, and carried him away to the German H.Q. where
he at once set up a new Fascist government and proclaimed
a republican constitution.
The boldest and most ardent Fascists took office under the
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new regime, and made the first of a series of proclamations
calling the Italians to arms to fight against the Allies and the
Badoglio government, but they met with a poor response,
and only a few soldiers presented themselves for military
service. Thousands of officers and men preferred to go into
hiding rather than join the army again. A very hard time
followed for all persecuted people such as officers, Jews and
government officials who were not willing to join the new
Fascist party. On a rainy October day thousands of Jews
were dragged from their homes and deported. Many political
prisoners, either socialists or liberals were taken, and many
were tortured in the German-controlled prison of Via Tasso.
Some terrible but authentic stories have been told of the
cruelties committed here.
The worst crime of all, however, was the murder of those
afterwards knowns as the Ardeatine martyrs. On a cold
March day someone threw a hand grenade at a German truck
loaded with policemen in Via Rasella, near the Barberini
Square. Thirty-two Germans were killed and several
wounded. A few days later the Rome press announced that
320 Italians had been shot on the 24th March, 1944, as a
reprisal by the Germans. These men were either taken from
the prison of Regina Coeli or the Via Tasso, and were mostly
professional men known to be anti-Fascist, officers from
generals down to lieutenants, and Jews. They were taken to
a place near Saint Calixtus catacombs outside the city walls,
and pushed into a cave where one by one they were shot
through the neck. Then a mine was exploded to close the
mouth of the cave. Only recently have all the victims been
identified, and the place is now a spot of pilgrimage for the
relations of those who met their death there. A church or a
monument is shortly to be erected on the spot.
During the German and Fascist occupation of Rome the
chief of police was an officer named Caruso, formerly a major
in the Fascist militia. He arrested many patriots and sent
many people to the labour camps set up by the Germans; but
his most grievous crime was handing over a list of more
than one hundred political prisoners in the Roman prisons,
who were later shot for the throwing of the hand grenade.
When the Allies entered Rome Caruso had already escaped,
but fate decreed that he should be brought to justice.
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Unfortunately for him his car met with an accident near
Viterbo, and he was injured and transferred to hospital.
There the Allies took him prisoner, and brought him to Rome
a few months later to stand trial. Excitement prevailed in
the city when the trial commenced in the immense Palace of
Justice near the Tiber, and huge crowds gathered to demonstrate against him. When one of the witnesses, Caretta,
formerly director of the prisons under German rule, was
recognised by a woman from whom he had attempted to
extort money, the furious mob broke through the guard who
surrounded him, beat him brutally and threw him into the
Tiber. He tried to save himself by swimming, but two men
rowed out into the muddy river and beat him to death with
their oars. Then the body was taken from the river and
hanged over the prison gate. Caruso was taken to the Corsini
palace and tried there secretly two days later, and condemned
to death.
At the end of 1943 the Fascist Government announced that
the trial of the leaders who had voted against Mussolini at
the Grand Council was soon to take place. Only six or seven
men were in Fascist hands but they included his son-in-law
Count Ciano, in their number. For many months the people
believed that the Dictator would not try his one-time friend
who was also the husband of his favourite child, but early in
1944 the trial was held and all but one of the accused were
condemned to death. Thus by order of Mussolini his own
son-in-law was executed.
The Germans had a very simple but very effective means
of recruiting labour for their public works and defence
schemes. They would block a street and seize all the men
they found inside the area. Therefore, in the last few months
of German domination, most of the young men stayed in their
homes. The Germans intended to take away from the city
a hundred thousand men for labour in Germany or northern
Italy, but transport could not be obtained and in the end the
Allied advance was so swift that the plan could not be put
into effect. The Allied victory of Valmontone and V elletri
caused the Germans to abandon the capital, and on the last
two days the fleeing army passed through Rome-an army in
defeat and so tired that it was not able to attack or abuse the
citizens who lined the streets to watch it go. The nearest
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fighting was at Rocca di Papa, thirty kilometres away. One
Sunday evening the last German left and an hour later the
first American troops of the Fifth Army entered the ctty.
Once more the "Eternal City" had changed hands, and the
days of spirited rejoicing that followed were crowned by a
speech of thanksgiving for the safety of the city given by the
Pope from the balcony overlooking the square of St. Peter's.
On one occasion only was the territory of the Vatican
violated. The Fascists, headed by Caruso, then the chief of
police, burst into St. Paul's and took away about forty
refugees and Jews. The Vatican protested strongly and saw
that no other such incidents followed. The various religious
institutions sheltered thousands of people with prices on their
heads, including socialists and communists who were declared
enemies of the Church. Many of the wanted men were even
hidden by the nuns in various convents.
One evening at the beginning of 1944, an aeroplane
dropped two light bombs on the Vatican City. The palace of
the governor was hit and damage done to the Vatican mosaic
factory which is quite near St. Peter's. The Vatican authorities
have never made any definite accusations as to which side
dropped the bombs; but even before the Vatican announced
that their territory had been bombed the Fascists put out some
very clumsy propaganda accusing the Allies of having violated
the neutrality of the State.
The Germans had no sightseeing organisation such as was
maintained at the N.Z. Forces Club and consequently very
few of them "saw the sights". For one or two months the
Pope received the German Catholics in audience, and though
they could go to St. Peter's the Vatican museums were closed
to them. When Rome was finally declared an "open city"
the German soldiers were not allowed to enter even St. Peter's
square.
The food situation under the German rule was serious,
especially in the last few months when only four . ounces of
bread was given as a day's ration. All other rations were
suspended. Consequently people had to provide for themselves
from the black market, or as the Italians themselves call it,
"the black bag". The Germans prevented transport from
emering the city as they wished the populace to leave Rome
and go north. Under the Allied control black marketing is
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just as prevalent as it was during the German occupation,
but under our rule the ration scale, though still leaving much
to be desired, has risen. The Romans' attitude towards our
conquest of their city is that they are at least free from fear
if not yet free from want.
The necessaries of life were just as expensive under the
Germans; but as costs depend on supply and demand h
differed with regard to individual items. For instance flour
under the Germans cost !Os. sterling for a kilo (2! lb.) while
now (1945) it costs only 5s. On the other hand prices for
clothing have risen. Meat and sugar cost slightly more, while
coffee has become cheaper. The guides told me that the
German soldiers were usually well-behaved, and drunkenness
was normally confined to the late hours of the night. When
I asked how women were treated I learned that in the main
there were few, very few, ugly incidents.
In January of 1945 the Allied soldiers and the citizens had
something to talk about apart from the war, the black market
and the wintry weather, for a grim drama of real life, not
equalled even in Chicago in the days of AI Capone, took
place in Rome.
For many months there had been innumerable cases of
aggression against peaceful citizens, extortions from renowned
persons and the sacking of private apartments, attacks against
cars and trucks and even the murder of a British corporal.
The people who read of these facts in the papers did not
connect them with a single cause or gang, but looked on
them as part of the normal disorder following the occupation
of a city.
Finally on the 16th of January came the true explanation
of all these crimes. The chief of the gang responsible for
most of these outrages had set out from his headquarters
with the intention of killing the secretary of the proletarian
union, a small political party of the extreme Left Wing,
because this man refused to supply him with documents
enabling him to extort money from people compromised as
Fascists. A warrant officer of the Carabinieri tried to arrest
the "Gobbo" (the Hunchback) who resisted and made use
of his firearms. A running fight followed and the streets of
Rome echoed with the sharp crack of rifle-fire until a wellplaced bullet found its mark in the misshapen body of the
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arch-criminal. His death brought to light a dramatic story
which proved conclusively that with his passing the capital
was rid of its public enemy No. 1. This boy who had
terrorised Rome for so many months was only eighteen years
old, yet he was in command of a gang of at least one hundred
criminals which was perfectly organised and divided into
many specialised units.
The boy had a slight hump on his back, was short, but
apart from this slight hunchback was well formed, had a
handsome innocent face, and was extremely clever and
energetic. He ruled his gang with an iron hand, death being
the punishment for disobedience. Some members of his gang,
arrested before his demise, told the police that they would
speak only after the hunchback's death, and it was not until
they saw his body on the mortuary table that they disclosed
details of their activities.
Guiseppe Albano was born in Calabria, a province of
southern Italy, which along with Sicily has given many
famous or infamous brigands to history. He came to Rome
with his family a few years ago, and during the German
occupation of the capital he is credited with having killed
many Germans. After the Allies came he was extolled in the
Italian papers as a true patriot and hero, and pointed out
as a man who had displayed the greatest courage under the
German rule. In September he took part in a meeting of the
socialist party of which he was a member, and was acclaimed
as an outstanding personality. From a psychological point of
view his criminal act;vities might be explained as a continuation in another field of his exploits against the Nazis. There
were now no more Nazis to be killed, but still he and his
companions wished to continue the adventurous life they had
lived before, and they could not bear to deliver up the
weapons they had accumulated for use against the Germans;
so instead of killing Nazis they turned to crime and attacked
civilians.
The little three-wheeled trucks that served as buses between
the various squares and centres of Rome were often held up
at night and the occupants robbed. In some cases citizens were
divested of their clothes and left to walk home in the
"altogether". Even in the centre of the city where the Club
was situated it was not uncommon for one to be wakened
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in the night by the sound of a volley of shots in the streets
of the neighbourhood. In the main the crimes were committed against the civilian population, though the unfortunate
British corporal was deliberately shot while he was guarding
a car park that the gang wished to raid. Trncks left parked
in the streets without the driver on guard would almost
certainly disappear in a very short time.
The police found it very difficult to put their hands on
the hunchback though they suspected that he was mixed up
in these affairs. He was an extremely cunning youth, and the
whole quarter in the south-eastern part of Rome, Quarticciolo,
was at his disposal. There were caves containing all sorts of
war material. His armoury comprised rifles, machine-guns,
automatic weapons, hand grenades and bombs. Two telephone exchanges were installed in these caves, and the Gobbo
ruled the district as a dictator, though he did not live there.
He made his home in another part of the city where he
consorted with a beautiful blonde girl. The Quarticciolo
quarter was also the headquarters of the black market for
Rome, another profitable venture that brought him in a
considerable revenue. Later great quantities of food were
confiscated by the police.
Another fantastic aspect of the case concerns the worldfamous tenor, Beniamino Gigli, of whom I write elsewhere.
It appears that Gigli gave the sum of 50,000 lire (£125) to
the Gobbo who asserted that he needed the money for his
patriots. One of Gigli's acquaintances knew the Gobbo, and
through this means the hunchback tried to extort more money
from the tenor. It seems that the criminals had asked for
1,000,000 lire ( £2,500) and that on the day of the hunchback's
death Gigli had received a threatening letter. The Gobbo
had succeeded in causing the arrest of Gigli's brother-in-law,
a warrant officer of the now-dissolved African police, whom
he asserted had tortured him during the German rule. He
even accused Gigli of having been present at these tortures.
Another interesting feature of the story is the political
background. After the hunchback's death the communist
party accused the proletarian union of having been the
directing force of the activities of this gang. They cont.ended
that it was not true that the hunchback wanted to ktll the
secretary of that party, but that one of the directing members
E2
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of the union was the real chief behind the Gobbo, who was
a mere figurehead for sinister political activities.
After the death of Gobbo a cordon of hundreds of
Carabinieri and policemen assisted by small tanks was thrown
around the Quarticciolo area and nearly all the criminals
were captured after a stubborn defence in which many lost
their lives.
The passing of the Gobbo came just at the right moment
in Rome, for those youths of the city who had a tendency
towards banditry could see now that crime does not pay
though it may flourish for a short time. Had he been able
to continue his criminal activities there would have been some
very drastic measures necessary, for hundreds of boys were
roaming the streets with little to do, and with the closing of
the schools they had nothing to occupy their time and
thoughts. Clear thinking people with whom I discussed this
problem were greatly perturbed as to the future usefulness of
these youngsters.

ST. PAUL'S OUTSIDE THE WALLS

M

y FAVOURITE CHURCH in Rome was St. Paul's
Outside the Walls. It was approached through the
ugly industrial parts of the city, and once beyond the gate
of St. Paul, in the Aurelian Walls, the way led through the
destruction caused by our bombing. This was one of the few
districts of Rome that had been damaged, but as it lay outside
the boundary of the walls it was a perfectly legitimate target
for our planes.
From the outside the magnificent church gives no hint
of the beauty that lies within, for it looks like a modern
town hall with a clock tower at one end. One would never
suspect from its exterior that it is one of the four main
basilicas of the world. Then, too, the main entrance is not
on the principal road, but where one would expect the back
entrance to be placed. Most of the large churches of the
world are situated in the centres of big cities-this one lies
in the outer suburbs. The present building is modern, for its
predecessor was almost completely destr9yed by fire in 1823.
Every time I entered the gigantic church and gazed at the
immense quantities of marble and the vast forest of columns
I wondered how such an edifice as this could possibly be
destroyed by fire. There seems so little that would be
inflammable in such a building. We must remember, too, that
this was a church without pews, which but serves to add to
the mystery. One theory that I have heard expressed is that
renovations were being carried out and therefore the church
was full of scaffolding.
The date St. Paul suffered martyrdom is definitely fixed
as the 29th of July, but while most authorities agree as to the
day, they differ as to the year. Some place it in A.D. 66, others
in 67, 68, or 69. However, it has never been in doubt that
he met his death at the third milestone on the Via Ostiense,
on the road to the port of Rome. St. Peter, who, for most
Christians, looms so much larger than St. Paul, could be
crucified inside the city, for to the Romans he was only a
despised Jew; but St. Paul, as he took pride in pointing out,
was a Roman citizen, and therefore could not be put to death
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in Rome itself. For fear of rioting he was led to the third
milestone, and beheaded with a sword at the place now
called the Tre Fontane, or the Three Fountains. Three
small churches now mark the spot. There has grown up a
picturesque legend that when the head of St. Paul left the
body it bounded three times. Each time it touched the earth
a fountain of water welled up. Each of the three springs is
still marked by a chapel in one of the churches.
St. Paul has always been a favourite of mine, for while
St. Peter may hold the keys of heaven, to my way of thinking
St. Paul embodies the idea of Christianity, and it is primarily
due to him that we owe the conception of our religion as it
is to-day. A man of boundless energy and courage, with a
keen desire to spread the Gospel as far as possible in the
time at his disposal, he did not worry about such a trifling
rite as circumcision which bounded the view of the fisherman
of Galilee. Paul saw with clearer vision "home to the instant
need of things". It might be deep heresy I'll admit, but I often
wonder if our religion would have become so widespread
without St. Paul. Better educated by far than any of the other
disciples-he had been trained at Jerusalem under the
sanhedrin-he was the ideal person to teach the gospel to
the gentiles.
I can picture the small band of soldiers leading the little
bow-legged, bald-headed man to the appointed place of
execution. The long journeyings up and down Asia Minor,
Greece and Palestine. preaching the new religion were over,
but the soldier of Christ could walk cheerfully and fismly to
the end, for nothing could daunt the man. He had endured
much for his faith: imprisonment, scourging and ridicule
had been his portion through the long weary years since his
conversion to Christianity on the road to Damascus, and now
his race was run and he would reap his reward and join the
saints in heaven.
The soldiers would be followed by a small group of
weeping Christians, and when, at the foot of a pine tree under
the shadow of a little hill, the sword had swept downwards,
the women would lift the body and reverently carry it to the
catacomb of Lucina in the Via Ostiense.
There the body was laid to rest, but under the persecution
of Valerian the Christians feared to lose the sacred relic, so
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it was taken \Vith the body of St. Peter and placed in the
catacombs under the present church of St. Sebastian on the
Appian Way. Then, after the Edict of Milan, by which
Constantine gave freedom to the Church, the body of St. Paul
was returned to its original resting place, where the headless
trunk lies to·day-the head being placed in St. John in
Lateran. The tomb of the apostle soon became a place of
pilgrimage, and a small chapel was erected there. Later the
Roman emperors caused a magnificent basilica to be erected
over the tomb, and they lavished much wealth upon it. Then
came the sad days when Rome was weak, and the Saracens
made their grievous invasions. In the ninth century the
basilica was sacked and all the treasures that had been
accumulated over the centuries were carried away. Out of
the boundless wealth at their disposal the Popes soon restored
it to grandeur and it continued as a popular place of
pilgrimage. In those far off days St. Paul's was even larger
than St. Peter's, and it kept its primitive character until it
was destroyed in the fire of 1823.
Since then its rebuilding has been one of the major works
of the Church of Rome, and it serves to show us the best
examples of sculptures and mosaics that modems can plan
and fashion, on a scale that would do justice to the giants of
earlier times.
The most spectacular entrance to the basilica is unfortunately often closed. When it is open one enters under the
gigantic modern mosaic of the facade, and holds one's breath
at the vista of marble columns and the vision of space and
of beauty. The central nave has been described as the richest,
largest and most magnificent hall in the world. It appears to
be far larger than the basilica of St. Peter, but actually it is
considerably smaller, for while St. Peter's is broken up by
arches and columns, and the size is masked by the gigantic
proportions of everything in the church, St. Paul's has nothing
to distract the eye in this fashion.
This simplicity appealed to most of the New Zealanders
who saw it, for though it also lacks pews it is more like our
conception of a church than is St. Peter's. Just inside the
entrance are six huge columns of alabaster, four of which are
monoliths, the largest blocks of this precious stone in
existence. These alabaster columns were a present to the

142

Kiwis on Tour in Egypt and Italy

Holy See from the king of Egypt, and I could not help
wondering whether the Christian rulers would have been so
generous had the mosque at Mecca or Medina been destroyed
by lire.
High up on the walls of the basilica there is a frieze of
medallion portraits, done in mosaic, of each of the 262 Popes
from St. Peter to the present Pope Pius XII. In that long
list there is only one Englishman who has ever held the
keys of St. Peter, Adrian IV, of whom the guides tell the
picturesque story that he died as a result of swallowing a fly
while drinking soup. He is said to have been a good, but
strict Pope.
The things I admired most in the church were the two
exquisite altars of malachite at each end of the transept,
presented to the Pope by the Emperor Nicholas I, Czar of all
the Russias. In all Rome there is nothing more simple or more
beautiful. Long after I have forgotten the details of most of
the lovely things seen on my wanderings I will be able to
close my eyes and conjure up a picture of those two green
altars. They stand supreme over the ornate baroque altars
of the other churches I have visited.
In 1918 the stained glass windows of the church were
shattered in an explosion, but they have been replaced by
windows of alabaster, cut in such a fashion as to show rich
designs which produce a most harmonious and pleasing effect.
The monastery attached to the church belongs to the
Benedictines, and possesses a beautiful thirteenth century
cloister which is much praised by visitors to Rome.
The church itself is extra-territorial property of the Vatican
State, but Father Snedden told me that the Germans forced
their way inside during the time the Nazis were in control
of the city and arrested a large number of people who were
seeking sanctuary there.

TIVOLI
"Age deforms all things; the ivy now drapes those walls once covered
with painted hangings and cloths woven with gold; thorns and brambles
have grown where purple·clothed tribunes sat; and snakes inhabit the
chambers of queens. Thus perishable is the nature of all things mortal."
PoPE Pms 11 writing on "Hadrian's Villa."

O

NE OF THE MOST PLEASANT of afternoon drives
is from Rome to Tivoli, where one can admire the
waterfalls that plunge from the hillside, wander at leisure
through the gardens of the Villa D'Este, or visit Hadrian's
Villa and examine all that is left of the largest villa the world
has ever seen. I went there many times; on the first occasion
with Lady Freyberg, and later as guide for several parties.
The way out of the city leads past the bombed church of
San Lorenzo, and then across the sweeping plains of the
Campagna, here smiling and fertile in contrast with the
solemn flatness of the rest of the territory that surrounds
Rome.
A few miles out we cross the Aniene stream where in the
meadows on either side Hannibal set up his last camp before
deciding against attacking the city.
Just past here it is easy to imagine that we are in the heart
of the North Island of New Zealand; for there are sulphur
baths that smell almost the same as those at Rotorua. Quite
near by is the site of the quarries from which the stone was
removed for the construction of the Colosseum and St. Peter's;
a soft travertine stone that hardened on exposure to the air.
The shell-torn town of Tivoli lies on a hill-top, and has
suffered rather severely from the effects of war. Fortunately
the famous Villa D'Este has been only slightly damaged by
bombing. Since the war began the villa has been allowed to
fall again into the decay from which it had previously been
rescued by the Italian government. The stately cypress trees,
the long secluded walks lined with fountains of various shapes
and sizes, and the three azure pools that decorated the two
acres of garden present a charming picture even in their
present unkempt state. It is not yet too late to restore the
gardens to all their former beauty, but if left too long they
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will revert to Mother Nature once more and all the centuries
of decorative art will have achieved nothing.
The house itself has suffered damage, but in any case it
is not strikingly beautiful, and the frescoes that remain are
not outstanding. In the small space of two acres there were
originally 322 fountains, ranging from the gigantic organ
which played when water was forced through the pipes, to the
hundred tiny ones lining a single drive and showing as their
motif the coat of arms of the D'Este family.
The Villa was built in 1549 for Cardinal Ippolito D'Este,
the son of Lucrezia Borgia, and Michelangelo is said to have
congratulated the architect on his design and construction.
From one particular terrace it is possible to see the faint
outline of St. Peter's dome hanging as it were from the sky.
When in Rome it is possible to confuse the domes of various
other churches with that of St. Peter's, but from across the
twenty miles of Campagna only the dream of Michelangelo
rises above the skyline to show where the "Eternal City"
nestles beside the Tiber.
In olden times Tivoli was known as Tibur, and tradition
asserts that it was founded as long ago as 1200 B.c., which
would make it almost 500 years older than Rome. In 380 B.c.
it was subjugated by the growing power of the latter city, and
became one of the members of the league of Latin cities
allied with Rome. It was the favourite residential area of
wealthy patrician families, and both Maecenas and Augustus
owned estates here. Horace stayed with the former, who was
the patron of his lite;ary works. Under Hadrian, who built
his villa there Tibur reached the height of its prosperity, but
later shared the fate of Rome itself and became only a shadow
of its former glory.
To reach the waterfalls it is necessary to skirt the town,
for bomb and demolition damage have made the streets
through the middle of it impassable. When the Germans
retreated they blew up all the hydro-electric installations, for
formerly Tivoli had been one of the chief sources of electric
supply for Rome.
From the other side of the town there is a wonderful
view of the prettiest waterfalls in the vicinity of Rome. The
water of the Anio is conducted through the hillside in tunnels
constructed by the engineer Folchi (grandfather of our guide,
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Andrea), and even this artificial fall has a certain amount of
grandeur though it will not bear comparison with the other
natural fall near by. After spending a short time contemplating the beauty of this sight we now retrace our steps
through Tivoli and then at the bottom of the hill branch off
to Hadrian's Villa, which is an excursion only for the very
interested or the very fit, for the ruins cover a vast area.
In its prime this Villa covered 160 acres so that some idea of
its size can be obtained.
Hadrian was the most travelled of all the emperors, and
he was also a keen observer and admirer of the beautiful
buildings in the various parts of his huge Empire. He caused
measurements to be taken and had models set up in this
famous villa which later yielded so many of the treasures that
now enrich the Vatican and other museums. For those who
would inspect the main museums of Rome a visit to this
villa is really necessary, for much mention is made of it on
the cards describing the exhibits.
It has been considered, and perhaps rightly, that the most
prosperous and happiest time for us to have lived on this
little, mad, old world of ours was when Hadrian was emperor,
for in his day there was more peace and contentment than at
any time before or since.
The construction of the villa began in A.D. 125 and occupied
ten years, during most of which time the emperor was absent
on his travels. He then retired to Tivoli, but enjoyed only
three years of life amid all the wonders that he had here
re-created before being seized by his fatal illness. His death
did not occur here, however, for he spent his last months at
Baiae. For almost a hundred years after his death the villa
served as one of the residences of the emperors, but then
for a period of a thousand years a silence settles over the story
of this immense ruin. Probably during that time it shared
the fate of so many other huge palaces all over the world;
a quarry for those seeking building materials, or marble for
burning into lime. From the time of the Renaissance onwards
the ruins were systematically excavated for the various
treasures that ancient historians had mentioned, and those who
searched were often amply rewarded. Many of the best finds,
however, were made in the eighteenth century.
The experts disagree violently on the nomenclature of the

146

Ki(l)is on Tour in Egypt and Italy

various masses of ruins, so I will not add further to the
confusion by trying to identify the different parts of the villa.
It is more pleasant and profitable to wander at leisure with
a guide among the stately olive and cypress trees and let the
mind rove back through the centuries as he tells you, "Here
was a reconstruction of the vale of Tempe", "here was the
Greek library", or "here Hadrian set up a model of the city
of Canopus in Egypt and caused the worship of the Egyptian
gods to be celebrated".
One other great romantic name figures in the history of
Tivoli; for here in the third century A.D. the Emperor A1,1relian
assigned a villa for the use of Queen Zenobia, whom he had
defeated and brought to Rome fettered with golden chains.
Her capital had been Palmyra in the Syrian Desert. She had
matched her strength against that of the Roman Empire, for
she was the most ambitious of women, and dreamed to rule
the world. The time was well-chosen for Rome was then
assailed by the barbarians, and Palmyra was one of the richest
and most powerful cities of that time, and but for the fact
that Aurelian was one of the cleverest emperors she would
have had every chance of success. However, her hopes for a
world empire died with her defeat, and she ended her days
here at Tivoli as the wife of a much-respected Roman.
Dreams die hard; and no doubt in her moments of pensive
mood she would gaze across the wide Campagna into space,
pondering over the lost greatness of her beloved Palmyra
and the vanished pomp of her "regal yesterdays".

ROUND TRIP

W

E WERE A PARTY OF FOUR of the E.R.S. staff.
Business took two of us to Florence, while the other
two were merely on pleasure bent. We had ordered lunches
to take witli us, but in the excitement and bustle of our early
.start from Rome we forgot all about such mundane things
as sandwiches until many kilometres had rolled under the
swiftly moving wheels of our car.
Just as the sun was rising we passed through the Porto
Popolo, near where the Emperor Nero of evil fame was
buried. The church of St. Mary Dell Popolo now marks the
spot, as if to conceal the memory of his wicked life under
the cloak of religion. Then we continued straight along the
Via Flaminia that in times past had echoed to the martial
tread of the legions of soldiers that Rome sent northwards
on war or garrison duties.
Soon we took Route 2, the Via Cassia, and after passing
through the flat, uninteresting Campagna we entered Latium.
The first place of any importance was Sutri, a picturesque
little town set on the top of a ravine. Hidden away among
the oak trees on the right of the approach of the town is an
Etruscan amphitheatre hewn out of the rock, but we could
catch only a glimpse of it as we sped by. Sutri boasts of being
the birthplace of no less a personage than Pontius Pilate, who
was faced with making that weighty decision when he was
governor of Palestine. This town was once an important
city, being known as the "key to Etruria".
The countryside now became either heavily cultivated or
wooded, and as the trees were already taking on their glorious
autumn tints it presented one of the loveliest scenes I have
ever gazed upon.
More miles went by, and then we skirted Viterbo, capital
of the province of the same name, and a city of Etruscan
origin. The Lombards were responsible for building the
rather fine wall that surrounds the city, and at one time it
was the capital of their kingdom. It was a typical mediaeval
city, rather badly knocked about by the war, for many_ of
the houses and part of the ancient wall were lymg 111 rwns.
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In 1115 A.D. it was bequeathed by the famous Countess Matilda
to the Papacy, and from this legacy sprang the temporal
power of the Pope, an event that led to much strife, but at
the same time made possible the building of many fine
churches and palaces.
Three of the Popes .were elected at Viterbo which at one
time was the favourite Papal residence. It was here that
Nicholas Breakspear, Pope Hadrian IV, the only Englishman
to hold this office, made Frederick I hold his stirrup while he
mounted his horse, as a sign pf the Emperor's vassalage.
Viterbo was also responsible for adding a word to our
language. Once, for two long, weary years the people had
waited for the election of a new Pope, but the cardinals
continued to wrangle on in the Palazzo Papale. At last the
townspeople, their patience exhausted, locked the cardinals in
the central hall. As still no finality was reached the enraged
populace tore the roof off the building so intimidating the
cardinals that they hurriedly made their decision. From this
incident came a new word as well as a new Pope, for since
then any long solemn parley has been called a conclave, from
the words "con clave" meaning "with a key".
Our way then led past the hilltop town of Montefiascone
which has always been famous for its vintage and where we
later bought wine for the Club. It is related that there was
once a certain bishop of Augsburg who was rather fond of
his drop of wine, so· when he had to make a journey to Rome
he sent his servant in advance to taste the wines of the various
inns on his route and to mark with the word "est" those
whose wine was good. When the servant reached Montefiascone he was so pleased with the vintage that he placed on
the walls of the inn, "est, est, est". In due course his master
arrived at the town, read the writing, tried the wine and
liked it so much that he stayed there and drank himself to
death. Whether the story be true or not I do not know, but
the wine of this small town was certainly the best that I
tasted in Italy.
Lake Bolsena, which lies just beyond this town, is a placid
water set in a frame of hills ornamented with delightful oak
groves. It was famous throughout the centuries for its eels
which, in the Middle Ages, were looked on as a great
delicacy. Bolsena is also famous as the scene of one of the
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major miracles of Italy, for it is recorded that a certain
sceptical young priest who doubted the Transubstantiation at
the Mass, had its truth proved to him by witnessing blood
miraculously dropping on to the altar linen. As a result of
this incident Pope Urban IV ordered the cathedral at Orvieto
to be built. It was one of my regrets that I did not have the
opportunity of visiting Orvieto, as it lies well off the main
Rome-Florence roads.
It has been my good fortune to visit most of the capitals
of the Middle East, but never in any of those crowded cities
have I ever encountered such a multitude as thronged the
streets of Siena the day we spent a few hours there. It was
lunch time when we arrived and it was necessary to travel
at a walking speed through narrow, mediaeval lanes that were
almost choked with people. Siena is a city that should have
had as great a destiny as Florence but, such is fate, it has
always been on the losing side and though its people were
ambitious and hoped for great things for their city, it remains
to-day a small but delightful place famous for its colourful
horse-races and the Sienese school of painting. We parked
the car in the Palio, a piazza of Siena shaped like an oyster
shell, where twice a year when the famous races are held the
Middle Ages return to the city. Riders dressed in striking
traditional costumes race around the Palio, while the citizens
of the various districts of the city cheer their champion on.
I would not have cared to ride a horse round this course, for
the square has a definite slope towards the south and is paved
with stones; a fall would have very serious consequences.
Still, throughout the centuries this custom has prevailed since
it originated in the Middle Ages.
On the long and confused history of Siena I do not intend
to dwell overmuch, for it is a tale of lost causes and obscure
families who play only a small part in the history of Italy as
a whole. The history of the city can be epitomised in a study
of the great unfinished cathedral, for it was the fate of the
Sienese to plan on a grandiose scale projects that were never
completed. The Black Death that ravaged Europe in the
middle of the fourteenth century played a large part in the
downfall of this city; for it never really recovered from the
plague-and the added curse of the struggle for powerwhich wasted its best talents and energies. The great cathedral
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was begun in a burst of optimism during one of the city's
most prosperous periods and, still unfinished provides us with
a moral as well as a beautiful example of art. It is easy
enough to dream of great things, but far more difficult to
achieve them. The cathedral was intended by the rulers of
Siena to be the finest Gothic church in Italy, and if their
plan had been brought to fruition the city would have been
able to boast one of the largest churches in the world. Black
and white marble blocks were used in its construction, giving
it a striking and pleasing effect. One of the glories of the
building is its unusual graffito pavement. The design was
chiselled or scratched on the white marble, then the cut was
filled with black and coloured material. Unfortunately the
whole floor was covered with a heavy wooden screen to
protect these graffito decorations, and this is only lifted for a
period of two months each year. However, the custodian
obligingly lifted several hinged portions of the coverings and
showed us the design beneath. Not only Christian motifs
were employed, for some deal with ancient mythological
subjects. Our inspection of the cathedral completed we were
soon on the road again.
Nightfall, the end of the journey, and Florence showing
drably through the gloom of an early, grey sunset. The home
of so much culture, the city where the flower of the Renaissance bloomed first and bloomed brightest, did not look
particularly inviting in such surroundings. I had always
pictured Florence as being a city of flowers and of sunshine
and was thus rather disappointed to see it under these
conditions.
Throughout the Dark Ages the lamp of learning had been
kept dimly alight in the Benedictine monasteries, but this city
can claim the proud privilege of being the birthplace of that
new learning which put an end to ignorance and let hope
and knowledge of beauty into all men's hearts. Never again
did Europe bear a burden of apathy and hopelessness such as
the common people had carried through the ages succeeding
the downfall of the Roman Empire. There might again be
wars, famine and pestilence, but always through the disasters
men could see the future bright with promise and the past
shining with achievement, so taking courage to look ahead
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and plan a world of culture and knowledge that would be
the heritage of all mankind.
It was in the dark days when the power of thought
seemed entirely submerged by the rolling juggernaut of brute
Northern and Eastern force that Florence earned this proud
place for herself, for the lofty eminence of Athens as the hub
of all artistic life had never been challenged until here in
Tuscany rose a family surrounded by men of genius who
lifted art and literature from obscurity and set them once more
on a proud pinnacle.
It was the Medici, those Middle Age rulers of Florence
who set their mark on the city as no other family has done.
Other great names can be associated with this city beside the
Arno: Leonardo da Vinci, Michelangelo, Botticelli, Bruneschelli, Dante, Petrarch, Giotto, Machiavelli and Boccaccio;
all of them known to the world of lettered men; yet over
and above them, even now, spreads the magic name of the
Medici, for go where you will in Florence you will find it.
Wise, tolerant and eager for the new-found learning, they
encouraged artist and writer alike and thus we find that the
glory shed upon those far-off men of genius casts its lustre
over their family also.
Since those days Florence has been the Mecca of men of
thought from all over the world, and a great many English
people chose to live either beside the river Arno or on the
hills overlooking the city. Although my stay in Florence
was marred by wet weather and overcast, gloomy days, I
could sense an atmosphere different from that of Rome.
Here was a city without ancient historical or proud martial
associations. Not the capital of a country or an empire, but
a city, sleepy perhaps, but with its own clear right to pride
in the recollections of great things accomplished. Thoughts,
not valiant deeds, are the chief motifs in the design of the
historical pageant woven around Florence. Whereas Rome
seems to be on the fringe of that strong racial dislike and
difference still so sharp between the South and the North,
here in Florence the North is predominant, not only in the
more desirable beauty of the women but in the general attitude
towards life-the sense of cleanliness, friendliness and responsibility. Gone is the indolence that marks Naples, Bari or
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Sicily; here people live more as we are accustomed to live,
and their philosophy is more our philosophy.
The agents of war had been at their grim work here,
especially along the banks of the Arno where the Germans
had destroyed all the bridges save the historic Ponte Vecchio.
We had difficulty in finding the hotel where the New Zealand
Club had been established, and as we searched for it we drove
through narrow streets where mediaeval houses stood as they
have been standing for four hundred years, and I was
delighted at the old-world atmosphere that the city had
succeeded in retaining.
Our hotel was close to the railway station, and very
central. Unfortunately the hours we had spent in Siena had
delayed us, so that it was dusk when we reached the hotel;
but rather than waste any time I went for a walk as soon
as I had located my room and had a wash. I had neither
map nor guide with me, but from my studies of Florence
I easily recognised two landmarks dominating the city. One
was Giotto's Campaline and the other the Palazzo Vecchio;
so I strolled to both of these places and then returned in time
for dinner. Perhaps I was a little prejudiced in favour of
the Rome Club, but the atmosphere here did not seem to be
as friendly, and more drunkenness was evident.
We left Florence in the early morning with the prospect
of a long day ahead of us, for we had planned an ambitious
programme. Still, the weather was on its best behaviour, and
we were a happy and jovial carload. The Tuscan Hills
stretching into the distance gave invitation for long tramps
with a rucksac on the back; with meals in wayside inns,
dining in the sun and drinking the red wine of the countryside that Dante knew and loved. Seldom have I seen a
district more beautiful than this part of Tuscany or one that
would better repay the wanderer who wished to spend a
quiet week.
Then, almost without warning, the sunshine was blotted
out and we were enveloped in a dense fog that reduced our
speed to a crawl and thus threatened to upset our plans of
exploring Perugia and Assisi. The world was still enshrouded
in fog when we came to the badly battered city of Arezzo,
famous even in olden times for its pottery works. During
the period of the Roman Empire this city was a colony of
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Rome that remained staunch even after Hannibal inflicted the
defeats on the Roman armies at Trebia and Lake Trasimeno.
Maecenas, the right hand man of Augustus, who played such
a large part in directing the form that the newly-shaped
Empire should take, was born at Arezzo, as was Petrarch, the
poet who, in the fourteenth century contributed so much to
early Italian culture. Even though the city had suffered
greatly as a result of the war there may have been something
of interest left, but if so we did not see it, for our time was
limited and cities with greater claims than Arezzo lay ahead
of us; therefore we passed through and took the road to
Lake Trasimeno. The fog gradually thinned and disappeared,
and once more it was possible to make good time.
On Lake Trasimeno there was no hint of even distant
warfare in the sunlit loveliness that stretched to distant hazy
shores, but an infinite peace that laid tender hands on the
soul. Yet, on a misty morning of long ago, by the shores
of this now so-peaceful lake, disaster such as a Roman army
had seldom known befell the Legions led by Flaminius.
Hannibal, his men fresh from resting after their strenuous
passage of the Alps had swept past the strongly-fortified city
of Arezzo, laying the countryside waste as he went. Although
few in numbers his men were tried troops with triumphs
over nature and hostile Alpine tribes behind them, and now
at last they were in a green and pleasant land, with the whole
countryside open to their plunder, if they were strong enough
to take and keep the spoils. Flaminius, he who built the
splendid and substantial road northwards, was in Arezzo
and instead of waiting for reinforcements to arrive he, being
a most impulsive man, decided to pursue the Carthaginian
army and gain all the credit for himself.
In his blind pursuit of Hannibal he took little notice of
normal military precautions and less notice of the omens on
which the Roman soldiers set such store. He camped one
night near Lake Trasimeno, and on this particular misty
morning of 217 B.c. set off with his army through the narrow
defiles around part of the lake. It soon became evident that
the Carthaginians were holding the far end of the defile with
strong forces of infantry; so Fbminius launched a frontal
assault against them. As soon as the two armies met, the rest
of the Carthaginian forces, who had been hidden among the
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hills and covered by heavy lying mist, swept down on the
exposed Roman flank, and drove the Legions into the lake
where they were either butchered or drowned, only a small
remnant saving themselves by headlong flight.
In the bright sunshine we made good time round the
shore of the lake and towards Perugia until, outside a small
inn, a drunken Italian soldier suddenly lurched on to the
road and walked in front of the car. He was thrown violently
aside and lay still beside the road. By the time the car had
pulled up and we had alighted he was stirring and an
examination showed that he had a bad cut on the scalp. I
cut the hair away, cleaned and bound the wound and he
was despatched to the nearest hospital. Then, while one of
the officers waited to make contact with the military authorities
we set off for Perugia, another of the old-world hill cities of
Italy that has succeeded in retaining its charm. Perched on
a high hill it commands a far-sweeping view of the Umbrian
countryside it formerly dominated.
We had a wait there of several hours while the military
police made exhaustive but desultory enquiries into the
accident. After lunch at the Naafi I strolled through the
streets to the square which is faced by the cathedral and the
Palazzo Publico. Unfortunately, both these buildings were
closed until later in the afternoon.
I had been particularly keen to see the Palace, for it contains
in an excellent art gallery the work of the Umbrian school of
painting, of which studies by Perugino and Pinturicchio are
the chief adornments.
From the square I wel{t to the Arco d'Augustino, an
Etruscan gateway that takes us back to those far-off days when
this city was one of the proudest members of the Etruscan
League. Since then it has known a varying fortune liberally
besprinkled with the blood of warriors, for in Italy the Middle
Ages were a period when city fought against city, or noble
families carried on internal strife within the walls of each
town. The arch is one of the finest remaining Etruscan
works, with the blocks of travertine still as sharp-edged as
when they were placed there three thousand years ago.
Through this portal have passed all the turbulent figures in
the long history of this stern and warlike city. Time did not
permit me to carry further my examination of the fascinating
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sights of this gem of a mediaeval city, so reluctantly I made
my way back to the car.
It was doubtful whether we would have time to visit
Assisi after the long wait, for it lies a few miles off the road
to Rome. Still, as it happened, my fears were unwarranted,
for we turned aside and climbed Mt. Subasio, on top of
which stands the city made famous by St. Francis of Assisi.
Though this place has a long and interesting history it is
mainly with the name of the gentle saint who was born here
in 1182 that one associates the city.
St. Francis came into the world at a time when war was
accepted as a normal state of existence. He grew up as a
youth who lived the gay life of those times, and must have
taken part in at least one campaign for we read that he was
imprisoned by the Perugians for a year. He was on his way
to another campaign when he was overtaken by illness at
Spoleto, and heard a voice counselling him to return to Assisi,
as God had another destiny for him.
He returned amid the jeers of his fellows, and gave himself
up to pious ways including the distribution of much of his
father's wealth, until he was turned from his home. Then
he began to work among the leper colony, and gradually
drew about him a small band of devoted followers. He gave
up the rich garb of the day and arrayed himself in a coarse
habit, tied around the middle with a rope, and walked barefoot. His amazing vitality and eloquence won more and
more men to his way of life and he travelled up and down
Italy converting men to peace and Christian humility. His
preaching was hailed as a novelty at a time when bishops
undertook this work, and they were usually far too busy
amassing wealth to bother about giving spiritual guidance
to the poor people. St. Francis's interpretation of the humanity
embodied in Christianity was a large factor in influencing the
later course of the Renaissance, for it was not of the need
to live a severe and dismal life that he preached, but of the
duty of happiness and the joy of appreciating the songbirds
and the flowers, and he modelled his life on beauty and
service.

With his passing, however, a change came over the strong
and numerous Order that he had founded, for Brother Elias,
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his successor, built a lavish and beautiful cathedral to house
his remains in splendour. This departure from the way of
life laid clown by the Founder brought about a split in
the Order.
It was to see this building commissioned by Brother Elias
that we had come to Assisi, for it was the first Gothic
cathedral erected in Italy, and is divided into two distinctive
churches, the lower and the upper. The church has a
magnificent situation high on the hillside overlooking the soft
Umbrian landscape that St. Francis loved.
The interior contrasted sharply with all the other cathedrals
that I have visited in Italy, for mysticism is the predominant
note, and though the walls of the church are covered with
frescoes they escape the baroque atmosphere so prevalent in
the Roman churches.
Here, in this cathedral of Assisi we can see the work of
Cimabue and Giotto, and trace the profound effect their
frescoes had on Italian painting. The rigid Byzantine style
of painting with its emphasis on formalism that had endured
for so many centuries was left behind, and in its place came
the first breath of that freedom of movement which quickened
painting into its best creative period.
The light was fading and our time was limited to a quick
survey of the lower and upper churches, the former of
unusual shape with a low, barrel-vault roof. We stopped at
a shop to buy specimens of the pottery for which this city
is also famous and then, as the sun sank far below us, we
set off on the last lap of our long journey back to Rome.
Down on the plain we passed, but did not have time to
visit, the huge edifice which covers the toy-like structure of
St. Francis's first church.
The next place of interest was Spoleto, which lies at the
southern end of a long narrow valley, for here in this little
Umbrian town Hannibal suffered a check that changed the
fate of the world. After the decisive battle of Lake T rasimeno
he headed straight for Rome, but here at the Porta Fuga of
Spoleto he was repulsed, and though later he came almost to
the gates of Rome this check gave the Romans time to prepare
and to rush new forces northwards. Had he not been held
here, Rome itself would have fallen and the future history of
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Europe would have had a Carthaginian rather than a Roman
character.
What a day of fulfilment it had been! Lake Trasimeno,
Perugia and Assisi all visited in one day; no wonder we
were tired and sated with sightseeing. That is, the others
were sated, bnt there was still one place that I desired to
see; the highest waterfall in Italy, which is situated at Terni;
but in this I was doomed to disappointment for darkness came
swiftly and the fall lay some two miles off the main road.
We were a strangely silent company as the hours went
by and the car sped onwards through the night. Then, no
one knows how it happened, we took the wrong turning and
went many miles off our course, so that it was ten o'clock
at night before we passed once more through the Porto Popolo
and made for the Club, a welcome meal and a well-earned rest.

NAPLES

F

OR MONTHS I had looked forward to my leave and
had planned to go to Naples and Sicily if it was at all
possible. Then came the rumours of the replacement scheme,
and when the time of our departure was almost at hand I
despaired of ever going there. However, almost out of the
blue, came the permission to proceed there on a fortnight·s
"tour of duty", and with my pass came the instructions to
leave the following day. No transport was provided, but I
had expected none, and indeed preferred to make my own
independent way. It was in the late afternoon of the 4th
December, 1944, when my pass arrived, but instead of packing
up immediately I attended to my business and then went
out to a party given by a young and charming Princess of
my acquaintance. The day happened to be the birthday of
both her companion and my driver, so we had arranged this
party to celebrate the occasion. We took some tinned Stewart
Island oysters with us, and the Princess waved the servants
aside and, while I sat on the kitchen table swinging my legs
and giving such instructions as I could call to mind on the
preparation of oyster patties she buttoned on an apron and
set to work. The result was excellent for the patties tasted
just like the ones Mother used to make.
I arrived back at the Club at eleven o'clock that night
and learning that a truck was leaving at seven-thirty next
morning packed all that I required for the journey; taking
my blankets and a plentiful supply of books on the parts
I hoped to visit. The truck left at eight o'clock next morning
and as I climbed aboard I looked forward intensely to the
forthcoming trip. I knew that it would be a lonely one and
I guessed that it would be strenuous, but at the back of my
mind I had a clear picture of the places I wanted to see, and
I was determined that no hardship would deter me. As usual
I was alone, for long experience of leave in the Middle East
had proved that I could travel further and see more if not
hampered by another who would not perhaps be prepared to
put up with the discomfort in order to see the places I wished
to visit. It was a cold dismal morning and the time of the
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year was the worst possible one for holidaying, but soldiers,
like beggars, cannot be choosers. With me in the back of the
three-tonner were three officers who soon entered into a
discussion on the pros and cons of the officers' brothels in
the Middle East. One of them had a wide knowledge of
Horace, Virgil and Ovid, but could speak equally well on the
subject of women, and he seemed a cynic as far as they were
concerned.
We passed through Cassino, stopping for a few minutes
at a military cemetery which contained many New Zealand
graves. Some residents had now returned to this most battered
city of the war, and were pathetically scratching around
among the debris on the side of the road, but I, for one,
would not have cared to venture far among the remnants
of former happy homes. I considered that this town should
have been left as it lay after the tide of battle had rolled
through it, to serve as a constant reminder to mankind of
the folly and destruction of total war.
Crossing the Volturno at Capua we soon came to Caserta,
where I planned to make my headquarters while in the
Naples area. Fortunately I had many friends at Caserta, for
in my work at Rome I had been able to do much for them,
and now that they could help me in turn they responded right
royally. It was a cold, wet afternoon, so I employed it in
planning my trip to Pompeii and reading some of the books
I had brought with me.
Wednesday the 6th December found me up and away
early, for I had arranged for a lift into Naples in a threetanner. My first view of the famous Bay, from a hilltop just
outside the city was far from impressive. The day was overcast, and the gloomy, grey seas looked far from inviting, while
Mount Vesuvius was shaded by sombre dark tints. Rainclouds
streaked across the Bay, and I thought how different it must
be on a clear Southern Italian day, when Capri would be
shining out in the middle distance with the bold headland of
Sorrento across the southern arm, while Cape Misenum rose
in sharp relief to the north-west.
I alighted in Via Roma, the long main street of the city,
and knew not which direction to take to reach Pompeii.
Soldiers of whom I enquired the way were equally vague,
and I thought with longing of my guide service in Rome,
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and contrasted my intimate knowledge of that city with my
abysmal ignorance of Naples. Still, time drifted past, and
something had to be done, so I walked to the N.A.A.F.I.only to find it closed. Then I set off for the Garabaldi
station, passing the San Carlos opera house on the way. I
am unable to compare this opera house with that of Rome
for, with the limited time at my disposal,. I had to confine
myself to sightseeing and so could not attend the afternoon
performances. From the outside it looked far from palatial,
but opinions on the merits of the two opera houses are sharply
divided. The shops in Naples seemed filled with merchandise,
although the vast majority were selling luxuries and nonessentials such as cameos and ornaments, instead of foodstuffs
and clothing. The city itself appeared shabby and dingy in
comparison with Rome and did not seem to justify the
descriptions I had read in some earlier guide books. Evidently
during the Mussolini regime strenuous efforts had been made
to clean up the city, and thus remove the bad name it had
earned throughout the world of being "a sordid city in an
enchanted setting".

Naples lies on the shores of seas famous in mythology
and she has ever been a siren city. We read that this site
was sacred to Parthenope, a siren who lured unsuspecting
sailors to their doom by her sweet singing. She plied her
seductions far to the south certainly, but when Ulysses bound
himself to the mast, and filled the ears of his sailors with
wax and thus passed safely through the danger she and her
two sisters threw tl,emselves into the sea and were drowned.
Her body drifted to this shore where the inhabitants erected
a temple to her memory. This shrine set beside the azure sea
has long since crumbled to dust though it was seen by the
historian Strabo about the time of the birth of Christ; but
the fable still remains. Long afterwards the galley bearing
Aeneas from Troy towards a new home in Italy beat up
past the lovely bay, and after that again, when the city was
now old, Boccaccio met his Fiametta here in Naples, and
wove his remembrances of her love into his stories of those
days.
Since those olden times the city has remained a lure and
a siren, and has enslaved men not with her stren"'th but with
a woman's source of power-her beauty, w~akness and
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sensuous attraction that has proved fatal to her many masters.
During her long history she has known many rulers but there
seldom, if ever, seems to have been a time when she has ruled
herself or been ruled by Neapolitans. Greeks, Romans,
barbarians, pirates, Normans, Germans; Bonapartists, Bourbons, Fascists and the Allies have been masters of her fate;
but. she has gone her own sweet way and they have all, in
turn, passed on to make room for yet another power.
She is now a city of mean, dirty houses huddled together,
and while Rome, too, lacks paint on its buildings, somehow
the omission is not so noticeable as in this southern city.
These two cities serve perhaps better than anything else to
accentuate the difference between Northern and Southern
Italy. The north is cleaner and more practical in every way,
while the south is the victim of the lassitude that besets all
people living in a climate where nature is benevolent, and
where the maxim "Cleanliness is next to Godliness" has never
penetrated.
Yet for a setting Naples has a situation that is perhaps
unique in the world, and it is this setting rather than the
city itself that people come to see. Most of the narrow streets
and alleys bear the sign "Out of Bounds-Off Limits" in
contrast with Rome where I have never seen such a sign
outside any street. Here, too, pimps and procurers ply their
trade, not least among the latter being sundry small boys on
street corners. Rome is a noisy city by reason of its transport
but here the human element is responsible for most of the
din. Everyone talks or screams at once, and with the usual
Latin excitability all gesticulate as they speak.
World-shaking events such as have made Rome a household word to-day among men of every race, colour and creed,
are here absent. Nothing of real importance to the world has
emanated from this city so I decided that I would spend more
time in the interesting places that cluster around Naples than
in the city itself. In any case I had seen many of the churches
of Rome and Florence which are far superior to those of
Naples.
I found the railway station for Pompeii at last, in a small
side street, and learning that I had an hour to wait, filled in
the time by making enquiries as to the best method of getting
to Sicily. However there was no train leaving for another
F
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three days owing to twenty-five miles of the line through
Calabria being washed out by the recent heavy rams. The
officer who told me this also said that the train was
"unlimited" and took at least twenty-four hours for the
journey, but I still wanted to go though this was far from
welcome news.
As I hurried back to the station my right shoe began to
hurt me rather badly. In my haste I had neglected my shoes
and after they had been wet the previous day they had dried
hard and were now causing me great discomfort. As this
was my first journey on an Italian train I bought a ticketa piece of foolishness I was never guilty of repeating. I went
down a muddy track between two trains, to discover that the
one which was packed to suffocation point was the one that
was going to Pompeii. People were hanging on like flies
from every vantage point, and though I walked the length
of the train I could see no place that would accommodate
even a small person like myself. Just as I was about to despair
and seek another method of conveyance the whistle sounded
and the train moved off. Acting on an impulse I jumped on
and grabbed an iron bar on one of the platforms and so
gained a precarious foothold. Talk about a rank outsider!
Thus I set off to see the sights of Pompeii, being fourth
from the steps of a third class carriage. Every time we passed
a telephone pole I uttered a fervent prayer and squeezed as
close as possible to the others, and missed death by inches.
Soon we reached the first small station and then went through
a long, dark tunnel. Long, dark tunnels have their advantages
and opportunities--{)r so I've been told-but I felt far from
happy in this one. I again considered giving up the unequal
struggle and hitch-hiking, but a natural stubborn streak in
my character bade me carry on what I had begun. At each
station I made a point of improving my position, and at the
fourth station I actually managed to obtain standing room
on the carriage platform. The Black Hole of Calcutta was a
comparatively empty room compared with the small space
into which the passengers were crowded. When I could gain
room to gaze around me I found that two Tommies were
also bound for the same destination. The other occupants of
the confined s~ace seemed packed but happy, and they
mcluded 111 thelf number many ladies of apparently easy
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virtue. Someone strummed a guitar while the others broke
into a Neapolitan love-song followed by the Italian version
of "South of the Border" and "You Are My Sunshine".
A girl with hot, lustful eyes tried to start up a conversation
in English with me, about Arabic of all things, but I was not
interested, and preferred to look at the scenery, for on one side
was Mt. Vesuvius while on the other was the Bay of Naples.
The soil here being volcanic in origin was very fertile, and
there were many orange groves. I had expected Vesuvius to
be larger and more impressive than it is, and to my surprise
I found it to be one of two peaks. The peak that erupted so
disastrously in A.D. 79 and destroyed Pompeii, Stabaie and
Herculaneum was the higher one, Mt. Somma, but it now lies
dormant while Vesuvius is active. Most authorities agree that
this latter peak was formed as a result of that first tremendous
eruption. Since those far-<>ff times there have been many
disastrous eruptions, not the least among their number being
the one that occurred in 1944 shortly after the Allies had
captured Naples. Traces of the lava flow from this outbreak
can still be seen like dark scars on the mountainside, yet
familiarity breeds contempt, and the people of the little villages
that cluster on the side of this ever-present menace to their
safety go about their business with quiet unconcern. The
height of the mountain varies from eruption to eruption, but
averages 4,000 feet. Though it is a very small mountain it
is known all over the world because of the disaster that
occurred nearly two thousand years ago, while larger and
more beautiful mountains are doomed to comparative
obscurity. Goethe has called it "a peak of hell rising out of
paradise", but whatever we call it we cannot ignore it when
we are in Naples, for there it lies, the most dominant feature
of the landscape, and from whatever point we look about us
it is the first of the landmarks seen.
The Tommies and I left the train at New Pompeii and the
usual guide, who is always to be found at such places, made
the usual approach. We told him that we had been there
before, but we allowed ourselves to be persuaded into
accepting his services. Telling him that I_'Ve had been there
before brought the price down considerably, and put him on
his mettle to be better than our previous mythical guide. Our
first visit was to the cathedral of Pompeii of which I had
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heard such glowing reports from Kiwis who had been there.
He steered us past the entrance to the cathedral and into a
girls' orphanage and a small museum, both of which were
beside the cathedral. They would perhaps have been worth
a visit if we had had a week at our disposal at Pompeii, but
we had only a day. After we had "done" the museum he
showed us the small kiddies at work in their classrooms, then
wanted to show us where they slept. By this time I was
tired of orphanages, especially as my foot was now hurting
me more than ever, so I pointed out very forcibly that we
desired to see the cathedral and not where his orphans slept.
"But" he remonstrated, "they are not in bed-just to see
where they sleep."
In exasperation I insisted we go immediately to the church.
It was very ornate, extremely baroque in style and, in my
opinion, far inferior to many of the lovely churches of Rome.
I failed to see why so many of the Kiwis raved about it.
For richness of decoration-which seemed its main claim to
fame-it would not bear comparison with the church of the
Gesu, to mention but one of its rivals in Rome. The guide
took great pride in pointing out the various photos and
paintings of the donor which were liberally displayed everywhere. The giving of a church seemed a good form of
advertisement in this particular case. The guide and I had
a slight difference of opinion as to where the original of a
copy of a statue of St. Cecilia was to be found in Rome. He
insisted that it was in the Vatican Museum, while I was
certain that I had seen it in the church of St. Cecilia in
Trastavere.
We left the church and went back along the railway line
to Old Pompeii, entering the site of the antiquities through
the Nola Gate.
Having already visited Ostia it was interesting to compare
it with Pompeii and see in what way the two towns differed.
While Ostia was a busy port handling the commerce and
shipping trade of the mightiest city of its day, Pompeii was
merely a small provincial city having little importance save
as a fashionable resort of the middle classes. While Ostia had
successfully solved the acute housing problems of the day by
building huge tenements with several floors, here in Pompeii
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the poorer families were huddled into one room which was
sometimes divided by a wooden partition.
The vast importance now attached to it lies in the fact
that whereas Ostia slowly decayed and was deserted-though
still known to the inhabitants of the surrounding regionPompeii at the height of its prosperity was suddenly stricken
from the comity of cities and hidden under a blanket of ashes
for many hundreds of years, until mankind was thoroughly
awakened to the importance of studying the lives and times
of the ancients. This is the real miracle of Pompeii. Had
it been unearthed two hundred years before, most of the
buildings would not have been cherished and protected but,
instead, would have been destroyed in a mad hunt for
treasures. Now we can reconstruct with most intimate detail
the story of that era, for the excavations have laid bare not
only the dwellings but the mode of life, the last terror-stricken
moments and the death-agonies of the people who perished
here.
Pompeii, at the time of its destruction, was a bustling city
of twenty thousand people. The stately homes of the
patricians, the modest shops of the working quarters, the
public baths and brothels, the Forum and the theatres, serve
to show us what the city was like before it was overwhelmed.
The public baths and the theatres were no doubt crowded
with idlers filling in time and the bars and wineshops were
favourite resorts, just as they are in Italy to·day. Shops bear
a great resemblance to those of modern times, save that there
seem to have been no large chain stores. The small bread and
confectionery shops were as much in evidence then as now.
The house of ill-fame probably has been visited by a greater
number of people of all classes than any other such establishment in the world, for it is featured as one of the star
attractions of the town. But while it is seen by all who go
to Pompeii, no one ever writes about it. Cut into the
cobblestones of a nearby street and pointing towards the house
is a stone representation of part of the male anatomy, while
protruding from the wall of the dwelling itself is another
such sign, informing passers·by of the nature of the business
carried on inside. Inside the building itself and above the
doorway of each room are pornographic frescoes showing the
technique employed by the girl occupying that particular
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apartment and leaving nothing to the imagination. All that
remain of the one-time furnishings are the stone, shelf-hke
beds that once bore silent witness to many a lustful scene.
In our cities we try to hide the houses of ill-fame under a
cloud of so-called respectability but it is evident that mock
modesty and prudery did not form part of the make-up of
those days.
When inspecting other relics of the past, I have been
impressed by the small change in the way of life since Roman
times, and here it was still more apparent that many of the
luxuries and amenities of modern life were also enjoyed in
those far-off times.
We have a clear outline of the incidents of the eruption,
for Pliny the Younger, who was at Misenum at the time,
wrote two letters to the historian Tacitus describing the death
of his uncle, Pliny the Elder, who was in command of the
Roman fleet at the port of Misenum, near where Naples
lies to-day.
When Vesuvius belched forth its death-dealing avalanche
of fire Pliny the Elder put to sea so that he could observe the
phenomenon, and also render assistance to the survivors. He
landed at Stabaie, further along the coast from Pompeii where
he met his death, probably being choked to death by tl1e
poisonous fumes emitted by the eruption. It seems evident
that there was no flow of lava on this occasion, but that
Pompeii was covered by a hail of ashes and stones which
fell in tremendous quantities. When death rained down from
the skies and the •ight of the sun was darkened, and it
seemed that the day of doom was at hand many left everything and fled to safety. They were the lucky ones, for those
who relied on their homes and the thickness of their walls
for their protection were smothered under the deluge of
ashes and small stones, while those who attempted to take
their cherished possessions with them were often struck down
and killed as they fled. Death sought all alike-the wealthy
merchant, the strong soldier, the beautiful woman and the
feeble old slave, all perished under such circumstances as men
had never dreamed of. And when it was over and the skies
had cleared and Vesuvius had settled to an uneasy quietness
men came no more to this site to make their homes, for it
seemed a place accursec! by the gods. Many thousands
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perished in this calamity which is one of the worst natural
catastrophes recorded in the history of Europe.
Unfortunately only sixteen years before this eruption of
A.D. 79 enveloped the city there had been a severe earthquake
which laid most of Pompeii in ruins, so that actually the
buildings we see to-day represent only the type of architecture
of a short period in the middle of the first century after
Christ, instead of giving us a picture of the many generations
of styles that must have existed before the earthquake. The
fact of its being saved for us by its protective covering has
made it a household name throughout the world to-day.
However important Pompeii is-and it is important-it
seemed to me to be a bare city with only the bones showing,
for I could not work up the same enthusiasm that I felt for
many of the historical monuments of Rome.
When we had seen all that it was possible to see in the
time at our disposal we returned to the railway station, where
we quickly despatched a couple of strong vermouths while
waiting for the train. Over the drinks I learned from one of
the Tommies who was "in the know" how it was possible to
go to Yugo-Slavia, so I made a mental note of his advice for
I had hopes of seeing that country before I returned to New
Zealand. He also told me that later he would help me get
to Brindisi.
The train was crowded again, and I was thankful that
I had the two vermouths under my belt, for there was much
pushing and shoving and the smell of garlic was terrible.
We reached Naples at last, and went immediately to the
Naafi, for I had eaten only one apple since early morning,
and it was now nearly five o'clock in the afternoon. The
Naafi was housed in the Royal Palace of Naples, the facade
of which is adorned with modern statues of most of the
famous kings of Naples. The architect Fontana-who also
worked on St. Peter's in Rome-began the construction of
this Palace in 1600 but his design was later altered and spoiled.
The most famous and beautiful part of this building is the
broad, white, marble staircase. At the Naafi I had a cup
of tea before obtaining a lift to Caserta in a truck taking the
opera-goers back from the San Carlos theatre. The Sisters
and the male staff with whom I travelled were soon singing
all the old favourite songs of New Zealand, and my thoughts
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went back to trips I had made in New Zealand in the happy
days before the war.
After tea I met a soldier in the canteen who expressed a
desire to accompany me to Paestum on the morrow. I pointed
out the difficulties that lay in the way of getting there and
back in a day, but he said he would come if he could obtain
leave. I would have been glad of his company, for the trip
promised to be not only lonely but strenuous, as Paestum
lies far off the beaten track. I was in a quandary as to what
to take with me; for I had two courses open: one was to
trust to luck that I could return to Caserta on the same day,
and thus need taken nothing with me, while the other was
to take a blanket and food and, if the worst came to the worst,
to sleep in one of the Greek temples by the lonely seashore,
though I now had a bad cold through having wet feet all day,
and I did not relish the idea of sleeping out in the middle of
winter. Finally I left the decision till the morning. When
I awoke rain was pouring down, but nevertheless I decided
to trust to my proverbial luck while on leave and take neither
food nor blankets with me. My companion-to-be did not
arrive at the appointed hour so I set off alone. I was fortunate
in finding a truck going to Salerno, which ensured me a
good lift on my way. In a steady downpour we skirted
Naples and cut across the base of the promontory of Sorrento
to Salerno which has a lovely situation at the foot of high
hills sweeping down to the Gulf of Salerno. This city is
famous for the recent landing of the Allied Forces during the
invasion of Italy, ana for the stubborn fighting that took place
in its neighbourhood. It is also noted for its cathedral built
by Robert Guiscard in 1080 and said to contain the remains
of St. Matthew, the disciple of Christ. This cathedral also
contains the tomb of Hildebrand who, as Pope Gregory VII,
was one of the greatest leaders the Church has ever had. He
it was who commenced that great struggle against the
temporal power of the Holy Roman Emperor that finally led
to the subjection of those haughty monarchs. As he lay
dying here in Salerno he said, "I have loved justice and hated
iniquity, therefore I die in exile"; but actually the cause for
which he had struggled so long and so nobly was already
won through his efforts, and never again did the Emperor
hold such sway as the Pope.
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Though I should have liked to visit this cathedral time
did not permit, for many miles still lay before me. Three
hitch-hikes took me to the village of Battipaglia, where I had
to branch off to reach Paestum which lies on the coast. As
I had brought nothing to eat with me I purchased a couple
of apples and half a kilo of walnuts, and started off down
the road leading out of the town. For a short while I waited
hopefully at the first milestone out of Battipaglia, but it was
soon evident that little or no military traffic frequented that
lonely road; so I set off to cover the thirteen miles to Paestum
on foot. I was determined to get there if I had to walk every
inch of the way, but I am an incurable optimist and kept
looking back over my shoulder as I trudged down that flat,
straight road. Several Italian lorries passed me, but though
the drivers gazed curiously at a lone New Zealander trying
to thumb a ride, none of them fell for the bait of a packet
of cigarettes which I held in my hand, so there was nothing
to do but keep plodding on. The rain had ceased by this
time, though the day was still cloudy and overcast. I do not
mind walking, in fact I rather enjoy it, but on this occasion
I was rather concerned as to where I would spend the night,
so I made the pace a brisk one.
Mile after mile I put behind me before I obtained my
first lift-on a pig-swill lorry of all vehicles-but I did not
mind for it was going in the right direction. The only thing
wrong with this form of transport was that it did not go
far enough; so once more I set off to walk. Then came the
greatest disappointment of the day. I heard a motor in the
distance and looking round saw a hearse coming steadily and
purposefully towards me. Here was the answer to my prayers
.for, I thought, at a pinch I could sit on the coffin. But to my
disgust the driver drove woodenly past me, and I was left
standing by the roadside. This almost proved the last straw,
but I consoled myself with the thought that I had only
another five miles to go to Paestum. Soon down the road
came a high-wheeled Italian farm cart drawn by a horse and
a donkey. I stopped it, climbed on the load of fragrant hay
and finished the journey in style. As we neared the tiny
village by the desolate seashore I was thrilled to see three
mighty Greek temples rising above the hovels. Here at last
F2
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was the destination worthy of all my trouble, for this was
the lure that had led me southwards.
Once upon a time, when the rest of Italy was mainly
savage, and when the small hill town of Rome counted for
little in men's minds and imaginations this now lonely seashore
was graced by these lovely Greek temples, and inhabited by
a numerous and highly cultured population. Paestum, now
so far away from civilisation and the centres of interest and
industry was then ·a power to be reckoned with in the world.
On this seashore five hundred years before the birth of
Christ the Greek craftsmen, ever a seafaring race, built a
sublime monument to the god of the sea. This temple of
Neptune has come down to us as one of the finest examples
of Doric architecture in the world, and is a worthy rival of the
better known Parthenon on the Acropolis at Athens.
The fluted pillars of this temple give the building a
gigantic and massive appearance, without destroying its
gracefulness and simplicity of line. When we see how the
columns divide the interior into small spaces we realize that
here was no organised brotherhood of worship such as takes
place in a Christian church, but each man, after he had
sacrificed at the altar which stood outside the temple, would
enter the building and, secluded behind a pillar, offer prayers
to his deity.
There are three main temples at Paestum, all Doric in
style and all well worth a visit. The principal one is this
mighty temple of Neptune, then comes the so-called basilica
alongside it, which was probably the temple of Demeter and
Persephone, while on the right as we face the sea, is the
smaller temple of Ceres. Usually when our mind is intent
upon appreciating spectacles of beauty and grandeur such as
these temples afford, we are constantly hampered by an
ignorant but voluble caretaker or guide pouring a great deal
of misinformation into our ears. Here, fortunately, I wa& left
alone to enjoy myself amid the solitude, and could conjure
up a picture of the city and temples when they were clothed
in all their glory. How the rough townsmen of the Italian
and Roman cities must have gazed in awe and astonishment

when they entered Paestum and saw such splendid places of
worsh1p. Where once was this magnificent city there is the
desolation and quietness of a region where mankind no longer

builds cities but is content to huddle in hovels and win a
precarious living from the scanty soil. One of the reasons
for the decline and fall of Paestum was its unhealthy climate,
for this part of Italy is very malarious.
At one time the city gave her name to the Gulf which
is now known as the Gulf of SJlerno. All record of her life
is lost, and we must rely on these temples as tangible proof
that she was once a wonder city. Her coins prove that she
was extremely wealthy, and their design shows that the
standard of art and craftsmanship was not confined to temple
construction. Truly has it been said that the lost greatness
of these Hellenic settlers in Italy, who were submerged· by
barbarian onslaughts, must be counted as one of the major
misfortunes that has befallen the human race. For all their
age and lack of care there was something about these temples
by the sea that was lacking even in the mightiest churches
of Christendom. St. Peter's left no such impression of true
beauty such as I experienced here at Paestum. It was easy
to see why admiration for Greek culture and Greek forms
of beauty has survived throughout the ages. Time has worn
the stones of these temples to a golden colour that perfectly
matches their sublime simplicity.
Virgil tells of the beauty of the "twice-flowering roses of
Paestum" but most modern writers seem to imply that the
roses bloom no longer amongst the desolation that surrounds
the temples. However, the first thing that I noticed when
I took my eyes off the temples was an orderly rose-garden
tended by the caretaker of the monuments. It was winter
time, yet the red roses were in full bloom and ere I left I
picked a beautiful bud. On my return to Caserta I pressed
the petals between the pages of a book-roses that are
mentioned in a book written two thousand years age are not
seen every day. I reasoned that if the roses were blooming in
December they must bloom again in the late springtime;
therefore Virgil's words are as true to-day as when they
were written.

I reluctantly made my way back along the road leading
to Battipaglia, thinking as I went that if I had to walk every
foot of the way my journey would still have been worth
while. When I had gone but a few hundred yards I was
cheered to see an army truck coming in the right direction.

172

Kiwis on Tour in Egypt and Italy

I stopped it and asked for a ride back to Battipaglia. "Hop
in the back," said the Tommy driver. "We're going right
through Battipaglia."
With a sigh of relief I climbed aboard thinking my
troubles were over, but to our mutual disgust the truck
would not start again. We managed to collect enough people
to push it along the road and though by our united efforts
we attained a fair speed, the motor refused to start. I could
not help smiling; everything that could go wrong seemed
to be doing so. However, another truck of the same unit
came along at that moment and I rode back in that one.
Three-thirty found me at Battipaglia, only sixty-seven miles
from my bed at Caserta. I was still wondering where I would
be able to spend the night, for the days draw swiftly to a
close in Southern Italy. My luck had now definitely changed
for the better and in a few moments I was on a ten-ton
truck and bound for the outskirts of Naples. It was dark
when I left this truck and I had to walk through the unlit
streets to the central piazza and set about the rather hopeless
task of getting back to Caserta. The worst possible time to
try and hitch-hike is at night and truck after truck, mostly
driven by Americans, went past me. Finally I managed to
obtain a lift that took me right out into the country and
dropped me at a cross-roads. I had not the faintest idea
where I was nor how far it was to Caserta, but trusted to my
sense of direction. Lights appeared in the distance and drew
rapidly nearer. I put my hand up and pointed in the direction
I wished to go. To my astonishment a naval staff-car drew
to a halt and the occupants offered me a lift into Caserta,
and I finished the journey in style. What a day it had been!
As I arrived home far too late for supper I had to be content
with my memories, but I did not regret forfeiting two meals
for that day.
Next morning I went again into Naples and first of all
visited the railway station to make enquiries about rail travel
to Sicily. The R.T.O. told me that I would first of all have
to go to Taranto and wait there in a transit camp until
I could get down to Reggio, so I asked him about the direct
line to this capital of Calabria.
"'Yes," he admitted, "it would be quicker to go that way,
but it is a civilian train, and I have no jurisdiction over it."

I talked to him very nicely and he finally agreed that he
would later send one of his interpreters with me to the station
manager to see what could be done.
Later I took the train to Herculaneum, and there engaged
a guide with a long, white moustache who was the greatest
yes-man I have ever met. No matter what I said he agreed
with me. Now I always look with suspicion on any guide
who agrees with everything I say, but in this case found that
he not only had an excellent knowledge but possessed the
ability to impart it. The antiquities of Herculaneum are more
compact than those of either Ostia or Pompeii, but are none
the less interesting. The houses here evidently belonged to
a wealthier class than did those of Pompeii, for they were
not only larger but more ornately embellished. Herculaneum
was formerly on the sea, but now it lies some distance inland.
We saw the remains of an ancient dry-dock built when the
waves lapped the walls of the city and tired old men spent
the languid hours fishing from these mighty walls just as
to-day they fish from the wharves of half the world.
Here life was placid and stately, for wealth was king and
luxuries such as our generation has scarcely dreamed of were
looked on as commonplace things; here lust and refinement
went hand in hand, the one as unashamed as the other.
Courtesans, proud Roman matrons and humble slaves alike
made their way down these narrow paved streets and alike
were overwhelmed in that fearful disaster that men thought
presaged the end of the world. In a moment the placid way
of life was changed to confusion and all was wild haste and
terror. Many of the victims have now been unearthed and
they lie to-day in the attitude in which death came swiftly
and terribly upon them. While Pompeii was smothered under
a hail of ashes and small stones, Herculaneum was deluged
beneath a blanket of mud which, owing to the torrential
downpour that accompanied the eruption, set as hard as
cement. Because of this the city presented great difficulties
in its uncovering, but the best brains among the excavators
gave heed to the problem and tackled it so successfully that
we can now see, even more clearly than at Pompeii, the style.
of houses and the life of those far-off days.
I was astonished to see that the swastika design was a
favourite one with the ancient mosaic workers, just as it was
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a favourite motif in India centuries before the Nazis thought
to make it the emblem of their pagan way of life. The mosaics
here appealed to me far more than did those of Pompeii and
they seemed to be better preserved. The guide, between
attempts to sell me phallic symbols which he claimed to be
genuine antiques, pointed out the charred beds in the houses
and even charred walnuts found in a shop, and finally
showed a bas-relief of an operation being performed on a
general.
I returned to Naples in an American Red Cross bus that
went first of all to Torre Greco to stop at a warehouse selling
cameos and coral-work where I bought an unset cameo which
I subsequently sold for a handsome profit on my return to
Rome. Back in Naples I had lunch, then went again to the
station, meeting an Australian Air Force officer who gave me
the idea of trying to fly to Sicily. He told me not to book
at the office at Naples but to go direct to the drome and make
arrangements there. At the station I was taken by the
interpreter to the stationmaster from whom I learned that the
line was still out but that I could transfer at Paulo to another
train which would take me to Reggio. It sounded very "iffy"
to me, for I had never heard of Paulo, but the stationmaster
assured me that it would be all right, and that I could make
arrangements for a seat on the train with the interpreter on
the morrow. In the afternoon I went out to the airfield,
learned that a plane left every morning for Palermo, then
went to the office wl-ere a clerk after reading my pass referred
me back to the Air Booking Office in Naples. At Air Booking
Office I was immediately shunted to the Air Priorities where
an American major told me that I should have an air
movement paper, and advised me to go back to the drome
and try across the field at Base Operations where, I gathered,
they were not so particular about such things as movement
orders. At Base Operations the pilots' room was decorated
with notices in very bold print stating that no one could fly
Without the correct movement order, but ignoring them in
the best New Zealand manner I spoke with the duty pilot
and gathered that if there were any planes going to Sicily
I could get a ride. However, though there were planes
scheduled for most of the Middle East dromes there was
nothing from this side of the field booked for Sicily.

Back at Caserta I turned my efforts at gaining an air
movement order to military channels, and was told to come
back in the morning and see if anything could be done. As
next morning was cold, wet and miserable I stayed in camp
waiting as patiently as I could to see if anyone there could
help me in my efforts. At lunch-time it was apparent that
I was wasting my time, so I set of! for Naples where the
interpreter showed me to my seat in the train. It seemed too
good to be true that it was actually arranged and I felt sure
that sooner or later there would be a hitch somewhere. I
wandered desultorily through the streets of Naples till dinnertime and after the meal set of! through heavy rain to the
station. When the interpreter and I found my carriage in the
dark the train was already packed by patient souls who had
waited for hours to ensure that they would be able to travel.
We could not get the door open at first on account of the
crowd inside, but we used our authority and I found myself
in the very seat that I had been promised. I had a wait of
two and a half hours ahead of me, so made myself as
comfortable as possible, and then took stock of my travelling
companions. Sharing the double seats with me in my
particular compartment of the carriage were a young,
unshaven, thin, consumptive student going from Rome to
Reggio, 'a thick-set Italian soldier, an old grizzled countryman from near Syracuse, and his daughter of twelve. Dickens
would have enjoyed this company, I thought as I guarded my
kitbag between my knees, for I had been repeatedly warned
against the thieves who operate in the trains, and was taking
no chances. The carriage was packed to the doors and the
atmosphere was thick with the odour of the "great unwashed",
but by the grace of God I was blessed with a heavy cold so
did not suffer any discomforts on this score. During my
travels I had learned that no matter what type of men you
meet in travel, provided you are prepared to talk with them,
to eat with them, and to laugh with them, they will welcome
you as a friend and brother. I found this true of my present
company.
We were only ten minutes late in starting, a minor miracle

for Italian railways to-day, but progress throughout the night
was slow. The Italians are one of the most voluble races on
the face of the earth, and all night long there was a babe! of
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sound in the carriage. At one stop I was surprised to hear
an English voice raised in obscene abuse. The door opened
and in came a Tommy who without delay or explanation
demanded that the Italians nearest the door should open their
valises and expose the contents. I gathered that he was
searching for contraband of some sort, and he stood not upon
ceremony but threw belongings in all directions. Evidently
there was some infringement on the part of one young Italian
for he was taken off the train. The whistle blew and we
moved off into the darkness, while the Italians either discussed
the incident or shrugged philosophically and accepted it as
part of the lot of a conquered people. Some time during the
night we passed through Paestum, and then once more I was
rolling over strange ground. The morning light found us
speeding southwards through a desolate, hilly countryside on
the right, while on the left surged the sullen steely-grey sea.
Calabria! It sounds a fascinating name, and in the past it
had a fascinating history, but of recent years its main claim
to fame is its sharing with Sicily the honour (if it be an
honour) of producing some of the most successful American
gangsters. As it lies off the beaten track it is seldom visited
by tourists, and in fact it has little to tempt the traveller
who comes to Italy to study art and ancient culture. There
are no large cities in Calabria, and our stops at the tiny townships along the line were of short duration. There was only
one place along this stretch from Paestum to Reggio that
held any special interest for me-the little town of Pizzo.
All my life I have been a keen student of Napoleonic times
and a keen and constant admirer of Joachim Murat, the
dashing, brilliant cavalry leader who married Napoleon's sister
and who later became king of Naples. He lost his throne in
the days when the star of the Corsican was on the wane, and
here on the desolate Calabrian coastline he made his last
desperate bid to regain his lost power. Landing with a small
body of followers he attempted to ·sway the country in his
favour but was rewarded with scant success, was captured,
and met his death before a firing squad in this remote little
village. Thus passed one of tl1e most romantic figures of a
romantic age. He had his faults and they were glaring ones,
but to the end he faced the world with a laughing and

dauntless courage that has shone through the intervening years
and I always picture him as a Laughing Cavalier.
At Paola it was necessary to leave the train and travel by
horse-drawn traps to a temporary station two kilometres
further on, as one of the large bridges had been destroyed.
While we waited for the connecting train I met two Americans
who claimed that they were on five days' leave from Marseilles
and that they were going to Agrigento to see their relatives.
After a wait of two hours we moved off again. The route
now was very picturesque, for tiny villages adorned the headlands overlooking the sea, and Sicily could be seen looming
up in the distance. We passed the rock of Scylla-mentioned
in Homer's "Odyssey" which combined with Charybdis on
the opposite shore to menace all passing mariners. Homer
represented the rock as a siren with the face of a beautiful
virgin whose pure and lovely countenance diabolically
lured men to their doom. The Straits of Messina are narrow
and turbulent, and a treacherous current runs through this
historic waterway, often causing whirlpools much feared by
small craft. Although Messina was plainly visible across the
narrow straits we did not get off at the nearest point to
Sicily but continued on to Reggio where St. Paul called on
his way to Rome. There I was hailed by a youthful sailor
who came from Auckland and who forcefully and obscenely
expressed his pleasure at the sight of a fellow New Zealander
in such an out-of-the-way place.

SICILY
AMONG THE MYRIAD ISLANDS that dot the Medi£1.. terranean Sea Sicily ranks foremost not only in size but
in historical importance, for in past ages it played a predominant part in the history of the Middle East. With an
area of 10,000 square miles the island to-day supports a
population of 5,000,000. One of the principal exports of Sicily
is sulphur which this country produces in greater quantities
than any other place in Europe. Oranges and lemons are also
exported. Parts of the island are extremely fertile, especially
in the area at the foot of Mt. Etna and around Palermo.
Sicily boasts a very temperate climate even in the winter-time,
and though it was December when I was there I found the
weather delightful and the days far warmer than in Southern
Italy. The people of Sicily are even more indolent and backward, but yet prouder than those of Calabria and Apulia in
Southern Italy, and there is keen feeling between the Italians
and the Sicilians. It is said, whether with truth I do not know,
that Mussolini followed the policy of keeping Sicily in a
poverty-stricken state, and that this is one of the reasons why
the people are now clamouring for self-government and for
complete independence.
Long after the Saracens had ceased to dominate the island
the Arab influence persisted, to be reflected in the present-day
indolence of the Sicilians.
Sicily takes its name from the Siculi, a tribe who, according
to some authorities, came from Africa by way of Pantellaria
in llOO B.c. to oust a weaker people and assume control. Next
came the venturesome Greeks, setting out on the maritime
adventures that did so much to spread their culture around
the shores of the Mediterranean. At first they contented
themselves with placing colonies at strategic points on the
coast, but gradually their influence spread inland and over the
whole island. During a long period the various cities fought
for power or for independence, and the history is confused
with the names of petty tyrants and with various factions
who for a short time gained the upper hand. Then the island
became a battlefield where Greece, Carthage and Rome fought
l iS

a three-cornered contest for the supremacy of the Mediterranean world. From this conflict Rome emerged victorious.
In the beginning of the ninth century the island was
invaded by the Saracens, and during their reign Sicily gained
some magnificent buildings, and their architectural style can
be traced even to-day. By this time the Normans had established themselves in Italy and they cast envious eyes on the
more temperate southern island. Roger and Robert Guiscard,
two Norman adventurers, were responsible for the conquest
and the capture of much rich booty, and many lovely women
fell into their hands. Sicily became a country where Jew,
Christian or Moslem could live side by side, each religion
tolerated by the others and by the rulers also-a remarkable
state for mediaeval times. Prosperity such as the island had
never known followed the wise policy of the Normans, and
many of the gems of architecture that adorn Sicily to-day
date from this time. There followed a period of decline when
French, Spanish and Neapolitan rulers each gained power for
a time. The last great episode in the island's history occurred
when Garabaldi, the great Italian patriot, landed at Marsala
with his "Immortal Thousand" and cleared the country. After
he had driven the Neapolitans from Sicily the islanders, by
an enormous majority, elected to become a part of the newlyformed kingdom of Italy. Now, after the defeat of Italy by
the Allies, there is a widespread agitation for secession from
Italy, and the establishment of a local government.
After dinner in Reggio, Calabria, I went to the wharf
where a crowd of civilians were huddled under all available
shelter, taking cover from the heavy rain that had begun to
fall. Customs officials were busy looking through luggage
and I saw a great many packages of cigarettes confiscated.
The Tommies who were assisting in the search told me that
the price of a packet of twenty cigarettes in Sicity was 10s.,
but later I saw them being sold for 15s., or ninepence for each
cigarette. Darkness fell when the ferry was half way across
the Straits, and so I saw but little of the excellent harbour
of Messina. This city had suffered from an appalling earthquake in 1908 when almost 100,000 people lost their lives. The
city took a long time to recover and much of the restora~wn
was due to the work of the Fascists. The campmgn for SJc1ly
lent the city especial importance and it was heavily bombed
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and shelled, for it was from here that the Germans escaped
from the island to the mainland. Experts have stated that
98 per cent of the houses and buildings suffered through this
bombardment.
We landed near a badly damaged railway ~tation and I
struggled through mud and slush until I came to a lighted
part of the station where a Tommy signaller welcomed me
aboard a diesel rail-car with comfortable upholstered seats.
I did not look forward to yet another train journey, but I had
decided to leave my sightseeing in Messina until my return
and go at least as far as Taormina that evening. There was
the usual chaos that heralds the departure of any train in this
part of the world, and I looked in vain for the R.T.O. Just
before the train was due to leave a very beautiful girl entered
the compartment. She was the first lady R.T.O. I had seen
but she soon proved that she was far more efficient than the
average male, for in a very short time she had straightened
out all the knotty problems as to who were to travel in the
compartment and where they were to sit. She scolded me
for not having previously booked my seat, but when I pointed
out that I had only just arrived on the ferry and knew nothing
of the Sicilian regulations she smiled and forgave me. Travel
in the island was free for military personnel and certain
compartments in the railcar were set aside for their use. I
talked to the Tommies in charge of the mail and they advised
me, if there was no truck waiting at Giardini (the station for
Taormina), to go on and spend the night at Catania. This
mode of travelling was infinitely preferable to and faster than
the Naples-Reggio train and we wasted no time at the small
stations en route.
It was still raining steadily when we reached Giardini and
as no truck was in sight I followed the Tommies' advice and
went on to Catania where I contacted the R.T.O. He asked
the interpreter to accompany me to a pension, which turned
out to be a very third-rate place, where a slatternly woman
informed me that I would have to share a room with two
others. It was almost ten o'clock at night, and as beggars
cannot be choosers I went with her to a small room where
two young Italian soldiers were preparing for bed. The sheets
were far from clean, but after a glance at my chance
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companions, who seemed honest enough, I wasted no time in
following their example.
It was a glorious morning when I awoke and, after
considering all things I decided to go back to Taormina and
see it at its best. There was a diesel rail-car leaving shortly
after breakfast so I had a meal at the Tommy camp near the
station, then boarded the diesel. Soon I was passing Acireale
where I caught my first glimpse of the seven rocks in the sea,
reputed to be those thrown by Polyphemus at Ulysses after
that crafty wanderer had first blinded the giant Cyclops and
then taunted him as he fled from his vengeance. The beautiful
snow-clad giant, Mt. Etna, was in view all the time, its peak
free from clouds and rising perfectly clear in the morning air,
with a thin wisp of smoke drifting away to the east. With
a height of 10,700 feet Etna is the loftiest volcano in Europe
and is the most predominant feature of Sicily, for it can be
seen from the greater part of the island. Its summit is almost
always covered with snow, and the sunsets seen from Taormina are world-famous. We passed a stream of burned-out
lava, black and coal-like from some ancient eruption of Etna,
and the smoke curling from the mountain showed that the
monster was still sleeping uneasily and liable at any moment
to awaken and belch forth fresh disaster upon the island.
Yet the slopes of Etna rank amongst the most thickly
populated areas in the world, with twelve hundred people
to the square kilometre and vineyards and olive plantations
covering every available space. Man has here turned the
destructive forces of nature to his own benefit, for the Sicilians
early learned that though the molten lava may bring death
and destruction it also enriches the soil.
The station for Taormina is Giardini, and the town itself
lies on a hilltop at a height of 400 feet. It is reached by either
a winding road of three miles or a shorter goat-track up the
side of the steep cliff. Taormina is now the main rest centre
for British troops and Navy personnel stationed on the south
coast of Sicily and on Malta, and a more charming spot it
would be hard to find. The Germans used this town as their
Sicilian headquarters and put up a stiff fight before it f~ll
to the Allies. The Navy had stood off-shore and shelled 1t,
and later I was shown where a shell had scored almost a
direct hit on the headquarters of the German Field-Marshal.
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Lord Nelson figures in the later chapters of the story of
Taormina, for here he spent many happy hours with Lady
Hamilton; and his descendants own much property on the
island.
This town overlooking the sea has a very ancient history,
but most people who come here have no interest in things
archaic for the wondrous views that present themselves on a
sunny day-and most of the days at Taormina are sunny
days-so claim their attention that they gladly forget ruins
and long-dead personalities. Taormina has been said by many
world-travellers to be the loveliest spot on earth, and while
I consider this to be an exaggeration, I must confess that I,
too, fell a victim to its charm, and was not disappointed after
having read such glowing accounts of this beauty spot.
In peace time it was thronged by hundreds of English,
American and continental tourists of the more wealthy classes,
each trying to outdo the other in fulsome praise of its beauty,
but now silent Tommies who mostly take its beauty, as they
take everything else, as a matter of course, wander through
the narrow mediaeval streets, or loiter in the wine-bars. There
was a truck waiting at the station to take a Sister to the
well-known San Domenico Hotel, which is now used as a
rest hotel for commissioned ranks, and the driver offered me
a lift. After a run of twenty minutes we arrived at the hotel,
a magnificent building overlooking the cliff that faced seawards, and there I said good-bye to the Sister and set off to
explore the town. Above the shopping and residential area
loomed a castle perched on a craggy point, and beyond that
and even higher I could see the tiny village of Caste! Mola,
commanding a view over the whole district, looking as if it
would repay the trouble of climbing to it. I therefore wasted
no time in taking the narrow goat track lined with hed<>es
of prick! y cactus, that wound round the steep hillside. A~ I
ascended the view broadened, becoming more magnificent at
every step, so I took my time, pausing often to gaze at the
wonderful panorama of sea, sky and mountain spreading out
below and around me. The waves played touch with the
yellow crescent of sand, and the haze over the distant Calabrian
coastline was not so heavy that it altogether concealed the
mountainous aspect of that rugged and wild countryside.
Mmute specks on the horizon dragging a tiny plume of
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smoke, showed where the ships that ply the now peaceful
waters of the Mediterranean were going about their lawful
occasions, while closer inland the fishing boats from the small
ports along the coast lay without motion on the calm sea. lt
was an enchanting morning and the clear air, like wine, was
inclined to have an intoxicating effect, and to banish all
thoughts of the war that rocked the world. I realised that
this spot above all others I had visited was the ideal place
for a honeymoon.
The streets of Caste! Mob were so small and narrow that
either wall could be touched by stretching out a hand. Then,
after passing through these streets and catching intimate
glances of the family life of the villagers through the open
doorways, I came to a tiny piazza where I was engaged in
conversation by the shrewdest business man I have ever met.
There was no mention at first of any such mundane things
as buying or selling, for we discussed in English the perfect
weather and the wonderful view that lay around us. Then,
gently and without apparent persuasion he led me to his cafe
where a notice indicated that he dispensed wines, omelettes
and walnuts, so I ordered all three while he talked pleasantly
on general topics. The wine and walnuts were forthcoming
immediately, and he promised that the best omelette I had
tasted since leaving home would be waiting for me on my
return from an inspection of the ruined fort that crowned
the village.
He brought out four huge visitors' books, containing many
illustrious names and said with regret that the Germans had
taken away one containing the signatures of many of their
leaders rather than leave it for the Allies to see. Hermann
Goering had stood in this Cafe San Giorgio and had drunk
wine and laughed with the proprietor, the Nazi philosopher
Alfred Rosenburg had admired the view from here, and
Rockefeller, Pierpont Morgan and Henry Ford had also been
customers. When the German headquarters were in Taormina
the Signal Office working direct to Berlin had been situated in
this tiny village of Caste! Mala, and Marshal Kesselring had
been a constant visitor, praising both the wine and the
omelettes.
Idly turning over the pages of the current book I was
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amazed to see the name of a close friend of mine from
Invercargill who had joined the British Army as an officer.
I asked the proprietor about the behaviour of the Germans,
and he replied that they had been most "correct". "Times are
bad now," he complained, "the soldiers stay at the cafes in
Taormina with the wine and the girls, and don't take the
trouble to climb up to Caste! Mola."
I left the cafe, climbed to the ruined castle that crowned
the hilltop, and leaned on the broken parapet to gaze out over
the scene below me. Peasants toiled diligently in the patchwork fields, and I could see a tiny island off a headland just
below Taormina where the Italians had built a yellow house
for Mussolini to rest in after he had conquered the world.
Previously it had contained a mosaic pavement showing the
phases of the proposed conquest, but since the Allies arrived
this had been taken away. The haze over Calabria was lifting
and the mountains of Aspromonte were now visible, crowned
still with a thin cap of snow. The famous beaches of Taormina which in peace time were crowded with bronzed tourists
were now silent and deserted. Clouds were streaming over the
summit of Etna, hiding the snow, but it still ranked as one
of the finest views I had ever seen. I thought how indescribably lovely it must be here on a moonlight night.
On my return the owner of the cafe asked me to go with
him to his home and eat the omelette there. True to his
promise the omelette was an excellent one, and I washed it
down with a glass or two of his best wine, before setting off
to visit the castle of Taormina and the celebrated Greek
theatre. This theatre and its panoramic background must be
one of the most frequently painted and photographed views of
Europe, for it is the Mecca of all the lovers of beauty who
crowd to this pretty little town. I lingered there until the sun
set in golden splendour behind the seaward shoulder of Etna
and then went back to the town to see the Norman castle
called the Badia V ecchio.
As the last lingering daylight was fading I made my way
down the steep goat track to the station and found the rail-car
almost on the point of departure. In the compartment with
me were several marines, of which one was an Irishman, one
a Canadian, while the rest were Tommies. They were drinking
half-tumblers-full of gin and vermouth at a time, and invited
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me to join them. It was soon apparent that they were trying
to get me drunk; but as I was again staying at a very secondrate civilian pension I was determined to stay as sober as
possible. I refused to mix my drinks and drank only
vermouth, so that long before we reached Catania the others
were hopelessly and helplessly drunk, while I could still walk
straight. Before leaving I had asked the owner of the pension
whether I could have a single room to myself, and found that
my promise of chocolate and cigarettes had obtained the
desired result. During the night I was awakened by the voices
of two Americans. They had brought two women with them
and were deciding who would be sleeping partners. Next
morning I was astonished to meet in the corridor my two
acquaintances of the Naples-Reggio train. I learned from
them that though they had been stopped by the security
police on the Messina ferry and questioned, they had been
allowed to continue on their leave the next day. There was
a train that morning for Agrigento and I had already booked
my seat. The Americans too, were bound there, so we decided
to travel together. The train ran only twice a week, so I was
fortunate in having it work in so well, for though I had to
return again for Syracuse that should present no difficulties
from Palermo.
The country round Catania was very fertile but as we
proceeded away from the coast the land became drab and
dreary, with scant vegetation, and with desolate patches
showing where the sulphur mines had left their mark.
Sulphur mining is the main industry of central Sicily, and the
people engaged in this work looked poor and underfed; I
learned that their standard of living was extremely low.
There was nothing of interest in any of the villages until
we came to Enna, which figures so largely in ancient
mythology. Here it was that Pluto carried out the rape of
Proserpine, carrying her away in his chariot through a cavern
to the gloomy Underworld. The air was very cold at Enna,
for it lies some three thousand five hundred feet above sea
level.
Then on again. This was a pleasant way to travel; the
journey was speedy and comfortable and I contrasted it with
the slow, cramped trip down from Naples to Reggio. I
talked with the guard and learned that the rail-car stopped for
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two hours at Agrigento and then went on again to Palermo.
Gradually the idea crystallised of trying to see the nearby
Greek temples before the car resumed its journey, and I
consulted my "Baedeker" to find out how far the temples were
from the station. I estimated that if there was a taxi at the
station I would just be able to make a hurried visit there and
back, and continue on to Palermo, thus having more time to
spend there. I passed the hours in this speculation and
watching the scenery go fleeting by. Would we arrive in time
to allow me those two precious hours?
I begrudged every minute spent at the wayside stations,
though actually these stops were of the shortest duration. At
long last we reached Agrigento and I could see, far below
us, the temples I was so anxious to visit, stretched in a row
on a ridge rising between the city and the sea. By good
fortune there was a taxi waiting outside the station, and while
the other passengers bargained with the gharry drivers I found
that the taxi-driver not only understood what I wanted but
wasted no time in getting under way. As we took the road
towards the sea I congratulated myself on my good fortune,
and confidently looked forward to spending the night at
Palermo. How we delude ourselves with false hopes!
The driver was an old-timer at the tourist trade, and took
upon himself the role of guide, philosopher and friend, and
pointed out the places of lesser importance as we drove swiftly
towards our goal. However, I was not particularly interested
in the sites of old monasteries or the homes of the important
people of the Middle Ages: it was the fifth century B.c. that
I had come to see. Here, and at Paestum, are to be found the
best preserved temples of Greek origin, that is, outside of
Athens itself. I was struck by the similiarity between these
Sicilian temples and those of Paestum. Change them over,
and scarcely anyone but the experts would be able to·tell you
whether you were gazing at the temples of Neptune or of
Concord.
Pindar, the great Greek poet, called this city "the most
beautiful city of mortals", and even to-day, two thousand five
hundred years later, with only the shadow of its former
grandeur left, we can form a mental picture of the olden
beauty, natural and artificial, of Agrigento. The Greeks,
above all other builders seemed to possess that happy knack
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of blending art with nature to the best advantage. Here,
along this ridge overlooking the sea the inhabitants of one
of the proudest Greek colonies in Sicily lavished their wealth
and energy on the erection of a series of temples to their
ancient gods. As at Paestum, beauty allied with simplicity
was the keynote, and though the hand of time has dealt
hardly with some of them and the pillage of others has
destroyed much that we would like to see, there are still two
that stand supreme. They are the temples of Concordia and
Juno. Better situated than those at Paestum they, too, show
the same golden, weather-beaten colouring. I stopped the taxi
at each temple and spent a few minutes studying its plan
and silently pondering over its history. Agrigento traded with
Carthage, and was alternately an ally and an enemy of that
city. During one battle the Agrigentians and Syracusans
destroyed an army of 300,000 Carthaginians, and when we
read of such bodies of men fighting for its possession the
importance of· Sicily is evident. After this battle countless
numbers of slaves were brought to the city and many of the
temples were constructed by their labour.
The temple most popular with photographers is that of
Castor and Pollux, and judging by the photos I had seen I
expected it to be a massive remains, but instead it is rather
insignificant as compared with the others, the angle from
which it is photographed making it appear far larger than it
really is.
Having seen all that I could in the short time available
I returned to the town, and after paying the driver his fare
asked him to direct me to the nearest cafe, for there was yet
half an hour before the rail-car was due to leave. I ordered
a meal of spaghetti and flo!Jnder, and by dint of impressing
on the waiter that I was in a hurry and had a train to catch
I obtained reasonable service. The meal was excellent and
was washed down with very good local wine. Then, feeling
at peace with the world and very pleased with myself, I
strolled back to the station. It seemed very deserted considering that the rail-car was about to leave, but when I looked
about me I was startled to find that there was no car in sight.
The guard had told me that the train was due to leave at two
o'clock, but now I learned, to my extreme chagrin, that it was
actually scheduled to leave five minutes before that time and
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for once had not been late. Therefore I was faced with the
dismal prospect of having to spend the rest of the day in
Agrigento. I went to the office and with the help of a small
boy who spoke English and who thoroughly enjoyed my
predicament, I went into the question with the stationmaster
and his staff. At first they were inclined to treat the matter
as trivial and ignore me, but I produced a notebook, took the
name of the stationmaster and the guard and threatened to
take the matter up with the authorities immediately I reached
Palermo on the morrow, promising them that not only would
the guard be sacked but the stationmaster would be reprimanded for his casual attitude towards me. At that he
bestirred himself to apologise and inform me that the next
train left at seven the following morning and was a slow one.
He promised that he would book me a seat on it, and seeing
that I was not paying for it I told him to make it the best
available one, for if I found that it was satisfactory I would
reconsider my decision to have him reprimanded.
Afterwards I went to the Belvedere, the well known tourist
hotel. I learned that most of it had been taken over by the
Italian army, but the proprietor directed me upstairs where he
told me there was a sergeant of the British Intelligence who
represented British authority in Agrigento. I knocked on the
door several times before a drowsy voice asked what the hell
I wanted, and then told me in emphatic Italian to go away.
It was obvious that the occupant thought I was an Italian in
search of a favour so I persisted in my knocking until he came
to the door. He was a sleepy looking individual of medium
height, dressed in pyjamas, though it was three o'clock in the
afternoon. When he saw who I was he launched into a long
discourse on the amount of work he had been doing, and on
the fact that he had been working all night on a job. I listened
politely, but thought sceptically to myself that it was the
excuse anyone would have made had they been caught asleep
in the middle of the afternoon. At first he was not very
helpful, but after he had expounded his grievance, and I had
agreed that a great deal of responsibility rested on his shoulders
he thawed sufficiently to produce a bottle of whisky. After
a few drinks I took a slightly more favourable view of the
situation, while he departed to see what arrangements could
be made for my staying the night at the hotel. When the
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manager found that I was a writer sent to Sicily to write
articles on the island-did not my leave pass say so-he was
most helpful and could not go to enough trouble for me. I
spent the <~fternoon in transferring my belongings and in
talking about Sicily with Mr. De Angelis, the manager of the
Belvedere, who is recognised as one of the greatest authorities
on Agrigento in Sicily.
Just on dark I set off to see the famous old cathedral, but
I never reached my destination. The streets were so crowded
and the sunset over the sea was so wonderful that I lingered
on the way, contenting myself with gazing over the countryside between the city and the sea, watching the temples bathed
in a glorious blood-red which faded to purple until they died
out of sight and the swift darkness settled on the land. On
the edge of the sea I could discern the lights of Empedocle,
the port of Agrigento and the surrounding sulphur district.
This town is named after one of the wisest men who ever
lived in Sicily-if all accounts of his life be true. Even in
olden times this coast was scourged by malaria, and Empedocles, by draining part of the harbour, eliminated or
minimised this evil. He is also credited with cutting a tunnel
through the hillside so that the fresh clean air could blow
away all the smells and germs of the city.
When the last gleam of brightness had faded I made my
way back to the hotel, stopping en route to buy an oil painting
of the temple of Castor and Pollux which is peculiarly the
temple associated with the city. I was pleased with my
purchase though the hotel manager smiled a slow smile and
dubbed it a tourist souvenir, and not very well painted at
that. However it would serve as a reminder of my visit.
I had to wait for the sergeant to arrive, for he had gone
out on some business that was particularly "hush-hush" but
which I suspected concerned some lovely lass of Agrigento.
The manager had a pretty sister-in-law, and it seemed to me
that my friend the sergeant could not do better than assist
her with her English lessons; but I soon gathered that she
did not have a high opinion of him.
After dinner the manager showed me his wonderful
collection of books dealing with Sicily in several of which he
was mentioned by name, for his hotel is world famous. Next
morning I said farewell to both of my kind hosts, and though
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I was early on the station I found that the train was already
packed, and the only one of the staff in sight knew nothing
of any arrangement being made for a reserved seat for me.
The stationmaster wisely kept out of sight. Finally the guard
thought that he would be able to extort a large bribe from
me so he ordered an old Italian peasant to move aside to
make room for me beside a dark, sophisticated woman who
was nursing a blonde baby. Shortly after I sat down she
engaged me in conversation, wasting no time in pointing out
that though the baby was blonde he was not fathered by a
German. She reiterated this statement so often in her
determination to convince me that a tag of Shakespeare's
flashed through my mind, "Methinks the lady cloth protest
too much".
Still, it is never a wise policy to argue with women, for
they always have the last say, so I agreed with her, though
if ever I saw a German baby it was the one she was dandling
on her knee. After a short while she passed the baby over
to the old peasant who I surmised was her father, so that
she could the better talk to me. The train started on time
which I took for a good omen, but I soon changed my mind
at the first stop out of Agrigento. Though it was only a very
small village the train stopped there an interminable time, and
this was repeated at every group of hovels along the route
until I became thoroughly weary and cursed the guard of the
train even more bitterly than I had done the previous day.
The Sicilians smiled to themselves to see me continually
looking at my watch, and they could not understand my
attitude to the long delays. Perhaps their experience of
travelling under Fascism at war had inured them to these
fruitless delays, but to me they were a source of everrecurring annoyance and anger. To make matters worse a
drizzling rain set in, making the bleak countryside look even
more drab and uninteresting. The carriage was packed to
capacity and everyone talked at once, so sleep was out of the
question. Then, when I had almost given up consulting my
watch we came to the north coast far to the east of Palermo,
and turned west towards the capital. I thought, hopefully,
that now we would make better time, but once again I was
disillusioned. The only ray of hope was that once more the
scenery had improved. Out at sea I could see t~e tunny fleet
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at work. The tunny is a large fish that is caught on this coast,
preserved in oil, and used as a staple diet in Italy. The fish
are caught in nets, and at the time they are spawning travel
in large shoals to fall an easy prey to the fishermen.
The Sicilian woman spent a considerable time telling me
her story, which was to the effect that she was married with
her husband waiting for her in Palermo. When I questioned
her on this point she said he was at Naples, so I drew my own
conclusions. She told me that she had been working for the
American army at Naples and that she was on holiday and
visiting her people. It was obvious to all the world that she
was once again pregnant, so perhaps that was the. reason the
Americans had dispensed with her services. Later she asked
me where I intended to stay in Palermo, and I told her that
I would be staying at an hotel. "Why not stay at the same
hotel as us?" she said, "We will be staying at one quite near
the station, and it is central"'.
I was not at all keen on the idea, but replied diplomatically
that I would consider it when we arrived at our destination.
In t.he hustle and bustle of our arrival I thought to give them
the slip, so went on ahead to the R.T.O's. office where there
was an Italian on duty. He told me where to find a good
hotel, but when I went outside it was to find my acquaintances
waiting for me. The woman was crying and the paint was
streaked across her face. I asked the cause of the tears and
learned that in her hurry to get off the train she had slipped
and badly bruised her knee. She insisted on showing me the
damage, pulling up her skirts and displaying her leg to the
curious gaze of the passers-by, so I expressed my sympathy
quickly, gathered up my belongings and moved out of the
station. They followed at my heels. I thought of all the
excuses I could make to leave them and go to another hotel,
but before I could frame them suitably she had hailed a
gharry and given the driver instructions where to go. Making
the best of the circumstances I placed my luggage on the seat
and we set off. On the way, the woman quite brazenly
suggested that she and I should share a room for the night,
with Papa and the baby in another room. The suggestion
staggered me, coming as it did from a pregnant woman in
front of her own father. I was most definite in refusing
whereupon she lapsed into sulky silence, snivelling now and
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then as she thought of her bruised knee. When we arrived
at the hotel she immediately had a few words with the
manageress, but it was spoken in such fast Italian that I
could not follow the gist of it. I was shown to a single room,
while she and her father occupied a double one nearby. No
sooner was I settled in my room than there· was a knock
on the door and she came in to inform me that she would
be along at seven o'clock. I told her that she was wasting
her time, and after a wash set off to explore the city.
As it was now four o'clock I did not have much time, but
took my Baedeker with me and went to the church of San
Giovanni Degli Eremiti, which, with its five red domes is
one of the gems of the city. This church looks like a mosque,
and these cupolas add to the Moslem effect. I wandered
through the love! y cloisters set in a garden filled with tropical
plants and flowers, but could find no entrance to the church
which is now ruined and closed to the public. As I wandered
through the garden a woman custodian came up and asked
me if I would care to buy a water colour of the cloister as a
souvenir, so I chose one from her studio and then, as dusk
was falling, set off back to the hotel.
I was walking along the street at peace with the world
when the noise of a tram attracted my attention, and as it
drew level I turned to look at it. Well for me that I did so,
for as I glanced I saw an arm come from a window, and a
large rock was hurled at me. I stepped back in time and it
struck the wall on a level with my face. Had I not looked
at the tram I should have received a nasty blow from it. The
tram continued down the street and I gazed about me. Some
small boys were staring curiously at me, otherwise the street
was deserted. I quickened my pace, for I had read of the
disorders in Palermo a month before when a bomb had been
thrown in a crowded theatre and many people had lost their
lives. Thinking over the incident I was suddenly struck by
the fact that I had seen no Allied soldiers in Palermo, and
that even the R.T.O. had been an Italian. Therefore, when
I reached the main street I went down it for a short distance
to see if I could make contact with any British soldiers or
ascertain whether there was a soldier's club in the city. My
search was unsuccessful, so I wasted no more time in returning
to the hotel.
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I had been giving a good deal of thought to the problem
of the dark woman, and I was determined that though I was
a stranger in a strange land I was not going to be unduly
imposed on. It was quite possible that the woman had told
the manageress that I would be paying all expenses, so on
my return I went to the office, and put the position before
the manageress. Unfortunately she spoke no English, and
my Italian was not fluent enough to put the matter as
delicately as I would have liked. However, just as I was
making a floundering attempt to explain the door opened
and her young and charming daughter entered. The mother
appealed to the girl who spoke English and who quickly
grasped the situation. "You don't want to sleep with the
woman? Well, that will be all right, I'll tell her", she said
in a matter-of-fact voice, though I could detect a note of
amazement that a soldier should pass by such an opportunity.
Later I learned that a few months before my visit many
Americans had been staying at this hotel.
It was pouring with rain when I awakened next morning,
but as my time was limited I had to make the most of it, so
took a tram to the royal palace which, with the cathedral,
dominates the town. In the days when Sicily was a kingdom
and Palermo was one of the cultural centres of Europe the
enlightened Norman monarchs built this royal residence for
themselves, employing the best artists and architects available,
and not caring overmuch whether their workmen were
Christians or Moslems, but judging them solely on results.
The really outstanding portion of this palace is the Capella
Palatine (Palatine Chapel), the interior of which is said to
be the most beautiful in the world. Built during the
twelfth century it is only seventy feet long and forty feet
wide, but every inch of it is decorated, chiefly with mosaics.
These ancient mosaics represent scenes from both the Old
and the New Testament, with a large central figure of
Christ taking pride of place. The roof has a wooden ceiling
of Moorish honeycomb work painted and adorned with
arabesques and old Arabic inscriptions. It was extremely dark
inside the chapel so I sought out the custodian and had him
light the interior in order to examine it more easily. Many
of the mosaics were covered with a thin cloth which, while
protecting them from bomb blast, allowed the designs to be
G
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seen. The work of uncovering the mosaics was going ahead
slowly. One bomb had damaged the palace b~t fortunat~ly
it did not fall near the chapel. There was nothmg of spectal
interest in the rest of the palace, though I climbed to the top
and was rewarded with an excellent view over the city.
From the top I could see the cathedral rising above the
other buildings in the middle of Palermo, and when I
descended I made my way there.
This cathedral was built by an English archbishop, Waiter
of the Mill, but since its completion in the twelfth century
it has been restored-to its disadvantage-many times. Three
architectural styles are now embodied in this unusual building,
for it has Gothic campaniles and portal, Arabic arches and the
ugly out-of-place dome constructed by the architect Fuga who
also did much to ruin the interior of the church. It is similar
to the churches of Florence in that most of the beanty lies on
the exterior while inside it presents a barn-like appearance.
The only things of interest are the tombs of the kings where,
under marble sarcophagi, lie several of the most illustrious
rulers of Sicily.
After leaving the cathedral I bought a ticket for the
performance of "Carmen" that evening at the Massimo
theatre and then took an auto-bus out to Monreale. The town
commands a magnificent view of the city and the surrounding
plains, for though it is only four miles out of Palermo the
road leads upward all the way. Palermo has often been
likened to a city lying in a golden shell, and this is very true
when seen from the height of Monreale, for below and
surrounding the city on three sides is the most fertile part of
all Sicily. Orange and lemon groves were everywhere in full
fruit. F ram this distant vantage point Palermo looked a clean
city-though actually its streets are just as dirty as those of
Naples-and the blue harbour bounded on either side by a
bold headland gave it an ideal setting.
I had come to Monreale to see two things that are famous
throughout the world, namely the cloister and the cathedral.
The two lie close together. I went first to the cloister, for the
cathedral was closed. A monk took my entrance fee and
waved me to a door leading to the cloister. I was glad that
he had left me to my own devices for this is a spot whereoo
it was better not to have a guide spoiling the effect by pointing
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out the columns of special interest. Each one of the 216 paired
columns has a different design on its capital, showing a wide
range of invention and artistic skill. These capitals support
a series of pointed arches with has-reliefs showing Biblical and
oriental motifs. In the south-western corner of the square
cloister is an exquisite Moorish fountain, a richly chased
column surmounted with lions' heads from which poured
little jets of water to fall into a low basin at the foot of the
column.
Unfortunately the splendid effect of the cloister was marred
by the fact that the plot of land in the middle was bare and
uninteresting. With such surroundings a landscape gardener
could have worked wonders, but there was not even a single
flower to add to the b~auty of the columns. The pity of it
was that, save as a means of making money, the monks did
not seem to have any interest in the famous cloisters. While
I was walking round the sun came streaming through the
rain, making an unforgettable picture of light and shade.
I had some difficulty in finding the custodian of the keys
of the cathedral and when he did eventually open the bronze
side portals he seemed to be in a hurry to show me around
and then close the doors again. However I was in no mood
to be rushed, for there was much here that I was anxious
to see, and I was paying him handsomely for his trouble. The
bronze doors underneath the facade, wrought in the twelfth
century, are considered by many authorities to be even finer
than the celebrated ones at Florence. The main glory of the
cathedral, however, and the reason for its world-fame are
the magnificent mosaics completed in the twelfth century.
These glittering mosaics depicting mainly Biblical scenes cover
an area of over 70,000 square feet. The predominant feature
is the gigantic half-figure of Christ portrayed in the traditional
mediaeval style, with arms outstretched in benediction. Everywhere my gaze encountered mosaics depicting episodes of the
Bible in the flat static style of the twelfth century, for the
artists had not then mastered the technique of movement that
so endows the works of Raphael and other later artists with
life and colour.
On my return to Palermo I had two hours to fill in until
the opera was due to commence, so I spent it in exploring
the dock area. Here, for the first time in my visit to the
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capital of the island, I encountered members of the Allied
forces, in the form of three American special police. They
were armed with truncheons and revolvers and one of them
greeted me with, "Say, brother, I guess this is a tough district
and you want to look out for yourself here".
I thanked them for the advice, but actually I had been
looking out for myself ever since the rock-throwing episode
of the previous evening. The docks were dirty and depressing
and the type of people I encountered did not seem to be either
over-clean or over-friendly; I therefore returned to the middle
of the city, and as I had only eaten one meal that day looked
about me for a cafe where I could satisfy my hunger. Each
clean-looking cafe had an "out of bounds" sign prominently
displayed. Finally, almost in despair I entered such an establishment and sat down. The waiter brought the manager, a
sauve American-Italian who could have passed as AI Capone's
younger brother. He explained that he could not serve me in
the main dining-room owing to the regulations in force, but
he had a clean, private room where he could serve a meal of
macaroni, beefsteak and wine for 175 lire (Ss. 9d.). This was
expensive, but I was hungry, so I agreed and followed the
waiter across the street and up a narrow stairway into a dirty
poorly-lit room where two American sailors and three Sicilian
children were sitting around a table. In the background two
musicians were strumming banjos, and hungrily eyeing the
beefsteaks on the children's plates. The Americans were halfdrunk and greeted 'Ile boisterously, inviting me to sit at the
table and join them in a glass or two of vermouth, but I
preferred to drink only wine. The meal was a poor one, the
meat being tough and the wine sour. One of the sailors
extolled the sagacity of one of the children, pointing out that
he spoke perfect English. I thought of the children I knew
in Cairo who spoke four languages, but hesitated to point
this out. The infant prodigy showed that his patron's praise
was justified by ordering a second beefsteak. I was curious
to know how much they were paying for this meal. "I don't
know," said the sailor, "but I guess we'll find out soon."
They did. The proprietor arrived and they asked him the
cost. He said that he would make them a special price-£3.
At once there was an uproar, but having finished my meal
I paid my bill and left, for I had no wish to be involved in
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a brawl in such a low dive. As I went down the stairs
reinforcements for the manager went slinking up past me.
"Carmen" was performed in the theatre Massimo, one of
the largest opera houses in the world. The artists and the
stage scenery were excellent, and during the final act there
were six horses on the stage. Although I was alone I
thoroughly enjoyed the performance.

SYRACUSE

T

HE RAIL-CAR FOR MESSINA was late in starting
next morning, but once under way it wasted no time.
The line followed the northern coast of Sicily almost until
Messina was reached, and then went through the hills to that
city. We covered the 144-mile journey in just under four
hours, a remarkable feat considering that there must have
been at least fifty stops en route. At Messina the R.T.O. told
me that there was no train leaving for Catania and Syracuse
until that evening. I was anxious to spend a few hours at
Catania again, for there was a slim chance that I might be
able to bluff the authorities into letting me fly back to Naples
and thus save both time and the wearisome train journey.
The R.T.O. managed to arrange a lift for me in a truck
leaving after midday, so I strolled through the badly battered
city until lunchtime when rain drove me back to the station.
After a three-hour journey I entered Catania where it was
soon evident that something unusual was afoot, for the
citizens wore a furtive, sullen look. I left my luggage at the
station and there learned that rioting had broken out in the
city the day before and that six people had lost their lives.
The outbreak was not directed against the Allies, and though
there was a curfew at 6 p.m. for both military and civilians
no incidents against soldiers had been reported. The truck
took me through the city to headquarters, stopping once to
drop someone at a billet where a fat major stared at me in
astonishment and asked a sergeant-major, "What the hell's a
New Zealander doing in Catania at a time like this?"
Fortunately for me the truck moved off before his query
was answered, for the order had gone out that all Allied
troops were to carry arms when they went abroad and I had
not brought a rifle or revolver with me from Rome. Armed
police and Italian soldiers guarded the burned-out town hall
while an angry, belligerent mob watched them. This was but
one of the three buildings that had been gutted by the rioters,
for the Trades Hall and the Bank of Sicily had also been
1ooted and destroyed. Trucks with machine-guns mounted
on the cab and laden with troops armed with rifles patrolled
198
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constantly through the streets, and though the crowd opened
out to let them pass, they closed in again as soon as the
vehicles had gone by.
They were standing watching the fire, but it was plain
that it would take little provocation to rouse them against the
soldiery. Thousands of charred fragments of paper lay everywhere, while other piles of sodden documents showed where
attempts had been made to burn yet more papers.
The outbreak had been caused by youthful students
demonstrating against their being conscripted into the Italian
army. Their call-up papers had arrived at a time coinciding
with a proposed cut in the bread ration and this, combined
with the agitation of those who advocated a separatist movement for Sicily, had contributed to the disorders. The mob
had stormed the town hall and other buildings, and the
conscription papers had been tossed out into the streets and
burned. A boy of ten who had been a spectator was killed
when a piano was thrown from a five storey window. The
buildings had been set on fire and the arrival of the armed
forces had provoked a pitched battle in which five people
were killed.
At the area office I learned that the officer who had
authority to issue air movement orders was out, but the clerk
promised to put my case before him at 5 p.m. To fill in time
I went to the Y.M.C.A. and seeing a sign denoting that there
was an army education unit in the building I called on the
officer and told him that I was on the New Zealand Education
Rehabilitation staff. We discussed educational problems until
the time came to call at headquarters. The clerk informed me
that I would be granted an air movement provided I could
obtain the signature of the area education officer on my papers.
I hurried back to the Y.M.C.A., obtained his signature without
difficulty, and so obtained my pass. I thanked the good
fortune that had led me earlier to the Y .M.C.A., for otherwise
there might have been many difficulties to be overcome.
With a pass for a flight back to Naples on the following
Sunday in my pocket I set off back to the station, for it was
growing dark and the hour of curfew was almost at hand.
The streets were filled with people hurrying home before SIX
o'clock and as I had not been in that quarter of Catania
before' I often had to enquire the way. Armed bodies of
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soldiers were patrolling the dark streets and shots were fired
in the distance while I was making my way to the railway.
After ascertaining the time of departure of the Syracuse train
I went to the depot messroom for a meal. A great argument
was raging there over guard duties for the coming night, but
they stopped bickering to tell me that a home-made Italian
bomb had been thrown that morning and a civil disturbance
broken up by the police. While I was eating there was a
fusilade of shots in the direction of the waterfront.
Fortunately the rail-car was on time, and on the journey
to Syracuse I met a Tommy who invited me to spend the
night at his billets. I was glad of the offer for we were due
to arrive long after curfew and there was a possibility that
the rioting might spread to other parts of the island. When
we reached the town I had covered 253 miles since leaving
Palermo that morning. There was a party in progress when
we arrived at the billets, for the unit was leaving next day
for Naples. A major came in and told us that rioting had
broken out at Ragusa, and that the diesel for Messina next
morning was cancelled, for it was needed to take troops to
quell the rising. He feared the main trouble would be on
the morrow when the conscripts were due to report for
military service.
Early next morning I made my way through the
picturesque lanes to the cathedral, where the only items of
interest were the Doric columns of a fifth century Greek
temple of Minerva which had been incorporated in its
construction. It was full of beggars and I did not linger long
before crossing the square to the imposing museum which
houses the finest collection of antique Greek coins and the
well-known statue of Venus Anadyomene, but the custodian
informed me that it was closed to the public. I went next to
visit the fountain of Arethusa. According to the legend the
nymph Arethusa, pursued in Elis by the river-god Alpheus,
plunged into the Ionian Sea and reappeared here at Syracuse
as a spring of fresh water. Nelson, before the Battle of the
Nile, put into Syracuse to water his fleet, and used this spring
for the purpose, but shortly after his visit an earthquake
caused the water to turn brackish. I was rather disappointed,
~or 1t was a placid pool in which untidy papyrus reeds grew
m a foot of muddy water, and it was enclosed by high walls.
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I took a gharry from the centre of the town and drove
across the bridge which joins the island of Ortygia to the mainland. The city originally covered five districts, but now that
it has sunk almost to a mere name, only one of the ancient
suburbs, Ortygia, is occupied. After spending a short time
with a guide at the Roman amphitheatre which had little to
offer, I walked across to the Paradiso Latomia. These latomia,
of which there were five major ones, are a distinctive feature
of Syracuse. They are huge, deep excavations cut out of the
white limestone, and the excavated blocks were used for
building purposes in the 9reek city. Later the latomia were
used as prisons, and now they serve as either walks for ropemakers or as gardens where all kinds of tropical fruits and
Rowers can be grown. My guide demonstrated the amazing
echo known as the "ear of Dionysius". He tore a sheet of
paper in half and the slight sound echoed and re-echoed in
the curious ear-shaped rock above us. Tradition says that
Dionysius used this latomia as a prison and constructed this
peculiar device so that he could listen to even the slightest
whisper of his prisoners.
We then went to a neighbouring hill from which there is
an excellent view of the city, with the hills of Hyblae-still
famed, as in olden times, for their honey-and the cone of
Etna rising majestically in the distance. The Greeks showed
great taste when they carved a theatre from the rock of this
hillside. With such a setting it is easy to grasp the effect that
the plays would have had on their audience. This Greek
theatre is celebrated as being both an excellent example of
ancient architecture and the theatre where so many of the fine
Greek classical plays and tragedies were first produced. Here
Aeschylus saw his "Agamemnon" and "Perseus" portrayed
for the first time, Pindar recited his odes, and Plato the
golden-tongued often sat on the marble seat beside the Tyrant
Dionysius in the long years that he spent at Syracuse.
In modern times the old Greek classical dramas and
comedies have been revived, and plays by Sophocles, Euripides
and Aeschylus were regularly presented in this theatre before
the war, and people journeyed from all over Italy to see them.
Syracuse was the most powerful and influential of all the
Greek cities established in Sicily and rivalled Athens and
Rome in splendour and power. After its founding in 734 B.c.
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long struggles arose between the nobles and poorer people.
In 485 B.c. Gelon of Gela extended his sway to Syracuse and
made it his capital. During his wise and able rule the
Carthaginian army was defeated at Himera, and the golden
age of Greek supremacy in the island began. He gave humane
terms to his defeated enemies, and though he ruled for only
seven years it was long enough for him to be hailed as the
second founder of the city.
During the reign of Gelon's brother, Hiero I, who succeeded him, the court of Syracuse was graced by many of the
foremost Greek writers and other intellectual people. Among
the cultured attendants who lent refinement and dignity to
his rule were Aeschylus, Pindar and the blind Simonides.
After Hiero's death there followed a period of internal
strife, and later came the celebrated war between Athens
and Syracuse that did so much to weaken and bring about
the ultimate downfall of both these Greek cities. Some of
the best writings of Thucydides deal with this struggle, and
the various districts into which the city was divided were
familiar to me through his writings.
From the Greek theatre I could see both the inner and
the outer harbours where the stern, savage sea-battles took
place, and I could imagine the Syracusans thronging here to
obtain seats for the great spectacles of the sea battles. The
final one must have been one of the strangest ever fought;
for the two land armies stationed themselves along the banks
of the harbours and cheered their respective fleets. What
excitement there would be, and what cries of joy, anger or
fear as the tide of battle swayed now one way and now the
other. After an alternating struggle punctuated by the cheers
or groans of the spectators the Athenian fleet was decisively
beaten. The Athenian generals then decided to lift the siege
and retreat across the island, but they were again decisively
beaten on land and seven thousand prisoners were brought
back and thrown into one of the huge latomia.
Before returning to the modern town for lunch we
examined the "street of tombs" and the ancient road with deep
chariot ruts leading towards the old quarters of the city and
to the outer fortifications.
Afterwards I walked out to the catacombs which are
larger and wider than those of Rome, where a kindly
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Franciscan monk showed me an underground church. This
church, St. Marziano, is claimed to be the third oldest in
Christendom, and St. Paul is said to have officiated here when
he called at Syracuse on his way to Rome.
I walked from this church to the neighbouring Villa Politi,
one of the most palatial hotels in Sicily, in the gardens of
which are the Cappuccini latomia where it is said that the
seven thousand unhappy Athenian prisoners spent a lingering
imprisonment; only those who were fortunate enough to be
able to recite the works of Euripides were spared from the
toil and hunger of that confinement.
It is hard to realise the scenes of death and hopelessness
as one wanders through the well-kept gardens, but a glance
at the sheer, hundred-foot cliffs surrounding the latomia will
show the perfect prison from which, were the single track
guarded, there would be no escape.
I returned to Syracuse for dinner and then took the
diesel back to Catania where I stayed the night at the depot
messroom. They were still arguing about the guard duties,
and I spent a very uncomfortable night on a sofa, for the
changing of the guard and the intermittent shooting somewhere near the middle of the town prevented a sound sleep.

RETURN TO ROME

O

UT ON THE AERODROME the following day I
spent an anxious morning wondering whether the plane
would arrive, and when lunch-time had come and gone and
still there was no sign of it I began to get worried. It looked
as if it would arrive too late to take off that day and I would
have to stay on the drome. However, I had despaired too
soon, for someone descried a speck in the distance, and to my
delight the plane was soon taxiing to the hangar and the
crew alighted for a hurried meal. Luckily there were only a
few passengers and there was no difficulty about my berth.
I heaved a sigh of relief when the plane took off again and
we circled over the city from the middle of which rose a
dark pall of smoke. It was evident that rioting had broken
out afresh and that another building was being gutted. The
pilot set a course along the coast, passing over the rocks
thrown by Polyphemus at Ulysses which stood out like pinpoints in the sea below us. Then Taormina was under our
wings with Etna looking more beautiful than ever. In a
surprisingly short time we were through the Straits with the
ruined town grouped around the excellent harbour. Sunken
ships could be seen lying on both sides of the Straits and
clustering thickest about the shore at Messina. Then we
climbed even higher until the waves looked like tiny ripples.
Gradually the coast of the northern side of the island faded
behind us and the Lipari Islands appeared looking like cardboard scenes from an opera. I was glad to see that we would
pass quite near to the famous volcano of Stromboli which
was celebrated in ancient mythology as the home of the winds.
On this occasion they were evidently enjoying a holiday, for
there was only a slight breeze to drive the wisp of smoke
away from the lip of the crater and eastwards. The setting
was perfect; the bluest of sunlit seas was below us, broken
only by the smooth and perfect circumference of the volcano
which, apart from a short flat expanse on the north-east coast,
rose steeply and swiftly from the sea. There was something
awe-inspiring and uncanny in the sight, and though most of
the passengers had dropped into a sleep I could not take my
eyes from that strange island until it had disappeared far
204 .
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behind us. It seemed to me to be the perfect setting for a
murder mystery story, for if ever the sun shone on a sinister
island it was this little one of Stromboli.
With the dim coast of Calabria faintly discernible on our
right I, too, dropped off to sleep until we neared the shore
again off Sorrento, and passed over the famous Isle of Capri.
On every occasion that I had seen this island from the mainland it had been partially obscured by clouds, but now it
shone below me and I could see the sheer cliffs with the
houses of both Capri and Ana-Capri, the Frangopani Rocks
so beloved of artists, and even thought I could discern the
entrance of the celebrated Blue Grotto. I would have given
much to visit the island on my leave but time did
not permit nor did an opportunity occur again during my
stay in Italy.
This island was first made famous by the Emperor
Tiberius who succeeded the great Augustus to the throne
of Rome, and who led a strange life darkened by so
many deeds of lust and cruelty that the memory of them
remains to this day. He built no less than twelve pleasure
palaces on Capri where he gave full rein to his licentiousness. There he sat on the high cliffs thinking of his younger
days when he had been one of the youthful and fortunate
generals of his predecessor. With him would be the youthful
heir to the Empire, Caligula, who was to outdo the tyrant in
excesses and cruelties when his own turn for absolute power
came. How often since the terrible days of Tiberius has terror
and destruction swept suddenly down upon this pleasant and
smiling island. The Barbary pirates who for centuries
terrorised the Mediterranean shores knew that it would yield
a rich return of loot and beautiful girls for the harems of
Tunis and Algiers, so that despite its tremendous cliffs with
a castle perched on the topmost pinnacle, it knew much of
sudden fights and terrible sackings. As we glided past the
island which looked so bare and yet so beautiful in the bright
sunshine I thought of those whose names had spelled terror
to the inhabitants: Barbarossa and Dragut were mentioned
with fear by every person on Capri in those lawless days
before the British stormed Algiers and compelled the one-time
pirates to learn better manners. Thus a new way of life and
peace and prosperity came to the island and eventually the
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Blue Grotto and the exquisite beauty of Capri became famous,
bringing a spate of tourists to its shores.
A century ago the Blue Grotto, which is now one of the
most widely known European beauty spots, was not even
heard of. A German visitor to Capri named Kopisch and a
local innkeeper were curious and brave enough to ignore the
fearsome tales told by the islanders of strange and terrible
monsters who guarded the spot, and they made the first entry
into its wonders just over a hundred years ago.
But Capri was soon forgotten, despite its interest, for as
we passed the tiny island guarding the entrance to the Bay
of Naples I saw for the first time that all the eulogies spoken
or written about its beauty were not only true but understated. What a difference the weather can make to our
reactions to even the most celebrated of places! When I had
seen it under the adverse conditions prevailing a week before
I had thought it much over-rated, and was saddened as yet
another of my illusions had been shattered. Now I reversed
my opinion for there are few sights that can compare with
this one. Inside sheltering arms of twin headlands of Sorrento and Posilipo nestled the blue bay, the clear summit of
Mt. Vesuvius forming a magnificent backdrop to the city
huddled on the coast. Naples itself was nothing-all the
beauty lay in its surroundings.
We passed inland and landed at the drome where just
a few short days before I had tried unsuccessfully to fly to
Sicily. I took the service bus to Caserta and there revelled in
the luxury of a hot shower.
I had broken my denture while in Rome, and the Tommy
dentists there had been too busy to repair it, so next morning
I took it in to the local army dentist. I did not relish the idea
of going into Naples without my top teeth, but was not
prepared to waste even a morning that could be profitably
spent, so walked through Caserta to the royal palace, which
was then being used as an army headquarters.
The palace at Caserta is the rival to that of Versailles,
though it has to take second place to the French palace. Ir
was erected by the architect Vanvitelli in 1752 by order of
the Neapolitan King Charles III, and was one of the foremost
architectural creations of the eighteenth century. As it was
now a military building it was necessary to obtain permission
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to enter, but there were notices over the gates saying that no
entrance could be gained by sightseers. However I showed
my pass to the American sentry who was in charge of issuing
permits, told him that I was a newspaper reporter desiring to
write an article on the royal palace, and was duly admitted.
It was the ideal building for a headquarters, for the palace
contains no less than 1,200 rooms-ample space for the records
and staff necessary to administer a modern army. People
with pieces of paper in their hands were bustling hither and
thither, trying to look important and busy and thus retain
their jobs at headquarters, and no one troubled me as I
examined the royal staircase, adorned on either side with
marble lions, and the chapel and state apartments.
Afterwards I strolled through the magnificent gardens
stretching for two miles to the rear of the palace. This park
had been admirably planned and was laid out on a grand
scale, embellished by skilful use of waterfalls, fountains and
large groups of statuary. Even here is shown the baroque
influence that spread over all Italy at this period. For the
purpose of supplying the fountains and miniature lakes with
water it was necessary for Vanvitelli to arrange the construction of a colossal aqueduct more than twenty-seven miles
long, a feat that rivalled the famous aqueducts erected by the
emperors of Rome for supplying water to the capital city.
From the far end of the park I could look back over the
sweep of woodland and the waterfall to the enormous bulk
of the palace, and beyond that again to the two stately
avenues of plane trees on the Naples road.
I had planned to see that afternoon as much as possible
of the fascinating territory lying to the west of Naples, so
immediately after lunch I set out with a friend and hitchhiked into Naples. It was George's first experience of a
hitch-hiking expedition, and he was vastly interested and
amused. Neither of us was sure of the correct road to take
out of the city, but we worked on the assumption that the
one along the coast must eventually lead to the area we sought
to explore. It was a dull afternoon hinting at rain to follow,
but we were undeterred by the weather. We walked part of
the way out of the city then obtained our first ride in a service
truck driven by an American. The road led over the slope
of Cape Posilipo and as we climbed we looked back over the
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entrancing beauty of the Bay of Naples with the Peninsula
looming in the far distance. The area we were entering was
rich in historical associations and richer still in the legends
which abound on this romantic coast. From the time of
Augustus Caesar onwards this shore was the favourite seaside
resort for the wealthy Romans who vied with each other in
the splendour of their villas which lined this bay. What
luxurious palaces they must have built, what orgies must have
been held here as cares were forgotten and carnival ran riot
in the endless search for pleasure and new sensation. Mighty
decisions affecting the world of that day were made by
Caligula and the other Emperors as they idled away their time
midst a vast crowd of place-seekers and other toadies.
The great poet Virgil, who is looked upon as a magician
by the Neapolitans, is said to have sat on the outermost point
of this headland while he wove his magic spells, and his
traditional tomb is still shown. The famous castle of the egg
(Caste! D'Ouvo) which I could see shining in the afternoon
sun that had suddenly peeped through the clouds, is said to
be tangible proof of his wonderful powers.
There is also a ruined villa on this hillside that is wrongly
said to be the palace of Queen Giovanna whose fame, because
of certain rather intriguing stories surrounding her, has
lingered down to the present day. She is reported to have had
numberless lovers, choosing them without regard to their
station in life, just as did those naughty old Roman empresses
who left such interesting stories to fill the obscure history
books. However, while most of the lovers of the empresses
were allowed to live and tell-if they dared-of the great
honour that had been done them, the lovers of Queen
Giovanna had a more tragic fate. When she tired of them
they were forced to leap from a high cliff to certain death
below, for she believed in the old proverb "dead men tell no
tales". Whether she has been slandered by historians we do
not know, but by virtue of her way of life and her supposed
methods of dealing with her cast-off lovers, her name has come
down to us while far more virtuous queens who have ruled
over the siren city have long since been completely forgotten.
From the top of Posilipo it is possible to see, on one side,
the wide-stretching Bay of Naples with, in the background
the Isle of Ischia where so many New Zealanders spent their
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leave, and on the other side the curving Bay of Baiae with
the Cape of Miseno at the far end. There was a time when
this whole bay, now almost deserted save for small fishing
vessels, was once the busiest in the world, for here Augustus
set up his mighty naval station where most of the imperial
fleet was stationed. The cape is named in memory of Miseno,
the old Trojan trumpeter who accompanied Aeneas on his
travels after the fall of Troy. Just as all the troubles of the
Trojans were nearing an end and they were about to land
and set up their future home, Miseno died and was buried
on this headland.
I was very anxious not to return to Rome without seeing
Puzzoli, not only on account of its glorious past, but mainly
for the reason that on a certain spring morning in the reign
of Nero a ship named the "Castor and Pollux" which had
wintered at Malta while en route from Alexandria came
sailing across the bay, and when the passengers went ashore
the loungers on the quay noted that there was yet another
prisoner being brought back from the troublesome East to be
tried by the Emperor. Yet, had they but known it, this was
no ordinary prisoner who had to answer charges of treason
and corruption, but a man who was destined to become better
known than the Emperor himself. St. Paul, my favourite
apostle, landed here and began the last stage of the long
journey that was to end with his execution on the Ostian
road. What a difference he would see in Puzzoli (or as it
was then called, Puteoli) if he were to come back to-day and
observe how the mighty maritime city has shrunk to an
indolent fishing village. Gone are the miles of long warehouses needed to store the vast quantities of merchandise then
flowing through its streets. Gone are the quays which
resounded to the speech of all the known ports of the world.
The ships from Alexandria had the special privilege of being
allowed to fly their top-sails when they passed through the
narrow strait separating Capri from the mainland and by this
sign the inhabitants knew that the wheat ships were arriving.
All would crowd to the wharves to witness this welcome sight,
and the corn-merchants would rub their fat hands and heave
a sigh of relief and satisfaction when they espied their own
ships in the convoy. Wheat-that was the commodity the
people lived by. Luxuries were all right, but without the
H
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wheat of the fertile Egyptian province the people of these days
would have starved.
Wheatships from Alexandria were no novelty to either
Puteoli or Ostia, but never before or after did one carry such
cargo as the "Castor and Pollux" when she brought St. Paul
from Malta to fling the words of the new religion to the ends
of the earth from its hub at Rome. The thing that he had
longed and prayed for had become a reality. He would have
his chance to expound the religion of Christ in the centre of
civilisation, and when he appeared before Caesar all men
would hear of his trial.
The port where he finally disembarked was destined soon
to fall upon evil days. Claudius, the historical scholar who
was known as the fool of the Claudian family, and who was
almost the only one of the royal family to escape execution
in the wild days when Tiberius and Caligula were venting
their wrath on their relatives, was finally acclaimed Emperor
on the assassination of the latter. He soon embarked on a
series of well-planned public undertakings which proved the
folly of those who thought him a fool, and showed that he
had played a shrewd game of pretended dullness. One of
his most cherished undertakings was the enlargement and
improvement of the harbour at Ostia, the efforts he exerted
in that direction leading to the eventual ruin of Puzzoli; for
this port lay so much further away from the capital of Rome
that the ships of Tyre, Sidon, Spain, Cyprus, and the far-off
island of Britain no longer disturbed the blue, placid waters
of the bay but beal northwards to the newer port.
The coast at Puzzoli has suffered many changes through
the course of the centuries, for what is now dry ground was
once covered by the sea as is shown by the remains of the
temple of Serapis, an Egyptian deity who had a lavish temple
in this then busy port. Countless holes that can be seen in
the marble columns still remaining were bored by a small
sea-<:reature showing that, though the columns now stand
above the waves, at one time they were submerged.
The whole coast has experienced this rise and fall of
surface, for titanic forces work underground in this region
wh1ch has been famous since antiquity and is known as the
Phlegraean Fields. This area is a wilderness of broken ground
and is full of craters, proving even to the layman that here
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the forces of nature are not quiescent, and that the face of
the countryside may again be changed by some mighty
convulsion. It was the solfatara, or sulphur and mud springs
in the centre of this region that had lured me to this coast
rather than to the more beautiful peninsula of Sorrento. As
I had read so much about them I was anxious to see how
they compared with our own centres of thermal activity. I
was disappointed, for they were not nearly as extensive as
those at Rotorua, but consisted merely of a few boiling
mud-pools lying in the half-filled crater of a half-extinct
volcano and sending up occasional white puffs of steam or
gas. We did not linger there long but set off once more on
our travels. Fortunately we soon obtained another lift in a
truck going towards Baiae, and though I had a dinner
appointment in the Sister's Mess at Caserta, we decided to
take a risk and go as far as possible. The road led in the
direction of Lake Avernus and Cumae.
The Cumaean Sibyl is known to us from the writings
of the ancient authors, and also from the famous painting
by Michelangelo in the Sistine Chapel. This sibyl was
venerated throughout Italy for her prophecies, which were
much sought after in pagan times. The Lake of Avernus
was known as the gateway of the Underworld, through which
Aeneas, conducted by the sibyl, is said to have passed to confer
with his dead father. Virgil and Homer both mention this
lake, and according to tradition no bird could fly across it and
survive its poisonous exhalations. Then came the great
Augustus, whose need for a large naval port on this coast
made him cut a channel through from the sea to the lake,
bringing an end to the belief in the sorcery surrounding it.
For a time it resounded to the hammers and axes of the shipwrights as they toiled on the building or repair of the ships
that gave their master the control of the world. The lake lay
some distance off the road we were travelling, and much as
I wanted to see it we could not spare the time. I have been
in Paradise (New Zealand), therefore it would have been
fitting to visit also the entrance to the Nether Regions.
The road skirted the seashore and soon we could see
before us the squat, mediaeval tower of the castle of Baiae.
It was at Baiae that Nero, the red-headed Emperor who
stopped at nothing, and who, despite his liberal education,
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was one of the worst rulers of all time, decided to murder his
mother, Agrippina. She, who had arranged the murder of
Claudius her husband that Nero could reign, was inclined to
be suspicious of her son, but she allowed herself to be persuaded to embark on a vessel going to another port further
along the coast. This ship had been so constructed that it
could be collapsed when necessary, and the sailors had
instruction to see that the Empress did not come alive to land.
They tried to make the boat disintegrate, but something went
wrong with the mechanism, so they capsized the vessel,
throwing Agrippina and her women attendants into the sea.
However, she was rescued by nearby pleasure craft, and
though she safely reached her own villa at Baiae she did not
long survive, for her evil-hearted son sent assassins who broke
in and killed her.
As there was very little traffic on this road we reluctantly
turned back when we reached the castle, for our time was
becoming perilously short if I was to keep my dinner appoint'
ment with the Sister. Luck was with us, for we had not far
to trudge nor long to wait before obtaining our first ride back
in a truck conveying a team of soccer footballers home from
a match. They thought we were mad being out at Baiae
when we could have been drinking wine at a cafe in Naples.
Another lift took us to within a mile of the aerodrome where
I was certain that a truck left every half hour for Caserta, so
that with any luck we could arrive back in time. To my great
disappointment we found that we had just missed one, and
that they ran only every hour, so I telephoned to cancel my
appointment. When we did eventually arrive home there was
no hope of getting a meal, but both George and I took a
philosophical view of it and decided that the afternoon had
been well spent.
Though I was up early on the last day of my leave it
was evidently not early enough, for when I enquired at the
gate as to whether there was any transport to Rome it. was
to learn that a leave truck arriving from Bari had departed
two hours earlier. Still, my usual luck held, and a series of
short lifts took me to Capua, where there were two ways open
to anyone bound for Rome. I had travelled over Route 6
through Cassino three times, so decided that if possible I
would take Route 7 which leads past the Pontine Marshes,
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where I would be able to study the much-acclaimed reclamation work instituted by Mussolini and also see the wanton
damage done by the Germans when they retreated that way
a year ago.
I had no difficulty in obtaining a ride along Route 7 on
a truck bound for Rome. It was an open vehicle, the day was
fine and I had a good view on either side. Ever since the
day of the Roman Empire man had dreamed of draining the
Pontine Marshes and using the reclaimed area for farming,
but Mussolini was the man who transformed this dream into
a reality. To this work he lent his greatest enthusiasm,
personally supervising the work of draining and of building
the model farm settlements for the toilers to settle there.
Then, when it was completed and the fertile fields showed his
handiwork, the labour of years was undone by the savagery
of his chosen Axis partner in a vain attempt to halt the Allied
march on Rome. All along the flat, tree-bordered road could
be seen the evidence of great toil that went for nothing, for
it will be many years before the sodden .fields are again clear
of water and producing crops. It was a melancholy sight:
farmhouses surrounded by pools of water; paddocks lying
bare and uncultivated or covered with a foot or so of stagnant
water.

The road was flat, straight and uninteresting for many
long kilometres until it approached the coast when Gaeta
could be seen set on its headland. Unfortunately the road
did not run through this interesting and historical city,
formerly one of the bulwarks of ancient culture.
The miles rolled swiftly by, and soon Rome was in sight.
We had no sooner entered the city than we passed a New
Zealand truck conveying the Bari leave party; so though they
had two hours start of me, I reached the Club before they
did. Tli.is brought to a close my only leave in my second
period overseas, and it added approximately 1,700 miles to
the tally of "grey miles left behind". The trip had been
lonely with tough going at times, but when it was over I
looked back with a sense of pride, confident that I could
still "take it" after my luxurious living at the Club.

HOMEWARD BOUND
"God gave all men all Earth to love,
But, since our hearts are small
Ordained for each one spot should prove
Beloved over all."
Smsex. RuDYARD

I

KIPLING.

N THE MIDDLE of February came the news that we
were to leave Rome on the start of our long journey home,
so I set out on my round of farewells. I found, now that the
time of my departure had come, that I was even sorrier than
I had expected to be. During my seven months' residence in
the city I had made many civilian friends with whom I parted
with regret and reluctance. When I went to say farewell to
Princess Doria she invited me to lunch on the day prior to
my departure, and both the Prince and she expressed the hope
that I would be able to return after the war, and made me
promise that the Doria Palace would be one of my first places
of call if I did so.
Actually I could have stayed on in my position in Rome,
but like so many of the staff there I could not agree with the
then manager of the Club, so, though I deeply regretted
losing further opportunities to travel I decided to go home.
Our last meal at the Club was a grand affair, at which many
of the Italian staff came to wish us "God speed" and "Boo
Voyage". The manager had decided that we would have to
travel by train, and "travel by train" in Italy meant in cattle
trucks. Many of the staff came to see us off, and the Italian
manager sent several bottles of liqueur to cheer us on our way.
There was some straw on the floor of the truck and we
wasted no time in making up our beds. I could have hitchhiked down through Caserta but I had a considerable amount
of luggage with me; also there was every possibility of our
spending a day at Naples and I planned to make the most of
my opportunities by going to the Sorrentine Peninsula. By
these two circumstances I was somewhat reconciled to this
mode of travelling.
Darkness found us making good time southwards, and
we made short work of a bottle of Maraschino and another
of Canadian whisky. At Caserta we received a rude shock:
21-!
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we arrived there in the early hours of the next morning and
were told to disembark and spend the remainder of the night
there, catching a train to Bari in the morning. This meant
the end to my hopes for a day in Naples, so with reluctance
I joined the others on the station and spent the few hours till
daylight in a Nissen hut. Though we were on our way again
by nine o'clock we made extremely slow progress and nightfall
found us in a small wayside village, miles from anywhere,
where we spent the night. We were sharing the cattle truck
with two Italian soldiers who had been British prisoners of
war, and who were returning to their homes in Bari for the
first time in four years. Naturally they were excited at the
prospect of seeing their relatives and friends again, and the
long stop must have been particularly galling to them. They
were repeatedly getting up through the night and going to
interview the stationmaster, returning each time with the news
that we would be moving again in a couple of hours. Finally
they gave up in disgust and we saw them no more.
At daybreak we were on the move again, and after
breakfast finished the last bottle of the excellent Maraschino.
There were plenty of rations with the party and we did not
go hungry, and whenever we felt thirsty we made a brew
of tea with boiling water from the engine. It was late afternoon on the third day out of Rome when we reached Bari,
and we decided to stay the night at the New Zealand Club
there rather than go on to Advanced Base that night.
There was a ballet performance at the theatre that evening
and some of us decided to attend, but despite the praise
lavished by our friends who had already seen it we were
disappointed, for it would not bear comparison with the ballet
at Rome. There was no entrance charge and the audience
was noisy and restless in contrast with the rapt silence we
were accustomed to at the Royal Opera House.
After my long stay at Rome I found Bari a dirty and
uninteresting place. The people seemed apathetic, and the
women not as beautiful or as well dressed as those of northern
Italy. There are two distinct parts of Bari, the old and the
new. The new part held no interest for me whatever, but m
the old quarter was the church of St. Nicholas who is better
known to us of the Western world as "Santa Clans". Nicholas
was famed in his lifetime for his good works, and his habit
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of giving presents to the poor led to the association of his
name with the Christmas festivities.
Compared with the elaborate churches of Rome and
Florence this is a disappointing one, but for the presence in
the crypt of the body of the saint. It was Sunday morning
and the church was crowded with worshippers a large portion
of whom were children, and appropriately so, for after all
he is their particular patron saint.
It is recorded that when the Saracens were sweeping all
before them and threatening to overwhelm the Balkans and
south-western Europe, forty-seven gallant knights from Bari
went forth and rescued the remains of the saint, which till
that time had been lying at Myra in Asia Minor. Brought
back to Bari in triumph, the bones were placed in a specially
built church, where they are said to give off at certain times
of the year a miraculous oil which is used to cure diseases.
I spent several hours wandering around the waterfront;
watching the small boats coming and going from the busy
port, and speculating on their destinations. I wondered how
many of them were bound for the Yugo-Slavian coast where
I longed to go. I had planned a trip there, and had been
promised that if time permitted I would be allowed to go,
but as it was only a matter of days before we were to sail for
Egypt, my dream was not to be realised.
Next day we went to Advanced Base to wait in readiness
for the day of embarkation for Egypt. This was my first
experience of Advanced Base in my five and a half years of
army life and I did not view it very favourably. Despite the
fact that we were so far south of Rome even with the
additional blankets I had drawn I was awake and miserable
most of the first night. Fortunately my work on Rehabilitation
took up most of my time and made the days pass very
quickly.
Sunday, the 25th February, and my sixth birthday overseas
was a dull, windy day and as there seemed little to do in the
camp I obtained permission to go to Brindisi. Luck was with
me at first and I obtained a lift which took me through
Taranto to the outskirts on the Brindisi side. A short walk
and I was given another lift, in a Polish truck bound for
Brindisi itself. I sat in the back with three Poles who, although
speakmg no English were able to carry on a limited conver-
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sation in Italian. The way led through large olive groves and
vineyards and flat, uninteresting countryside. I had been
warned to expect little of interest in Brindisi, so was not
altogether disappointed to find it a squalid town but with a
good harbour that would rank as one of the major ports of
Italy were it not situated so far to the south of the centres of
manufacture and population. This city marked the southern
end of the historic Appian Way, and a child pointed out a
column which he said marked the terminus of this famous
road. In Roman times Brindisi was a busy and important
place, for from it departed all of the sea traffic for Greece and
the Middle East. There is practically nothing left to-day of
those times, and the only thing of modern interest is a unique
war memorial overlooking the harbour, erected during the
Fascist regime as a tribute to Italian sailors who lost their
lives in the last war. It takes the shape of a huge rudder,
but the Fasces with which it was formerly decorated have
been removed. Brindisi was an important stopping place
before the war for the airlines to the East and to Australia,
and was one of the stops on the Centennial Air Race to
Melbourne.
I spent several hours wandering through the town and
after a meal gave thought to the problem of getting back to
camp. There were two courses open to me: the easier one
was to go back the way I had come, for it was only forty miles
to Taranto. On the other hand I had not been on the coast
road running northwards from Brindisi, although it meant
that I would have to cover seventy-three miles to Bari and
then thirty-four miles to the camp. I chose the latter route.
It meant several long periods of waiting but finally I hailed
a truck going all the way to Bari. It was a delightful drive
round the coast, ·for the almond trees were in full bloom,
and spring was much further advanced than in camp. Dotted
over the rolling landscape were scattered Trulli (beehive)
cottages which form so characteristic and picturesque a part
of the scenery here. They are painted white, receiving a new
coat of whitewash each year, and though they look primitive,
they are kept spotlessly clean, and the inhabitants take great
pride in their cottages. Only in this southern tip of Italy 1s
this type of dwelling found.
We passed through the hilltop, mediaevaJ village of Ostuni
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and went thence along the coast to Monopoli and Bari. There
I had a cup of tea and at five o'clock set off on the last lap of
my journey "home". Lady Luck had now deserted me, however, and lifts were hard to obtain. Darkness found me at
Gioia, ten miles from camp, with the prospects of a lift on
the last part of my journey becoming increasingly remote. I
was chilled to the bone, for my last ride had been on the top
of an open truck, so I set off to walk. Though I signalled
every truck that came along, none would stop. In Gioia I
met another Kiwi, who was also bound for camp. I told him
that I intended to walk if no lifts came along, and he laughed
and said, "That'll be the day when I walk ten miles".
However, he started with me, and much to his own surprise, he did walk the ten miles to camp. At eight o'clock
I was home, had supper in the mess and went to bed and
had a sound night's sleep.
Everyone was thoroughly tired of Advanced Base when
the time came to embark for Egypt. We sailed on a French
boat and as usual there was a crop of rumours. According
to one story we were taking on board some Tommies bound
for Malta, and this gave birth to idle speculation as to
whether-in the unlikely event of its proving true-we would
be allowed ashore. Then at one o'clock one day we slid
quietly away from the wharf and left Italy behind us. Gazing
over the rail as the city receded behind us I wondered whether
I should ever come back to this troubled but otherwise pleasant
land. I hoped that the chance of returning would come my
way, for in addition to my wanderlust I had made some very
good friends among the Italian people.
A few short days of intense work at Maadi followed our
arrival in Egypt, and then once more we were on the water.
The four ships comprising our convoy departed at various
times and assembled at Aden. The ship I was travelling on
was the second to arrive and it anchored out in the stream
and took on oil and water.
We were printing a ship's magazine on board and needed
printer's ink. I went to the Adjutant and told him of our
requirements, and he smiled, thinking no doubt that this
would be followed by a request that I be permitted ashore
for this purpose. However, I merely told him that if anyone
was going ashore he could get a supply for us. I thought
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no more of the matter, but that evening as I was preparing
for bed the Adjutant came in and told me to be ready to go
ashore next morning. I was absolutely amazed, and of course
very pleased, for I had always regretted not having been
ashore at Aden.
Three Australian officers, a New Zealand Major and myself
went to the wharf in an R.A.F. speed boat, and after being
issued with a shore leave pass the Major and I set off to buy
the ink. We soon discovered that if once Aden had been
acclaimed as one of the cheapest ports in the world, those days
were now long past. Our first visit was to the Information
Officer, who introduced us to his printers. The manager of
the firm was an Indian as were most of the business
people we saw, and he told us that printer's ink was £4 a
pound. This was an exorbitant price so we decided to try
elsewhere.
Aden is divided into two parts, Steamer Point which
comprises the shopping and residential area around the
harbour and six miles away there is Crater Town which is
the older part of the city. Only a small part of Steamer Point
was in bounds to troops so we walked along the Crescent
which forms the main shopping street of the town. The shops
mostly advertised curios and Chinese silk goods, but as no
supplies had been received since the outbreak of the war,
everything was either expensive, broken, or full of holes.
After we had tried two more places for the ink without
success we made a systematic search of the shops for a suitable
souvenir each but without finding anything worth buying.
Finally I had to content myself with a packet of Gillette razor
blades and two sets of Aden stamps.
There were no civilian women to be seen on the streets
but men lolled around the doors of cafes or strolled listless! y
through the lanes. They were mostly Somalis, with a mixture
of Indians forming the business community. The most
pleasant feature of the landscape was the presence of a large
number of "Wrens" who were attached to the Naval Staff at
Aden. What a contrast they must have found between the
arid bare rocks of Aden and the green fields of the English
countryside. Before we left the ship we heard rumours that
the price of beer ashore was 7s. 6d. a bottle, and that it was
very scarce, but we found that after midday we could buy
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it in a store at 2s. 6d. a bottle. The beer was made in Eritrea
by the English brewery set up there after the occupation, and
after the strenuous exertion of walking around in the hot
sun it was most welcome. We filled a suitcase with bottlescontrary to ship's orders-and that night a few of us enjoyed
icy cold beer.
The run to Colombo was uneventful, but afterwards a case
of small-pox developed on board, and we were subjected to
endless inspections and vaccination parades. The sick man
died and was given a military funeral on board. Melbourne
was our only Australian port of call, and through the
quarantine restriction against small-pox still being in force
no one on our ship was allowed ashore, though the personnel
of the other boats had an enjoyable time.
The time on board passed quickly with work on Rehabilitation and I found that most of the soldiers had very definite
ideas about what they wanted to do on their return: they
wished either to carry on in good jobs or make a clean start
with a view to bettering their position. The "Maleesh" (never
mind) attitude seemed to drop from them when they talked
of their future plans, and I realised that for most of them the
war had been an interlude that would soon be a memory,
and that they were looking forward rather than back. One
of my own problems was whether I would ever be able to
settle down to an office desk again, or whether the lure of
romantic, distant lands would call me to the end of my life.
Time will tell if I travel again; or whether as Hilaire Belloc
has said:
" ... I will sit beside the fire,
And put my hand before my eyes,
And trace, to fill my heart's desire,
The last of all our Odysseys."
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By A. S. HELM
Here is another fascinating travel book
by the author of "Fights and Fur/oughs in

the Middle East". This is not a war book
but deals with his travels and adventures
following his return overseas a second
time.
The "out-of-bounds" areas of Cairo,
where the military police scarcely ever
dared venture were his chief haunts while

on leave in that city. Here his deep know-

ledge of the strange manners and customs
Moslems, and his ability to mix

other races and to understand them,
a rich reward.
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